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HERE was a hueandcry. The hue was green, for it was in the eyes of a crowd rushing after a dog that was supposed to be mad. 
There was no madness in the matter, and all the idiotcy was confined to the active and intelligent Constable who led the 
mob. He had run in so many other people that just for a change he was running himself out—of breath. He was assisted 
by a Cab-driver, who was the sole representative of anything like canine ferocity—he was a Growler. No Hansom would have behaved 
so unhandsomely. 

There was no penny-a-liner present. As soon as he heard the cry of “mad dog”’ he fled in the opposite direction. He feared that 
the animal might avenge upon him the long series of libels inflicted on his race by the pen of the too ready writer, who, when in doubt for a 
paragraph, plays hydrophobia. You cannot have showers of frogs, and large gooseberries at certain times of the year, but mad dog is 
always in season, and if very rabid will run—vwell, run to a good twenty lines, which amounts, convertibly, to a good amount of beer, 
whiskey, and beef-d-la-mode. But if the penny-a-liner had been there he might have “ observed among the distinguished people present,” 
Mr. Tag, Mr. Rag, and several members of the well-known family of Bobtail. 

Up one street and down another, across any number of roads, straight down many crooked lanes, and all round one or two squares 
that disorderly procession galloped. At last it emerged into Fleet-street, and reached the Fun Office. 

¥ * * 


* ¥ * sd * ao 7 


A change has come over the scene! 
The Policeman is rolling on the pavement in contortions which might pass for tetanic spasms if they were net accompanied by roars 


of laughter. The Cabman is leaning against a lamp-post which shakes with the chuckles in which he is indulging. 

Mr. Tag is seated on a doorstep industriously occupied in holding his sides, and occasionally, when there appears imminent danger 
of their splitting, appealing to the bystanders to assist him. 

Mr. Rag is grinning from ear to ear, presenting a gap into which several spectators have nearly fallen headlong in their paroxysms 
of merriment. He has apologised in gasps to them, and says he would stuff his pocket-handkerchief into his mouth, but unluckily he has 
left his own handkerchief at home, and has not, as yet, had time to find that of anybody else. 

The Bobtails are huddled up in one giggling and writhing group, slightly reminding the lover of art of the well-known Laocéon. 

The City police, accustomed to see people suddenly attacked by violent fits of laughter in front of Number Eighty, and aware 
that they will recover in time, and need not be carried to St. Bartholomew's, do not interfere with the demonstration. 

But where was the dog ? 

He was seated in front of the Fun Office, oie by a group of four-footed friends that looked like a deputation from the Dog Show, 

As dogs are not in the habit (as those are, whose best friends they are) of either saying or looking what is untrue; of course, it was 
a deputation from the Dog Show. It had come to thank Fun for his unvarying friendship for the canine race, and had been duly presented 
with a volume. As its members left the office they met the hero-dog of this preface, who, snatching the book from their hands, at once sat 
down and commenced to read it aloud. The mob was tamed—nay, more —it was humanised, by the power of laughter. 

But this is only one instance of the good effects resulting from the publication of 


Che Hineteenth Volume of the Recond Reries of Fun. 
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HERE was a hueandcry. The hue was green, for it was in the eyes of a crowd rushing after a dog that was supposed to be mad. 
There was no madness in the matter, and all the idiotcy was confined to the active and intelligent Constable who led the 
mob. He had run in so many other people that just for a change he was running himself out—of breath. He was assisted 
by a Cab-driver, who was the sole representative of anything like canine ferocity—he was a Growler. No Hansom would have behaved 
so unhandsomely. 

There was no penny-a-liner present. As soon as he heard the cry of “ mad dog” he fled in the opposite direction. He feared that 
the animal might avenge upon him the long series of libels inflicted on his race by the pen of the too ready writer, who, when in doubt for a 
paragraph, plays hydrophobia. You cannot have showers of frogs, and large gooseberries at certain times of the year, but mad dog is 
always in season, and if very rabid will run—well, run to a good twenty lines, which amounts, convertibly, to a good amount of beer, 
whiskey, and beef-i-la-mode. But if the penny-a-liner had been there he might have “‘ observed among the distinguished people present,” 
Mr. Tag, Mr. Rag, and several members of the well-known family of Bobtail. 

Up one street and down another, across any number of roads, straight down many crooked lanes, and all round one or two squares 
that disorderly procession galloped. At last it emerged into Fleet-street, and reached the Fun Office. 
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A change has come over the scene! 
The Policeman is rolling on the pavement in contortions which might pass for tetanic spasms if they were not accompanied by roars 


of laughter. The Cabman is leaning against a lamp-post which shakes with the chuckles in which he is indulging. 

Mr. Tag is seated on a doorstep industriously occupied in holding his sides, and occasionally, when there appears imminent danger 
of their splitting, appealing to the bystanders to assist him. 

Mr. Rag is grinning from ear to ear, presenting a gap into which several spectators have nearly fallen headlong in their paroxysms 
of merriment. He has apologised in gasps to them, and says he would stuff his pocket-handkerchief into his mouth, but unluckily he has 
left his own handkerchief at home, and has not, as yet, had time to find that of anybody else. 

The Bobtails are huddled up in one giggling and writhing group, slightly reminding the lover of art of the well-known Laocéon. 

The City police, accustomed to see people suddenly attacked by violent fits of laughter in front of Number Eighty, and aware 
that they will recover in time, and need not be carried to St. Bartholomew's, do not interfere with the demonstration. 

But where was the dog ? 

He was seated in front of the Fun Office, surrounded by a group of four-footed friends that looked like a deputation from the Dog Show. 

As dogs are not in the habit (as those are, whose best friends they are) of either saying or looking what is untrue ; of course, it was 
a deputation from the Dog Show. It had come to thank Foun for his unvarying friendship for the canine race, and had been duly presented 
with a volume. As its members left the office they met the hero-dog of this preface, who, snatching the book from their hands, at once sat 
down and commenced to read it aloud. The mob was tamed—nay, more —it was humanised, by the power of laughter. 

But this is only one instance of the good effects resulting from the publication of 
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ELLEN EVELINA. 


LLEN EVELINA 
WAGGLES 

Back to you my 
memory strag- 
gles ; 

Now that panto- 
mimes are 
coming and 
the ballet’s to 
the fore: 

For I loved you 
fondly — mad- 
ly! 

And my recollec- 
tion sadly 
Turns to those old 

days of yore! 


I was sixteen— 


Had not cut my 

wisdom dental, 

And was still at 

Doctor 

per’s Classic 

and Commer- 
cial School. 


you, 
And no doubt I of- 
ten bored you, 
And you called me 
“that young 
fool!” 






How could you your bosom harden 
To bouquets from Covent Garden ?— 
So I spent my pocket-money, and invested all my tips! 
At your glancing feet I laid me, 
And you might have overpaid me, 
With one smile from those rouged lips! 


Round the theatre aye a drifter 
I made friends with that scene-shifter, 
Who quaffed-off my pot of porter, and then broke a trusting heart. 
“Nelly Waggles was I meaning, 
Which ’er reel name it was Greening,— 
’Er as took the Prince’s part. 


‘‘ Did he know ’er? Well, yes rather— 
Had been great chums with ’er father ; 
Broke his neck permiskus, hs did, through a trapdoor falling down. 
So ’twas he away as guv ’er 
When she married ’er old lover, 
Johnny Waggles, there, the clown!” 


Oh, my Ellen Evelina, 
You have never, never seen a 
Loving heart as crushed as mine was at the carpenter's remark, 
Evelina—Mrs. Waggles— 
~ : Backward still my memory straggles 
To that sorrow deep and dark! 


VOL. XIX. A 


sentimental— | 


Intermission. Idleness and pauperism would be banished from among 
| Us, and, except that there would be no room for intemperance, the world 
| would be vastly benefited. Should you require to hear more in detail 
From the pit I | I will send you further letters in illustration of my scheme. But, | 


then adored | 5#Y, Please use your interest to get me out of this place. I am quite 


A PHILANTHROPIC PROPOSAL. 


To THE Epiror or Fun. 


Srr,—At this happy Christmas time when so many people are 
starving for want of work, and the Licensed Victuallers and others are 
quarrelling about hours of closing, I wish to bring before you a plan 
for ameliorating the condition of humanity and at once solving the 
licensing question. I have been a deep student of political economy, 
and flatter myself that I can go as far as most people into the question 
of supply and demand, so that I am eminently fitted for the task of 
instructing the world. My proposal, like all truly great ideas, except 
the binomial theorem and the Conservative policy, is very simple, 
and easily understood. I propose to abolish night, and work the world 
by double shifts. There isadim foreshadowing of this in Bor and 
Cox, and something of the same kind has been suggested asa heal-all 
for disturbances and strikes among the colliers. In fact the world is 
unconsciously and blindly working its way to this grand reform, and 
it is my function to shed light upon the darksome struggle. The Licensed 
Victuallers must keep open twenty-four hours in every day, but must 
employ two sets of barmaids and assistants, and the same remark 
should apply to all other trades. ‘The first result of this reform would 
be to employ every man, woman, and child in the kingdom who might 
want work, and the second consequence would be to double the 
demand for production as well as the powers of production. Every- 
thing from a steam engine down to a pair of boots would wear out 
Ras. | tWice as fast, if steam engines and boots were employed without 


Yours, Misunderstood, 
Cotney Harcu. 
[We do not care to hear more of this scheme; the hint about the 
abolition of intemperance is enough for us. But we will try to get 
our correspondent a situation on the daily press.—Ep. Fun.] 


sane, whether harmless or not. 


Irony. 


WE learn from Jron how tenderly Englishmen are providing for the 
wants of our gallant fellows on the Gold Coast :— 

Thoughtful Birmingham—with questionable patriotism—furnishes our enemies 

with guns and powder wherewith to kill, if not each other, our soldiers. Last of 
all, an acute Liverpool firm, foreseeing the inevitable necessities of the case, has 
shipped off two cases of gravestones to Sierra Leone! 
That Liverpool firm must be a near connection of those London trades- 
men, who thrust their advertisements of mourning, tombstones, and 
undertaking upon the house of mourning. We trust the Zcho has 
not omitted to send to the relatives of all officers, leaving for Cape 
Coast Castle, its halfpenny post-card showing how cheaply one can 
announce one’s dead relatives. 


Tea-pottering. 

Tue Daily Telegraph obliges the world at large with a leader on a 
recent tea-case tried in the Court of Common Pleas. It says “ecce 
iterum”’ and “ Ceteris paribus”? and other clever things; but its 
brightest remark is that ‘“‘ Mr. Justice Grove exhibited a commendable 
knowledge of chemistry,” in trying the case. One of the best 
chemists of the day, the inventor of ‘‘ Grove’s Battery’’ must feel 
deeply honoured by this patronising notice. But what will become of 
the leader-writer whose “‘ commendable knowledge of chemistry "’ 13 80 


remarkably shallow ? 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Dec. 31, 1873. 
MUSIC HATH (CH)ARMS! 


Ovn Fantee friends find more delight 
In being fought-for, than to fight, 
And so they run away! 
Attired as nigger serenaders 
They might drive off their fierce invaders 
* When they began to play,— 
“‘ Darkies, come along, 
With banjo and with song, 
With yah! yah! yah! 
And bress you, sah ! 
And boodle-y-umshy-bay !”’ 
Then let's fit out the idle drones, 
With banjos, tambourines, and bones, 
With coats and trousers gay, 
With tall white hats and paper collars, 
And buttons twice as large as dollars, 
And send them to the fray,— 
'« Darkies, go along, 
With banjo and with song, 
‘With yah! yah! yah! 
And bress you, sah! 
And boodle-y-umshy-bay !”’ 


For, *tis the same, howe’er it goes— 
If they are slaughtered by their foes, 
Or they the foes should slay ;— 
Nay, if on both sides “‘ man and brother’ 
Kilkenny cat-wise killed the other, 
We should but shout hooray— 
“‘ Darkies, go along, 
With banjo and with song, 
With yah! yah! yah! 
And bress you, sah ! 
And boodle-y-umshy-bay ! ”’ 


a 


Hitnerto the London School Board has been regarded as a sort of 
safety valve for the energy of a lot of old women of both sexes who 
were dying to play at being Members of Parliament. And so long as 
they confined themselves to doing nothing, with a success which was 
not likely to attend their efforts to do anything else, we were satisfied. 
They had their amusement at our expense, and we had our laugh at 
theirs. Recently however, either growing weary of doing nothing, or 
stimulated to try and do something by the contemptuous toleration 
extended to them, the School Board have begun to take active 
measures ; and if what Mr. Hanbury of the North-West London Shoe- 
black Brigade writes to the Times is true—as no doubt it is—we should 
like to see the members of the School Board expending their super- 
fluous energies on the treadmill. It appears that Mr. Hanbury was 
warned by the School Board authorities that his society found 
employment for boys under thirteen, who were not provided with the 
statutory amount of education, and that such a course was illegal. The 
society being unable to provide the needful educational machinery— 
the boys were dismissed. The School Board have taken no steps to 
send them to school, and they are idling about the streets—the devil’s 
schools! Now these lads were supporting poor and aged parents, 
often were bread-winners for a widowed mother—and were able to 
make nine or ten shillings a week! Have the School Board idiots no 
knowledge of the difficulty with which a Society rescues such waifs, 
picks them out of the black waters, and brings them ashore? Before 
that notice was given to Mr. Hanbury, arrangements should have been 
made to take over to schools every boy he had under thirteen. As it 
is they have been flung into the flood again—thrust from their foot- 
hold. The pompous and prolix prattlers of the School Board may be 
impervious to the scorn, which they have deservedly earned, but they 
are answerable for those children’s souls,— 


And the child’s curses d i 
Than the strong eee 


nd 
A New Casabianca. 
Tue intelligent Echo says :— 
“ The story of Casabianca who refused to leave a sinking ship without the 
permission which ; : 
so long as love and loyalty are valued by oeaband ste Will never be ee 


Tre Echo at any rate seems to have forgotten it, or never to have | 
properly learnt it. People who knew the story have told us that ob 
“The boy stood on the burning deck,” 2 
and that the boy’s father had been shot, not drowned. 








[JANUARY 3, 1874. 





MR. JIM BECKWOURTH’S ADVENTURE. 


For some years before the authentic discovery of the striking 
natural phenomena in the valley of the Yellowstone River, Montana, 
it was clear to everyone who had been within a hundred miles of the 
spot that there were things “out of the common’’—somewhere in 
that unexplored region. A falsehood containing no nucleus of truth 
is a very bad story indeed, and though trappers and mountaineers 
are very bad story-tellers there is necessarily more or less of fact 
in their preposterous narratives. The truth to the falsehood commonly 
bears about the relation of the wick to the complete tallow candle: a 
seemingly insignificant, but really essential part of the article, and 
usually visible at one end. I say they necessarily put in some truth, 
because although their spirit is willing their imagination is lamentably 
weak: the hard and, to them, prosaic life of the frontier has reduced 
the romantic element of their natures to the lowest possible vitality— 
as I trust this sketch will make sufficiently clear. 

I recall a few of the tales told me by old Jim Beckwourth, who was 
the guide of a party led by General Hazen into the Crow country, 
about the Big Horn Mountains, in 1866—a party which I had the 
good fortune to accompany as ornamental topographer. Jim had 
been originally a Virginia mulatto, but at the time I knew him it was 
difficult to tell what he was. Early in life he had been cast amongst 
the Crow Indians, then a powerful tribe, and by sheer force of 
mendacity had risen to be their chief; though at the time of which 
I write he had long been out of the business. Poor old Jim is dead 
now; and in the tales he related, I have often fancied I caught a 
prophetic gleam of his future—Heaven rest him! In reproducing 
the following I shall make no attempt to employ his diction, but will 
content myself with achieving simple intelligibility. 

‘One summer,” said Jim “I was with a party of trappers, up the 
Yellowstone Valley, in a region where no white man, and probably no 
red one, had ever been; for during three weeks we saw no sign of 
trail or camp. 

‘Early one morning we descended into a valley which must have 
been some thirty miles in width at the point where we entered, and 
reached away as far as we could see to the right and left, in one 
unbroken level of hard red clay, without a sign of vegetation—not 
even so much as a sickly sagebush, or a knot of bunch-grass. It had 
been a raw morning, but the moment we emerged from the hills and 
struck out across the plain there was so marked a rise in the 
temperature that a half-hour later our horses and ourselves were 
streaming with perspiration. I observed, too, that the mountains on 
the other side of the valley, which were certainly higher than the Big 
Horns, and ought therefore to have been sheeted in snow a third ot 
the. way down from summit to base, were as bald as eggs. Although 
the sky was entirely overcast with dull greyish clouds wholly 
obscuring the sun, the heat continued to increase until it became all 
but insupportable. Our animals, moreover, were strangely affected, 
dancing gingerly about, snorting, beating the earth with their forefeet 
and very nearly uncontrollable. Their hoofs, too, struck out of the 
earth a hollow cavernous sound indescribably singular 

“T was riding in advance of the party, and presently I pulled up to 
consult the others as to what it were best to do, when suddenly one ot 
my horse’s forefeet sank down as through a crust of snow. Before he 
could fairly extricate it, down went the other; and shortly the 
exclamations behind me proved that the other nags were struggline 
with the same difficulty. I turned in my saddle and shouted to my 
companions to go back, at the same time wheeling my horse about and 
making for the hills as well as I could, the others imitating my 
example with considerable agility. Suddenly we heard a dreadful 
oath, followed by a short sharp yell of terror, and saw Bob Morley’s 
horse break bodily through and disappear in a cloud of dust lurid as 
flame! With one accord we threw ourselves from our saddles, while, 
shrieking loudly and swearing like pirates, away went our horses, 
scouring over the plain toward the hills we had left. My comrades, too, 
broke away in the same direction as fast as they could pick up their 
feet. For one moment I stood irresolute, and in that moment my 
bootsoles became hot as hearthstones. The ground was like an 
oven ! 

“For my succeeding action I have never been able to account: 
certainly 1 was never more terrified, nor less consciously curious, in 
my life; but prompted by some inscrutable motive begotten by the 
extraordinary occasion I instinctively threw myself flat upon the 

ound to distribute my weight over as much surtace as possible, and 

ging my body quickly forward on blistering hands to the irregular 
hole where Morley had gone down, peered over the verge. All this 
had occupied but an instant of time. At first I was blinded by a 
brilliant glare, but a moment later I saw, at an immeasurable distance 


| below, two minute black specks, which speedly receded from sight— 


Bob Morley and his poor horse! Then, as my eyes grew accustomed 
to‘the fjerce light—heavens! what a spectacle met my view. If you 
‘can imafine the Pacific Ocean turned to molten iron, and seen through 


—~pachole In the sky, you may obtain a feeble sense of the impression 
ee derpon me in that first awful moment. Away down, down, below 
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—so remote that it was like looking through the earth upon the body 
of the midnight sun—spread an illimitable expanse of glowing flame, 
shoreless, silent, and unspeakably beautiful. I clung breathless to the 
crumbling edge; gazing down with a terrible but exultant sense of 
fascination; at one moment shuddering as my clutching fingers 
unconsciously measured the thinness of the crust upon which I lay—at 
the next impelled by an almost irresistible impulse to throw myself over 
the dizzy verge, such was the fierce intoxication of my senses, 
revelling in the matchless beauty of the scene. 

‘‘ By degrees I grew calmer, and began to note matters which the 
sudden overwhelming of my faculties had rendered me incapable of 
observing. At irregular intervals, sometimes nearly beneath me, and 
at others near the horizon—if I may so call it—and even beyond it, 
there were tremendous, though to me invisible and inaudible con- 
vulsions, heaving up great masses of lurid smoke, which shot fiercely 
upward in convolved rolls, or ascended slowly in smooth banks, 
spreading flatly out at last in clouds of surpassing loveliness, shot 
through with a thousand gorgeous tints and edged with gold. One of 


these drifted quite near to me, and momentarily changing its shape | 


and the order of its colours formed a most enchanting object, which 
has ever since floated, a splendid picture, through my dreams. Of the 
darker and denser of these clouds the upper surfaces were strangely 
flecked and barred with tremulous gleams reflected from the rocky 
concave above. But of all that chained and pained my senses, the 
most impressive was the deathlike stillness of the scene. Again and 
again I turned my ear in hope to catch some faint moaning of this 
mighty sea; but not a murmur, nora sigh, ascended to my terrible 
altitude. 
to dispel it, I shrieked aloud. 


The silence was maddening, and with an unconscious effort | 


‘‘ Whether from the association of ideas I do not know, but the | 


instant I caught the sound of my own voice I felt my body flushed | 


with hot pains from head to foot. Hastily springing up I put my 
hand to my face. My beard, eyebrows, and hair had vanished in the 
scorching heat—my body was blistered from crown to sole. Darkness 
had settled upon me like a pall; I was smitten blind by the glare and 
heat, and knew not which way to turn. It seems to me I stood for 
ages in that pitiable condition, not daring to move least I should 





| 
| 


discover the hills where safety lay. There were my companions, 
scurrying across the plain, and the horses dishing away in advance 
not perceptibly more distant than when [ had seen them last. My 
season of observation at the abyss had probably not exceeded a single 
second in duration. Staggering painfully after my comrades I 
succeeded in joining them amongst the hills, where they had paused 
for breath, and where the horses instinctively came back to us 
cowering with terror. Before nightfall we were thirty miles from the 
spot. 

‘‘ It is needless to say I never again visited that region, but I often 
think that if Bob Morley could step back for a moment I[ should like 
to ask him how he felt about it, by the time he had got, say, a third 
of the way down.”’ 

When Jim Beckwourth related this adventure I confess I thought 
it pure fiction. By the light of recent explorations I see now the 
nucleus of truth—the wick in Jim’s candle. From some vagrant 
Indian he had heard of the hot springs, recently discovered, and 
knowing nothing of chemical action this was his rude and unskilful 
manner of accounting for the phenomenon—his way of asserting that 
there is some warm place where the water is prepared. 


Foggy Reflections. 


Tue Echo with questionable clearness vents the following reflection 
on the fogs of this month.— 


‘* For although, with questionable truth, that ‘the wise child knows his own 
father,’ we do not think that the wisest parent could be reasonably expected to 
know his own child in such a fog as that of yesterday.”’ 


Will the Editor, relieved from the labour of a political contest at 
Huntingdon, explain his meaning, if any ¢ 





Ink-redible! 
Txis beats the elaborate villany of ‘“‘ Chops and Tomato Sauce.”’— 


ANTIBREACH of PROMISE INK. Writing with this ink disappears before 
one month, thus avoiding the system of ridicule to which old and young a:e 
subjected in their letters being publicly exposed. Free for 14 stamps. 


tumble headlong into the dreadful abyss, yet all the while feeling the | We only hope that this valuable fluid will not be converted to the less 


earth bending like thin ice beneath my feet. 


sentimental and more practical purposes of Kite, Harduppe, and the 


“When sight returned to my seared eyeballs I looked about to | rest, for the acceptances of bills at more than one month! 
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FAT FARE AND FORTE. 


Stout Old Lady :—“* Now I Hore THE ANIMAL” 





Cabby :—‘* DIVVLE A BIT, MUM, SAVING YER PRESENCE; BUT IF YOU'D JUST BE AS QUICK 
AS YOU CAN, I’LL HOULD UP THE TAIL 0’ MEE COAT AND THE BASTE SHAN’T CATCH NIVER A 


SOIGHT 0’ YE!” 











A EIFEL TRIFLE. 


Ou, Mr. Cook, 

To whom we look 
Tor trips to other shores, 

‘That so we may 

Be borne away 

Afar from life’s dull bores. 
Why—why der teiifel, 
Secure the Eifel, 

Where fierce the north wind rours, 
Reverse your plan 
And ask a man 

To seek —not shun—the boars ? 
Still! Wilkins, please, 
Where's that valise ? 

Provide it well with stores, 
And pack my rifle 
I ll seek the Eifel, 

And try and kill the boars! 
Away I'll roam, 

I’m not at home, 

Though callers come by scores, 
Hang Christmas duns, 
Let’s load our guns, 

And so have done with bores! 

About the Size of it. 

A mvsicaL advertisement asks pointedly 
and persistently ‘‘ Why should we sigh ”’ 
We do hate a conumdrum of this kind. 
But the answer seems to be ** because we 
have most of us oyereaten ourselves this 
Christmas!’’ Another musical notifica- 
tion refers to ‘* The Shadows of Bygone 
Days.”” This is infamous; for what with 
coming events casting their shadows 
before, and bygone days leaving them 
behind them, there will be an absolute 
glut of the article. If those bygone days 
don’t fetch away those shadows in a week 
they will be sold to defray expenses! 
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A NEW YEAR’S WISH. 


Dose of rhubarb or of squills, 
Piles of unexpected bills, 
Boxes of obnoxious pills, 
Slips and falls and other spills, 
Awkward squads and — drills, 
Shot that wounds, and that kills, 
Toiling oa hills, 
ere | over Semaed sills ; 

* ? 
Tumbles into duty rills, 
Seen ae 
Gourmandise, and vinaas: eu, 
Robberies of well-filled tills, 
Snubs and jilts from Jacks and Jills, 


UN. 
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74 leads his auxiliaries to victory. 


Grinding everlasting mills, 

Midnight oil and driving quills, 

Tear, that weary eyelid fills,— 

May you be spared from all these ills. | 


Recommendatory. 
We should like to recommend “a gentleman” not to do this kind of 
- again. Neither furnished apartments nor human nature will 
it :— 
FURNISHED APARTMENTS.—A gentleman wishes to recommend, sitting 
and two bed rooms he now occupies, or vice versa. Would suit two single 
gentlemen or brothers.—Address ——, hbury. 
“‘Or vice versa.”” Doeshe mean that he wishes the sitting and two 
bed-rooms to recommend him if moreagreeable? If not, why not, and 
what does he mean? Surely, not a sitting and two bed rooms which 
occupy him. And But, hold! here’s more of it. Brothers are 
not single gentlemen. Of course not; each is a man—and a brother. 
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OUR ALLIES. 


As they get on 80 badly with rifles, we would suggest that they le armed with something more suitable. With the dreadful costume and 
weapons depicted above, and issuing volumes of popular nigger melodies, they would do immense execution. 








aonaoO0nWwc+——"[—sesrqm —eoeeoeoeeeeee ee eeeeeeessaeeeeeeNSaoS0_0>>‘>‘a==axxxa"__—_ _——sE—e_Eeed 





SOREL aN ee 


as 


On Re ee 





wee oe. eee 


A TS A Tt i i ace at 
- - ~ _ — 


tne 


. a — 7 
_ 7 ” LLL LLL LLL LLL LLL LOL LLL LL LLL LLL LL ELL tl 











DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 353 


Farewett, for twelve months past 

You have stuck by us fast;— ; 
Now start! 

For your successor’s here, 

May he bring better cheer ;— 
Depart! 


1. The gipsy lass and the gipsy lad 
Think he who's not Romany must be a cad ; 
And they call him a name 
That fact to proclaim. 
2. The moonlight slants through shafts of stone, 
With storied panes im silvery tone: 
And morning’s light, when wakes the sun, 
Shall melt the colours into one. 


3. A man who lives on turpentine and buns 
Is surely one of the eccentric ones: 
I do not think it is amiss AA 
To say if he’s not mad, he’s this ! 


{. Hlat on one side, 
Clothes made so well, 
Face full of pride— 
Oh, what a swell! 


5. Slowly plods the horse beside | 
As down the broad canal we glide. | 


6. A foreign plant, of foliage fine— 
Til have one for this lawn of mine. 
7. Weary and worn, 
Joyous I guess 
When by the morn 
Paper’s at Press. 


Sorvtion oF Acrostic, No. 2851.—Sharp Frost : | 
Sheriff, Hanger, Amo, Rags, Punt. | 

Correct SonrvtTions or Acrostic, No. 3851, received 23rd | 
December :— Pimlico Tom Cat; Gyp; Buggins and Muggins; | 
Cliff; Madcap; Little Peacocks; Smug; Pseudo-sphinx 
Winkle; Ruby’s Ghost; Boh; Ardmore; Nightcap; Three 
Chuckleheads. 


Norr.—The Christmas holidays compel us to shorten the time 
given for Solutions this week by one day. 


First Old Party :—*Ou, MY TEETH ARE WERR} 


‘*Little Wars.” 
In addition to our Coffee War we are likely to have 
a Café-r war. Next, we shall have a tempest in a 
teapot. 


ONE SIDE.’ 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


TicHBoRNE trial adjourned till after Boxing Day. Will recom- | 
mence with the other pantomimes. Clown, by “a Juror.’”’ — Man- 
chester parson fibs about Mr. Bright. Gets a tremendous “ fibbing ”’ 
for his pains. 
wines, called by the trade ‘ converted wine.” We always have our 
suspicions of ‘‘conversions.’”’ = Mr. Arthur Arnold was a case of | 
‘Bye, Baby, Buntingdon!”’ 
Virginius has been surrendered, so Uncle Sam will have to find 
another excuse for annexing Cuba. = Latest advices from the Gold | 
Coast announce that Sir Garnet is better. It is rumoured that King | 
Koffee has gone to pot! = Mr. Horsman has been putting his hobby 


LES ABSENTS ONT TOUJOURS 


Second Ditto :— 
BLESH YER, 
MY ’ED, EXCEPT TWO AS I HAD TOOK OUT NOT MORE’N A YEAR AGO.’ 


Sarve him bright ! — Great discussion about doctored | 


| 
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TORT. 


ry BAD—’CAN T EAT AT ALL 


WELL MINE’'S WERRY GOOD GRINDERS. Lor 
I HAIN’T GOT A DECAYED TOOTH IN 


“An! 


you'pD ’ARDLY BELIEVE IT, 


Medical News. 


Here's something for the consideration of analytical chemists and 
all persons interested in the action of poisons on the human system. 
They evidently do these things much better abroad. We presume 
Australia is abroad, but as we have never been there we make the 
statement subject to correction :— 


The Ballarat Courier reports that a young man named Crockett, a miner, living 
at Bulldog, was found near his house on Tuesday morning with his throat cut. 


Didn’t get in for Huntingdon. — The | He was not, however, dead, and afterwards wrote that he had taken laudanum 


the night before. Dr. Forster was sent for, but Crockett died before he came. 
The cause of the rash act is said to be a dispute with his mates about some gold. 


| Poisons evidently act differently in different climes, and on different » 


_ constitutions. But who would ever have thought that a dose otf 


through its paces for the benefit of the Liskearders. When will | _laudanum would have set up the appearance of a cut throat? We 


that obscure little borough cease to think itself a shining light in 
politics ? == Mr. John Hampden, for libelling Mr. Wallace, will spend | 
a couple of months in jail, in calm reflection on the shape of the 
world. = Dr. Playfair has obtained an advance of pay for the Post- 
office officials. This is a step in the right direction. He goes in like 
« Lyon! — Gas Companies want to raise their prices. 


hand they have lowered their gas until it is as unilluminative as | 


smoke. = The salary of President MacMahon has been doubled. It 
is well to be paid in inverse proportion to the work you do, in some 
cases. = The head-master of Rugby is to go. The governors first 
suspended Hayman and then—turned him off! = “ General” 


' commend this to the notice of the Lancet. But let it not be forgotten 
that we were the first to publish the newest way of paying the oldest of 


| debts. 


On the other | 


| 


Here we ham again! 
A CONTEMPORARY gravely observes that :— 
Foreign bacon is largely copsumed. This year the value as declared imported 


| was £5,044,757, and last year it was £3,500,276. 


Neal | 


Dow, of the United States, has been spouting w ater at Guildford, and | 


got shut up like an unwholesome pump. We have enough of these 
hydrocephalous lecturers of our own without wanting spillings-over 
from Yankee Land. = Mr. Charley, M.P., has been indignant because 
a Manchester paper said he talked nonsense. Gracious goodness, 
what else was he returned to Parliament for? — Weather beastly— 
wish you a “ Merry Christmas and Happy New Year!” 


Allright! We are evidently saving our own bacon! LBPut statements 
about bacon must be taken cum grano as they are invariably one- 
sided. 

A Good Example. 


A YANKEE paper asserts that :— 


There are so many thieves in New York that they poegnee to form a society to 
reform some of their number, and thus prevent their business from being ruined. 


What a pity that our equally numerous railway directors don’t adopt 
_ this idea. 


' 
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conceived another idea: ‘* They would be put into a big historical picture ! !’’———So the affair was speedily negociated. 


a 


A certain Painter onee conceived a brilliant idea: ‘‘ He would do a big historical picture !!’’——-And, contempcraneously, the Fathers of a certain obscure City 


et 
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While Smith, Green, and Thompson (Three more), who were in the foreground, were ravished with the work of Art.—-Then the Fathers held an extraordinary 
meeting, at which they decided that thev were tired of pictures.——So, when the artist requested them to pay for what thev had ordered, they regretted that they 
really knew nothirg about it, and bowed him out. But, thank goodness! All this happened along time ago—nearly two months! 











Sold } Bottled Moonbeams. 


Loox here what we have found in the’Daily Telegraph! And yet | Turre seems to have been a special manifestation recently on 
Englishmen boast that in this country there is no slavery—no traffic | behalf of the ladies and gentlemen of a looney character belonging to 
in human flesh and blood! | Gravesend. Thusly— 


HE Gentleman that left the DOG at Miss S——’s, 36, C——street, S——. If| A lunar rainbow of most unusual brilliancy appeared a d on 
T not called for in three days will be SOLD to pay expenses. | Wednesday night. The phenomenon was a Saat Sees and ars 
If that man was not called for in the three days, what—we ask a | fifteen minutes. 
somnolent and faineant Government—was done with him? Where | For the benefit of the uninitiated we may also inform them that the 
was he sold? And who bought him? And what did he give for | arc was also a perfect phenomenon, to be manufactured only of 
oo" him? And what was the amount of the expenses? We repeat that | Gravesend shrimps and Rosherville stout. We can plead guilty to 
ae the Home Secretary has been glaringly remiss in his duties when he _ having seen an unusual quantity of stars at the conclusion of “a 
| a | suffered — ee oe say, eee ee ne | happy rie but - — auras arrived at the mature dignity of a 
. | here—to , actuall » in country, sim use he | rainbow. But who knows what may ye i re for er- 
aS forgot to whist o hee his dca! os id _ severing ? a me 


= 
nN ENGAGER 



















STHTETTY Pepe? 


~ 


— 


ne 


ce 


JANUARY 3, 1874.] 


SOME SPORTING NOTES. 


I parEsAy, Mr. Editor, you have been both surprised and disap- 
pointed at not receiving any copy from me or my friend, the old gen- 
tleman, for so long a time; but the fact is we have been surfeited with 
triumphs arising out of the past season, and so have been taking a 
rest. I have of course been shooting, but the birds were very wild, 
and I don’t think my powder could have been kept properly dry, 
otherwise I would have sent you some game. I used to be a crack 
shot, too, at the trapwork, but there’s a great deal of difference 
between firing at a bird which goes up like a rocket without giving 
you any notice, and at another which comes and perches almost on the 
end of your gun, or hangs about undecided what to be about ina 
place utterly strange to him. But no matter; I’ve bought you a 
couple of nice Ostendral bits at 4d. a pound in Whitechapel, which 
you will receive with this, and I’ve no doubt you'll find them as high 
as the very best game. The old man, whom I had not seen until now 
since our return from the Highlands a chasing of the deer, says he 
has also been shooting, but when I asked him where and at what, he 
answered in enigmas, saying, in his lodgings and at the moon. Now, 
Sir, I know F’m not very brilliant, but I’m quite sure that’s not to be 
done with the present system of projectiles. 

I have been reading some turf circulars lately, and have been struck 
with an idea. This is so unusual with me that I have recorded the 
event and it comes out as follows. I call it 

HOW TO BE ALWAYS SURE OF WINNING. 

There are two ways of being sure of winning: there is the process 
of being quite sure beforehand, with its almost inevitable result of 
being sorry afterwards; and there is the surety peculiar to the 
successful, which is generally secured before the day, and is slightly 
dependent upon ultimate results. The former is much the easier way 
of being sure, but the latter is much the more satisfactory. To 
accomplish this pleasant task you must always back horses at a long 
price—say 100 to 1—and then, when they come to a short figure—say 
5 to 1, or less—you must lay that price as often as you can, always 
reserving to yourself a margin of additional profit in the event of the 
horse winning. Of course a great deal of this success depends upon 
your gettifig 100 to 1 about the identical horse which will ultimately 
see 5 to 1 or less; but this is a mere trifle of detail which I will not 
insult my readers and their common sense by entering into. Only, 
please remember that almost everything depends upon the method of 
selection, and if you are wrong, don’t blame me; I give you the secret 
free, gratis, for nothing, and as for the success—well, I wish you may 
get it. 

I am bound to admit that the old man was not complimentary about 
this when I showed it to him. In fact he said it was rot; and he also 
confided to me that sporting “ authorities’? held that opinion in 
general about my work. But who cares? I don’t, for I know their 
jealousy and their hatred of all shining lights like us, Sir. 

We have been to see Cook’s billiard excursion—[this must be 
tournament, for one can’t excurse on a billiard ball, or on a table for 
the matter of that. Our correspondent seems to have lost his cue.— 
Ep.]—and have wondered much thereat. At least I have, but the 
old’un with his usual superciliousness seems to think it nothing when 
a man pokes the red ball down more times than you can very well 
count. He says that’s how it’s done. That’s it, of course, but it takes 
some doing. Since we have been back he has written an advice 
paragraph, which is to eclipse mine altogether. He calls it 


HOW TO BE ALWAYS SUCCESSFUL AT BILLIARDS. 


Take plenty of time and be careful in selecting a cue which suits you. 
Chalk the cue well and remember that all good players carry their 
own chalk. Ask your antagonist if he has any choice of balls, and 
whether he has or not, tell him you always play with spot because you 
can make the spot-stroke best with it. Then toss him for first go—you 
can use either the best three or sudden death systems, but anyhow use 
your own discretion in the matter. Then ask the marker if he’s sure 
he can score correctly in the event of your running right out, and be 
particular in ascertaining the rules of the room, how many for a 
cannon, what allowance for a miss,and soon. You may then show 
your antagonist a few fancy strokes according to recently published 
diagrams, and insist upon his standing drinks. He is at this point 
very likely to leave the room and you master of the situation. There 
is of course in connection with this the slight chance of your getting 
your head punched, or of being turned out of the house by the landlord. 
But billiard players must always be prepared for contingencies, and 
the law is always open as a remedy for violence. But, and bear this 
in mind through life, never, oh, never call the police unless you are in 
the wrong. 

From motives which will be apparent to the most jaundiced eye I 


decline to comment on such an effusion, and am yours affectionately 
AUGSPUR. 


P.S.—You'd better boil those rabbits. I’m afraid they won’t stand 
roasting. Be sure and handle them tenderly. 





FUN. 


APPLE JACTITATION. 


‘In Maine it is polite to speak of dvlirivm tremens as ‘apple jactitation,’ lest a 
breach of the liquor laws might be implied.”’—Philadelphia Ledger. 


In Maine, not ma({i)ny years ago 
A law to drunkenness a foe 
Was framed and carried. 
From that time forth no man might sell 
The drinks all Yankees love so well, 
Single or married. 


And though ’twas darkly said that some 
I'rom dry good stores would staggering com, 
They’d not been drinking. 
Their minds were much preoccupied 
And so they sway’d from side to side 
From deeply thinking. 


And when “ D. T.”’ arrives that way 
No doctor dares the cause to say ; 
Nor with it grapples, 
Since law must never be defamed 
‘“D. T.”’ is “ jactitation ’’ named, 
** Induced by apples.” 


Real. 
WE have heard of people speaking in riddles, but we didn’t think it 
would pay, except of course the proprietor of the paper, to advertise in 
that style ;— 


NFURNISHED APARTMENTS to be LET, well suited for quiet family 

requiring good rooms and situation, where comfort and appearance are real 
enjoyments. Moderate terms.—Apply——. 
We have spent money on cryptographists who have failed, and more 
money in hair dye, to conceal the ravages the foregoing has made. 
It has quite upset our dam-ask cheek, and our New Year's digestion 
has been impaired by it. And so we give it up, and shall in future 
shun all “ real enjoyments.”’ 


c+ 


A Smasher. 
We have always considered that a fog belonged to the dang: rous 
classes. But we were not aware that it was cowardly, as rufiians 


generally are, till we read in the Echo's account of the railway 
accident at Adderley :— 

There is a dense fog, but it ran into a goods train. 
The idea of a fog taking refuge in a goods train to escape from an 
accident that cost twenty or thirty lives ! 





The Street Tip. 
WeE observe that Mr. Streeter of Conduit Street has removed to 18, 
New Bond Street. He is therefore now a Bond Streeter—but it 


would be vwe-d to say so. 


Answers to Gorrespondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 


panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourseives 


responsible for loss.} 

“Merry City”-zeENs.—We have handed your subscription to Miss 
Stride, and are glad to learn that others have been sent to her direct. 

CARRIESSA.—The mistakes were ludicrous, but we should offend serious 
folks if we used them. . 

RupsisH Basket (Brighton.)—You’ve just hit it. 

J. G. J. (Stamford-street..—An unwarrantable personal attack, anda 
more unwarrantable rhyme. It happens that “really ” is a trisyllable. 

Youne SHAaverR.—Don’t try another sonnet till the beard has grown. 

T. J. R.—Your writing is illegible, we can’t make head or tail of that 
or the sketch ;—and you have not attended to the rules. 

E. S. (Savernake.)—You must wait your turn. We don’t see how we 
can return the sketch in the enclosed envelope, which you have closed! 

C. (Old Burlington-street.)\—We cannot answer letters when our rules 


are neglected. 

J.G.S. A.—All right. : : 

J. S. (Birmingham.)—The Rev. Paxton Hood is no relation to the late 
Thomas Hood. 

G. S. (Limerick.)—Envelope unstamped. g ; 

Declined with Thanks:—Invalide, Skipton; O. Y. E., Plymouth ; G., 
Weston-super-Mare; D. T., Islington; B., Adelphi Terrace; H. A. C., 
Luton; S., Milk-street; Canada; H. H., Newrcross; D. W. ; Tobias ; B.. 
Cheapside ; J. T., Glasgow ; D. H., Cambridge ; F., Leeds ; Bembo ; W. D., 
St. Jobn’s Wood; S. W., Halifax; G. N., Kentish Town; L. G., Edin- 
burgh; M., Liverpool; Old Subscriber ; T., Camberwell ; W. F. G., N. B.; 
Nil Desperandum ; V. M., Hartlepool ; B. B.; F. R., South Kensington. 
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THE FIRST PARTY. 


Eager Gent :—“*My Dear Mapam, I nore I am nor tate: I po norz I HAVE NOT KEPT THE PARTY WAITING.” 
Lady :—“ Ou! pgar No, Mr. Eartyninp—yovu ARE OUR VERY FIRST ARRIVAL.” 
Mr. E. :—“ Ou, I am 80 GLAD—so GLAD—I sHOULD HAVE BREEN 80 VERY SORRY TO HAVE KEPT THE PARTY WAITING.” 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Messrs. Cuatro and Windus have followed up their Maclise 
Gallery with what may be fairly considered a companion volume, 7'he 
Works of James Gillray. As the former is invaluable to the student of 
literary history, the latter is a treasury for the student of politics. 
The plates are most accurately fac-simi/ed, and the annotations by Mr. 
Thomas Wright are as exhaustive and clear as his antiquarian 
descriptions always are. 

Great African Travellers (Routledge and Sons, Broadway) is a use- 
ful book of reference, though in the attempt to get all travels from 
Park’s time till now within its limits, it has got squeezed rather dry of 
the detail which is much of the charm of such relations. The pictures 
are excellent. 

The Physiology of the Sects (S. Tinsley, Southampton-street) is not 
a work we can discuss here; but we may say it is fairly tolerant, and 
is exhaustive enough in all conscience. From the same publisher we 
receive Harry's Big Boots, which strikes us as rather over the heads of 
young readers with its political and scientifie allusions. 

The Poet’s Year (Warne and Co., Bedford-street) is a judicious 
selection of .verse edited by Mr. ‘Tinckham, capitally illustrated in 
colours, and altogether turned out in a style calculated to recommend 
it as a seasonable gift-book. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


CHOCOLAT MENIER. 








The artist who illustrated Aladdin (Marcus Ward and Co.) has 
studied Japanese art to some effect. Even if here and there he seems 
to depend less on inspiration than recollection, he has succeeded in 
turning out a clever and brilliant series of pictures, which. even the 
Mikado would regard with approval. If the publishers could have 
refrained from engraving their names on each picture in Roman 
capitals the Japanese spirit would not have suffered, and good taste 
would have been the gainer. 


A Political ‘‘ Tip.” 

THERE have been many rumours as to the possible resignation of 
the Ministry at some future time. We believe our readers may take 
it for granted that Mr. Gladstone intends to “‘ Budget” somewhere 
about next April. 





Now Ready, the Twenty-fifth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 
The EIGHTEENTH VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 


Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d.each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 








FOR LUNCHEON. 


a ar 
Printed by JUDD & CU., Phoemx Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet Street, E. C.—London, January 3, 1874. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 354. 


I RATHER think the niggers 
Are cutting poorish figures, 
For ali their boasting gassy ; 
Before the English forces 
They bolt like unbroke horses, 
And hasten to Coomassie. 


1. When dinner I take 
With an Arab Sheik, 
I'll bet you a button, 
I get this, of mutton. 


2. Don't for humility 
Take what’s civility ;— 
A gentleman ?—certain to take off his hat s he! 
To an inferior, 
Or a superior, 
Merely politeness—and what worse for that is he? 


3. Here and there, 
And everywhere, 
He skips and he nips, and he makes a man swear! 


4. I have got 
A chimney-pot 
Upon my head ; 
But something soft 
To put aloft 
I'd like instead. 


5. Of all régimes that France has tried, I wis, 
She never prospered as she did with this. 


6. Against this thing the public sets its face, 
And out of doors forbids it to take place. 
And yet no man—’tis truth; as such believe it— 
In his own house is willing to receive it. 


Sotvution or Acrostic, No. 352 :—Foggy Times :— 
Fist, Orsini, Germ, Grebe, Yoicks. 


Correct Sorvutrons or Acrostic, No. 352, received ist 
January :—Smng; Pollie; Peggotty ; Double or Quits; Ozone ; 


SOME CHRISTMAS PIECES. 


THOosE who love pantomime, not only for its own sake but on account 
of the scenery and decoration to which it gives rise, look of course 
to Drury Lane as the establishment in which this phase of theatricals 
is to be produced in all its glory. The reputation of old Drury as 
regards pantomime is not only great, but has been so for ages, and 
this year Mr. Chatterton amd his assistants have fallen in no way 
behind the results of former seasons. The transformation and 
closing scenes bring out the full resources of the vast stage, and the 
artistic embellishments are rewarded by frequent plaudits, not from 
the gallery alone, but from other parts, the occupants of which are 
generally content to look on quietly. We should be afraid to commit 
ourselves in any way as to the number of people who appear on the 
stage during the progress of Jack in the Box, so we will shelter our- 
selves under the statement that their name is legion. Some 
children’s ballets are wonderfully well executed, and a duet and dance 
by two, little girls might teach a lesson to more pretentious artists. 
In the harlequinade the principal attractions are an American who 
spins a cask with his feet in remarkable style, and the one-legged 
dancer, Piero. The police of course receive attention, but neither in 
opening or close is there any exhibition of ability worth noticing on 
the part of the leading characters, if we may except Miss Russell, who 
sings nicely, and Mr. F. Evans, whose legs are quite expressive. 

At the Alhambra H. J. Byron’s medley, Don Juan, has supplanted 
the classical piece which ran for such a long while, and now that the 
ponents has again become set by the introduction of the famous 

erlin ballet, Flick and Flock, it is not likely to be disturbed 
for some time to come. In Don Juan, Mr. Byron, if he has not 
improved on his illustrious namesake, has shown us that great fun 
may be extracted from him and his work, and truly Juan’s adventures, 
mixed up as they are with those of his other self Giovanni, are very 
diverting. La Fille de Madame Angot supplies an extraordinary 
percentage of the music, and when Lecocq fails, Offenbach comes to the 
rescue. It would be hard to find two actresses less capable of 
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Gyp; Turk; Yerrip; A mere Child; Cliff; Gambling Button ; Harry : Br CHRIS’MAS-BOXING MUCH; Tommy | . 
Making Lanterns; Old Trafford; Leibig Wamaily ; Slodger an Tommy :—“ No sucw tuck; Docror’s Busy, AND I BIN MAINLY pill- 
Tiney ; Hookey Walker; Your Own James; Dark Eyes. boxing.” 





exhibiting, or of even imitating, the peculiar humour of the originals in 
the quarrelling duet, than Miss Amy Sheridan and Miss Kate Santley, 
which perhaps accounts for their having it todo. However, what they 
wanted in ability they made up in vigour and ty—and so 
were highly successful Miss Rose Bell, as Juan, looked pretty and 
sang with true artistic feeling, and Mr. Paulton was as funereally 
comic as usual, while of the others what meed of praise we have to 
bestow must be divided between Mr. Worboys and the Statue. But 
it isn’t much for two. 


Those folk who delight in crowded houses and like to see every 
available inch of space occupied, would have been gladdened at the 
sight presented by St. James’s (great) Hall on Boxing Day, in the 
morning as well as the evening. By a mathematical calculation made 
on the spot we decided that one small boy more might with difficulty 
have been got into the hall, but nota full-grown man. The crush 
was something awful, and we should like to know, if Mr. Burgess 
would kindly inform us, what became of those persons who were 
placed on one side to recover their original shapes at leisure. The 
performance was generally excellent, though a little rhyme and a little 
reason might not be found out of place in Mr. G. W. Moore’s songs. 
Little Willy and Mr. De Brenner are especially worthy of commenda- 
tion. 


When P 
We clip this tangling notice from a Penrith paper :— 
NOTICE. 


CHRISTMAS & NEW YEAR’S HOLIDAYS. 

[HE PRINCIPAL DRAPERS, HOSIERS, HATTERS, and CLOTHIERS, of 

PENRITH, have oes to CLOSE their places of Business on CHRISTMAS 
and NEW YEAR’S DAY, and the DAYS FO WING. 
We fancy there will be a fine opening for enterprise here. If the 
drapers, hatters, hosiers, and clothiers close for the two feasts “ and 
the days following,’ there appears to be no chance of their opening 
again een now and doomsday. Let us go and open shops there! 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Jan. 7, 1874. 


A BUN FOR BRUIN. 
W some years since, 
* Old Boar, old Bear ! 


Wesend you now a gay young prince, 
As you're aware. 
We taught you to dance 
To , and prance, 
show a humbler carriage: 
So mow you can go 
And shake a toe 
At the coming Royal Marriage. 
We licked you, bet respect your pluck, 
Old Begr. oid bear! 
We trust you I m <t with better luck 
Tn this affam, 
For your sweet princess 
Life's happy paths te 
And then you can go 
And shake a toe 
At the coming Royal Wedding. 
ee 
@UR SHORTHAND NOTES. 
Usvat amount of fimesa. Humorously described as Christmas and 
New Year metrrymaking. — Tichborne Trial on again. Reappear- 
ance of “A Juror™ with new and brilliant effects. — Virginius, given 
i up by Sip Rpanints went Goon by teil A good riddance. — Feast 
of Lanterns at Brighton Aquarium on New Year's Eve. Why not a 
| Feast of La ? = The Master at the Mint wants to know 
whether he eoin florins or half-crowns in future. If it is all the 
same to him we Eitake all the half-crowns he cam strike off. — M. 
Magne is going im for severely taxing the overtaxed French. Magne-a 
est veritas et prewalebit. — i ae 0 ns 
— we souls! A row on the Devastation 
can ya bi martinet practice. The Admiralty officially con- 
tradicts the report. Nevertheless it is true ; as an official denial would 
lead us to suppose. = Liverpool shipowners bring an action for libel 
against the publishers of Ship Ahoy. The hunger of shipowners for 
caps is remarkable ! — The Corporation will no longer save its Bacon. 
The Viaduct Memorial of the Prince Consort is to be unveiled on the 
9th. — The Lord Chamberlain is going to St. Petersburg. What 
will become of the theatres without his fatherly supervision! It is 
consoling to know that he has licensed the performance of the Duke 
of ’s mosrings, == Bishopric of conferred on 
the Rey. Dr. Cornish. Pity they didn’t send Archdeacon Denison, 


“ because there the ee ane ae he.” Shakespeare. 
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treading, 


== Lord Russell has been patting the of Germany on the 
head, and saying “good boy” to him. is Ieedahig Rae net yet 
declined the post of resident surgeon at St. Peter's Hospital, and the 


tatinenee Fleet. On the other hand, they have not 





COMING EVENTS. 


Tue year Ei Seventy Four being still » ma fairl be 
aie Wo drank his health 





considered for a coming event. 
scoording to immemorial enstom in punch, and aa Ms. Ellis, of College 
E was good en to forward for our judgment a cruchon of his 
Punch” we gave the toast in that, as being the most 
sponte as well as thefmost pleasant, beverage in which to pledge 
may turn up.” 
Adulterated Baths. 


Se ne en amatvestion’ te 

is water has been used 
to make the milk sold for drinking purposes, so that the real milk has 
to be used for ee If, however, the milk used in the baths is of 
the same quality as at which we put in our tea, it is hardly worth 
while to pay for the differencé between it and the ordinary sewage 
mixture supplied by the water companies. 





the employment of police-officers as i nuisances, and 
requiring that such extraneous auty'06 Unemtinent ten nn 


inst." This is Lowe cunning with a v for who should 
80 well as the ex-Chanceller of the Ex tor the effoct aa siden, 
has on another? Robert is evidently not a disciple of Hahnemann, 


or, if he is, he thinks the 


lice too allopathic i i iti 
pecdince the deeired effect. po opathic in their quantities to 


WHY I AM NOT EDITING THE “ COWVILLE 
SATURDAY STINGER.” 
Stinger Office, Monday, 9 a.m. 
Dear Gritz,—A man has called to ask “who wrote that article 
about Mr. Muskler.” I have told him to find out, and he says that is 
what he means to do. He has consented to amuse himself with the 


exchanges while I ask you. I don’t approve of the article. _ 
J. Monnietvt, Proprietor, Stinger. 





13, Lofer-street, Monday, 10 a.m. 
Dear Mrcxnicittt,—Do you happen to remember how Dacier 
translates Dificile est proprie communia dicere? Yve made a note of it 
somewhere, but can’t find it. If you remember, please leave a memo- 
randum of it on your table, and I'll get it when I come down this 
afternoon. Dop Gritz, Editor, Stinger. 
P.S.—Tell the man to go away; we can’t be bothered about that 
fellow Muskler. 





Stinger Office, Monday, 11.30 a.m. 
Dear Gritz,—I can’t be unpolite to a stranger, you know; I must 
tell him somebody wrote it. He has finished the exchanges, and is 
drumming on the floor with the end of his stick ; I fear the people in the 
shop below won’t like it; besides, the foreman says it disturbs the 


printers in the next room. Suppose you come down. 
J. MUNNIGLUT. 





13, Lofer-street, Monday, 1 p.m. 
Dear Mrwniciut,—I have found the note I made of that trans- 
lation, but it is in French and I can’t make it out. Try the man 
with the dictionary and the “ Book of Dates.’’ They ought to last 
him till it’s time to close the office. I shall be down early to-morrow 
morning. Dov GRILE. 
P.S.—How big is he? Suggest a civil suit for libel. 





Stinger Office, Monday, 3 p.m. 
Dear Grite,—He looks larger than he was when he came in. I’ve 
offered him the dictionary; he says he has read it before. He is 
sitting on my table! Wili you come at once! J. MuNNIGLUT. 





13, Lofer-street, Monday, 5 p.m. 
Dear Munniciut,—No, I don’t think I shall. I am doing an 
article for this week on “The Present Aspect of the Political 
Horizon.” Expect me very early to-morrow. You had better turn 
the man out and shut up the office. | Dop GrILe. 





Stinger Office, Tuesday, 8 a.m. 
Dear Mr. Griz,—Mr. Munniglut has not arrived, but his friend, 
the large gentleman who was with him all day yesterday, is here 
again. He seems very desirous of seeing you, and says he will wait. 
Perhaps he is your cousin. I thought 1 would tell you he was here 
so that you might hasten down. Ought I to allow dogs im the office ¢ 
The gentleman has one—a bull-dog. Henry Inxuine, Clerk. 





13, Lofen-street, Tuesday, 9.30 a.m. 
_ Mr. Inxume,—Certainly not; dogs have fleas. The man is an 
impostor. Oblige me by turning him out. I shall come down this 
afternoon—ear/y. Dop GRiILE. 
P. 8.—Don’t listen to the rascal’s entreaties; out with him ! 


oa 


Stinger Office, Tuesday, 12 noon. 
Dzar Mr. Gritz,—The gentleman carries a revolver. Would you 
mind coming down and reasoning with him? I have a wife and five 
children de ing upon me, and when I lose my temper I am apt to 
go too far. I would prefer that you should put him out. 
Henry INXiine. 





13, Lofer-street, Tuesday, 2 p.m. 
Mister Ixxtixc,—Do you suppose I can leave my private corre- 
spondence to preserve you from the intrusion and importunities of 
? Put the scoundrel out at once—neck and heels! I know 
him ; he’s Muskler—don’t you remember? Muskler, the coward who 
assaulted an old man ; you'll find the whole cireumstance related in last 
Saturday's issue. Out with him—the unmanly sneak ! 
Dop GRILE. 





E Stinger Office, Tuesday evening. 
Dear Mr. Grrrz,—I have told him to go, and he laughed. So did 
the bull-dog. But he is going. He is now making up a bed for the 
pup in one corner of your room, with some floor-mats and old news- 
papers, and appears to be about to go to dimner. I have given him 
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your address. The foreman wants some copy to go on with. 
you will come at once if I am to be left alone with that dog. 
Henry INXxiInG 





40, Duntioner’s-court, Wednesday, 10 a.m. 
Mr. Inxurne,—I should have come down to the office last evening, 
but you see I have been moving. My landlady was ‘too filthy 
dirty for anything! I stood it as long as I could; then [left. I’m 
coming directly I get your answer to this; but I want to know first 
if my pen has been cut and my ink-bottle filled. This house ds a good 
way out, but the boy can take the ’bus at the corner of Bussel-street 

and Bilque-square. Dov Grme. 


Oh !—about that man ? Of course you have not seen him since. 





Stinger Office, Wednesday, 12 neon. 
Mr. D. Griiz,—lI've got your note to Inxling ; he aint come down 
this morning. I haven't a line of copy onthe hooks; the boys are 
all throwing in dead ads. There’s a man and a dog in the proprietor’s 
office; I don’t believe they ought to be in there, all alone, but they 
were here all Monday and yesterday, and may be connected with the 
business management of the paper; so I don’t like‘to order them out. 
Perhaps you will come down and speak to them. ‘We shall have to 

go away if you don’t send copy. Wiriraa ‘Quorn, Foreman. 





40, Duntioner’s-court, Weilnesday, 3 p.m. 
Mr. Qvor,—Your note astonishes me. The man you describe is a 
notorious thief! Get the printers all together, and make a rush at 
him. Mon’t‘try to keep him, but just hustle ‘him out of town, and 
I’ll be down as soon as I can get a button sewn on my collar. 
Dop Gritz. 


Give iit him good !—don't mention my address, and Ke can’t com- 
plain tome of how you treathim. Bust his bugle! 





Stinger ‘Office, Friday, 2 p.m. 
Mr. Grum,—Business has detained me from ‘the office until now, 
and what.do I find? Not a soul about the place, no copy, not a stick- 
full of of Jive matter in the galleys! There can'be no paper this week. 


' 
I beg 
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would suppose there had been smallpox about the place. You will 
| please come down and explain this Hegira at once—at once if you 
please. J. Munniouvrt. 

P.S. That troublesome Muskler—you may remember he dropped in 
on Monday to inquire about something or other—has taken a sort of 
shep exactly opposite here, and seems, at this distance, to be doing 
something toa shotgun. I presume he is a gunsmith. So we are 
precious well rid of Aim. 


Railway Station, Friday evening. 
My pear Munnierut,—Just a line or two to say I am suddenly 
called away to bury my sidk mother. When that is off my mind I'll 
write you what I know about the Hegira, the Flight into Egypt, the 
Retreat of the Ten Thousand, and whatever else you would like to 
learn. There is nothing mean about me. I don't think there has 
been any wilful desertion. You may engage an editor for, say fifty 
years, with the privilege of keeping him regularly, if at the end of that 

time I should unfortunately break my neck hastening back. 
Dop GrRiLe. 


I hope ‘that poor fellow Muskler will make a fair profit in the gun- 
smithing line. Jump him for an ad! 


Peculiar People. 
Prop. of curious habits would seem to have peculiar friends :— 


(THE friends of a person of rather curious habits desire to please her with some 
respectable couple in one of the villages near \W——. About £80 per annum 

will be given. For further particulars, &c. 

The lady’s habits must be curious indeed, if she can be pleased at the 

notion of livmg on the lowly allowance of thirty pounds per annum. 

Would the‘ :respeetable couple” be expected to chain their lodger to 


a bedpost ina dark room for that sum ? 


On Ooffee Grounds. 
From the signatures ‘to a proclamation recently published at Cape 
Coast Castle, referring to ‘the impressment of Fantees, it would seem 


that Coffee is rather a common name thereabouts, asithree out of six 
signatories bear it. But it isa pity that, the Coffee: has not a little 





What you ‘have all done with yourselves I am sure I.don’t know; one | chic-ory with it among the Fantees. 
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NOT TO BE HAD. 


Little Brother :—“1 say, WHAT ARE ALL THOSE BLUE MARKS ON YOUR ARM‘” 


Sister :—“ Vetns, CHARLTE—BLOOD VESSELS, YOU KNOW.” 


L. B. :-—“ Ou! come, I say! I’vz SEEN LOTS OF VESSELS AT PoRTSMOUTH WHEN Pa TOOK 


ME THERE! I KNOW WHAT A VESSEL Is!” 











SEASONABLE. 


Tue rates and the taxes are rising, 
| - And milk is uncommonly dear ; 
‘hat we're paying for meat is sunprising ; 
| > 
| So I wish you a happy New Year! 
There's coal going higher and ‘higher, 
| And likely to do so, I fear ; ; 
| Which is bad for the humble 
buyer ;”’ 
| So 1 wish you a happy New Year! 


‘“ small 


Good Templars are anxiously striving 
‘lo rob a poor man of his beer ;— 

So the land on the whole must be thriving ; 
And I wish you a happy New Year! 





A Wonder. 


We trust the illustrious Barnum did not 
leave this country before the publication 
in the Te/eyraph of an advertisement which 
would certainly have set his mouth water- 
ing. It unnounced that two cobs were 
for sale, and stated, “‘ One carries a lady, 
six years old, 15 hands high, colour brown.” 
A lady six years old and fifteen hands 
high would be enough to re-establish the 
fortunes of Barnum’s Museum; and in 
these days of abolition the fact that the 
damsel was brown would not militate 
against her popularity. 

A Fast Woman. 

THERE is a woman clerk in the Treasury 
Department of the United States who can 
count 9,000 notes im an hour, and has 

| counted 4,000 in twenty minutes. ‘This 
| may seem quick work, but we know a 
woman or two in England who could run 
through all those notes, and as many mcre 
as she could get, in the course of afew 
minutes. 
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A BUN FOR BRUIN. 


ve you pepper some years SINCe, 
d Bear, old Bear! ‘ 
We send you now a gay young prince, 
As you're aware. 
We taught you to dance 
To caper, and prance, 
And show a humbler carriage : 
So mow you can go 
! And shake a toe : 
| At the coming Royal Marriage, 


| FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Jan. 7, 1874. 
We 


We licked ydu, but respect your pluck, 
Old Bear, old Lear! 
We trust you'll meet with better luck 
this affair, 
For your sweet princess 
Will soon, we guess, , 
Life’s happy paths be treading, 
And then you can go 
And shake a toe 
At the coming Royal Wedding. 
——— 


@UR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Usvan amount of illness. Humorously described as Christmas and 
New Year mer ing. x= Tichborne Trial on in. Reappear- 
ance of “A Juror” with new and brilliant effects. = Virginius, given 
up by the Spaniards, went down by itself. A good riddance. = Feast 
of Lanterns at Brighton Aquarium on New Year's Eve. Why not a 
Feast of Lamperns? = The Master at the Mint wants to know 
whether he coin florins or half-crowns in future. If it is all the 
same to him we’litake all the half-crowns he can strike off. — M. 
Magne is going im for severely taxing the overtaxed French. Magne-a 
est veritas et prevalebit. <- Spanish Ministers Se among 
themselves. Patriotic souls! A row on b the Devastation 
caused bya bit ef martinet practice. The Admiralty officially con- 
tradicts the report. Nevertheless it is true ; as an official denial would 
lead us to suppose. == Liverpool shipowners bring an action for libel 
against the publishers of Ship Ahoy. The hunger of shipowners for 
caps is remarkable ! — The Corporation will no longer save its Bacon. 
The Viaduct Memorial of the Prince Consort is to be unveiled on the 
9th. — The Lord Chamberlain is going to St. Petersburg. What 
will become of the theatres without his fatherly supervision! It is 
oe to — that he ee the performance of the Duke 

Edinburgh’s marriage. = Bishopric of Madagascar conferred on 
the Rey. Dr. Cornish. Pity they didn’t send Archdeacon Denison, 
* because there the men are as Mad” “as he.” Shakespeare. 
== Lord Russell has been patting the Em of Germany on the 
head, and saying “good boy” tohim. His lordship has not yet 
declined the post of resident surgeon at St. Peter's Hospital, and the 
command of the Channel Fleet. On the other hand, they have not 
yet been offered him. 





COMING EVENTS. . 
Tue year Eighteen Seventy Four being still young, may fairly be 
considered for the most a coming event. We his health 
according to immemorial enstom in punch, and as Mr. Ellis, of College 
Hill, was good enough to forward for our judgment a cruchon of his 
“* Micawber ane = pane He. dont oe that, as being the most 

propriate, as well as thefmost pleasant, beve in which to pl 
the “ something ” that “ may turn up.” — piotgp 


Adulterated Baths. 

We read in an American that “milk baths are advertised in 
New York.” The reason for this is that all the water has been used 
to make the milk sold for drinking purposes, so that the real milk has 
to be used for washing If, however, the milk used in the baths is of 
the same quality as that which we put in our tea, it is hardly worth 
while to pay for the difference between it and the ordinary sewage 
mixture supplied by the water companies. 








Lowe-mcopathy. 

THe new Home Secretary has issued a circular “ disapproving of 
the employment of police-officers as ee of nuisances, and 
requiring that such extraneous duty be discontinued from the 31st 
inst.’ This is Lowe cunning with a v ce, for who should know 
80 well as the ex-Chanceller of the Exchequer the effect one nuisance 
ae eae is erase a disciple of Hahnemann, 

¥ e is, he thin e police too allopathic in their quantiti 
produce the desired effect. r * a ches 





WHY I AM NOT EDITING THE ‘“ COWVILLE 
SATURDAY STINGER.” 
Stinger Office, Monday, 9 a.m. 
Dear Gritz,—A man has called to ask “‘who wrote that article 
about Mr. Muskler.’’ I have told him to find out, and he says that is 
what he means todo. He has consented to amuse himself with the 


exchanges while I ask you. I don’t approve of the article. 
J. Munnieuivt, Proprietor, Stinger. 





13, Lofer-street, Monday, 10 a.m. 
Dear Mvunnicivut,—Do you happen to remember how Dacier 
translates Dificile est proprie communia dicere? Yve made a note of it 
somewhere, but can’t find it. If you remember, please leave a memo- 


_randum of it on your table, and I'll get it when I come down this 
, afternoon. 


Dov Gritz, Editor, Stinger. 
P.S.—Tell the mn to go away; we can’t be bothered about that 
fellow Muskler. 





Stinger Office, Monday, 11.30 a.m. 
Dear GritE,—I can’t be unpolite to a stranger, you know; I must 
tell him somebody wrote it. He has finished the exchanges, and is 
drumming on the floor with the end of his stick ; I fear the people in the 
shop below won't like it; besides, the foreman says it disturbs the 
printers in the next room. Suppose you come down. 
J. MuNNIGLUT. 





13, Lofer-street, Monday, 1 p.m. 
Dear Mvunniciut,—I have found the note I made of that trans- 
lation, but it is in French and I can’t make it out. Try the man 
with the dictionary and the “ Book of Dates.’’ They ought to last 
him till it’s time to close the office. I shall be down early to-morrow 
morning. Dov GRILE. 
P.S.—How big is he? Suggest a civil suit for libel. 





Stinger Office, Monday, 3 p.m. 
Dear Grite,—He looks larger than he was when he came in. I’ve 

offered him the dictionary; he says he has read it before. He is 

sitting on my table! Wili you come at once! J. MunnNIGLUT. 





13, Lofer-street, Monday, 5 p.m. 
Dear Munnictut,—No, I don’t think I shall. I am doing an 
article for this week on “The Present Aspect of the Political 
Horizon.” Expect me very early to-morrow. You had better turn 
the man out and shut up the office. | Dop GRrie. 





Stinger Office, Tuesday, 8 a.m. 
Dear Mr. Gritz,—Mr. Munniglut has not arrived, but his friend, 
the large gentleman who was with him all day yesterday, is here 
again. He seems very desirous of seeing you, and says he will wait. 
Perhaps he is your cousin. I thought 1 would tell you he was here 
so that you might hasten down. Ought I to allow dogs im the office ? 
The gentleman has one—a bull-dog. Henry Inxuine, Clerk. 





13, Lofen-street, Tuesday, 9.30 a.m. 
Mr. Inxtmve,—Certainly not; dogs have fieas. The man is an 
impostor. Oblige me by turning him out. I shall come down this 
afternoon—ear/ly. Dov Gritz. 
P. S.—Don’t listen to the rascal’s entreaties; out with him ! 





Stinger Office, Tuesday, 12 noon. 
Dear Mr. Gritz,—The gentleman carries a revolver. Would you 
mind coming down and reasoning with him? I have a wife and five 
children de ing upon me, and when I lose my temper I am apt to 
go too far. I would prefer that. you should put him out. 
Henry INx.ine. 





13, Lofer-street, Tuesday, 2 p.m. 
Mistzex Ixxiinc,—Do you suppose I can leave my private corre- 
spondence to preserve you from the intrusion and importunities of 
? Put the scoundrel out at once—neck and heels! I know 
him ; he’s Muskler—don’t you remember? Muskler, the coward who 
assaulted an old man ; you'll find the whole cireumstance related in last 
Saturday's issue. Out with him—the unmanly sneak ! 
Dop GRILE. 





: Stinger Office, Tuesday evening. 
Dear Mr. Grrrz,—I have told him to go, and he laughed. So did 
the bull-dog. But he is going. “He is now making up a bed for the 
pup im one corner of your room, with some floor-mats and old news- 
papers, and appears to be about to go to dinner. I have given him 
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your address. The foreman wants some copy to go on with. 
you will come at once if I am to be left alone with that dog. 
Henry INXLING 





40, Duntioner’s-court, Wednesday, 10 a.m. 
Mr. Inxuinc,—I should have come down to the office last evening, 
but you -see I have been moving. My landlady was ‘too filthy 
dirty for anything! I stood it as long as I could; then I left. I’m 
coming directly I get your answer to this; but I want to know first 
if my pen has been cut and my ink-bottle filled. This house ds a good 
way out, but the boy can ‘take the ’bus at the corner of Bussel-street 
and Bilque-square. Dop Grime. 
Oh !—about that man ? Of course you have not seen him since. 





Stinger Office, Wednesday, 12 noon. 
Mr. D. Griiz,—TI'’ve got your note to Inxling ; he aint come down 
this morning. I haven’t a line of copy onthe hooks; the boys are 
all throwing in dead ads. There’s a man and a dog in the proprietor’s 
office; I don’t believe they ought to be in there, allalone, but they 
were here all Monday and yesterday, and may be connected with the 
business management of the paper; so I don’t like‘to order them out. 
Perhaps you will come down and speak to them. ‘We shall have to 

go away if you don’t send copy. Wrist ‘Quorn, Foreman. 





40, Duntioner’s-court, Weilnesday, 3 p.m. 
Mr. Qvoetw,—Your note astonishes me. The man you describe is a 
notorious thief! Get the sprinters all together, and make a rush at 
him. Mon’t‘try to keep him, but just hustle ‘him out of town, and 
T’ll be down as soon as I can get a button sewn on my collar. 
Dop GRILE. 
Give iit him good !—don't mention my address, and he can’t com- 
plain tome of how you treat‘him. Bust his bugle! 


Stinger Office, Friday, 2 p.m. 
Mr. Gamz,—Business has detained me from ‘the office until now, 
and what.do I ‘find? Not a soul about the place, no copy, not a stick- 
full of of ive matter in the galleys! There can'be no paper this week. 
What you ‘have all done with yourselves I am sure I.don't know ; one 
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NOT TO BE HAD. 


Little Brother :—“1 say, WHAT ARE ALL THOSE BLUE MARKS ON YOUR ARM*” | 


Sister :—“ Verns, CHARLTE—BLOOD VESSELS, YOU KNOW.” 


L. B. :—“ Ou! come, I say! I’vz sEEN LOTS OF VESSELS AT PoRTSMOUTH WHEN Pa Took 
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ME THERE! I KNOW WHAT A VESSEL IS: 
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would suppose there had been smallpox about the place. You will 
please come down and explain this Hegira at once—at once if you 
please. J. Munnieuer. 

P.S. That troublesome Muskler—you may remember he dropped in 
on Monday to inquire about something or other—has taken a sort of 
shep exactly opposite here, and seems, at this distance, to be doing 
something toa shotgun. I presume he is a gunsmith. So we are 
precious well rid of Aim. 





Railway Station, Friday evening. 
My pear Munniaenvt,—Just a line or two to say I am suddenly 
called away to bury my sidk mother. When that is off my mind I'l 
write you what I know about ithe Hegira, the Flight into Egypt, the 
Retreat of the Ten Thousand, and whatever else you would like to 
learn. There is nothing mean about me. I don't think there has 
been any wilful desertion. You may engage an editor for, say fifty 
years, with the privilege of keeping him regularly, if at the end of that 
time I should unfortunately break my neck hastening back. 
Dop Gritz. 
I hope ‘that poor fellow Muskler will make a fair profit in the gun- 
smithing line. Jump him for an ad! 


Peculiar People. 
Peorzs of curious habits would seem to have peculiar friends :— 

THE friends of a person of rather curious habits desire to please her with some 

respectable couple in one of the villages near \W——. About £30 per annum 
will be given. For further particulars, &c. 
The lady’s habits must be curious indeed, if she can be pleased at the 
notion of living on the lowly allowance of thirty pounds per annum. 
Would the“ :respeetable couple” be _— to chain ‘their lodger to 
a bedpost in a dark room for that sum 


On Ooffee Grounds. 

From the signatures ‘to a proclamation recently published at Cape 
Coast Castle, referring ‘to ‘the impressment of Fantees, it would seem 
that Coffee is rather a common name thereabouts, asithree out of six 
signatories bear it. But it isa pity that the Coffee has not a little 
chic-ory with it among the Fantees. 











SEASONABLE. 


Tue rates and the taxes are rising, 
| And milk is uncommonly dear ; 
What we're paying for meat is surprising ; 
| So I wish you a happy New Year! 
| There’s coal going higher and ‘higher, 
And likely to do so, I fear ; 
Which is bad fer the humble 
| buyer ;”’ 
So 1 wish you a happy New Year! 


Ww | 
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‘“ small 


Good Templars are anxiously striving 
To rob a poor man of his beer ;— 

So the land on the whole must be thriving ; 
And I wish you a happy New Year! 





A Wonder. 


Wetrust the illustrious Barnum did not 
leave this country before the publication 
in the Te/eyraph of an advertisement which 
would certainly have set his mouth water- 
ing. It announced that two cobs were 
for sale, and stated, ‘‘ One carries a lady, 
six years old, 15 hands high, colour brown.”’ 
A lady six years old and fifteen hands 
high would be enough to re-establish the 
tortunes of Barnum’s Museum; and in 
these days of abolition the fact that the 
damsel was brown would not militate 
against her popularity. 
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A Fast Woman. 


THERE is a woman clerk in the Treasury 
Department of the United States who can 
count 9,000 notes im an hour, and has 

| counted 4,000 in twenty minutes. This 
| may seem quick work, but we know a 
woman or two in England who could run 
| through all those notes, and as many more 
| as she could get, in the course of afew 
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A FAR CRY. 


Betty :—“ My! wor A FOINE seRMUNT Mr. JONES PREACHED YESTERDAY! ALL THE WOMEN FOLK WAS A-WEEPIN’ AND A-CRYING 
QUITE BEAUTIFUL TO BEHOLD, ’CEPT OLD "TILDA, FROM OOLSTONE—SHE DIDN’T CRY A BIT!” 
Sally :—“ Or COURSE SHE DIDN’T, sTooPID. Don’T SHE BELONG TO ANOTHER PARISH ?”’ 








On water, and bread, that'is wheaten, 
Henceforth I shall fare, if I’m wise. 

Oh, why—when plum-pudding I’d eaten— 
Oh, why did I eat those mince-pies ? 


THE RESULTS. 


Tue world is a prison—a charnel, 
And life is a bleak, barren field, 
Which thistle, and charlock, and darnel, 








Is suitable only to yield. , 
I own A. thoroughly beaten ;— ; A Pushing Toadstool. » 

You ask whence these murmurs arise In an Illinois paper we read of a toadstool at Keen, N. H. which :— 
Oe ereae ra |, ae teen ou ing et tg wl ns a 
hold up a heavily loaded team. is said’ to be nearly an inch thick and would 





My outlook is jaundiced and yellow, 
T hate all the rest of mankind ; 

T’'m a wholly unsuitable fellow 
To struggle with destiny blind,— 

The reflection it does not much sweeten 
To own I’m a fool sans disguise. 

Oh, why—when plum-pudding I'd eaten— 
Oh, why did I eat those mince-pies ! 


Then fetch me the rhubarb of Turkey— 
The draught that is blackest of black ; 
These visions so gloomy and murky 
I'll drive far away in a crack! 


The Editor calls this “a remarkable illustration of the power of 
vegetable growth.” To our thinking it is a still more remarkable 
illustration of what an Editor will do when he is hard up for short 


paragraphs. 





Wadge ye want P 
A CornisH paper says :— 
Edwin Harvey Wadge, the principal organiser of the sham “‘ North Caradon 
Mining Company,” has been convicted at the Manchester assi 
obtaining money by false pretences, and sentumeed to ive sone? a eae 
It is not always that evil-doers get their reward. But evidently 
prison warders sometimes get their wa(d)ges. : 
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A BUN FOR BRUIN. 


Bull: —“ HERE, OLD BOY, I THINK YOU'LL LIKE THAT BETTER THAN WHAT YOU GOT LAST TIME!” 
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MUSINGS UNDER THE MISTLETOE. 
By an Otp Mar. 


I’m sitting here beneath the bough 
But no one seems to heed me! 
I’m getting old and passée now, 
And younger girls precede me. 
Yet still should “‘ Age command Respect ”— 
As once I read in Mavor. 
I find a maxim more correct 
Is—Kissing goes by Favour! 


Adolphus, who was erst so dear, 
Had once beside me tarried ! 
He sees me, but he comes not near ; 
He’s stout, and bald, and—married ! 
The blooming roses of our prime 
Have somehow lost their savour; 
And I’ve a lesson learnt from time | 
That— Kissing goes by Favour! | 


Charles Tompkins is a charming youth, 
[f own my love—in brackets. | 
Although he has, to tell the truth, | 
Not long been out of jackets. | 
Calf-love some people may despise, | 


Yet veal possesses flavour. AN TH UM 
But Charles averts his lovely eyes ;— NH 


Yes,—Kissing goes by Favour ! 


\ 


\ Nc 
j 
I’m dying of a broken heart, i 

Each day the end draws closer! | 
Ah, why did I refuse John Smart, | Ie 

Because he was a grocer ? WY 
Then plant a bough of mistletoe 

This luckless maiden’s grave o’er, 
And on the humble stone below 


Write—Kissing goes by Favour. 


‘\y 
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Capital. 


A counTRY correspondent tells us that on the installa- 
tion of a new Vicar, the Clerk informed him that it 
was the usual custom to give something to the poor ; 
whereupon the Vicar replied he should most certainly 
give them a dargesse. ‘“‘ Please, sir,” remarked the Clerk, 
meekly, ‘‘ I think they would prefer a /itt/le tea.”’ 





THINGS I DO NOT KNOW. 


Wuy people who are “ thankful that it isn’t any worse” are not 
proportionately wrathful that it’s as bad as it is. 

y a man who writes a purposeless letter commonly begins by 
apologising for not having written it sooner. 

Why a man who subscribes himself my “ humble obedient servant ’’ 
gets angry if requested to clean my boots. 

Why, when my letter to the Times is “shown up” in some other 
man’s letter to the TZimes,I cannot reply without being thought 
sensitive, and cannot refrain without being thought silenced. 

Why it is considered disgraceful in discussion to allude to my 
opponent’s personal deformities, and respectable to sneer at his mental 
weakness. 

Why people who profess the most absorbing interest in the weather 
never attend to what I have to say about it. 

Why, when I have acquired the ill-will of an extortionate menial 
by saving a shilling, I feel as if I had made a bad bargain. 

Why women whose “own hair’ I am privileged to inspect have, 
as a rule, recently recovered from fever, since which the hair has not 
been so luxuriant as before. 

Why men who are fond of intellectual battles, combats of wit, etc., 
don’t make good soldiers. 

Why pretty women prefer to kiss one another on the cheek, and 
why they don’t kiss oftener. 

What to say when an acquaintance asks me how I seem to think I 
feel myself. 

What to say when my servant hands me my slippers and says 
“Thank you.” 

What truthful answer to make when a small child asks me, in 
the presence of its mother and the young ladies, “ if I ever let my ittle | 
dirl wide on my back, like I was a pony.”’ | 

What to do when I have told something to Jones as having | 
happened to myself, and then remember that I had the story from | 
him. Whether it is worth while to do anything. | 
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FOGGED! 


. > 
Country Servant (on the first appearance of the fogs this year) :—‘‘ Ou, Ma'am, 
PLEASE, Ma’aAm! THE CHIMLEY IS ON FIRE, AND JAMES TELLS ME EVERY 
CHIMLEY IN LONDON IS THE SAME!”’ 





How to act. when a lady stone-deaf is sitting on my handkerchief 
and I want it, for my nose. 

How to preserve the character of a gentleman when asked where 
Lord Peddygree was living when I dined at his house, if I have 
forgotten. ; 

How to prevent a man from discovering that I don't know his 
name, who comes up and shakes hands with me, and evidently expects 
an introduction to the friend I am talking with. 

How to retain the confidence of a friend who asks me for a small 
loan, if I have not the money. 

How to ascertain if my purse is safe when talking to a beggar, 
without exciting false hopes. Pp 

How to feel at ease when a stranger, who has dropped a sovereign 
amongst a lot of other stranger friends, finds it under my foot. 

I call on a friend to tell him it will be impossible to keep my 
appointment to dine with him. Ignorant of the object of my visit, 
he, to my intense relief, asks that another time may be appointed, as 
he has recollected a previous engagement. I then foolishly counter- 
feit regret, but of course excuse him. Suddenly he finds he has not, 
made a previous engagement, and is delighted that we can carry out 
the original intention. How to get out of it. 


Charlie is my Darling. 


Mr. Cuarztey, M.P., has been guilty of treason, and will, we 
sincerely hope, be impeached, directly Parliament reassembles. In his 
speech to the small—very Smallbridge Conservative Association he 
placed our gracious Majesty the Queen “on a pinnacle.” If Mr. 
Charley had ever tried standing on a pinnacle himself for a few 
minutes, he would have known it is a most painful and embarrassing 
position—especially for a lady. Possibly he only meant the statement 
for a figure of speech ; but in that case he has no right to ask for the 
blood of local editors because they have a dawning suspicion that he 
‘talks nonsense.” 
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THE ASHANTEE SENTINEL : 


A TALe or THE 42ND HIGHLANDERS ON THE Goxtp Coast. 
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A NEW USE FOR HAILSTONES. 


Mx. Drsrazii has been made the subject of a lecture by the Rev. 
a Se of Dundee. «The reverend lecturer, after describing 
Mr. Di i as “the genius of, and an honour to, the British nation, 
and also his own people,’ added :— 

He had been called an adventurer, a , a swindler, a thimble-ri » and 
evén a downright knave. These were a few of the names t been 
flung upon him, some of them not, perhaps, without a certain portion of truth 
“ But,” continued the lecturer, in a metaphor at once bold and 
sublime, 

No such shower of hailstones could suffice to wipe away from the sight of the 

that — down before the whole House of Commons, with these 

“Tait now, the time will come when you must listen to me.”’ 
We quite agree with" Mr. Gilfillan that a man who is an honour to 
his country and may be called a thimble-rigger and knave “not 


without a certain on of truth,”’ will never have his memory wiped 
out by a shower of hailstones ; but we suspect that a few more of such 


of hailstones will wipe away any reputation Mr. Gilfillan 
may hiv 00 a master of Enistich. 


A New Mission. 


A prar good cl who has been to Africa and “ would fain 
Christianise ” the natives there, writes to the Zimes “in the cause of 


h ’ to “ask if our authorities are fully alive to the utility of a | 
efficient rocket on the Gold Coast.”” He hopes that 


his idea be thought well of, for, as he truly says : “ Any su ion 
tending towards peace with the heathen, or any effort tending to 
hasten the return of our troops from such a climate, is worth 
consideration.” The missionary spirit and the military sympathies of 
this good Seay sae tow Meine’. ip wack oven: proportions that we 
hardly know w predominates. But the notion of Christianising 
Africa by means Ie Mac ay rocket corpa’’ flanked by 

is perhaps a trial. At least we might try the 
rocket corps. 
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A Good Thing too. 


Tux Daily Telegraph is horror-stricken at the notion attributed to 
Prince Bismarck, of substituting German for French as the language 
of diplomacy. Says the D. 7.— 

An Em will be henceforth brutalised into a “‘ Gesandschaft,’’ and a “‘ Five 
and wee ys’ Armistice’? will become the comprehensive but ferociously 
sounding ‘* dzwanzigtagige waffenstillstand.”’ 

Well, and what then? In every negotiation two or three diplomatists 
would get their tongues tied in a knot, and would be choked. Who 
would be the worse for that ? 


A ’Prentice Hand. 


Some people have the faculty of wishing for what they can’t get ; 
but they can’t help it, poor things. Perhaps they wish to get rid of 
the peculiarity— but then they never do get what they want. This 
must be one of their emanations :— 


‘WANTED, ENGRAVER’S APPRENTICE, whe has completed his appren- 
roe. Salary to start, £50 per annum.—Address B. E., care of Mr. ——, 


The advertiser might just as well have asked for a prisoner who was 
at liberty, or a fasting man who had just finished his dinner. 





Hint for Missionaries. 


BisHorp CatLAway who has just been consecrated at Edinburgh as 
Missionary bishop for Kaffraria has been making a few remarks upon 
his work and prospects. According to the Scottish Guardian he told 
his hearers that :— 


When a single man, or a married mau (with his wife and family), located 
himself in a wilderness like Kaffraria he had heart-breaking work before him. 
The conclusion is plain enough. The only missionary who can be 
happy in Kaffraria is a married man who leaves his wife and children 
at home. There is something in that. 
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THE KING OF THE GHOSTS. 
A Srory ror New YeEAr’s Eve. 


Tue story I am about to tell contains nothing wonderful whatever, 
but it has the recommendation of being exactly true. I wouldn't 
write a story unless it were true, or at all events if it mightn’t have 
been true, and nobody need trouble to consider about the reality of 
the following, as the Editor and myself take all the responsibility. 

Once upon a time there was a man, and a very good man he was, 
but he had one fault, which it was said would ruin him. He wouldn’t 
believe in ghosts. And no power on earth could possibly make him, 
When he was a boy his father had tried times out of number to 
impress upon him the necessity of doing as others did, and had used 
the most substantial arguments which a father can use, but this wilful boy 
had remained stubborn, and though he loved his parent dearly, refused 
to be convinced. His poor delicate mother, too, who was sinking into 
an early grave in a manner which would have converted any other boy 
in five minutes, often with tears in her eyes implored her darling son 
to give way. “For,” said she, “‘ we have not yet arrived at a period 
in the werld’s history when we can dispense with our old beliefs. When 
we do, then you can think as you like, but for the present do as you 
are bid, and the ghosts will be satisfied. Public opinion is not strong 
enough for them yet.”” And she would have kissed him on the calm and 
placid brow, if his father hadn’t come in suddenly and kicked him down 
stairs, and made use, I regret to say, of very bad language because his 
tea wasn’t ready, and because his bloater had a hard instead of a soft 
roe. 

Before the mother sank into the silent tomb she again exhorted her 
son, and his obduracy was so far melted that he remembered what 
she had said almost until the funeral was finished; but the sight of one 
of his cousins helping himself to an undue allowance of cake, roused 
his ire, and his good resolutions vanished like snow in the sunshine. 
And when he asked his cousin, whom he hated because he was a quiet 
boy and always knew his lessons, if he believed in ghosts, and the 
cousin said “ Yes,’’ our boy—that is the boy of this story—pitched into 
him, and not only walloped him, but took his cake away and eat it. 
And when his father’s back was turned he actually took some of the 
wine which was on the table. But this brought its own. punishment 
with it, for he had not been educated up to dry wines, and he sickened 
almost unto death, and perhaps it was only because he didn’t believe 
in the ghost sufficiently to give it up, that he didn’t quite die. 

Well, as I have said, or if I didn’t I meant to say it, in due course | 
this boy became a man, and as yet his old obstinate and obdurate 
ways had done him no harm, though people who were not in a hurry 
said they were sure to presently. But those who liked to get a thing 
over were anxious that the moral of the unbeliever should be pointed, 
and began to repine at our man’s comparative immunity. But our man 
didn’t care a jot, and he got married, and soon had a young family round 
him. It was noticeable that the lessons his father had taught him 
were not forgotten, as he not only walloped his wife and youngsters, 
but swore he would serve the old man the same if he interfered. And 
still he did not believe in ghosts. 

You will have noticed, of course, that ail this took place a long time 
ago, in the dark ages, when candles were dear, and gas was not invented. 
And so the King of the Ghosts, who had for a long time waxed 
impatient at the want of belief of J. Smith—J. Smith was the name 
of our hero--thought that one night he would teach him a lesson 
which he wouldn’t in a hurry forget. So he called a meeting of 
co-ghosts, and they arranged that they would get some brimstone and 
treacle and other etceteras which make the ghostly life happy, but 
which strike terror into the human breast, and wait on him at their 
earliest convenience. After deciding all this they separated. 

And I wouldn’t have been J. Smith for any money—that is for any 
money under fourpence. 

The King of the Ghosts considered that New Year’s Eve would be 
the best time to punish J. Smith for his want of belief, and so 
communicated by circular with his subjects. By eleven o’clock they 
were all arrayed in heavy marching order, and ready to start for the 
doomed man’s house. The plan of the campaign was that the King 
should go up and ring the area bell, and as it was the coldest night 
that had ever been known before the invention of the thermometer, 
Smith would be annoyed at having to jump out of bed at near 
ai and fumble at the door before he could see who was 
there. 

Then he was to have his lesson. Poor J. Smith! 

* an * * 























* 


But it happened that J. Smith and his family had accepted an 
invitation to spend the New Year’s Eve and the New Year at the 
house of a friend—mind I never said J. Smith had no friends !—and so 
the ghosts after waiting in the cold till their teeth chattered, and the 
early village cock began to wonder what was the matter, returned 
home, thinking there was method in J. Smith’s madness after all. 

And this was what led to my becoming converted to Smith’s 
Opinions. I wouldn’t believe in anyone if he couldn’t lay his plans 
better than the King of the Ghosts did. 
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ALSACE-LORRAINE. 
‘The poesy of a ring.’”’ 


A sImp.Le ring of Breton make, 
And purchased at a Norman fair, 
Worn by the people for the sake 
Of emblems that are graven there :— 
A naked blade that stern impends 
O’er A and L, in fetters dight :— 
* Hope! Patience!’’ so the legend tends ; 
And further “‘ Might oppresses Right.”’ 


No magic ring of Eastern tale, 
That had a genie for its slave, 
Could have the power to prevuil, 
Like this one, over spirits brave ; 
How oft, while Jean his land shall till, 
Will that brief motto meet his sight >— 
‘** Hope. Patience.’’ says the legend still, 
And whispers ‘‘ Might oppresses Right.” 


Despite its follies and its crimes, 
In waiting strong, of courage high, 
The nation, fallen on evil times, 
Works its redemption by-and-by ; 
And Jean, if dead has left his sons 
The ring, their vengeance to incite. 
“ Hope. Patience! ”’ so the legend runs ; 
Not always “* Might oppresses Right.”’ 


And War shall loose her dogs once more 
Cry “‘ havock,” and lay waste the lands ; 

And through the fertile fields shall pour 
The flood of her devouring bands, 

And every patriot heart that bleeds 
Shall in the sireple hope unite— 

* Hope. Patience !’’ so the legend reads, 
No longer “ Might oppresses Right.’ 


And whose the blame for this long feud ? 
Not thine, oh nation, be’t confessed, 
Whose foes, with cruel hands and rude, 
Two children ravished from thy breast! 
And who shall blame thee if thou dost, 
Thy children to recover, fight ? 
“Hope. Patience!’’ In the legend trust— 
And some day “ Right shall conquer Might.”’ 


Gushoers to Correspondents. 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches. unless they are accome 
anted by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.j 


J. S. B.—But as you can have your Fun fora penny, the cost of regis- 
tration was sheer waste. 

D. 8. (Westbourne-street.)—You don’t seem to be one of the “ Poets” 
whom you describe as “imbued in noble strains.” 

nee ee think their duties are telegraphing and not toffee- 
making. 

H. K.—We hope that on reflection you will see the mistake of your 
letter. Apply to your friends. 

Hivite (St. Ives.)—You are less ef a bee than a wasp, to want to sting 
your neighbour Hivites, under cover of our columns. 

E. ©. (Prince’s Row.)—MSS. should be addressed simply to “The 
Editor,” and if their return is desired should be accompanied by astamped 
and directed envelope. 

PENNY-A-LINER.—If we commented on the absurd notion, it would only 
answer the liberal Withamite’s purpose by advertising him. 

saeeee SERVANT.—Such a picture as you suggest would be rather too 
ghastly. 

R. J. (Coate.)— We cannot return MSS., when our rules are defied. 

P. (Belsize Park-gardens.)—Stamp forfeited. 

Amicus Curnte.—Yes, that’s all very well, but now that a Judge has 
threatened a gasman for contempt of court, they might even descend to 
committing the Editor of a comic paper. 

IsHMAEL.— Well, we have no objection to your “hand being against 
us ”—provided you wash it now and then. 

Declined with Thanks :—O. K., London; H. B.; A. C. C., Glasgow; B. 
S.; Ricardo Grando; T. W., Camberwell-road; C. C. C.; B., King’s-holm ; 
C., Caithness ; Z. B. A.; J. G, Glasgow; T., Islington; B. J. M.; Walker; 
J. C., Liverpool; M. A. T., Winkfield; E. C. M., Galway; Sucking Pig; 
G., Leeds ; B., Kew-bridge ; T. N.. Dublin; J- J. S., Hull; H. C., Brixton ; 
J. M., Fairview ; Dizamma; B., Glasgow; Veritas, Leicester; C. G., Glas- 
gow ; G. §., Limerick ; Assam; D., Catford-bridge; An Old Party; G. M., 
Chester ; Paddy from Cork; Tootles; B., South Kensington ; A Cannibal ; 
F. W.; T. B, Warrington; 8., Aberdeen; J. R.T.; P., Leicester; A 
Guy ; William the Silent; W. McC., Edinburgh. 
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A DEAL TOO SHARP. 


Mother (to Son, home for his holidays) :—“ Wat A PRETTY TIE YOU HAVE ON, Frank!” 


Son :—“ YEs, PRETTY FAIR.”’ 

Father :—“ Wuat DID IT cost you ?”’ 

Son :—“ TWELVE SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE.” 
Mother :—‘“* TWELVE SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE! 
Son :— Yxs, Tres usually po pay the dealer.” 


WHY, WHAT A PROFIT THOSE PEOPLE MUST MAKE 
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CHATS ON THE 


JANUARY. 


In the Cornhill we have the wind-up of “ Zelda’s Fortune,’’ which, 

although it has for some chapters seemed the only possible ending, is 

eless an unsatisfactory one, ‘ Young Brown’”’ is a good instal- 

ment; and there is the commencement of a new novel. There is 

little space left for shorter articles after these, but the paper on 
Landseer makes up for that in interest. 

In Temple Bar we have a pleasant portion of “ Uncle John,” and a 
capital article on Chateaubriand. The verse; as usual, is not first class, 
but the other contents are very readable. “In the Interests of 
Science’’ will have an interest for the lovers of the Ingoldsby Legends, 
being by the son of their author. 

London Society is no worse than usual, and may indeed be said to be 
better, because it is relieved from the Chesterfield Letters, which were 
not only ignorantly and stupidly written, but were, it seems from recent 

also in the nature of libels; an Irish earl, of the name of 
Desart, having, under compulsion, admitted some responsibility for 
them, and in a sort of way apologised to one of those supposed to be 
libelled. However, he’s only an Irish Earl. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


MAGS. 


CHOCOLAL 


Printed by JUDD & CU., sheets Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 90, Fleet Street, E. C.—London, January 10, 1874 





The new editor of The Gentleman’s is certainly working with energy 
and judgment. This month’s number is an excellent one. A new 
novel by the author of “ Zelda’s Fortune,” with contributions by 
Messrs. Sala and Forbes tend considerably to produce this result. — 

Of course, the principal feature of Once a Week is “That Little 
Frenchman,” but the general contents are amusing enough. _ 

The St. James’s is a fair average number, though the heliotype 
illustrations are not brilliantly successful. People whose eye for 
spelling is defective must not run away with the idea that an article 
on “ Hunting the Wild Deer,’ by “Thomas Carlisle,’ is from the 
pen of the philosopher of Chelsea. : 

In Maemdlan’s an article by Ferdinand Hiller on Mendelssohn will 
be read with interest. Sir Samuel Baker contributes a paper on 
“ Savage Warfare,” and there is an essay on the resuscitated game of 
Ombré ; so that altogether this is a somewhat lively number. 








Now Ready, the Twenty-fifth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 


The EIGHTEENTH VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 


Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 


MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 














aaa CPE iti ec 

















ard 


% 


> 


} 


tart lin tela 


| 
| 
| 
{ 
{ 





January 17, 1874.] 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 355. 


Ovr sailor boy has had to go 
Over the sea to the land of snow 
And frost and bitter weather ; 
He will bring a bride from over the sea 
From the land of serfs to the land of the free, 
So pledge a bumper that they may be 
Happy for aye together. | 


1. The King of the Cannibal Isles 
His leisure hours begufles 
With missionary cold, I wis, 

But much prefers his viands—this ! 
2. The water-nymph, whose heart 
Fell prey to human art, 
Creation fair — 
As sweet as rare. | 


3. A poor relation of the giant 
So hidious, vicious, and defiant, | 
Which thousands feast their hungry sight on | 
In the Aquarium at Brighton. | 

| 


4. As thoughtfully the farmer whistles 
While striding through his fields, 
He uses this to slay the thistle 
The weedy fallow yields. | 
5. Nightmares, nightmares, black and horrid, | 
In the long nightwatches torrid, 


Come and rest | 
Upon the chest. | 


6. “ One and one are two,” 
Cock-a-doodle doo! 
So this swell 
Would not tell, 
All the lore he knew | 


7. If a weasel you would take 
Do not try while he’s awake, 
But ’tis difficult to creep 
On the animal asleep. 


Sotvution or Acrostic, No. 353:—Good Bye, Old 
Year !—Gorgio; Oriel; Odd; Dandy; Barge; Yucca; 
Editor. 

Correct Sorvtrrons or Acrostic, No. 353, received Sth. | Mild 


January :—Jonesi Bartoni; 1{; Ruby’s Ghost; X.Q.; Three | 
Chuckleheads; Winkle; Ozone; Cliff; Old; Trafford; Leibig | 


Family ; Putney Pigs. 


NOVEL OPINIONS. 


FemateE histrionic art is at last to be purged of its impurities, 
London Society naving started on the arduous task of deciding who are 
and who are not “popular actresses.’ The effort is indeed 
praiseworthy, but it would be an undoubted advantage if the zeal of | 
the writer had been tempered with some knowledge of the subject | 
undertaken by him. We might not then have found Mrs. Vezin | 
subjected to the faint praise of one that raves about a young lady who 
may be very wonderful, but who has hardly had more experience 
than the writer of the article in question. We are, however, prepared 
to admit that everyone has his taste, and so will simply content our- 
selves with extracting the following logical] deduction, refraining at 
the same time from wondering how the subject of the remarks feels in 
company with representative English actresses. 


If Miss Cavendish can find a part which thoroughly suits her she will make a 
very great hit through nearly the whole of the drama ; and if she would only be 
even and round, forreing one clear and consistent notion of what the character 
would say and do through the entire representation, and act up to that idea, 
Miss Cavendish might almost become a great actress; but she never has done this, 


and we fear that she never will. 
That is, if Miss Cavendish can find anything she can do well and does 
it well, she will succeed in what she attempts: And by parity of 
reasoning, if this very youthful critic—as a critic, for we know 
neither him nor his signature—had chosen a topic he understood, his 
article might not have been quite so full of the original remarks of 
which the foregoing is but a mild specimen. But what can be 
expected in a magazine the editor of which—a lady—writing on the 
subject of the horrid lower classes and the absence of true love among 
them, says, apropos of inficelity— 
A gentleman will his wife of infidelity, and break his heart over it, for 
years trying to hoodwink himself and tread down unworthy doubts, before he will 
his dishonoured name into the light of day, and seek reparation at the hands 
of law; but a husband of the lower orders has no such delicate consideration. 
Most of them think a good beating sufficient compersation for their wrongs; but 


a few, under the sense of ou honour which they experience but cannot 
define, feel that nothing short of blood will satisfy them, and quietly cut their 


VOL. XIX. 














THE GENTLER SEX. 


Matron :—“ SrRIKE THAT CHILD: LIFT YER ’AND AGIN’ A ’ARMLESS 


HINNERCENT LIKE THAT AND CALL YERSELF A woman! WHuyY YER MORE OV A 
WILD BEAST—Y'’AR—YE AINT EVEN FIT FOR THE ZOOLOGICAL, Y'AINT!” 








| wives’ throats from ear to ear. I have always hada sort of admiration for these 
last-named criminals. They must have valued what they destroy at the risk of, 


=a in conjunction with, their own lives. The act may be brutal, but it is 

We will pass over the libel on the great bulk of Englishmen and 
their wives,—though people who openly write themselves down as 
belonging to the upper classes, should remember that Nodlesse oblige is 
an axiom as honourable as it is time-honoured—and will merely say 
that a wife-murderer is never manly; if there be any manliness in 
murder it is when the paramour and not the erring wife becomes the 
victim. We have seen some strange specimens of manliness as well as 
gentlemanliness in the columns of London Society recently, but were 
hardly prepared for opinions like these on the part of a lady. 


Bacon for Lunch. 


Ir is with a deep sense of sorrow and shame that we admit it, but 
we did not go to the dejcuner which was supposed to be given in con- 
nection with the unveiling of the Prince Consort’s statue, on Holborn 
Viaduct, for the simple reason that awfully clever as we are, we 
are unable to be in two places at once; though the luncheon was sup- 
posed to be given because of the statue; those who went to see the 
unveiling had to do so to the sacrifice of their stomachs—that is, 
unless they were princes or City potentates. Perhaps it was supposed 
that the sight of a statue would be sufficient for the common, consider- 
ing that it is a specimen of Bacon. 





Late and Early. 


Lorp Desart, after haviag signed a declaration, the signature of 
which Colonel Fraser assured him would be “ a great unhappiness to his 
friends,” is kind enough to ask the gentleman to whom he makes the 
humble apology to reinstate kim by fighting him. It is only in Ire- 
land that a man having tumbled into the mud could ask somebody to 
kick him up again. May he get his Desarts! 
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| FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Jan. 14, 1874. 


OUR ALLIES. 


How sweet it is to fight for these 

| Most intellectual Fantees, 

Whose chief delight 

| Is not to fight, 

But bolt and plunder when they please. 


They always like to run away 
When there is promise of a fray, 
But somehow yet 
» They don't forget 
To bolt with stores in lieu of pay. 


— 


A te 





very serious view-points. 


regarded from manly 


controversy ; and the song in which the conclusive statement that 


Thouch a guinea it will sink and a note it will float, 
Vet I’d rather have a guinea than a one pound note 


‘ 
‘ 


occurs, was extremely popular with those that had never possessed and 
Indeed, it seems that on currency 
questions those who have the least money have the greatest know- 
ledge, amd we have no doubt that the Deputy Master of the Mint 
would reteive much useful information, were he to apply, say, in 
Leather‘lane or Baldwin’s Gardens, where the relative values of 
And while 
this is being done we will content ourselves with the remark of the 
only person we have consulted on the matter, our very occasional 
cabman, who says, “‘ Well, if it’s all the same to you, sir, I'd rather 


were never likely to possess either. 


florins and half-crowns are tested to their fullest extent. 


have the half-crown; it’s.very bad weather you know.” 





Alfred alter Charteris. 


** The sea, the blue lone sea, hath one ; 
He lies where pearls lie deep. 

He was the lov’d of all—yet none 
O’er his low bed may weep.” 








Movrn for the brave—for passing brave was he; 

Mourn for the good—a nobler youth ne’er breathed ; 
Mourn for the dead, now resting far at sea— 

A young heart still’d—a good sword early sheathed. 
Another Charteris has gone to rest, 

And Wemyss and March have lost another heir ; 
Round Elcho’s brow a wreath of laurel’s prest— 

A wreath a nation asks him aye to wear. 





Cheap Journalism. 


We read—but with less than the usual amount of unwavering faith 
which we place in newspaper statements—that the next sensation is to 
be a farthing daily with a ham sandwich supplement to each number. 
Well, the sandwich, however bad it may be, will be preferable to the 
sheet of advertisements generously given with dearer journals, and 
would do to res a = oe ihe ae ys new, however, for there 
was once—and may ill—a photographic establishment which drove 
five rivals to bankruptcy by taking as photograph, and giving you 
a baked potato in, for twopence. e fancy a Sunday paper with a 
pint of hal? ard-half supplement would be a glorious institution, and 
worthy of tio consideration of the Licensed Victuallers Association. 


ix Pretty Pol! 

Globe gravely rebukes the senders of telegrams 

for describing the in that district as “eight” or “ four anna 
crops.” It very properly describes this is a “ pernicious polyglot,” an 
expression which has the advan of being alliterative as well as 
absurd. There are, but two sorts of polyglot, one consisting of many 
tongues, the other—poll t-chatter; and the latter 





from Bengal, 


-glot—of parro 
naturally occurred to the Globe, which winds up by savi that th 
“ Anglo-Saxon ns arene that may Mey is enough 


when debased t a mixture of Bengal slang 
“ render it utterly corrupt if not unintelligible,” Corrupt iby, 
while people can anna leaders 





Arrer nearly a quarter of a century’s trial, @ period which so far 
throws even the duration of the Tichborne case quite into the shade, 
the question florins versus halfcrowns, seems as far from scttlement as 
ever. Nor does it appear likely to have any speedy solution, as it is 
i In:the old days when 
one pound notes were in circulation in this country, people who 
possessed them were very much exercised as to their actual value as com- 
pared with the amount they were supposed to represent ; even those 
whose poverty was'as that of Lazarus, took special interest in the 
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CORRUPTING THE PRESS. 


Tur following story was told to me by Henry Barber, of Berry- 
wood, State of Missouri, a local statesman whose important function 
it was to ‘‘ secure talent for the party ’’ by various indirect means not 
commonly alluded to except by the “ talent “ of the other side. 

When Joel Bird (said he) was up for Governor, that Sam Henly 
was editing the Berrywood Bugle; and no sooner was the nomination 
made by the State convention than he came out hot' against the party. 
He was a very able writer, was Sam, and the lies he invented about 
our candidate were shocking! This, however, we endured very well, 
but presently Sam turned squarely about and began telling the truth. 
This was a little too much; the County Committee held a hasty 
mecting, and decided that it must be stopped; so I was sent for to 
make arrangements to that end. I knew something of Sam, had 
purchased him several times, and I estimated his present value at 
about one thousand dollars. This seemed to the Committee a reason- 
able figure, and on my mentioning it to Sam he said“ he thought 
that about the fair thing; it should never be said the Berrywood Bugle 
was a hard paper to deal with.’” There was, however, some delay in 
waising the money ; the candidates for the local offices had not disposed 
of their autumn hogs yet, and were in financial straits. Some of 
them contributed a pig each, one gave twenty bushels of Indian corn, 
another a flock of chickens, and the man who aspired to the distinction 
of County Judge paid his assessment with a waggon. These things 
had to be converted into cash at a ruinous sacrifice,and in the meantime 
Sam kept pouring an incessant stream of hot shot into our political 
camp. Nothing I could say would make him stay his hand; he 
invariably replied that it was no bargain till he had got his money. 
The Committee were furious; it required all my eloquence to prevent 
them declaring the contract null and void; but at last a new, clean one 
thousand-dollar note was passed over to me, which in hot haste I 
transferred to Sam at his residence. 

That evening there was a meeting of the Committee; all seemed in 
high spirits again, except Old Hooker, of Jayhawk. This old wretch 
sat back and shook his head during the entire session, and just before 
adjournment said, as he took his hat to go, “ P’r’aps ’twas orl right 
and on the squar’ ; maybe thar war’n’t any shenannigan, but he war 
dubersome—yes, he war dubersome.”’ The old curmudgeon repeated 
this until I was exasperated beyond restraint. 

‘‘ Mr. Hooker,” said I, ‘‘ I’ve known this Sam Henly ever since he 
was so high, and there isn’t an honester man in old Missouri. I’ll bet 
you a steamboat against a last year’s bird’s nest, give the nest back if 
I win it, and leave it to yourself, that he can’t lie—that he don’t know 
how, and wouldn’t if he did. Sam Henly’s word—why it is worth its 
weight in gold! What’s more, if any gentleman thinks he would 
enjoy a first-class funeral, and if he will supply the sable accessories, 
T’ll furnish the corpse. And he can take it home with him from this 
meeting.” At this point Mr. Hooker was troubled with leaving. 

Having got this business off my conscience I slept late next day. 
When I stepped into the street I saw at once “ something was up.”’ 
There were knots of people gathered at the corners, some reading 
eagerly that morning’s issue of the Bugle, some gesticulating, and 
others stalking moodily about muttering curses not loud but deep. 
Suddenly I heard an excited clamour—a confused roar of many lungs, 
and the tramping of innumerable feet. In this Babel of noises I could 
distinguish the words “ Kill him!” ‘“ Wa’m his hide!” etc; and 
looking up the street I saw what seemed to be the whole male 
population racing down it. I am very excitable, and though I did 
not know whose hide was to be warmed, nor why anyone was to be 
killed, I shot off in the van of the howling masses, shouting “ Kill 
him!’ and “ Warm his hide!’ as loudly as the loudest, all the time 
looking out for the victim. Down the street we flew like a storm; 
then I turned a corner, thinking the scoundrel must have gone up that 
street; then bolted through a public square; over a bridge; under an 
arch ; finally back into the main street; yelling like a panther, and 
fully resolved to slaughter the first human being I should overtake. 
The crowd followed my lead, turning as I turned, shrieking as I 
shrieked, and—all at once it came to me that J was the man whose 
hide was to be warmed! 

It is needless to dwell upon the sensation this discovery gave me ; 
happily I was within a few yards of the Committee-room, and into 
this I dashed, closing and bolting the door behind me and mounting 
the stairs like a flash. The Committee were in solemn session, sitting 
in @ nice even row on the front benches, each man with his elbows on 
his knees, and his chin resting in the palms of his hands—thinking. 
At each man’s feet lay a neglected copy of the Berrywood Bugle. 
Every member fixed his eyes on me, but no one stirred, no one uttered 
a sound. There was something awful in this preternatural stillness, 
made more impressive by the hoarse murmur of the crowd outside, 


sesting = > peel could oe it no longer, but strode 
rward and sna up the r lying at f f the Chai ‘ 
At the head of the editorial iecen ‘in fe op bpd eageme 
the following amazing head-lines : 


etters half an inch long, were 
“Dastardly Outrage! Corruption Rampant in Our Midst! The 
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Vampires Foiled! Henry Barber at his Old Game! The Rat 
Gnaws a File! The Democratic Hordes Attempt to Ride Roughshod 
Over a Free People! Base Endeavour to Bribe the Editor of this 
Paper with a Twenty-Dollar Note! The Money Given to the Orphan 
Asylum !”’ 

t read no farther, but stood stockstill in. the centre of the floor, and 
fell into a reverie. Twenty dollars! Somehow it seemed a mere 
trifle. Nine hundred and eighty dollars! I did not know there was 
so much money in the world. Twenty—no, eighty—one thousand 
dollars. There were big black figures floating all over the floor. In- 
cessant cataracts of them poured down the walls, stopped and shied off 
as I looked at them, and began to go it again when I lowered my 
eyes. Qecasionally the figures 20 would take shape somewhere about 
the floor, and then the figures 980 would slide up and overlay them. 
Then, like the lean kine of Pharaoh's dteam, they would all march 
away and devour the fat naughts of the number 1,000. And dancing 
like gnats in the air were myriads of little Caduccus-like visions, 
thus—§$; I could not at all make it out, but began'to realise my posi- 
tion directly Old Hooker, without: moving’ from his seat, began to 
drown the noise of countless feet on the stairs by elevating his thin 
falsetto— 

‘“‘ P’r’aps, Mr. Cheerman, it’s orl on the squar’. We know Mr. 
Henly can’t tell a lie—no, not fo’ a last year’s bird’s nest. But I’m 
powerful dubersome that thar’s a balyamee'dyne to this yar Committee 
from the:gent who hez the flo’—if he aimt: done gone laid it yout fo’ 
sable ac— ac— fo’ fyirst-class fyunerals.” 

I felt at that moment as if I would_like to play the leading charac- 
ter im a first-class funeral myself; I felt’ that every man in my 
position onght to have a nice comfortable coffin, with a silver door- 
plate, a foot-warmer, and. bay windows for his cars. How do you 
suppose you would have felt ? 


———E eee 


A Sage Reflection. 
A surewp meteorologist has remarked that, when “the London 
lights ” are distinctly visible from the hills of Kent and Surrey, it is a 
sure sign—of gas. 
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WEIGHT A BIT! 


Stout Party :—“‘ DIsENGAGED, CABBY ?”’ 
Cabby :— Yes, Sir.” 
S. P.:—“ ALL RIGHT (prepares to enter vehicle), DRIVE TO Pap 


’ » ° ? ’ : ° 
Cabby :—“ JUST ONE MOMENT, SiR, ONLY ’ARF A TWINKLING, I’LL RUN ROUND AND 'ANG ON 


T OTHER SIDE.” 














IDIOTSYNCRATIC. 


THERE was a man who was so fat 

Ile couldn't sleep without his hat ; 

Then didn’t take a Turkish bath, 

But got thin, reading “ Aftermath ;”’ 

He ne’er used butter on his bread 

But placed it on his hair instead ; 
Which then, he fancied, hang in curls would, 
And failing, came on here to Earlswood. 





King’s Lynn-ley. 


Ir has been well said, that tere is no royal road to learning, and if 
the truth of this had never been proved before, the following notice 
posted outside an institution at King’s Lynn might be received as 
evidence :— 

10s. REWARD 


Will be given on conviction of any person or persons (young or old) who are 
caught sitting” about on the steps and doorways of the Athens#um, or running or 
yelling through the passages of the above building, which has been practised of late 
to the great annoyance of the tenants therein. 

Also boys and others throwing stones on to the roof of the museum and musie 
hall, which is continually the case, from the back roads, after,the boys leave the 


schools, will also receive the above Reward... 
Witrztaa Mites, Proprietor. 


Feeling unequal to the task of explaining this, we submit it in all 
humility to Mr. Washington Moon, and,. while waiting for the 
verdict, are content to express regret that there is yet a town in 
Eagland where sitting about by young or old is a crime, while break- 
ing windows is considered worthy of ten shillings reward. 





Out on Ye! 


Why is a weather prophet like a night cabman ?—Because he is 
‘‘out’’ in-all weathers. 


A Common CoMPLAIN?T WITH ROTTEN Suirs.—TZeak doloureux. 











Emphasis Gratia. 
Mh Tus is from the Tablet :-— 


ld 


** Where and by what Government,’’ asks this 
peer, **has a Catholic bishop, or priest, or 
ayman suffered@‘oene jot or tittle until he became 
a politician as well 1s asectary? Have the Can- 
tons meddled with priests or bishops until they 
meddled or threatened to meddle with the Can- 
ton Constitution? Has any Catholic who pro- 
mised to obey the law been oppressed!?’? We 
answer categorically and emphatically “ Yes” to 
each question. 

Will the Zvhiet kindly repeat the firs* 
question with the emphatic answer “ Yes,’ 
and tell us whether it is decorous for a 
religious paper to be playing at “cross 
questions and crooked answers ?”’ 


Righteous overmuch. 

We read that recently— 

A lady had several hundred dollars’ worth of 
point lace clipped off her clothing by an adroit 
thief, while she was at church singing, ** Strip 
me of the robe of pride; clothe me in humility.’ 
That lady was too good to be trusted with 
point lace. Had she divided her attention 
between her dress and her hymn—as most 
of her sex would have done—instead of 
concentrating it on the latter, she would 
not have been robbed. As it is, a good 
many of the women in that church must 
have seen the theft, unless there is a 
church where the women don’t take stock 
of their neighbours’ “ robes of humility.” 
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Injudicious Investment. 
Payine a Shilling to seea Penny-rama. 
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Morro ror THE Ist Feprvary.—*‘ Cease 
your Gunning.” 
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FOR BETTER OR WORSE. 
Mrs. McCarthy :—“* Goop Morninc, Mrs. MALONEY, AND HOW BE YOU 
Mrs. Maloney :—“ Sure, MB DARLINT, AND I’M VERY ILL.” 


Mrs. McCarthy :—“ Bepap THEN I HOPE YOU MAY KEEP 80, FOR FEAR 0’ BEING WORSE.” 


“SAVE ME FROM MY FRIENDS,” 


Mr. Arruurn ARNOLD, unextinguished by the want of confidence 
in him by the electors of Huntingdon, has condescended to 
step from his lofty pedestal with a view to the rearrangement of the 
commission of the for the county of Hunts. Where a man 
has determined to be a power in the country he is not to be stayed by 
ey obstacles, and we may yet find Mr. Arnold not only editor of 
the Hekker (4d.), but Chancellor of the Exchequer and Lord High 
Admiral of the Fleet. At present, however, he seems to be possessed 
of a vagueness on the subject he has taken in hand not without prece- 
dent in the same direction. Writing to Mr. Gladstone, he says— 


Hestineten eat aithnen the ——_ f th tein re it None 

poreine of the coun near, oncon- 
formist (in some parishes, I am , three-fourths are Noneonforziist), yet there 
is not one Nonconformist among more than i , of whom about half 


fifty magistrates 
are either or inattentive to theirduties. The father of the 
Mayor of Hun the late Mr. Potto Brown, was the only Noncon- 


ae aeehies walt cin. bas _—* the peeeneerien. _ son, o Mencentermiet 
 eentoame eae over te avour of young men, of whom 
We were not before aware that brewing was matter of religion, 
or that by means of it a standard of mental ability could be tested. 

; reminds us of the man who, when asked if he was a Jew, 
confounded his interlocutor by saying “‘ No, I’m a printer.”” For our- 
selves, we would rather brew good beer than write ourselves down 


F 








asses ; and, though a halfpenny loaf may be better than no bread, a 
halfpenny argument is far worse than no advocacy whatever. _The 
— body of Nonconformists are not in such a hurry, or so hard up 
or an advocate, as to require Mr. Arthur Arnold’s powerful inter- 
cession. 
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A Little Mixed. 


A conremporary thus records a case in the Sheriff’s Court, Red 
Lion Square :— 

This was an action in the Common Pleas by Mrs. Kate H hrey agains : 
Nicholas Vincent Wise for breach of promise of mnatriage. — _ 
All right so far! But how about this ? 


Plaintiff, who had married another lady in June last, is assistant to a medical 


tshire, at a salary of £170 a year, and the defendant is the daughter of 


How the Plaintiff, Mrs Kate Humphreys, could marry another lady in 
June—or any other month—is only a little less unintelligible than 
how the defendant, Mr Nicholas Vincent Wise, could be the daughter 
of a solicitor! But perhaps our contemporary knows. 








Trite, but surely not True. 
Tue favourite Quotation : “ Still they come.” 
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AGAIN ! 


OUR ALLIES 
COME TO HELP US. GOLLY, WE HELP OURSELVES, YAH!” 


WHITE MAN 


“YAH, YAH! 
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STRAWS. 


Tuer Hebrews, when they had no straws, | YW 








4 / 


To make Egyptian bricks with, 
Had for complaint an ample cause 

That they were played sad tricks with. 
And now and then we modern men 

An equal grievance light on, 
When called upon to ply the pen 

With nought on earth to write on! 
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An Editor who wants “a col 
Please turn the tap of verse on; ”’ 
While on his chair he’s pleased to loll 
Is a despotic person, 

Whom I should like to kick or strike, 
Or set my dog to bite on ;— 

He wants a column, hungry tyke! 
I’ve nought on earth to write on! 





I call, his wicked hopes to scrunch, 
My grievance by debating ;— 
They tell me that he’s gone to lunch 
And add—*“ the printer's waiting.”’ 
From inky rill I snatch his quill, 
‘The paper scrawl with spite on, 
‘You may want copy, sir, but still 


9? 


I’ve nought on earth to write on! 


But while I write it—here he is: 
I wish he wasn’t present. 

I cannot bear his smiling phiz, / SSH 
His manners bland and pleasant. i} SaA\\\) 

‘‘'Thanks, much,” says he, *‘ full well I see 
You’re now Parnassus’ height on! ”’ 

Confound his bearing frank and freo— 
I’ve nought on earth to write on! 
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Quoth he, “ the devil waits outside!”’ 
Oh, how I wish he’d got him! 

I wish I'd had the sense to hide, 
The courage to garotte him. | 

Alas! ’tis vain, I must remain | 
In this unhappy plight on, | 


SA 


WHAT A HIGH-DEAR ! | 


It was cruel of Miss Talboys4ogo and stand exactly wndler the mistletoe, when 
poor little Dumpie couldn’ t possibly ‘hiss her without getting on a chair. 


re 


attendants to see to the comfort of his patrons, and will not allow the 
HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. extortions usually practised at similiar establishments.’”” May the 


Tue indefatigable managers of the Vaudeville have not allowed the | Dutch never take Holland from us, unless he, like other managers we 
Christmas season to pass over without producing a novelty, and, | know, becomes too successful and forgets his early protestations. Till 
depending upon themselves more than upon the lines they have to | then may he go on and cater. 
deliver, have obtained from Mr. Reece a burlesque of Ruy Blas, which Mr. J. A. Cave is of course to the fore at the Marylebone with a 
possesses most of the characteristics of its predecessors from the same antomime, and he thas pieiied tee requirements of his audiemees well 
pen. Mr. Reece seems to object to the “comic press,” possibly | in the production of The Man in the Moon ; or Harlequin Wonderland. : 
because people do read that and still live, while anyone may guess | There is some more title, but that will be sufficient for the finst notice. 
what the result of reading Mr. Reece quietly—without the adjuncts | O¢ course Mr. Cave plays and of course he dances and sings in the 
of varied music, singing and dancing—would be; but his arguments merry masemas peculiarly his own. and. also of course house 
about political caricature, are ill-timed and weak when we remember | ¢)), nightly with enthusiasts who entne Gane aesien oct go away as late 
Richelieu Redressed, and other of his melancholy lucubrations, Messrs. es ceteat they possibly can a ee 
James and Thorne are of course clever and funny, but a little less y , 


Till I’ve a column off my brain, 
With nought on earth to write on. 


SN em 
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allusion to themselves as managers and a little more regard to the SSS 
parts they play would be an advantage. Still, weakness in such 

excellent caterers may be overlooked, more especially as they have FANTEE FANCY. 
managed sufficiently well to secure the services of Miss Kate Bishop Encore —_— ieee meni 
who is an excellent Don Cesar. Miss Rhodes does her best in the Want ee a a 7 
part of the Queen, and Messrs. Elliott and Fenton do full justice to Every nigger lad and lassie 
the characters assigned them. Tin keiner tha Ashantis “ sassy,” 

Mr. Holland, who flourishes on the knowledge that he and he alone ” “Done flurry . 
is the people's caterer, has taken the Surrey Theatre, where, though In a hurry— 
there are neither shilling teas nor whitebait, he means to succeed if Don’t much care to see Coomassie! 
possible. He has produced an excellent pantomime, written by a | ' 
gentleman well known to all transpontine playgoers, Mr. Frank 
Green, and in it are a real live giant and several excellent actors and The Day’s News. 
actresses who are not only alive but lively. Those people—and we in- | Mornixc broke at the usual hour to-day. The pieces will be 


clude ourselves amongst them—who object to paying the tribute which 
is levied more and more insolently every season at the majority of the = : : 
theatres will be glad to read the following edict which is printed on Night fell yesterday evening. It was promptly taken in —- 
all Mr. Holland’s programmes :—‘“‘ No fees to any Attendant. The | and brought before the sitting magistrate at Bow Street for beimg 


price of this programme is One Penny, and if more be charged or if | drunk and disorderly. | 


money be taken by any attendant for showing visitors to their seats, os as 
it will be a fraud, and treated as such by the proprietor, who pays all Morro ror Mr. Pirmsort.—Crusade to Crew’s aid. 


shortly on view at the British Museum. 


rrr een ner 








" 


OONNEN 
| } Wve 


N ‘ 
NINN 


N wh ’ 
iy . 7 


‘ 
AS 
\ 
. Nl 


— 
ed ee i ie 
~ . 
RONAN 
2s a SS 


7 
om) 
yy 


SS 


he 


i. 
| | 


‘SS 


am Seen ~ 
WRAMRAVN 


> 
TTD 


A 


Fy | 


N | as Wi oe 
S80! 


" “\ i 

wy ee | p ) 

ECTS one Ld Pyle y \ 
SOLS oh ‘ n ‘ 
. “ bd i ‘| rT , £ \ 
SS iH \ yt _ 
a Sah iy wi at in) 
WS. i 4 OO Ah) 
SE sy i} at} NAY 

i) | i baa’ ‘ 

wy Ht IY Y WO 

& 3 } ATT 

4 . } i 


‘ 


nA 3 Ne 
nA AY AS 
Dl 

at NOAA 


y i ) 
pe yes 
ae 4 \ 


+e 
| 








AT THE BRIGHTON .AQUARIUM. 


Georgina :—“ Wuat FUNNY FisH! WHuHaAT ARE THEY, Gus?” 
Gus :—“*Aw—copiines. Panromiwe season, Aw! Hor copLinGs, or couRsE, aw!” 











OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Tue Emperor of Germany is better. Still itis not in contemplation 
to illuminate Paris. — Duke of Edinburgh at St. Petersburg. A 
warm reception but a cold climate. = Spanish affairs much the same 
as usual. A coup d’ état now and then for a change. Otherwise 





did not go down this time. 










disorder remains undisturbed. = British arms still p us in 
Ashantee. Koffee reduced to his ‘own grounds. — Mr. Butt tells 






Glasgow he advocates Home Rule, that England and Scotland may be 
relieved from the bore of Irish debates. But the absence of empty 
Butts would do that with less trouble. — Defeat of Napoleon in 1812 
was commemorated in St. Petersburg on the 6th. Almost time the 





them—the wind. 
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THE CHURCH MILITANT. 


For a really valuable suggestion in the 
way of slaughter commend us to a good 
country clergyman who happenst) have 
given his mind to the matter. A few 
days ago one of these wrote to The Times 
to draw attention to the vaiue of a 
“thoroughly efficient rocket corps’’ on 
the Gold Coast, to be used against “ the 
poor heathens, whom we would fain 
Christianise’’ and now we have another 
who begs to inform The Times— 

That experiments were made by the Admiralty 
last July at his suggestion, on certain rocket- 
driven floats, calculated to pass along the surface 
of the water (not through it) at the rate of 80 to 
100 miles an hour. These floats will strike a 
ship precisely at the water line, and on striking will 
explode a charge powerful enough to sink any 
ship but an ironclad. An apparatus costing not 
more than 5/. will, at the distance of half a mile, 
destroy any ordinary ship. 

Only think ; a ship sunk and five hundred 
men drowned for five pounds! Thisis not 
only gospel, but very cheap gospel too. 


Florins or HaJf-Crowns? 


Tue Daily Telegraph makes the curious 
statement that were Colonel Tomline 
called upon to decide the above question 
for the community at large— 

The honourable and gallant gentleman might 


point out that the first thing to be done was to 
double the whole silver currency by one-half. 


It is rather hard of the Telegraph to be 
putting off its own mistakes upon Colonel 
Tomline. Although Peterborough-court 
may not see the impossibility of doubling 
a thing by one-half, it is to be supposed, 
in the absence of evidence to the contrary, 
bs the Member for Great Grimsby would 
0 SO. 


Artistic. 


WeE have reason to believe that several 
of our leading painters are engaged on an 
illustration of the Christmas Entertain- 
ment at the Holborn Amphitheatre. This 
was advertised as “A Grand Leviathan 
Entertainment embracing the essence of 
Comedy, Burlesque, Ballet, Pantomime 
&c.”’ It is hoped that the work will be 
ready in time for this year’s Academy. 
It will be called ‘ Comprehensive 
Embraces; or The Loves of the Whales.”’ 
The “ essence of ballet ’’ will be a “ study 
of the nude.” 


Moralising on Matches. 

We clip the following solemnising 
paragraph from a_ Brooklyn daily 
paper.— 

The last match in the box gneneliy fails to 
burn; so he who walks in the dark his life, 
and strikes for light only on his death-bed, is in 


danger of awakening naught but a strong odour 
of brimstone. 


Well that would be a narrow escape. but 
the conditions of the story show that the 
smell of brimstone would involve no 
burning. 





Russians left off celebrating the vile climate, to which they owed their 
victory. = Attack on the Duke of Cambridge. 


But the Royal George 


*‘ News for Naturalists.”’ 


A HORSE may be stone blind and yet havea “ staring ”’ coat. 
The real “ Carriage Dog” is—the Retriever. Pointers and Setters 
may be kept for a nominal sum ;—the best informed sportsmen give 


The a only comes out of its shell in case of emerge-ency. 
The likeliest place for a snipe is—Leadenhall Market. 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Str,—For some time past it has been my intention to signalise this 
winter by the compilation of a fund of useful and ornamental sporting 
information, to be published in these columns for the benefit of you 
and your readers; but though my intention remains the same my 
power of immediately carrying it into execution seems to have, alas! 
departed. The good ship Intent has struck upon the rock Intem- 
perance, and for the present I am struggling on the sands of 
Impecuniosity. Happily these are what are known to mariners as 
shifting sands, and so by the turn of the tide I may once more be 
above low water. But let us belay and avast for an explanation. 
Pipe all hands below the Colney Hatchway, and while we smoke the 
bosun’s pipe, and let the cannikin clink, clink, clink, I will dissemble. 
That is, I mean, I will explain. But hush! we are.observed. 

To those of my readers who are puzzled by nautical metaphor I 
huntbly apologise, but as I am just now actively engaged in a new 
twelve-act, sporto-nautical, transpontine, and people’s caterial drama, 
I am obliged to splice the mainbrace, and give.vent tothe true blue 
lingo and knowledge of seamanship with which I am at present 
surcharged. Yo heave yo! let go the painter (pots and all), put her 
in stays, dlew all buntlines, drop ‘the main halyards, turn astarn, go 
on aheail, ease her, and throw the main deck overboard. Likewise 
stop iher, .antl—yes sugar and lemon, if you please. And now having 
easetl. my mind I will. get on with my narrative. 

it ‘had ‘been my intention, most worthy but impulsive and irascible 
of .ettitors, to have:published some extremely humorous turf statistics, 
such asthe list of winning owners on the flat, as well as those whose 
predilections are of a sharper turn; the return of most successful 
jockeys with their weights and ages ; the catalogue of horses in train- 
ing, with same remarks on that iniquitous invention, the short 
handicap; the reeord of winning sires, with a few (objurgations) 
thrown in; a séleetion of clever speeches made at the Jockey Club; 
and a few other rarities likely to counteract the dullness which imme- 
diately follows a festiveseason. But alack and well-a-day, I reposed 
confidence in the wrong man, and am now a blighted being. I feel as 
if I had spoken to the man.at the wheel, or had smoked abaft the 
binnacle. 

Sir, if that old scoundrel, who was once employed by me in the 
poetry and prophetic department, should call on you, bust his crust 
for a landshark. Clap astopper on his jawing tackle, and if necessary 
give him into custody. The police will not hesitate to take him, 
especially if you have any loose silver to use as a persuader. The old 
villain! I engaged him to get up the statistical information of which 
I have spoken, while I got along with my drama, but though I waited 
long for him to come in with the copy, I waited in vain. Often I 
asked my landlady, but ‘‘ he cometh not,” she said; and I felt aweary 
and aweary, though I can’t with truth say that I wished that I was 
dead. No, I reserved that benefit for the old’un; but, as I daresay 
you've heard, whom the gods love go first, and as I can’t imagine 
any one of them, even the most depraved, caring for him, his time is 
yet tocome. At last, when my patience was exhausted, I went round 
to his lodgings, and then didn’t get what I wanted. But I got some- 
thing else though, and I got it from the lady of the house, who made 
use of bad language—a habit I abhor—and said she believed we were 
a couple of swindlers—think of that, Sir,—and that neither of us had 
ever seen the inside of a newspaper office. She also threatened me, 
and as I can’t bear to.argue with a woman [I retired from the field 
gracefully. Field is figurative, and means in this instance rents. 
The place where the old man usedto live is called rents because I 
believe no one ever thinks of paying for his lodgings there unless 
compelled. Then he generally moves somewhere else. So far I have 
heard no more of the old scoundrel. 

PRIVATE. 


My chief regret over this matter, Sir, after you have been con- 
sidered, is that it affects my testimonial. You were perhaps not 
aware that afew gentlemen, anxious to recognise the efforts I have 
made in the cause of literature generally, and sporting literature in 
particular, are about to present me with a testimonial. This is a 
perfectly spontaneous offer on the part of my admirers, and you will 
please understand that this is ix no way a public affair, so I forward 
you a couple of blank forms to fill up for any amount you or your 
friends like to subscribe, and shall be glad of any notice you can give, 
in a recommendatory and apparently unsolicited manner, of the 
arrangement. A liberal commission allowed. But I am much afraid 
the defect of that old cuss will materially interfere with my prospects, 
as, you see, if he had done his work well, I should have got the credit 
of it, and my name and the testimonial would both have flourished 
considerably. But remember, that a liberal commission is allowed on 
all subscriptions, and that a friendly and quite-unasked-for notice will 
much oblige, AUGSPUR. 


P.S.—I reopen this to say that a policeman has just called on me 
about;the’old wretch. Full particulars in my next. 
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A PEEP INTO THE FUTURE. 


He babbles about ancient times, | 
Of perjury and other crimes, 

With senile fury ; | 
And people shake their heads and say, 
‘“‘ He always acted in that way | 
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Upon That Jury! ’ 


“ He first began with questions weak, 
But soon to hear himself so speak 

He got a furor. 
And in the;papers daily looked 
To see if the reporters booked 

The clever Juror. 


But soon he took a tone more big, 
Assumed the crmine and the wig, 

And looking wiser 
Than all:the judges, who were there, 
Put on a grave judicial air 

As their adviser. 


The case was centuries ago, 
But Time’s ravenge is sure, if. dlow, 
And now he chatters, 
Like some old ape, about:the:time 
When he was juror, trying crime— 
And other matters. 


The poor old boy! Yet, somehow, he 
To later jurors ought to be 
A sort of tutor, 
To teach them not to:try to wrench 
The judge’s duty from the bench— 
In short—ve sutor !* 
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Cate Beate 


Too Little. 


Txis appeared :the other day in a. contemporary :— 


MMEDIATE.—WANTED, Young Girl, between 14 and 16 years of age, as 
I HELP ‘in*housework, in small gentleman's famly. Instructions would be 
given as to work.—Apply, before five p.m., t ~W., ete. 


If the advertiser was in such “immediate’’ want, he should have 
remembered that it would expedite matters if he had stated the exact 
size of the “‘ small gentleman,” in whose family the girl was needed. 
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“Time was that when the Brains were out,’ &c. 


Anis’s Birmingham Gazette places upon record its opinion that :— 
The Ministry has never recovered from the fatal reverse which it experienced 
last spring. 
A novel way of “springing’’ evidence against the Government- 
Surely our contemporary must have obtained its information from a 


chiel who was “ sprung.”’ 


al 


Aushers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 

nied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.j 

C. (Camberwell.)—We admit the justice of your complaint—if it is a 
complaint. If it isn’t we admire the point of your joke—if it is a joke. 
The fact is we can’t decipher the letter anyhow. 

BEGINNER.—Thanks for the “poem.” But you shouldn’t send such 
fragile things through the post. All the rhymes appear to have got broken 
off in transit, and the metre in some instances has been severely bruised. 

G. W..---As regards the “ cartoon,” as you call it, all we can say is that 
the joke is venerable, and the execution unworthy even of Calcraft. 

QuERIST.—We cannot undertake to answer such questions for several 
reasons—one of which is ignorance. You should apply to some paper, | 





which assumes to itself diluted omniscience enough to answer all sorts of 
queries. Still if you insist, we should guess, say, it was during the first 
Crusade, that is to say in George the Third’s reign. 

Declined with Thanks:—A Casual; E. H. H., Dublin; B. G., Leeds; 
K. W., Waterford ; M., Essex-road ; A Subscriber; W., Burton Crescent ; 
H.B., Armagh; Wild Oats ; C. E. W., Mile-end ; Harry and Horry ; Bogle ; 
W. E.; Owther, Gateshead ; J. L., Liverpool; Come in; C.C. F.; Vilikins ; 
D., Fleet-street ; C. W., Bradford; A. J. R., Norwood; 8. C., Brompton; 
Lex; W. R., Jarrow; Miss B., Sandown; Receipt Without Paper; B. W.; 
G., Liverpool; W. D., Islington; Old Reader; G. S.R.; F., Leeds; T., 
Manchester ; Camberwell Cuss. 





Query by P. D.—Ne Sartor ? 
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THE CHILD 


Charlie :—“‘I say, Ma! 


Mama :—“ Warr Trt I’vE FINISHED MY SHOPPING HERE—— 
Charlie :—“ AH, BUT YOU WON'T HAVE ANY MONEY AT ALL LEFT THEN!” 








CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
JANUARY. 

Tere is no lack of variety in Chambers’s Journal this month. The 
veteran periodical winds up its volume with all the vigour of youth 
and health. 

A new novel by the author of “‘ John Halifax’ opens the New Year 
auspiciously for Good Words. Canon Kingsley in “ Nausicaa in Lon- 
don” is as vigorous and outspoken as ever, and we have a poem by 
Frederick Locker, so that altogether the number is an attractive 
one. 

In the St. Paul's we have a new novel by the author of “ Abel 
Drake’s Wife,” and contributions from Henry Holbeach, Austin 
a and Mr. T. Trollope, besides an amusing paper from Mr. 

orbes. 

The New Monthly is fairly readable but it would do well not to 
wander into the regions of poetry, as its excursions in that direction 
are not invariably happy. 

In the Argosy we have a story by Johnny Ludlow, not altogether 
up to his old mark, and a poem by Miss Rossetti, disfigured by the 
want of ear for harmony which distinguishes the family. A story by 
Mrs. Wood opens the number. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 








CHOCOLAT 


a ge 
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IS FATHER TO THE MAN. 


PAY ME THAT SHILLING YOU PROMISED ME!”’ 


by JUDD & CU., Phomix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E. C.—London, January 17, 1874 


[January 17, 1874. 








nA AL Zttha 
ee GZ 47 i! aff 


ee 
_ 


Good Things is to the full as entertaining as ever, but we are still 
waiting for the promised story from the pen of the Editor, who writes 
so delightfully for ‘‘the young of all ages,’ that we grudge his 
absence from the magazine greatly. ; 


Scribner's is very good this month. It is one of the most remark- 
able shillingsworths going, because it is not only bountiful but good. 
The engravings are admirable, the contributors are all strong, and 
the whole is an example to the editors of this effete old country of what 
a magazine might, could, would, or should be! Bret Harte con- 
tributes a pastoral full of the power which has lain idle somewhat 
since he came East. | 

In these go-ahead days it seems that an almanack that only helps 
you on for a year is of little use; and accordingly we receive from 
Mr. Tegg, of Pancras-lane, Cheapside, a Universal Almanack for All 
Time, framed somewhat on the principle of the abacus, with sliding 
beads, which we fancy will have to be hung high where there are 
little folks, lest small fingers should considerably mix up the dates. 

Poor Richard's Golden Calendar, issuing from the office of the 
Practical Magazine, is less ambitious, professing only to wind up the 
nineteenth century for us. Once comprehended it is simple enough, 
and anyhow is neat and ornamental. 


MENIER. | 


FOR LUNCHEON. 
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THREE WISE MEN. 


By onE or THEM. 


Went to a beershop for some gin; 
The beershop man, in accents wild, 
Cried, ‘‘ Don't keep gin, we draw it mild!” 
The thin man, thereon, feeling pale, | 
Said “ Half a pint of four D ale.” 
And, when he’d drawn himself well o’er it, 
Said, ‘‘ Got no change, you'll have to score it!” 


| 
THERE was a man who, feeling thin, | 


Another man, with broken legs, 
Went to a cheeseshop for some eggs. 
No cheeseshops, as you all must know, 
Keep eggs unless the stock is low. 
Our man, then, leaning on his crutch, 
Picked up some eggs and asked, “ How much? ”’ 
And being told a score a penny, 
Said ‘‘ Twenty-five, or won't have any!”’ 





ey 


wn / 


Another, still, who'd got big fect, 
Went rambling round a field of wheat. 
Wheat being scarce, the farmer's son 
Could hardly think such treatment fun. 
But when he came to view the marks, 


“I see,’ said he, * ’tis but his larks— | 
| 
| 


i 


For nowI come the size to measure, 
He'd tread us all out in displeasure.” 


ae 
GD 


Down Charge! 


A GENTLEMAN writes to one of the sporting papers 
complaining of the inordinate amount of charging | 
indulged in by modern football players. We don’t | 
know much about football, principally because our feet | 
have got in the way whenever we have tried it, and 
prevented our getting between the goal posts; but, as 
for charging, we can confidently assure the objector, 
that there are mild and placid restaurateurs in the 
West End neighbourhoods, who could beat the best 
eleven, that ever figured on Kennington Oval, into fits. 
The correspondent can have a small dinner bill if he 
likes, but he must discharge the items. 
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Young Lady (purchasing some New Songs) :—‘ ‘Come back to Erin,’ ‘ The 


Vagabond,’ ‘ Home, Sweet Home.’ ”’ 


At &ea. 

Tue Engineer announces “ cork-jacketing for boilers.” 
Those ship-owners again! Before they supply the 
crew, they give a life-preserver to their boilers. Where 
is Mr. Plimsoll ? 


A NOVEL. 


On acalm evening in the early part of the shooting season, a young 
girl stood leaning carelessly against a donkey at the top of Hampstead 
Heath, daintily but with considerable skill destroying a bun by 
mastication’s artful aid. The sun had been for some time behind the 
hills, but the conscious West was still suffused with a faint ruddiness, 
like the reflection from an army of boiled lobsters marching below the 
horizon for a covert flank attack upon the stomach of London. 

Slowly and silently the ruby legion held onits way. Not a word was 
spoken; commands given by the general were passed from mouth to 
mouth, like a single bit of toffee amongst the seven children im- 
mortalised by the poet, who was more than usually vapid and 
meaningless this evening, if that were possible. And it was possible ; 
in no spirit of bravado, but with a firm reliance on the dlane mange he 


had eaten for dinner, and which was even now shaping itself into | 
exquisite fancies in the laboratory of his genius, the poet had resolved | been a mere waste of money; and now at the age of four hundred 
ah ' years, with life just opening before him, with other toads revelling 


about him in all the jump-up-and-come-down-hardness of their hearts, 


to reach a higher plane of puerility, or perish in the attempt, as the 
tree-climbing frog of North America, baffled by the smooth bark of 
the beech, falls exhausted into the spanning jaws of the serpent biding 
his time below. 


eee 


Shopman :— Yrs, Miss.” 
Young Lady :—‘‘ Now, ‘Spring! Spring!’ ” 
. 4é ’ T , 7 a 9 Pian 
Shopman :—“T’Lu BE AS Quick As I can, Miss, sur I’ve THE RHEU- 
MATICS IN MY KNEE, YOU SEE! 








silence so profound, so deathlike in its intensity, that a keen ear 
might have heard the spanking of an infant in the distant village. 
_ This infant had come, no one knew whence. The story went that 
it had tramped into town one cold morning, with its berceaunette 
slung across its back and after being refused admittance by the hall 
porter of the Tare and Ages had gone quietly to the door of the 
manor house and lain down, having first written and pinned to itself 
the following placard: “This unfortunate child is the natural son of 
a foreign prince who until he shall succeed to the throne of his 
ancestors begs that the illustrious waif may be tenderly caredfor. His 
Royal Highness cannot say how long his own worthless father may 
continue to disgrace the State, but hopes not long. At the end of 
that time, his Royal Highness will appear to the child’s astonished 
benefactor, crusted as thickly with gems as a toad with warts.” 
These troublesome excrescences had given the poor creature much 
pain. Everything that science had devised, and skill applied, had 


he was compelled to drag himself nervelessly through existence, with 


_no more hope of happiness than a mangle has of marriage. 


Having swallowed the frog the reptile turned to leave, and by a | 


sinuous course soon reached the highway. 
looked about him. There was no living thing in sight. To the right 
band and the left the dusty white road stretched away interminably 
without a break in its dreary mathematical sameness. Beyond a belt 
of pines on the opposite side rose a barren rounded hilltop, resembling 
the bald crown of a gamekeeper thrust upward from behind a hedge 
to afford a shining mark for the murderous poacher. . 
Grimly the poacher raised and sighted his gun, charged with a 
double quantity of heavy slugs. 


VOL. XIX. 


Here he stood up and | 


D 


It was not a nice mangle: the keys were warped, the mainspring 
was relaxed, the cogwheels would not have anything to do with one 
another, and the pendulum would swing only one way. Altogether a 
disreputable and ridiculous old mangle. But such as it was, it had 
stood in that dim old attic, man and boy, fer more than thirty years. 
Its very infirmities, by exciting pity, had preserved it ; not one of the 
family would have laid an axe on the root of that mangle for as much 
gold as could be drawn by a team of the strongest saw-horses. 

Of these rare and valuable animals we shall speak in our next 


There was a moment of silence—a _ chapter. 
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| FUN OFFICE, Weduesday, Jan. 21, 1874. 
A WEDDING MARCH. 


wm 1 EN bid the oboe 


blow, 
Bid the loud 
bagpipes 


As ae to» the 
merry wed- 
ding go 

Of the Duke 
with the 


P hease, violin, 
join-in! 

For oft on the 

stormy sea, 

id-the erew in 

the giddy 

hornpipe 


spin 
While the 
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CROSSINGS. 
By Aa Cross Man. 


Tue magistrates seem of late resolved to punish severely drivers 
who knock down and run over people. They rule—on the ancient 


legal maxim that “ Jack is as good as his master, and rather better ”’ 


—that the roadway belongs to the pedestrian as much as to the 
vehicle, though the latter may not go on the footpath. If they 
persevere in this laudable resolution they will deprive many a hard- 
working van-driver of his only recreation; and will much incon- 
venience those fond parents who send their children to play in the 


road with a view of getting them killed off, or at least profitably 
fractured. 
and other methods, for the advantage,of the general public. 
itis not always easy to pull up a horse, going at a moderate pace 


These two classes, however, must.seek other amusements 
Still, as 


even, all of a sudden, we commend to ‘the Bench instances in which 
they should hold it not only allowable but laudable (and perhaps 


wxewardable from the poor box) to run over three classes of people. 


1. The female who, when there is no horse or vehicle in sight, waits 
on the edge of the pavement for five minutes to make up her mind, 


and, having accomplished that small parcel, of course rushes into a 
verowd of vehicles, which have by that time come up, and runs 


don” and flapping under the horses’ noses, like a hen pursued by 
abig dog. 

‘2?The female, who gallops off the edge of the pavement as if she 
running for the Oaks, and ‘then pulls up in the middle of the 









meadjand strolls along as ifsshe were:one of a» walking funeral that 
owas alittle before its time. 

3:@he knots of louts and hobbedehoys that congregate whenever 
themaphalte is under repair (say, every other day), and stand for an 
j:hemxan the middle of the road staring at two men and a glue-pot. 
SWithtthis class we should be inclined ‘to include the pensive peeler, 
ivkowatches the crowd phacidly from the pavement. 


Duke | dis-: 
eoursed . on | 
thee. 





be A i i All A i A 


Breathe through the loud guitar, 
Mouch the gay trombone’s string, 
: At the eymbal's strains carol low afaxr— 
“Play upon anything! 





Teotle ithe sounding drum, 
Phen om mehr fife, 
ABwe e gallant w eome, 
Where-tbs sonnyDniatios a wife. 
i eesen ‘amend 


‘Ws have no wish whatever to-entef into an argument: as to the 
fairness. orunfairness of hanging, pu icly or privately, those people 
who have proved themselves unfit for further existence in this world. 
We belong neither to the hang-at-any-odds party nor to that which 
develops an intense affection and regard for a brutal murderer, more 
especially if he be more brutal and interesting than usual. Nor are 
we servile admirers of anything that is done by Mr. Lowe; on the 
contrary, we have a general fancy for taking exception to him and his 
work. But we cannot pass over the triple execution at Gloucester 
Jail without remarking, with some feelings of satisfaction, that 
while the present Home Secretary remains in office, we. shall have 
something like logic in the exercise of clemency. Hitherto we have 
seen. the most heinous ruffians, if possessed of “ respectable ’’ friends, 
escape the extreme penalty of the law, while commoner.offenders have 
been consigned to Jack Ketch-without compunction; and only recently 
& petition, signed by nine thousand people, including a bishop and the 
foreman of grant Sura, nee been urged few in the hope of 
saving as brutal and dastardly a, murderer as eyer lived, solely on 
account of his “ respecta -’ Fortunately forthe interests of 
wget the ye failed, and enon we pore oon equality even on 

e gal'ows, an ve been spared the pain.of knowing. that. interest 
bas snatched one from death while want of it han latitaro he i 
Far be it from us to object to.the due exercise of mercy—we value.its 
blessed quality too much,,and our very value of it .us object to 
its undue exercise—but while it ,is still the function of juries to find 
murderers guilty, and judges to condemn them to death, we must take 
Te beneiad ore let dispense with it pat it z 

is wrong, let ns with it ; but if it is right, let right 
be exercised. And if the police should ever ae ee 
~—well, in such improbable event, we will reopen the subject. 





A Fair. Offer. 
on te emrtnmaet: affirm cans much with the 
a owing) or reasons <a e poet says somewhere, 
L¥z.° USE, at an Palace, on. 


Wi in duty ound to believe dust the . 3 
@ are i reward is offered to 
wo cht key Seedt o beet hyn 
if such is not the case, and the forlorn one a fancy for this kind of 
SePe. we Cam give hes Gathes 66 sovetil-eplegtsd we keep on 
for use as contributors when copy runs short—in fact she 


can have two for ten shillings, and we'll engage to stand something. 





WHAT’S HIS NAME.' 


By. a. LEADER-WRITER. 


AISER, Cesar 
Czar, .or Tsar, 
How I wonder 


WF) 
aT a 
Ye 


NN : AN As which you 
SS Ni \ are! 
Qi NWN For I cannot 
S NANG tell what I 
SS R NNN. To my readers 
SSSA mop wD 

NSS [To 
S SS Oo pronounce 
SS NE SAN you's plain 
> ; Ne enough 
Say SS For a fellow up 
SY NGNE to snuff— 
WY x Take a pinch of 
, at brown rappee, 
INN Nt y Give a sneeze— 
SS YE and there you 
7 SSS NNR be !] - 
SS ~ WY HY. 
“SSN x WN There's one me- 
A BINNS AW thod I dis- 
oh S \“ Spell the word 
eS pe e€ wor 
SSS each way in 
turn 


Thus must ig- 
norance, often 
be 

Hid by editorial 
“We.” 





Declined with Thanks. 


Tue National Society for Woman’s Suffrage wished to inflict 
deputation on Mr. Gladstone, but he politely declined. When ee 
who has borne the cackle of the House of Commons so long is afraid 
of these old gals, .we can understand what an.awful infliction their 
eloquence must be. 





7 Dry. 
A JEWELLER labelled some diamonds:in his window as being “as 
eas sai oe eae ae young widow.” 2 customer looked . and 
, se circumstances water y 
enduring. ‘he label is not there now. . a ta 
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MRS. BROWN IN ST. PETERSBURG; OR, MARTHA 
IN DREAMLAND. 


Au! I should like to see Petersburg, as must bea wonderful place in 
its way, for as Brown were a-tellin’ me ’ow that King Peter come to 
build it all on the ice with ’isown’ands thro’ ’avin’ been ’prenticed 
to. a shipbuilder ’isself.:as in my opinion a man as ’d build a ship 
would do anythink ; and in course it did ought to be built like a ship 
thro’ bein’on the ice, for wotever is ice when you comes to think on 
it but water aft«r all. partickler when there's a sudden thaw, and 
not a places I should fancy to live in myself and am sure I shouldn't 
never know wot it was to’ave a wink of sleep if I didn’t ’ave my bed 
made up in a lifeboat, a9 is no doubt the reason as Queen Wictorier 
didn't go, ‘cos, in course, all ‘er Royal Fam’ly would ’oller out, “Ma, 
dear, you didn'teught to, for fear of cold,” tho’ no doubt that their 
youngest royal young lady would like to ’ave seen the grand doin’s, 
partikler now:as*she’ve been confirmed, as Mrs. McGollopin were a- 
turnin’ up ’ermose at asayin’ as the Archbishop were the Scotch way 
isself, and didn’t Delieve in all.sich goin’s on. I says, “ You let ’im 
alone he’s Scotch sure enuf, and that’s why he knows’is place too 
well not to confirm anythink as Queen Wictorier told ’im too, as is the 
’Ead of the Church ’erself.’’ Not in course as all the Royal Fam’ly could 
’ave went, cos if the ice’ad broke and they'd all’ave gone in we 
shouldn’t ’ave ’ad no sov’rins left but the Lord Mare as is King of the 
City. 

Not but wot I think they might ‘ave asked their Scotch rela- 
tions, ’cos in course they’d ’ave ’ad free passes there and back the 
same as Brown gets forme and*im, mot but: wot you always spends 
money if you leaves your ’ome, the same as’me a-goin’ to see Liga, 
for wot with one new gownd and turnin’*my coburg, it run imto 


money, and if they was to ask me this werry day if I’d make onecof | 


the Royal Fam’ly over there, I should ’ave to think twice afore I said yes, 
’cos tho’ my welwet rape is wadded thro’, and a swansdown tippet as 
belonged to Lady Wittles, as she wore when Queen Wictorier went 
to the City, yet Taint got no stock of furs, tho’ warm underclothin’ as 
is fleecy ’osery ; but not. like wearin’ of a hareskin next ycu. I could 
not get that royal weddin’ out of my ’ead, leastways were a thinkin’ 
on it over when Miss Pilkinton come in and said as *er Aunt Wandle 
were not expected to get ever it, as were a cold took on bronchitess 
as ’ad struck to the liver. “‘ Well,” I says, ‘‘ that’s bad, but she 
didn’t ought ta-die at sixty-four if ’er strength is kep’ up;” so I 
says, * I'll come and see ’er.’’ And so I did, but. law bless you she 
were a-sinkin’ for want, as’ad been drenched like a ’orse, and kep’ 
down on gruel and toast and water, with a lookwarm cup of tea as she 
were a-sippin’ when I went in with no more pulse in ‘er than the 
bed-post! So I says, ‘This won't never do,” and the fust thing as I 
give ’er were a teaspoonful in ’er tea, as I always carries it in my 
redicule, ever since that time as I turned faint on a doorstep in church 
time, with all the publics shet, as isn’t wot I calls actin’ like Christians, 
when brandy ’ave been know’d to save life afore now, as it did that 
Mrs. Wandle, as ’ave been down in ’er parlour twice this werry week. 
But [never left ’er all that night, and I’m sure talk about me a- 
dreamin’ as, Brown says, is all through my suppers, why all I ’ad were 
a bit of toast in ale,as I like with nutmeg and sugar and the least 
drop of sperrit as I took late jest afore Miss Pilkinton went to lay 
down, thro’ ’avin’ been up all night for pretty nigh a week, as were 
exhorsted natur’ asthe ‘sayin’’is. We certingly ’ad been a-talkin’ 
over this ’ere marridge, for poor Mrs. Wandle she slep’ a good deal as 
’ad ’ad a egg beat up with two teaspoons in it and a bit of dry toast. 
So I set by the fire a-unpickin’ my black silk to keep me awake, a- 
thinkin’ of all manner, when who should I see but that Dook of 
Edinburrer and ’is Rooshin bride arm in arm a-standin’ afore me, jest 
like the fottygrafts in the shop winders. I were a-goin’ to jump up 
and offer ’em a chair, in course, but he says, ‘Keep your seat, Mrs. 
Brown, as ’ave brought my bride to see you fust, afore anybody else.” 
I says, “‘Escuse me, but I see by the papers as you was to go fust 
to Winsor for to persent ‘er to your royal ma, and tho’ proud to see 
‘er yet do ’ope as it won't ’urt Queen Wictorier’s feelin's me a-seein’ 
of ’er fust, ’cos,’’ I says, “‘ she’s been a fust-rate mother to you, and 
I wouldn’t stand in her way for the world.” ‘ That you wouldn't,” 
says a sweet woice in my. ear, and there stood Queen Wictorier close 
at my elber. I were a-goin’ to jump up, when she lays ‘er royal’and 
on my arm, and says, ‘‘ Don’t stir, Mrs. Brown, I only wants your 
opinion over this black silk of mine, do you think as it would turn ?”’ 
“Why,” I says, ‘that depends on the make, and if it was mine I'd 
rather ‘ave it re-dipped, as would look like new;” ’cos I could 
see with ‘arf a eye as it ’ad been turned a’ready, and were lookin’ 
a little rusty; tho’ not cut thro’ nowheres, as is the best of buy- 
in’ a good one at fust; not but wot black silks is a lottery in my 
opinion. So says a party, “ Why you're never a-goin’ to wear black at 
my dorter’s weddin ?”’ and if there was’nt that Umpire of Reosher a 
standin’ before me. I says, “I aint a-goin’ to your dorter’s weddin’ no 
more than Queen Wictorier, ’cos I was’nt never asked.’”’ He looked 
werry glary and wild, and says, “‘ Come asa bride, or don’t come at all.”’ 


‘try a tater 


I says, “Me come as a bride, as might be married to somebody afore 
I knowed where I was; as in course them bishops would’nt know as I 
weren't a princess, and all as they said would be all Greek to me?’ He 
didn’t say no more, and there 1 was.a-standin’ in short sleeves and a 
low dress, with a wail ever my ‘ead. I says, “I will not never give 
in to no such goin'son. I tell you I’m a married ocoman.” I says, 
“Wherever is Queen Wictorier ?’”’ and says a old fellerin a beard, with 
a turbin on his”’ead, “ I’m the bishop as is to give you my blessin, tho’ 
I can’t marry you.” I says,‘‘You marry me, you old willin, why 
you've got a wife, no doubt,” “ No,’he says, ‘‘ not'such a fool. We 
lets the inferior elergy marry but don’t want to be bothered with no 
wives ourselves.” Isays, “ You're a nice example, you are, a-speakin’ 
like that about wives afore a young man asis jest a-gein’ to take ‘er, 
tho’ she is a Rooshin, for better or wuss, as the sayin’ is ; and im’course 
thinks 1s matrimony is a!l ’appimess thro’ knowin’ nothink about it.” 
He gives me a frown to ‘old my tung, but I says, “It’s lucky as 
Queen Wictorier aint ere, as I’m come for ’er myself, thro’ her a-sayin’ 
to me, ‘Do go, that’s a dear soul, for I’m sure I should ketch my 
death, besides not a-carin’ about them Rooshins in my ‘art of ‘arts ;’ cos,” 
I says, ‘if she ’ad come she’d sooner ‘ave stopped the match altogether 
than ’ave you talk like that to ’er son over it; as makes all ’er bishops 
marry, and some on ’em over and over ayin, as is ’ow we've come to 
"ave such a 'Stablished Church.” I ’eard a groan, and turns my ’ead, 
and there were Queen Wictorier a-layin’ on the bed, with ’er bonnet 
and things on. I says, “ Law, your Grashus Majesty, a nice mess your 
new bonnet will be in.” She only:give a sigh, and says, “It's on my 
chest.” I says, “No, your bonnet’s on your ’ead fast enuf; with them 
flowers in it, and your mantle trimmed with white fur and black spots, 


jest like your last fottygraft; but,” Daseys, “ your royal “breathin’ is 


a good deal easier, and now, as we are in Roosher, suppose you was to 
ter on your royal ehest, ae-it’s where it comes from, 
jest like that other plaster, as comes from Paris,’’ She says; “1 don’t 
know as you'r aware on it, but,’ she says, “you’ra settin’ on my feet.” 
I says, ‘“ Bless your royal ankle bones; am I?” but before I could 
move she got off, and tried for to fling out, as the sayin’ is, and on to 
the floor I should ’ave gone, as I don’t consider be’avin royal to any- 
one who is a-nussin’ you, but I ketched ’old‘of the bedpost. She says, 
“Don’t shake it, Mrs. Brown, or it’Il all be down.” ‘“ Ah,” I says, 
“that’s why I ‘ates these nasty old four-posters ; like Mrs. Padwick’s, 
as is obliged to be took down every summer, and hot softsoap and tur- 

entine won't eradicate if oncein’em.”’ ‘ Ah,” she says, “‘ that's why 

likes iron.” “ Ah,’ I says, “so do I, ’specially in fear of fire, as 
everyone must be in fear of their lives tho’ in this here Roosher; not 
as I finds it cold, but then if they goes and sets it afire, like they did 
old Boney at Mosker, why I'd as soon be froze to death as burnt in 
my bed.” ‘‘ Yes,” says she, “I'm a-stiflin with the smoke and smells 
burning.” 

I says then, I says, “It’s jest wot I were a-sayin’, them 
Rooshins ’ave been and ’ticed you and your Royal Family over ’ere to 
burn you out like Bonypart, as always was a treacherous old willin, 
and got ’is deserts in that there uninhabited island as he died on, as 1s 
the fit place for such,as I don't consider a Hemperor any more than 
Oliver Crummell ; but,” I says, “are you sure that none of your 
royal young ones ainta-readin’ in bed, for I believe as flames is bustin’ 
out?” So Eways, ‘Get up, and let’s put wet towels over our mouths, 
and crawl to the door oi deans with blankets over our backs.” I 
says, “I hear ’em coming to massacree us. ‘ Oh! wot ever will Brown 
say to me a-coming to Petersburg without his knowledge ? Andthink 
of the row over in Ingland a-‘earin of your royal untimely end, but 
I won't die without a-struggle.” So I ketches hold on ’er, and give 
’er such a pull as out-of bed she come a-rollin’ on the floor, jest as the 
door were bust in, and there I was on the floor, with poor Mrs. 
Wandle arf out of bed, and all the other lodgers in the room, thro’ 
alarm of fire, as was the towels as I'd put to air on the ’orse before the 
fire, as ‘ad been a-singein’ ever so long afore they bust into a flame ; 
but ’owever I come to be a-settin' on Mrs. Wandle’s bed, I can’t think, 
tho’ she says, I come and flopped myself on to it so as to wake ’er up, 
and kep’ a-sayin’ as we was in Petersburg, as I'm sure was the last of 
my thoughts, as the sayin’ is. 

. ——E>E>——— 


Double Knotting ’em. 


Mr Bernat OszoRNeE, in the capital speech which he made on the 
occasion of his daughter’s marriage to the Duke of St. Albans, said he 
considered the noble bridegroom already half an Irishman as havin 
married an Irish lady. A Nottingham paper, perhaps out of cenerd 
for its late representative, has gone even further, and ing his 
Grace in two places at once, a la Boyle. Roche, has completed his 
nationality : 

In Dublin, the Duke of St. Albans, was married on Saturday to Miss Grace 
Osborne, second daughter of Mr. Bernal Osborne, M. P., at: Killalow Church, 
County Clonmel. 
oe like Scotch marriages are peculiar, but this is a sort of singular 

igamy. 
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_ he therewith provided ? = Chelsea electors on Wednesday last 
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Granp Pas pr CulIsINE IN ACTIVE REHEARSAL. 


OUR SHORTHAND 


Larsst Fashionable Intelligence. An eruption of Vesuvius is 
mae shortly. = The price of coals is going down. Due to the 
of the weather, not of the dealers. = French Admiralty 
condemns Lochearn for the loss of Ville du Havre. ish Court puts 


NOTES. 


= Great mystery about the coming Budget. Gladstone keeps 
aS tan 2 deleted. At Peldgecte surrendered. — 
Taunton uiry. unton is too near Bridgewater apparently, = 
Country parson, mobbed by parish roughs for refusing to ta a corpse, 
drew a revolver on them. ould he have refused to bury any corpse 
by Sirs Dilke and Hoare. There was a pigeon show at the Crystal 
Palace also the same day. = The supply of railway accidents is 


efficiently kept up. = Tremendous squabbles in the French Assembly, 
Resignation of Minis istry. But they didn’t feel resigned. = Good news 
from Ashantee. Koffee bolts from the mill. = Mr. Crookes, F.R.S., 
describes a number of spiritual manifestations We think he must 
see Crookedly. = English eleven getting licked in Australia. Must 
bear it with a good Grace. 


Please Cop(per)y. 


A Frencu physician states that salts of copper are a certain cure 
for cholera, and remarks that copper-workers have an immunity from 
that disease. Thisis good news for the penny-a-liners. 


Room ror Improvement.—The Prison Cell. 
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CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
JANUARY. | 
Mr. Forpes Ronexrson is. conducting drt with energy and | 
judgment. The present number contains a heliotype of a recently | 
discovered Titian that will be of. great interest to art-lovers. The 
other subjects are well chosen and excellently reproduced, while the 
ee abounds in matter that must command attention in art 
circles. 
The Atlantic Monthly eontains some capital reading this month, 
which is scarcely surprising, taking into account the distinguished 
names ‘in its list of contributions. 
The New Quarterly fally maintains the standard it set up in its 
unprecedentedly good ‘first number. | 
The Mirror in its new form is quite as bountiful and amusing as 
ever, though in one or two cases the illustrations are scarcely up to its | 
mark. Of the literary contents, the gem is Mr. Sala’s “My | 
Laurels.” | 
RecetveD:—The Young Ladies’ Journal, Leisure Hour, Sunday at | 
Home, Golden Hours, Cook’s Excurstonist, Westminster Papers, Colburn’ s \ 
New Monthly, Le Follet, Gardeners’ Magazine, Food Journal, Young | 
Folks’ Budget. 


~ 








Hear ! 

“ PreasB speak touder’’ said the Lord Chief Justice on the last-day | 
of Mr. Kenealy’s speech. “Iam trying todo so, my lord,” “was the 
reply ; “but I have been speaking twenty-one days.” “Quite true,” 
said A Juror; “three weeks don’t make one strong.” 
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WAS OVER HERE HADNT SOMETHING TO DO WITH IT. SHAH OF 


WASN'T ITf” 


Mr. J. :—“ No, no, Czar or Rvssta, AND 11'S PERSIA YOU MEAN—NOT 


Russta.”’ 


, af 
Mrs. J. :-—“ Weut, THEN, CzAR or PeRsIA, M8 ALL THE SAME—I DON'T 


UNDERSTAND THESE NEW-FANGLED NAMES.”’ 


Lessee 





eww 





ee —[—SSS_ Rac; Leibig’s Pupil; Brice; Gosherton Partri 


An Intimate Acquaintance with Foreign Potentates. 


Mrs. Jones :—“ Lor, Brtu! I sHOULDN’T WONDER IF THAT SHAH THAT 
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Austorrs to GCorrespondcuts 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, »nless they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourseives 
responsible far loss. j 

AR. (Shepherdess-walk.)—You must have borrowed her crook-tewrite 
with, for your note is illegible. 

J.S. M. (George-street.)—We know nothing about it, never ¢aeving 
heard of it before. Why motask the reciter himself ? 

Kappa.—Not an iota. 

GROWLER.—There ’s a difference between a misprint and a-wrongiin- 
pression, remember. 

_F. (Walworth.)—The lines you send are scarcely delicate. The defini- 
tion of a line is “ length without breadth.” 

Jack Sprat.—We have other fish to fry. 

P. (Belsize-park.)—We unfortunately cannot find the sketch. 

JOHN Brown (8t. James’s-street.)—If-you will send your numberer 
some more definite address than ““my club,” we could no doubt prooure 
you.an interview. 

S. (Tottenham.)—Much obliged. 

P. (Leamington.)—Cutit yoursélf. 

GATESHEAD.—Thanks for the extract. 

Declined with Thanks :—R. W.,) Liverpool; Scribbler; S. L. BE; BL 
Johnstone ; T. T., Westminster ; Constant Reader ; Wallaby ; Hel 3) 


E. O., Fulham ; Wilfal Waist ; R.\E., Arundel-street ; J., Halifamy7G. AW. - 


P.; Jack, Somerset; K., Croydon; S. I. R. B.; F. H., Liverpool40ag, : 
Islington; —, Bournemouth ; Jim Baggs; F., Harrogate; A. M. 2g, 
Carnarvon ; Teazer; R. O. O.; G. S., Islington; Pen-ist ; B., Cambe 
road; P. T. O.; H. L., Greenwich ; Old Towler; Subscriber ‘from 
First; Star-o-Wits; D., Manchester; L., Birmingham; P 


Leamington ; T. B., ‘Windsor. 







DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 856. 


1. A corporal, who wore the stripes, 
And used to fill my uncle’s pipes. 


| 2. He wrote the tale of *“* Colonel Quagg’”’ 
And his proceeding ; 
| 
| 
| 


Our interest can never flag 
oe His works in reading. 


&-Arch was the maid who strove to fetter 
Young Cupid’s heart, 
But he—comparatively better— 
Taught hers to smart. 


4. It is a drink, 
Whereat, I think, 
Good Templars wink. 


5. “ She only said ‘ my life is dreary,’ ” 
| And suffered from this feeling weary. 


6. Bring her to the scratch, 
. If you-wish a match. 


| 7. To guard the fruit-buds from a future frost 
Over the trees this cover should be tost. 


8. At the French play 
See Didier and Schey, 
And that each is this, you will surely say. 


Sotvtion or Dovgre Acrostic, No. 354 :—Koffee Beaten: 
—Kabob, Obeisance, Flea, Felt, Empire, Execution. 

Corssct So.vutioxs or Acrostic No. 354, received 14th 
January :—Ozone; Alfti; Charley and Ti; X..Q.; 8. O. Y.; 
Pseudo-Sphinx; Peggotty ; Arthur ; Row; Ruby’s ae ae 
il; ; Pipekop ; 
| Suffolk Dumpling; Daft; Leibig Family; Pipekop’s Pupils; 
| Nolo; Bold Marco; Slodger and Tiney. m5. 








Hurrah! 


Ir is said the women are the best carriers on the Gold 
Coast. They are described as “‘ keeping up with the line 
of march, though each has a heavy load on her head 
and a baby on her hip.’”’ The hips appear to be more 

|| valuable than the Houssas. 


Russia 


THERE grew a blooming rose 
Amid the northern snows 
And: rweather. j 
But soon it-will be lost f 
To that far land of frost, ~f 
- Caught in love’s tether. f 
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A POSER. 


Minnie (Inquisitive Child) :—“‘ MamMA, YOU TOLD ME THAT LADIES SHOULD ALWAYS BE FIRST, DIDN’T You ?”’ 
Mamma :—“ Ys, MY DARLING, CERTAINLY.” 
Minnie :-—“ TuEn, IF YOU PLEASE, WHY WASN’T J BORN BEFORE WILLIE?” 


passages in a chorus as “ reminding the listener of the sound of wind 
CRITICISM. through a small opening’’—keyhole, we suppose was “ inadmissable.”’ 
We have been lost for some weeks in profound admiration ofa {| If we may venture to criticise the critic, we should pronounce this 
musical criticism which appeared in a Cheshire paper. We publish a/| article as one of the most remarkable performances—we beg pardon, 
few extracts from it in order that our tame London critics may take a | deliveries—of modern times. 
]esson in their art :— 
The audience, to judge by the colour of the hair, was about half Teutonic, half . 
mrian. There was a great preponderance of lay shoulders and lo necks, Smile. 
aracteristics are common as rom the . : : : : : ea 
South Wales Calta) an Nias Aeehelitentth didant, Wick io very prevalent te Henry Warp Bgecuer is credited with this touching passage : 
Chester. Most of ladies were a tly middle lians or Mercians, of the As ships meet at sea, a moment together, when words of greeting must be 
surviving in Schleswick-Holstien. At an oratorio in the south-west of spoken, and then away into the deep, so men meet in this world; and I think we 
Exeter) the Romano-Celtic physiognonly would be as conspicuous as ould cross no man’s path without hailing him, and, if he needs, giving him 
Chester. .. he sopra was we i yong a Pegeies mee which | supplies. 
we were discern ... 1s e e es were mes a . ° 
little sharp [inthe South of England the tendency is to be flat], but taking the | Here his readers are expected to drop a tear, and sing out “ Beecher, 
oratorio in general, they were in excellent tune. ahoy! come and liquor!” 


The critic “ refrains (as is indeed most consistent with sacred occasions, 
‘.¢., oratories) from mentioning the names of solo vocalists ’—though 
why he admits the word “ vocalist” and a little further on “ rejects 
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my 


Politeness. 





the word artiste as inadmissable in connection with sacred music,’ we 
don’t quite see. But then he also says “ delivery ” because “ perform- 
ance is too common-place.”” Did ‘he never hear of a jail-delivery ? 


A scrIENTIFIC journal announces that :— 
Monsieur Th. Sutton finds bromide of silver to be exceedingly sensitive to light. 
Then we trust with the politeness of his nation he will not hurt its 


At, the ‘same time he is not above describing the execution of some | feelings, but_keep it dark ! 


“CHOCOLAT MENIER. 
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Russian Giants become popular, and Muscovite 
Dwarfs a nuisance. 
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| ENGLISH SOCIETY UNDER RUSSIAN 





INFLUENCE. 
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their Battles o’er again. 


The Influence on Fashion. 


A “Public” Appeal. 


Tus is a young man who, according to Macaulay’s theory of the 
value of a good wholesome self-opinion, ought to get on in the world. 
But the world knows nothing of its greatest men, an original idea 


which might be worked into a novel by the concoctor of the fol- | 


lowing :— 


fPHE advertiser, a mechanic, preferring home amusements to the public-house, 
has, during bis leisure hours, wmtten two or three novels, und now needs a 
friend, and asks: Willsome benevolent lady or gentleman, who takes an interest 
in the working man, read the MS., and, if found quite worthy, INTRODUCE him 
toa PUBLISHER? Address ——. 
If those hours which are employed in the construction of two or three 
novels can be classed under the head of leisure, what term will be re- 
quired to express the time wasted in reading them? 


doesn’t occur in our vocabulary. Seriously, though, we admit to pre- 


VOL. XIX. 


We're afraid it | 


-ferring the public-house, and now need a friend with a bottle to give 


us, and ask: Will some benevolent lady or gentleman introduce us 
to a publican? We've worn out most of them about here. One with 
a little faith and a large piece of chalk preferred. 


A Suggestion for Political Reconciliation. 


Ir Mr. Gladstone were to go up in a balloon, would he not probably 
become Dizzy? If Mr. Disraeli were to go up and stay up, might he 
not act in accord with “ the People’s Will” ? 


The Secret of Poland’s Misfortunes. 


Wuy cannot the Poles get on where they are?—Because they 
ought to be distributed North and South. 





Crimean Heroes (English and Russian) fight 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Jan. 28, 1874. 


OFFICERS’ GRIEVANCES. 


I'ut sing fo you a novel song about the grievance creat 

Of officers and gentlemen who much complain of late 

On selling their commissions at the regimental ratev _ 
These officers and gentlemen, who wanted profit prime. 


And so beeause the Royal Duke who holds command in chief 

Ts not at all responsible for that which brings them grief, 

To punch his head thev think would give their feclings some relief. 
These officers and gentlemen, who've not sold out in time. 


—_—_—_0 — - 


Ir is to be hoped that Parliament on re-assembling will take steps to 
pass a statute which shall define the limits of ‘Contempt of Court. 
At present the judges seem to be bitten with a desire to commit 
everybody for the offence, from an irresponsible gasman up to an 
almost equally irresponsible M.P. And, after all, those who are 
committed for contempt of court, do not feel it half as much as those 
who nurse the feeling in silence. It would, we think, be difficult to 
find a time when our so-called courts of justice have incurred—and 
merited—the general |contempt which is now felt. Of a notorious 
case, now happily drawing to a close, it may be said Neminem tetigit 
ovem non deornavit ; But even in such matters as election inquiries 
the Bench is made ridiculous nowadays, when a justice pretends not 
to know what “ half and half” is, to be ignorant of the meaning of a 
“ quid,’ anid to share with a learned Serjeant a complete innocence as 
to the nature of “sugar.”” The words may be slang, we admit; but 
slang is the mother-tongue of the majority of those with whom justice 
has to deal, and a judge who is ignorant of their language is no. better 
off than the missionary to Feejee whose linguistic accomplishments 
are limited to pure Cockneyese. 


— -do0——— 


As Dr. Lyon Playfair seems anxious to bring the Post Office to a 
high state of perfection, we venture to suggest to him that the 
Returned Letter Department is not altogether unworthy of his 
attention. We received notice the other day of the detention ofa 
book-packet, containing a periodical which has for eight or tew:months 
been posted and delivered for'the sum which now for the first time was 
declared insufficient. Beyond’ the amount demanded for insufficient 
postage, the office claimed as “ additional rate,” a duplicate fee for a 
parcel which had not been delivered ! . We made personal application at 
the office to try and solve the mystery, and were received with the 
usual courtesy of Civil Service clerks, who have plenty of time to 
bestow on conversation among themselves, but none to throw away on 
' their employers—the public. Eventually we obtained from a gentle- 
man who could not have been a civil servant, to judge from his 
pleasant politeness, all the information we expected— which amounted 
to nid; but in the meantime we had an opportunity of observing how 
the public generally, and foreigners especially, were enlightened on 
mysterious points connected with the service. In our opinion—and 
we hope in that of Dr. Playfair—the General Post Office is intended 
for the convenience and comfort of the public, not fer purposes of 
extortion or mystification; and therefore the sooner the Returned 
Letter Department is reformed, the better. Meantime the new chief 
might gently hint to his supercilious subs that it would be well for 
them not to be superabundantly contemptuous towards those to whom 
they owe their bread and cheese. 





Author! 


Txe ingenious gentleman who does the short leaders forthe Globe, 
speaking of what he is pleased to call the “insoluble problems” of 
literature, remarks that— 

The authors of “‘ Junius” and “‘ The Man in the Iron Mask” still keep “their 
identity secret, notwithstanding the many valiant efforts at discovery. , 
Will he kindly increase our obligations to him by explaining what he 
means by “ the author of The Man in the Iron Mask ?” when the work 
was published and where it is now procurable? We have hitherto 
been labouring under the error that the man with the iron mask was 
a human being and not a book. 





Quite the Opposite, 

A putLosopuic writer profoundly remarks :— : 

A certain t of tion is help toa man. Ki against 
wind and not with the her Sena wind is Salar = — - 
These observations strike us as a trifle flatulent. According to the old 
proverb “ Two head winds should be better even than one;”’ and as 
regards the kite, it as often raises the wind as rises against it, and it 
always falls due when it’s not convenient. 
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THE PUBLIC BABY. 


Tue Public Baby is on every railway car, every steamboat, every 
omnibus. Change if you will to be released from the P.B., and 
Release 


you find its duplicate in the next vehicle on land or water. 
yourself at the journey’s end from the infliction—get a room at an 
hotel, the public baby will occupy the next apartment. Goat night 
to the theatre, the public baby is in the next seat. 

The mission of the public baby on coming into the world is to 
howl, to whine, to cry, to make miserable, to create irritation and 
annoyance. 

The parents of the public baby deem all this howling a harmonious 
concord of sound. They would not havea single note wasted. This 
is the reason why they manage that it shall always operate on the 
general tympanum in public. This is why it is taken to the theatre, 
to tear into the finest orchestral strains, to insert a screech on the 
culmination of pathos in the dying scene. Once I saw a manager 
order the public baby out of his theatre. It was a bold act. ‘The 
parents were displeased ; one thousand five hundred other people 
rejoiced. 

The father of the public baby wears a black coat, .creased by long 
folding in the trunk, a paper collar several days’ old, a green necktie, 
a gaudy figured vest, and pantaloons of the same colour, in striking 
contrast to the rest of his garments. In respect to colour, he is 
dressed in compartments. He smokes a short pipe; his tobacco is an 
abomination to the olfactories; he puts his ticket in the least known 
and explored recesses of his garments so as to involve a long search 
for it every time the guard comes round. At home he keeps: hid in 
the back yard a howling, barking pup—a pup which crowds the debit 
column of the Recording Angei’s ledger with the neighbours’ curses. 
When this pup grows out of the howling and barking stage; he sells 
him and gets another young enough to howl. ’Tis not the:pup he 
wants, it’s the howl. He nourishes the public baby partly on that:how!l. 

The mother of the public baby wears a black bonnet more or>less 
faded. It has long been hung up where a great deal. of smoke: and 
dust were in active circulation. Her hair is slung round in-reckless 
coils. There is a wash-day air aboutit. Her hoops:are too large: 
She has a second-hand look, and bears many traces:of amalgamation 
with the public baby. 

She married principally ‘because she had an opportunity: because 
the man came along: because it is a part of life:to marry. 
has resulted in one, perhaps: several, public babies:. Society: shudders, 
without exactly knowing why, as:each one makes-its appearance. 
She, however, would regard without alarm the possibility of producing 
hundreds of public babies. Should you hint to her that Malthus 
didn’t approve of such a flow of infants from a single source, she 
would intimate that Malthus could mind his own business. 

In disposition, the public baby is uglier than a convention of 
rattlesnakes; more venomous than a caucus of cobras; more malig- 
nant than a select circle of scorpions. It does not wish to be 
soothed or pacified. It is more enraged than ever on waking up to 
find that it’ has been soothed and trotted into a brief slumber. It 
feels that’ it has been wronged, deceived, cheated and has lost time. 
It is soon revenged on its fellow passengers, who in time commence 
thinking that Herod may have had provocation for his slaughter of 
the Innocents. 

I studied the public baby the other day on the Scotch Express. 
On first starting I felt.a sense of something missing. The cause was 
soon explained. At the first stoppage the public baby came in the 
next compartment. I had forgotten that this fiend never missed a 
trip or paid a farthing. 

At first, the public. baby cried and howled on general principles:: It 
had not as yet discovered any special cause of grievance, it’ cried 
because it hadnot. Its little hands were sticky; its little face was 
sticky ; it rubbed its little sticky face with its little sticky hands so 
that the stickiness of its face fused and melted into the stickiness of 
its hands. When it had prepared this mixture it desired to rub it all 
over us who sat near. It clutched at alady’s bonnet ribbons. It 
transferred an irregular spot of molasses, coloured brown, to the bright 
hue of the broad silk ribbon. The lady turned. She looked for the 
moment as if she might be King Herod’s wife or sister. ‘Then the 
parents withdrew their glutinous olive branch. The olive branch 
cried because it could not have the lady to paw. 

_ They gave it coloured candy. With this the little child worked 
itself into an uneasy lump of saccharine adhesiveness. The place 
formed by nature for the candy was soon filled up. It cried because 
it couldn’t hold any more. It wanted to go to its father. It went. 
It cried then to go back to its mother. It went. Then it howled to 
go back to its father. The mother held the public baby aloft. It 
cried. She held it low down. It cried. She held it then in an 
inverted position. It cried a trifle less. The rush of blood to the head 
diminished its capacity fer sound. A few minutes more and it might 
have stopped—for ever. Unfortunately the mother took the alarm. 
She restored the P.B. to am upright posture and it was saved—saved 
to howl for years. 

‘ 
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MR. BARCLE’S MILL. 


“ You know I owned a powder-mill once,” said Mr. William Barcle, 
“ and it bust up °”’ 

‘ T know,” said I, “that one of the fixst'things I can remember is 
hearing people wonder if it was not mearly time for old Bill Barcle’s 
powder magazine to explode again.” 

‘‘ Jest so,” assented he, thoughtfully stirring his toddy; “but the 
particular one I allude to never bust up but once. I owned a good 
raany mills before that one, though, all built on the same spot. They 
adi bust up. 

‘This bustin’ up became quite a regular feature—something to 
look forward to, like Christmas, or election: day, and the neighbours 
took an iaterest in it, as was natural, seeing ‘that most of the families 
within a radius of ten miles were represented onmmy pay-roll, and the 
tombstones in the cemetery were a precious tot of standing advertise- 
ments of my business. But after ten or fifteen years of bustin’ up, I 
cut my wisdom teeth—you can lay yourilife, I cut my wisdom teeth !” 

Mr. Barcle paused to execute ‘the ‘strangled cackle-which he had 
persuaded himself was a laugh, butin'the cavity whence'it proceeded, 
I could perceive no wisdom teeth, or teeth of any kind. 

“You see I always had a talent for figuring, so. one day I took the 
length of time from the foundation “of!the' first mill to'the bustin’ up 
of the last ene, and reduced it to mimutes. Dividing this number by 
the number of bustin’ ups—the schoolmaster helped a bit—I found 
‘the average duration of a powdersmill in that climate was three years, 
two hundred and twenty days,’ five hours and. seventeen mimutes. 
By ‘this:means I found the mill I then had would bust up at exactly 
five minutes past four o’clock on the afternoon of ‘the fifteenth. of 
September, 1869. It was then August of the same year. >So Lhadn't 
much time for fooling.” 7 

‘Ah! I see—you set about removing the powder at once,” said I. 

‘¢ Perhaps I did, and perhaps I didn’t. Perhaps I am-fool enough:to 
believe I can repeal the decrees of: Fate, and perhaps Iam not. \As I 
am about to tell you, I swore the schoolmaster to silence, and got him 
to draw up a flaming big notice’that “ owing to the preprietor ofthe 
Cat’ Creek Powder Works ‘being about to retire to dis estates: sin 
New Jersey, this flourishing property (the Works) would besold at a 
sacrifice.’ This notice was’ posted up at a cross-road—the local 
newspaper had tried to get my licence revoked at the last bust up, and 
I never did like the Press, anyhow. JI*or nearly three weeks L got no 
offers, and as the fatal day drew near I got more nervous 
minute ; but presently, oa the tenth of September, a little fellow from 
New York came along and made a bid for the mill. I did not haggle 
very long about the price, if | know myself; but.he took'three whole 
days to examine the property, andithe books, and everything—he and 





_ long hand of the clock, determined to set her back a good six hours. I 
couldn't move it—not an inch! In a fit of desperation I laid hold of 
the short hand—it wouldn't budge! I tried to work it a little both 
ways, 80 as to loosen it, when it suddenly gave way while [ was pulling 
downward, and went to 1V with a click—the other hand remaining 
motionless at XII.! Then I felt the buildimg-tremble. 

“Turning to the powder-mill I saw that-waluable concern rising 
with slew majesty into the air, pushed upward apparently by a 
column of thick black smoke which appeared to come out of the earth. 
The schoolhouse shook like it had a fit of ague, the glassdell jingline 
from its windows, the clock pounded four stunning strokes in my very 
ear, and alow heavy rumble filled the air. And during all this time 
that column of smoke kept growing taller and taller, and swaying from 
side to side; and my mill,vwith two men chatting in'the door, was 
balancing itself unsteadily on the summit of it. When it had been 
lifted about a half amile it stopped; the smoke pulled itself clear 
frem the ground and, soaring upward, lapped the whole establishment 
in obscurity. My flourishing property had left this wicked world, 
and hung suspended im the bowels ot a giant ball of black smoke 
fiercely convolving in the blue empyrean! ‘Then'she bust up.” 






































DOUBLE ACROSTIC, ‘No. 357. 


Our climate vile 
Isin-need of reform, 
For mow for a while 
It’s muggy and warm, 
For the roses bloom and the peach-tree shoots, 
But in May byithe:frost they'll be cut to the roots. 


1. This ernament grows 
‘On 'Pimpleby's aose, 
And Pimpleby says‘if itgetaamuch worse, 
: He shall steal some: meattovbesrid of the curse. 


2. She sat im ietate 
And twangled adyre, 
With lyricalidire 
Mid her sisters:eight. 
3. On board hisiship,todeeward, 
On his first trip; wushed Jason, 
Hjaculating, “Steward! ’’ 
And adding-daimtly, “‘bason!”’ 


4.I do atere 





his lazy lawyer. Finally they were #atisfied,and we four—1 took the 
schoolmaster along—met at ‘the:mill to draw.up the papers. It was 
now two o'clock of the afternoon on which'she-was to bust up. I had 
stopped work and sent away all the -hands,.so that nothing might 
interrupt us. But that lawyer—I never saw such a slow rascal to 
write! And I and the schoolmaster were dancing with excitement! 
But the more nervous we got, the oftener that serene lawyer laid down 
his pen to assure us there was no occasion to worry, and to express his 
surprise that a man so accustomed to the business as I was, should get 
so excited about a simple transaction like this—always concluding 
with a proposal that we should put away the papers and have a quiet 
smoke. 

“‘T pulled out my watch a thousand times, I think ; and every time 
I did so, the schoolmaster came up behind me, poking his white face 
over my shoulder to see the time; but my hand shook so we could 
neither of us make out the figures on the dial. Presently I re- 
membered the big clock in the front of the schoolhouse, facing the 
mill, and about a quarter of a mile away—the clock by which I had 
always regulated the workin’ hours. I thought if I could just set 
that back two hours, or so, we should get done. It was a brilliant 
notion, and the moment it struck me, without even waiting to say 
excuse me, I broke for the door, and cut across the fields. With a 
yell of terror the schoolmaster bolted after me, overtook me, passed 
me, leaping and shrieking like a panther, and dashed out of sight 
behind a distant hill! 

‘‘ Gaining the schoolhouse I kicked in the door, scampered up the 
stairs into the clock-tower as a monkey goes up an appple-tree, and in 
a moment was out at a hele, and standing on a ledge immediately in 
front of the clock-dial. I turned and cast one glance at the mill; the 
two men were standing in the door—that is all I observed, but of 
course they must have been saying, ‘ Well, Inever!’ And I suppose 
they never did. 

“T turned my face to the dial. I could see I had a full hour to 
spare; it was just upon the stroke of three. Now that I was out 


of the mill I was cool enough to perceive that an hour later would have 
been ample time to get through the business, even at the rate of speed 
at which that exasperating lawyer was pretending to work, And now 
—what a contwisted idiot I had been! 
explain; I should have to hunt up my schoolmaster. 


I should have to go back and 
I seized the 


A coach and -four. 
And behind four nags-wheni I can sit, 


I do not care for your trains a bit. 


5. When Mussulmans die 
They hope to espy, 
In fairer bowers 
Than this world of ours, 
A corps de ballet by n2 means shy. 


6. The portrait’s not finished, but here you see 
What sort of a likeness it’s going to be. 


7. When the unhappy Syrinx ran 
Away trom that oid rascal Pan, 
To cheat old goat-legs of his prey, 
Diana changed her, legends say. 


Sotution or Acxosric, No. 355.—Russian Wedding: Raw, Undine, 
Squid, Spud, Incubi, Arithmetician, Napping. 
SoLuTion or AcgosTic No, 355, received 2ist January :—None correct. 


No More! 


Tue distinguished scholar—whoever he may be—detailed by the 
Telegraph to sliag ink about the Duke of Edinburgh’s marriage is 
enamoured of the foreign-looking word “‘ ‘T’sarskoe Selo,” and gives us 
a whole column about it in the course of which he gaily observes— 

The famous lines—if I mistake not—of the Poet Bunn—* The lights are fled, 
the garland’s dead ’’—came back to me censtantly to-day. 

Did our superficial whiffler ever hear of an obscure bard called 
Thomas Moore? Because, in that case, he will find the plums of his 
Bunn ina comparatively unknown poem of Moore's, commencing “ Oft 
in the stilly night.” We trust it is a rule of Peterborough Court that 
‘no Irish need apply,’ as otherwise the tails of that correspondent’s 
coat on his return will be trampled by the invading hoof of the Celt. | 





Green in the Eye? 
Tue real Zapis Vert. Spirit-rapping. 
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A DOUBLE FIRST. 


Rector's Wife :—“It REALLY IS A VERY STRANGE THING, DIBBLES, THAT YOU AND YOUR WIFE QUARREL SO OFTEN; o 
Dibbles :—“ Exs, Marm, 17 BE RUM, ’CAUSE WE BOTH AGREE ON ONE MAIN PINT. SHE WAANTS TO BE MARSTER, AND SO Do I! 


— 
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OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. These are the Questions! . 
An advertisement, whose author apparently has been talking poetry 


Mr. Giapstone dissolves Parliament. In acid. = More rows in thé | all his life without knowing it, has been of late in the paper printed 
French assembly dpropos of the bagging of the Press. ‘The Press if it | as prose, but should run thus :— 


were grateful would not report these scenes. <= Archdeacon Denison | If ffsori hould 1 

: ree : : a your offspring you should lose, ; 
elected President of English Church Union at Weston. Disunionismore | The daughter of the late John Bond’s Marking Ink be sure you use ; 
in his line. — Meeting about School Board at Manchester. Bigoted | Its name upon the linen mark plain, 


opponents of secular education showed that twopence extra for manners | _ Which will bring the dear child back again. os 
had never been spent onthem at school. < Another case of Conservative | The writer, evidently one of the mystic school, will perhaps kindly 
Reaction. Conservative candidate at Newcastle returned thanks for his | ¢XPlain what a marking ink’s daughter is like? Does it resemble 
election—which hadn't come off! Large majority for Cowen. = The mother of pearl? Next, is it the name or the linen or the mark that 
famine in Bengal bids fair to be a complete success. “ By kind per- will bring the child home, and, if the first-mentioned, is it the name 
mission of the authorities.” — The Siamese twins have died. They | °f the linen or of what? 

were not divided on the point. = Sir Michael Beach has been talking Sie 

bape — in — mistaking them for Bristol diamonds. = Wasteful Expenditure. 

engine. hs essen ‘“ barmwret = ecat, on = sear | Somesopy has been hoaxing a serious contemporary. It solemnly 
for much. = London School Board continues to do nothing with the alleges :— . C 
utmost promptitude and dispatch—“ the debate was again adjourned ” Everybody of note in Ashantee has a band of his own. 

sort of thing. = In a recent boiler explosion it has been proved the | Yes, of course! And wears it round his waist. That jokist was 
engineer put a weight on the safety valve. Very unbusinesslike—he | punning on “ note” and “ music.” 

should have sat upon it. = Spain stfil internally disordered. All 
parties declare “ the labour we delight in physics Spain.’”” — Another 5, FRcrT se 
instance of instinct. Dogs at Leamington, hired to poachers at a Curiosity in Sport. 

shilling a night, “have lost the canine habit of attachment to persons! Ir is probable that an attempt will shortly be made to badger the 
and will go with anyone carrying a rabbit-net.” Possibly the net is} Chancellor of the Exchequer into the repeal of the Malt Tax with a 
a more worthy object of respect than the man. | pack of Malt-tease Terriers. 
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GRIEVANCES. 


“Tx consequence of a recent assault case, all officers will in future be supplied with dummies of the D—— of C 


der that they may ‘soothe their feelings without a breach of the peace.’’— The London Correspondent. 
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The Dollar Mark. 


A writer in the Atlantic Monthly 
laboriously traces the origin of the dollar 
mark (S$) to the two pillars of Hercules 
with a scroll entwined around them. 
Upon these pillars he waxes eloquent and 
says :— 

‘‘They are identified with the household pillars 
of the Scandinavians, and the idea from which 
the concrete embodiments spring is to be found 
alike in the Sanskrit Vedas, and in the glowing 
ee? of the Hebrew poets. They are the 
symbols of day and night, of light and darkness, 
which to the dawning intelligence of the Arian 3 
races were evidence of the Omnipotent, and to frees 
the Jewish patriarchs the work of a revealed Ui; jj 
Creator.”’ Lita i 
After this, we can quite understand why 
it is that Americans are said to worship 


the Almighty Dollar. 





Home Ruling the Waves. 


A Newry shipowner has been commit- 
ted for sending to sea a ship named Tie 
Repealer, which foundered. He should have 
called it Home Rule; because that won't 
go down at all! 





Jam satis. 

WE are told that the author of ‘“‘ Dame 
Europa’s School” is about to publish 
“The House that Baby built.” Autobio- 
graphies are very rarely interesting! 


Not Wanted. 
Tue ex-king of Naples has taken up his | 
quarters in Paris in the suburb of Saint 
Mandé. He is not likely to be demande, 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


MessiEurS VALNAY AND PitTrRON, at the Holborn Theatre, continue 
to delight and surprise us with the energy and ability they display in 


comedies, as well as such masterpieces of the older school as Le 
Mariage de Figaro. Of late they have given us Tricoche et Cacolet, Le 
Réveillon, and Une Corneille qui abat des Noix. We have already 
noticed the two first-named pieces, and need only say that in the 
hands of the admirable company, which the enterprising managers 
have brought together, they are still as attractive as ever. The last- 
named comedy, which may be freely translated as ‘‘ The Busybody ” 
—a bird which in its efforts to pick one nut knocks down twenty more 
—is one that will be understood best by the public as a “ Charles 
Mathews’ piece,” being almost entirely dependent on the acting of 
Mons. Didier, who, from the moment he comes on the stage till the 
fall of the curtain, has little respite. We need, therefore, hardly say 
the piece is a complete success, and that a ripple of laughter 
constantly accompanies it. As the Lyons silk-merchant, always 
discovering intrigues and disgraces which have no real existence, and 


always comforting the friend whose happiness he thus endangers with | I 
| on either side. 


the assurance that ‘‘I am by your side,” Mons. Didier is inimitable. 
Mons. Schey as the foolish and deliquious lover of Alexina—a réle 
admirably taken by Mademoiselle Wilhem—is very comic; while 
Messieurs Perrier, Leprevost, and Lecourt make the most of the parts 
assigned to them. The situations are novel and laughable, while the 
plot is almost more complicated than the importance of the piece 
demands, and seems greatly to exercise those worthy souls who “ do ”’ 
the French plays as a duty to Fashion. Yet to the real student of the 


French language, these performances are nothing less than a liberal | 


education, for, with scarcely an exception, the members of this admir- 
able company seem to strive to keep their audience with them. It is 
pleasant to think that the French Plays, thanks to the energy and 
ability of Messieurs Valnay and Pitron, are, we may almost say, 


domiciled in London, and that without crossing the channel we may | 


enjoy true comedy and real acting at the Holborn Theatre. 


The Mohawk Minstrels, who have been established for some time | 
now in the vicinity of High Street, Islington, are not likely to move | 


’ thence soon, if the business they do and the satisfaction they give 
form any criterion of future movements. Among them are some 
excellent singers and some good instrumentalists, while their budget 
of songs, if not peculiar to coloured entertainers, is intensely anfusing. 





| 
| 


putting upon the boards some of the best of the modern French | 


| profoundly interesting periodical he observes in a “stray note 
| that— 





OHI HORROR! 


Photographic Tout ;—* Wound You LIKE:TO BB TOOK AMMOGETHER, Sir? THERE'S svusP 
SIX OF YER, INCLUDING THE BABY. MAKE A BEAUTIFUL GRovP!”’ 


While on the subject of minstrels we are glad to remark that th® 
benefit of Mr. Frederick Burgess, the amiable manager of the Moore 
and Burgess troop was—what it deserved to be—a benefit in every 
sense of the word: in fact a ‘ bumper.” 


Happy, Happy Pair! 
A Liverpoon daily paper contains an advertisement, which is full 


| of suggestion :— 


PARN ELL PROSECUTION.—A gentleman, who intends. subscribing £10 to the 
St. Margaret’s Defence Fund, is desirous to PAIR with a gentleman about to 


| subscribe the same amount towards the prosecution, in order to save the pockets of 
| both. Address, &c. 


| We don’t know what the Parnell Prosecution or the St Margaret's 


Defence Fund is, but this method of settling matters seems to us to 
have many recommendations, if carried out completely. In order to 
do this, all other subscribers should also pair off, and then all that 
would remain to be done would be to get the rival barristers and con- 
flicting attorneys to pair off too, amd the case would be argued 
and settled without. costing anybody.a penny! We shall be glad to 
learn whether this view meets with the appreval of the legal advisers 


Beshrew Me! 


One at least of the wise men who came from the East seems to have 
strayed up Northward, where he edits the Dundali Almanac. In that 


Le 


Shrove Tuesday may happen on any day between the 2nd of February and the 
8th of March. 


| We are very glad to hear it; and if it is all the same to him we 
| should like Shrove Tuesday to fall on Saturday, the 14th, this year, as 
| we are going to dine at home, and so shall escape the infliction of 


leathery pancakes. 





Annus Mirabilis. 


Ir may not be generally known that all additions to our ironclad 
fleet launched during the current year will be ’74-gun-ships. 








To Dispense WiTH A Rerriever.—See that your gun carries well. 
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A Diverting Story. 


Tue Oberlin Times tells the following 
remarkable.anecdote of the Rev. Newman 
Hall's visit to America :— 


When the Rev. Newman Hall was in Oberlin 
he was the guest of President Fairchild, and the 
morning after his arrival, he sent his boots below 
for an obvieus purpose. They were not returned 
to him when the bell called him to the breakfast- 
room, and he appeared in his toilet slippers. Pre- 
sident Fairchild noticed this, and he also noticed 
a pair of strange boots in a strange place. He 

om A |! would probably have as soon thought of asking 
shat \ | the kitchen-maid to verify a quotation for him as 

Wi: ) ; WY | 

, 





| 
| 
| 
} 
to black his visitor’s boots, andsohe blacked | 
them himself. ; 
| We are not quite sure what is the point 
of this story. Obviously it mattered 


Vi 


Mm 


Wat 
ey 


nothing to the Rev. Mr. Hall whether the 

President or the kitchen-maid cleaned 
| his boots, so long as they were well 
_ polished; nor did it seem to matter much 
| to President Fairchild. The kitchen- 
| maid clearly ignored the whole transac- 
tion. The only lesson taught us is that 
the Editor of the Oderlin Times ought to 
be kept out of people’s kitchens. 


Lord Lytton’s Latest Critic. 


Tuis is from a superfine criticism of 
| Lord Lytton’s ‘Parisians’’ in the 
Examiner :— 

His Communists in particular, are little more 
than caricatures. ..... 

They are amusing, but not real. They are 

rubbing their eyes all through, as though they 
felt themselves out of water; and the same thing 
is true of most of the French characters in the 
book. 
Two questions suggest themselves: First, 
do fishes always rub their eyes when they 
feel themselves out of water? Secondly, 
would the sensation of being out of water 
strike a Communist as strange or novel. 
In another part of his article this critic 
finds fault with Lord Lytton for confusing 
his metaphors and writing  s!ipshod 
English. 





















SPIRIT 
P AN I 


Here is an advertisement from the 
Guardian :— 
YOUNG, unmarried CLERGYMAN will be 


| DISENGAGED directly. Moderate views, 
| and good reference. Address, Rev. ——. 
| 
| 


| Desires an Engagement. 


It would have been more becoming 

behaviour if that young man _ had 

refrained from advertising his freedom 
| until he was really free. We will not 
inquire into the circumstances of his 
| disengagement, trusting that they are 
| honourable to both parties. But has he 
| never read 


** It is good to be off with the old love 


MR. TOOZLE’S GRAND SPIRIT EXHIBITION. ere” eer er Se eee eaney 
u ey aS ere 1 The young unmarried ladies, to whom the 
ae are made.——?2. ew are Invi performance. . irit is ca i "ert 
cen ea ahi a sensation.——4. It is commanded to give an account of itself —-5. The spirit ady ra anette omeenees Moule 
ummediately obeys : ‘mmense sensation.—6. It turned out to be the Carpenter, who had secured a bottle of remember this trait in the reverend young 
spirits and intoxicated. gentleman’s character. 
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Love Mathematical. | Two to One, bar One. a 


Ir is not always that Emerson is so clearly intelligible as he is when | Here's the latest sensation i 
he observes :— WANTED by a respectable Married Couple, aged 34, thoroughly experienced, 


the management of a PUBLIC-HOUSE, or would not object te an Outdoor 
Love, and you shall be loved. All love is mathematically just, much as the two Barman’s Place. First-class character.—Address, by letter, ‘‘ Barman,’’ ete. 
sides of an algebraic question. We presume the once famous “ female-barman” line is played out, 
This is eminently true, as can be shown by working out the equa- | 2nd this is an attractive novelty. Still we don't see how a married 
piaeas couple, aged 34, can be an Outdoor Barman. 





a35 + 529 = die + 520, 


In other words, if Alfred, aged 35, loves Bella, aged 20, it will be all| Wuy should a Cotton Lord be successful on the turf ?—Because he 
right if rich old Dustbins, aged 70, marries Bella. | ought rot to be beaten in a spin. 
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IMPORTANT SPORTING. 


In my last I informed you that an active and efficient member of 
the force called on me about the old gentleman who occasionally 
sparkles by means ef sporting verse in these columns, and though I 
was very much annoyed and disappointed, indeed, at how I had been 
served, by what I .eonsidered was a perfidious viper who had been 
nurtured in my bosem, I could xot but listen to the story of the 
active constable whose eye, as he-spoke, beamed with the intelligence 
peculiar to the police, as it reamed round my drawing-room in hope of 
discovering signs of.an offer of something to drink. 

I had asked the officer into the drawing-room because, among 
various reasons, the dining-room # occupied by another gentleman, 
who had bolted the door and got under the sofa as soen as ever the 
colour of my visitor's clath was seen; because it is not usual to ask a 
visitor into the bedroom; and because if I had kept him in the passage 
or on the doorstep the curiosity af the landlady and the other lodgers 
—including the gentleman before named, who came out quite 
unconcerned when he heard my name asked for—would have been 
satisfied. And I don’t like to satisfy idle curiosity, more especially 
when it’s exercised.on my business. ‘he representative of the powers 
that be, having decided in preference for gin, there being nothing else 
handy—gin is good for the literary composition, and is reasonable 
withal—said :— 

“The hold pusson who's at the station-’ouse ’as been most wilent. 
He says as ’ow he’s connected with the Press, and fifty pens will 
awenge ‘is fall. He also says as you'll be bail for ’im, and you’d 
better take in some new togs for he’s been knocking hus hall about so 
that he aint got a rag to ’is blessed back. “Is ’ed’s all cut about, too, 
which he must a-done out o’ spite afore he came on our beat; and he’s 
got two stunnin’ black eyes, for he’s been knocking ’is face about the 
cell floor all night. So you'd better come and see ’im, Sir, and see 
about settling for the damage he’s done. to the station- ouse and to 
hour huniforms, for the magistrate’s very ’ard on civilians who hinter- 
fere with the p’lice.” 

You can guess, of course, that this information was by no means 
satisfactory to one who was not only hampered with his own work, 
but who had been expecting valuable assistance from the very person | 
who now claimed it on his own behalf. But my powers always rise | 
with the demand made on them, and I determined to accompany the | 
vigilant officer to the station-house, and see what was to be done. 
While I was getting ready I gave him a portion of my new dramatic 
play to amuse himself with, but found on my return to the drawing- 
room, that he must have found it very dry, as the gin bottle was quite 
empty. I don’t care much about police criticism, but I think the man 
might have left a drop of comfort for me when I was about to depart 
upon an errand of mercy. Also I could have dispensed with the 
attentions of my neighbours, who from their windows made remarks 
about what they considered was my clever capture, and whose 
descendants, in the shape of little nurses and big babies, attended us 
from my court to that of the police magistrate. 

There is little need for me to enter into particulars of what I found 
at the police office—in fact I didn’t find anything, I lost considerably. 
When I got into the court the trial was over, and the old man, who 
had been ealled by the worthy magistrate a wicked ruffian who 
ought to be thankful for the clemency of the police, had been fined 
forty shillings for each assault, and four pounds for damage done, in 
all ten pounds, or three months. I daresay the vastness of the 
amount shocks you, Sir, and so will the vastness of my resources when 
I tell you that I paid it. Paid it, Sir, every farthing, and brought the 
old man away in triumph. But, ah, at what a sacrifice! Sir, I took 
the unfinished manuscript of my nautical drama to the nearest pawn- 
broker’s and pledged it for ten guineas, the extra ten bob being to get 
a drop of liquor and a plaister for the poor old man. I should like to 
observe, Sir, that this is the best instance I ever knew of the value of 
literary work, and I think it should not be lost on you, Sir, with 
regard to the amount per line I am in future to receive. For though 
I say it with all respect, I cannot bring myself to believe that the 
pawnshopman would lend you so much on any work of yours; really, 
I don’t think he'd take it in. But I'll give you a letter of introduction 
to him if you like. 

x Of course the old man denied having knocked the policeman about, 
and when I looked at his disfigured face, and contrasted it with their 
smug self-satisfied countenances, I thought if he had he must have hit 
them with his head; but since he has been livened up with something 
hot, and has had his eyes painted, I fancy he begins to believe himself 
almost as great a bruiser as he was sworn to be. He talks 
mysteriously about upper cuts and cross-counters, and I heard him 
to-night talking mysteriously to the landlady—I have taken him to my 
place for the present—about putting the hug on the back attic if he 
doesn’t mind what he is about and pay his rent regularly. But then 
the back attic’s eighty if he’s a day, and only four feet high. . 

= My object in detailing all this, Sir, is so that by means of publicity 
we may get up a little subscription to defray our expenses and enable 




















BUN. _ 


me to redeem my manuscript. 
a notice in the paper that stamps and post-office orders will be 
received at the oflice on account of the old man and yours, sweet Sir, 








Please say a good word for us, and put 


affectionately, AUGSPUR. 


[The Editor of Fun considers it to be his duty to warn all readers 
that he has investigated the foregoing, and has discov ered :—First, 
that the old ruftian who has been several times forbidden to enter this 
office has never been locked up (at least lately), though doubtless he 
deserved to be; secondly that he has never (also at least lately) been 
fined ; and thirdly that Augspur never pawned his manuscript for the 
amount named—cela va sans dire. ‘The whole business is an impudent 
attempt to extort money, and not only that but to enhance the value 
of the sporting work of this paper at the expense of the other 
contributors and the Editor. And the Editor doesn’t believe that 
Augspur could write a drama—no nor even a bupkesque. All 
subscriptions will therefore be returned to the senders, or if epecially 
requested the Editor will dispose of them privafely as oceasion may 
require. | 


A MOVING TALE. 


Grorcrt McGrecor SILLiItor 
Once resided dowa at Bow. 

Then he did his gentle smile lend 
To the residents of Mile End. 


Now he seeks a home anew 

’Mid the environs of Kew— 

Is associated with 

Folks who dwell at Hammersmith,. 


But I truly do not know 

To what suburb he may go, 
When he takes for his abode a 
Spot less near to the Pagoda. 


He may quaff his hippocrene 

In the realms of Turnham Green, 
Or discuss his hydromel 

’Mid the groves of Clerkenwell. 


He may set up his museum 

Near the Frogmore Mausoleum 
Or may collocate his “ libery’’ 

On the fertile plains of Highbury. 


I don’t care where he may go, 
George McGregor Sillitoe ;— 
Gentle stranger, drop a tear 
At this moving tale you hear! 


——_ —_ ey 


Aiushers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss.) 

JOSEPH apparently knows not that “sustentation” is a not unusual 
technical term. 

B. (Reading.)—Stop at Reading and don’t try Writing. 

M. C.—We should be happy to oblige a lady ; but what can we do when 
a lady obliges us—to say ‘No’? 

P. (Rochford.)—That joke about “ woe-man ” is at least as old as Eve, 
if not Adam. 

H. (Oxford) should have sent the actual paragraph. 

S. (Fitzroy-square.)—We do not know of any book from which you can 
“learn;to write poetry.” Go, and read Tupper, and Rossetti, and Close, 
and the other poets. 

BEGINNER. ---A lead pencil and a piece of paper are not a bad stock in 
trade to start on, but to become an artist you will also need what you 
can’t get at the eolourman’s—skill, experience, taste, and knowledge. You 
might as well set up as an engineer because you have bought a model 
engine! Patience! 

F. B. (Walworth.)—Bless you, we never knew anything about geography, 
since we got a prize for it at school. Besides we have renounced the 
pomps and Khivanities of this wicked world. 

D.—Consult the Gardener’s Magazine, where you will find all you 
require. 

P. (Tallboys.)—You may do as you please. 

Declined with Thanks:—W., New York; F. A. M., Oxford; S. M.; 
Subscriber; G., Camberwell; M. J., Barnsbury ; Old Party; B. B.; N. N., 
Aldersgate-street; T., Battersea; W. H. W.; J. K., Oxford-street ; X. Y., 
Tottenham ; Hector, Dublin ; S. J. S., Darlington ; Jinks; J. L. S., Perth ; 
—, Reepham ; F. K., Croydon; V., Castle Rising; C. H. C.; E. O. Soli- 
hull; W.J. T., W. R. M., Reading; W. A., Glasgow; Theophilus; M.O. H., 
Newbiggen ; A. M., Dunfermline ; H. V. C., Kingsland; A. T., Barnsbury ; 

. E.8.; J. K., Jun., Edinburgh; L., Dacca ; Sam. 
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MY PANTOMIME. 


I mean as early as I can 

To purify this wicked age, 
By hitting on the novel plan 

Of writing for the British stage. 
The Drama sadly wants a lift 

To bring us back its palmy time. 
For poetry I feel a gift ; 

So let me try a Pantomime. 


In Pantaloon I wish to see 
The model of a hoary sage. 
My Clown and Harlequin shall be 
The Locke and Bacon of the age. 
My Columbine shall say her say 
In clegant and ethic rhyme :— 
At least, if I can have my way 
When I produce a Pantomime. 





Discussions on the Moral Sense 
Would now and then create a thrill, 
And public feeling grow intense 
Upon the Freedom of the Will. 
The Origin of Evil seems 
A point sufficiently sublime, 
To take its place with other themes 
And brighten up a Pantomime. 


No petty larceny should mar 
The lively character of Clown ; 
And Woman’s Rights—whate’er they are— 
Should all be placed before the town. 
A naughty act or wicked word | 
Should be regarded as a crime. 4 
No slang should ever once be heard 
Were I to write a Pantomime. 


The public mind would better grow, 
Instead of daily growing worse, 
If I could practise all I know, 
To teach morality in verse. 
I feel, *twould be a great success ; 
In any country—any clime. 
Will any Manager say “‘ Yes,’ 
And let me write a Pantomime ? 


Se Rh a aml ate 


ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 


| 
Gentleman :—“Ig THIS THE WAY YOU'D Go To Dusty, Pat?” | One st Ce ee ee ; 











Pat .— No yer ’onNER. I'D GO WID MYSELF, YER 'ONNER GOES WID A Harp Times.—How can anyone be happy in hati) 9- ‘ 
paste!”? seventy-four ! ; 
TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. Of the illustrations the less said the better, for neither in drawing nor 


P ilies lia South Sadi bo and Windus, Piccadilly) in engraving are they at all worthy of the work. 

POUNOP VT MGONG £8 outh Seas (Chatto an indus, Ficcadily), Hogarth’s Works (Chatto and Windus) can hardly be called a sea- 
— , Charles oe eee phe es from the Over pare sennerse » | sonable book, as its connection is not with a Sai peried, but 
' Oe thas shared a, a Harte n on Bry naeaes. rather with all time. This is not only the first complete edition of 
| —. means pore ae oon ~ iy Ree ore brie Hogarth ever published, but it is the only one in which the artist's 
| book, an @ doctor, ey made readers | own lines appear, the plates and drawings having. been reduced by a 
| 


f 


adit ae ae 


wee-praised 
eeaien for the tevaiy re aa Maced wane Inany, pane par process which, if it possesses some slight faults, has the inestimable 
acenery of the Hawaian Mr Stod dard has a felici - advantage of giving each reduced work as it was originally printed, 
ery group. . as a felicitous style of | and not as it might have been. The autobiography is quaint, and, as 


‘his own, which, while it depicts with the accuracy of a photograph, might fairly be expected, full of humour. 


lends a *Turneresque glory toall that it touches. A shade of melan- 

choly lends a piquancy to most of the sketches; for contact with 

Cision one gg Sa ie to the islanders as handling is to a Literal. 
utterfly ; an ’ dard im ? ; 

\ looks pa his ‘white a to i maha me Pte pb pone sel dda ‘ yee pet in the Western States sent to the local paper a love- 

tattooed savage, has to record again and again the death of those who po s ox Reveel, I begg, the madgic spell 

attached themselves to him with the unselfish devotion of which the . ¢ 2 ee ere ERP 

| Hawaian is so intensely capable. It would be difficult to select any The Editor answered that if he liked to call at the office he should 

} pacticular sketch for special mention, where each has its own peculiar have the run of the dictionary there for a few hours. 

', charm, but if we were asked for a characteristic paper, we should have — 

| 1 to-choose between ‘Joe of Lahaina” and “ My South Sea Show.” One Who 1s orren Unper A Croup.—The Photographer. 


CHOCOLAT MENIER 


FOR LUNCHEON. 


rng 
‘Tainted ky JUDD & OY. Mhormx Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E. C.—London, January 31, 1874. 
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A New ParwiAMent oF Startiinc Noverties. E. T. S—1—n, Speaker. 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. _ Leicester Square to the public. Let’s create him Earl of Leicester! 


Dissotution of Parliament. Numberless small prophets hoping | = Mr. Whalley has been voted the confidence of Peterborough. | 
for quick returns. = Mr. Carlyle von Chelsea foe orien , Happy Peterborough! = Mr. Odger has kindly consented to contest _ 


letter. More Karl than ‘ile in it. = Mr. Gladstone replies to Dizzy. Southwark. It has yet to be ascertained whether Southwark will 


Well, “flounder and founder” is quite as neat as “plunder and contest Mr. Odger. = Weather mild, muggy and miserable. The 
| three “‘m”’ rule of the climate. 


blunder.’? — Marshal MacMahon’s balls at the Elysée are a success. 
There is much powder, and the President pays the shot. = Earl - 

"Russell has been patting Bismarck on the back. Bismarck has been | oo 

kind enough not to notice the liberty. = Summing-up of Tichborne | Playfair’s a Jewel. 

case begins. It may yet be concluded within the century. = Death, ‘Ty Postmaster General will be surprised and gratified to read the 
ef Livingstone. Still, his naturally strong constitution survived , following brief extract from a tradesman’s advertisement :— 
Stanley's visit for some time. = Mr. Gladstone proposes to repeal the ale. t 

Income Tax. He had better take off the Tax, and give us all Hearses, &c., for removals, by post or telegram. 

| Incomes. = Duke of Edinburgh’s marriage at St. Petersburg. In spite An achievement far surpassing the greatest recorded feats in “ the 
| of the climate it was not a frost. = Mr. Albert Grant is for granting | black art.” 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Feb. 4, 1874. 


Wuen the Conservative or raised a gratified shout at the 
promptitude with which the leader of the Opposition issued his counter- 
esto to Mr. Gladstone’s Greenwich oo it is strange if none 


of the experienced writers on the Tory press did not feel some 


misgiving as to the wisdom of a hasty answer. Mr. Disraeli’s worst 
enemies have never taunted him with excessive.accuracy, even when 


he has had time to elaborate those ingenious squibs which “ the stupid 
party ’’ describes as ieces of eloquence. We presume, therefore, 
that not even his own friends on the Press were astonished to learn 
that the treaty which he so elaborately denounced as closing the 
Malacea Straits against English commerce was the work of his own 
Ministry! _He has:mot been at all happy this time in his manifesto— 
pouty a recollection of the Bath hampered his pen. Mr. 
ladstone has roe the “ plundering and blundering”’ with amore 
neat retort in “floundering and foundering,” while Mr. Lowe has 
rubbed off any little electro-plating which seemed to adhere to the 
remark that any Ministry with a lus could remit taxes. Mr. 
Lowe endorsed the truth of the platitude, but added the gentle sting 
nistry in which Mr. Disraeli had held power ever had a 
. th. Ff any stretch of imagination-could make us 

su Mr. Disraeli to be in earnest about anything in this world, we 
should think he would rather wish he had not so hastily into 








Seizing the Opportunity. 
Tue Washington Despatch says :— 
who accidentally shot and killed his i 
om ae y ae eneaiaiiee to defend her from 
This is quite as it should be. We all understand that the shooting of 
the wife was quite an accident, and we congratulate the widower on 
the final event. But our readers must understand that the example is 
one which cannot be very freely 
regulated families that accidents of this kind are permitted to happen. 











imitated. It is only in the best | attention. 


[Fesrvary 7, 1874. 


Pavid Livingstone. 


Born, 1817; Drep, 1878. 


Sieep well! You have accomplished all 
Ambition hoped, or science dreamed, 
And, with life’s promises redeemed, 

You fall. 

So best :—you like a soldier fell 
Who rather on the tented field 
Than in soft peace his life would yield :— 

Sleep well! 

We can but envy your repose, 

Whose feebler strength, ’mid smaller tazks, 
Already faints, and fails, and asks 
A close. 


Sleep well! In aftertimes your name 
Shall wiser ages proudly greet 
With loving gratitude more sweet 

Than fame. 

The statesman’s crown, the warrior’s wreath 
Less praise shall than the olives reap, 
Stainless, and bloodless, that you sleep 

Beneath. 


For war and statecraft both must cease 
When every land with hearty grip 
Clasps hands in love and fellowship 

And peace ; 

But your unceasing toil to give 
New peoples to the light of day, 

When all these things have passed away, 
Will live! 
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For generals and chiefs of State— 
A nation’s tears shall consecrate 
Your grave. 


O’er desert wilds and angry foam 
They bear your ashes to their rest, 
And England makes her loving breast 
Their home. 


Sleep well! You nobly did your part 
To benefit the human race, 

Be ever green your resting place, — 
Brave heart ! 








‘“ Communicated.” 


WE have heard before now, that virtue is its own reward, but werc 
not aware that other matters possessed the same cheap and lasting, it 
economical tendencies. The following proves, however, that even the 
lowest depths of the contributorial mind possess a deeper still :— 
(THE CABMAN who took a lady and little boy from 6, —— street, Montpelier 

, 3m on Monday week, 19th inst., will be REWARDED by communicating 
with T. C., 47, —— road, Brompton. 
We should like to run against this cabman—that is we should like to 
ride in his vehicle—and fancy that if this is his notion of payment 
for service, we could give him lots of work, and perhaps more. He 
will probably be rewarded sufficiently for all future purposes by this 
communication. 


“Wen were Deceivers ever.’ 


Tuts is really ‘“‘ a caution,’ and no error, in the way of advertise- 
ments :— 
(CAUTION.—Dr. PIRSCHER, of —— street, desires his friends, both in England 

and abroad, not to allow themselves to be deceived by individuals who have 

been induced to take his name in order to injure him. He has no relations in 
England, and no intercourse with any German. For identification: He is 70 years 
old, and was once a State prisoner in a Prussian fortress for high treason and 
participation in a political conspiracy. 
We don’t know why individuals should attempt to deceive Dr. Pir- 
scher’s friends, unless indeed there is anything to be particularly 
proud of about the “identification.”” It must be very high treason, 
indeed, that will leave its marks for identification after a lapse of years. 
Perhaps, however, they are Bis-marks, which are ineradicable. 





"Pounded. 


THE ae of the compound marine steam engine is attracting 
e are at a loss to imagine why owners should wish tv 
see their engines “‘ compound ”’ ! 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 358. | 


HAMMER and nails, 
For the hustings we lack, 
Gladstone prevails 
In spite of attack, 
And soon will return with a troop at his back. 


1. In a most conspicuous manner 
It was blazoned on the banner, 
A flower that always turned 
Towards where Dan Phoebus burned. 


2. She sat on a rock with willows crowned. 
And all who listened her lay were drowned. 


3. Some want one kind, and some another, 

And so time slips away, | 

But people die round us, my Christian brother 
Like savages every day. 


? 


4, An island in the azure sea 
Where I just now should like to be, 
This British climate suits not me ! 


5. University oars, 
In choosing their shores, 
Revert, as a man, 
To a simple plan. 


6. He put his thumb unto his nose 
And spread his fingers out ; 
Which, as our code of manners shows, 
Was this beyond all doubt. 


7. People going to the play 
Though they very well might pay, | 
Dearly love a free entrée. | 


8. Vessels of wood 
Were once held good, 
But now our mariners we environ 
With triple plates of the strongest iron. 


Sotution or Acrostic, No. 356:—Tsarevna, Mar- 
riage.—Trim, Sala, Archer, Robur, Ennui, Vesta, Nett- 
ing, Artiste, 

Correct Sotvtions or Acrostic, No. 356, received 28th 
January :—Alfti; Charley and Ti; Peggotty; Spheroid ; Smug; 
Ruby’s Ghost ; Shoo-fly; Row; P. W. R. 








ELECTION INTELLIGENCE. 


Mr. T-m-s C-ru-E has issued the following address to the Electors 
of Chelsea. The authenticity of the document may be considered as 
unquestionable as that of the celebrated “ writ of pains and penalties” 
with which Mr. Gladstone was (teste F. G.in the Times) recently 
served. 


‘“Windbags, Copper Captains, Inept-Incapables, Sonorous Shams, 
Mud Volcanoes, Wild Sahara Waltzers, and Blatant Buffoons, 


‘“‘T have read the requisition you have had the impudence to send 
me. .I have bidden it to get gone into the Infinities. Lying is not 
itted by the eternals; and this globose world, whose very crust 

is adulterated by snub-faced, rogue-hearted, catechism-reading, hypo- 
critic, sham geologists, is going topsiwards with an alacrity of Niagara- 
tumble and velocity of universal-smash towardness very noticeable 
to remark. We have shot Niagara and killed the crow. J stand for 
your Borough? The Dismal Science forbid! What do their prescient 
eyes see around them? Nothing but able editors ‘reeling off men- 
dacity on reels marked 1,000 yards when only 500 yards of cotton 
have been duly spooled, much to the ultimate discomfiture of confiding 
Caffres; public analysts, unable to analyse their own muddle-headed, 
unveracious, chalk-and-cheese padded brains ; eminent physicians, im- 
potent to cure their own eminent chilblains; schoolmasters teaching 
nothing but the way to get Six Towels and a Silver Fork and Spoon ; 
Ashantee wars, carried on blindly in blood and blundering, to the 
enslavement of much-prayed-at over-emancipated Quashie ; Houses of 
8 going into liquidation with Bohemian earls refusing to pay for 
their black doses, and setting much-outraged County Courts, with their 
long-suffering bailiffs, exigents, gridiron-commitments and Holloway 
Gaol warrants at defiance, and smoking eighteenpenny cigars the 
while tobacconists howl unpaid, and Themis sits up yonder with patch 
scarcely veiling the sore eye she has got.by weeping at the world’s 
veries and cheats and royal and noble shams, from which Russo- 
Greek-Sailor-Prince Tartarian marriages (with much blubberous 
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TEETH EXTRACTED. 
W. G—pst—kz, Dentist. 


whale-oil adulation about them) are not to be excluded. To stand for 
Chelsea, then—this sulphureous express-stupidity running into mineral 
train unveracity age considered—would be a standing on the point of 
a red-hot spear-needle upright there in the middle of a Devil’s Acre 
very fuliginous to smell, very hot to the feet—and will be yet hotter— 
of Right Honourable Noodledum and doleful creatures having the 
honour to be. Altogether, seeing but a mad Vesuvius, upward- 
spuming of froth and fume, gas and gaiters, sanctimonious Ex-High 
Statesmen, People’s Williams making flesh and blood speeches on 
Blackheath which were better made in Bedlam, the conclusion is not 
to be avoided, though bishops may hint at it that there is nothing 
below us but petroleum, picrate of potash and dynamite, with dead 
Vauxhall fifty thousand additional lamps all blent in one lurid flame- 
cataract of blue blazes—I stand for Chelsea! varlets, begone ! 
“Cave of Despair, Feb. Ist.” “T—u—s C—rL—e. 


Forewarned—Forearmed. 

Dovsttess with a patriotic motive the Society for the Encourage- 
ment of Arts, Manufactures, and Commerce has offered its gold medal, 
or £20 for the best ‘“‘ Revolution Indicator.” Students in this branch 
of science will do well to master the past history of ‘‘ the whirligig of 
Time.” 


The Florin Floored. 


A sovEREIGN is conveniently divided into eight half-crowns ;—to 
abolish the cherished friend of our schooldays would be the ’eighth of 
ingratitude. 


Needled. 
Can it be said that Government leaves no stone unturned to secure 
the honour of England so long as Cleopatra’s Needle is buried in the 
sand ? 
























SUNDAY, JANUARY 25, !1874. 


A Sxetcu on THE LONDON AND VERY WorsT'vn. 








MRS. BROWN ON DISSOLUTION.—MARTHA IN 
DREAMLAND. 


I’u sure when I see by the papers as Parlymint ’ad been and dis- 
solved all in one night, jest for all the world like a suddin’ thaw 
a-settin’ in, it give me quite a turn ; that it did, and my fust thoughts 
was Wolly, for I says, ‘In course he won't get out of prisin now 
through a-sayin’ as he wants to go into Parlymint, when there aint no 
Parlymint for ’im to go into; and no doubt that were the little dodge 
of that there Gladstin to get rid on ’im as must be a great nuisance in 
Parlymint a-goin’ on with ’is larks when they’re all busy, and 
a-singin’ all about the place as don’t sound well when you're 
a-talkin’ serious; and no doubt they was all werry glad when he was 
shet up, as he will be for ever, 'cos in course he aint a-goin’ to pay the 
money when he says he won't, so he can’t get out of prisin, and then 
th i start the new Parlymint without ’im the same as they served 
Lady Wittles down at Brighton, years ago afore railroads come in, as 
‘ad took ’er place by the Coach to go up to town, and couldn’t get out of 
‘er lodgins’ as was drorin’ rooms, through a d pianer, as the men 
was a-takin’ away bein’ got jammed on the stairs, and nobody couldn't 
pass up nor down, and so’er ladyship were fixed on the landin’, as 
were that lusty as would ’ave cost ’er er life to ’ave dropped from a 
first-floor winder; so the Coach went and left ’er behind, and though 
she did take a po’shay weren’t hever able to get it out of the company, 
as proved as they’d waited for ’er over seven minnits and nearly lost a 
wager through it; as were toget from Castle Square to Elephant and 
Castle under four ‘ours, as were drove by a real live ernite 
though he took his ’arf-crown from you jest the same as if he’d been 


me Well Brown he come into supper full of ’is paper, and this ere 
disserlution, as he called it, of Mr. Gladstin. 
“Well,” I says, “I ’eard as he ’ad a bad cold, but didn’t think as 
that were a sign of approachin’ disserlution, as the sayin’ is; and to 
think as he should go and leave a last dyin’ speech and confession like 
Greenacre, as murdered Annie Brown over in Camberwell, and took 
‘er about with ‘im piesmeal in parcels for days, a willin’. But,” I 
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MY CAT. 


I HAVE a cat—a very old cat— 
Bitten and battered and all of that, 
Since first on my knee by the fire she sat— 
| How many years ago ? 
| And the world goes up and the world goes down, 
| And Fortune may smile, or Fortune may frown, 
| But that she will be glad when I come from town 
| Is one of the things I know. 


I don’t know much, I am free to confess, 

And if J made to-morrow the world one less, 
| If any would miss me I cannot guess, 
Saving a dog and cat. 
And they, I suppose, would learn in a week 
| From other people their food to seek, 

And put me by as some dream antique, 

Just to be wondered at. 


Well, J don’t blame her! She claims my knee, 
Though inconvenient the time may be, 
And I want to work—but she fancies, she 
Knows what must suit me best. 
And if in despair I go to bed, 
| Because all chances of work are fled, 
She gives up her place on my knee, and instead 
| Comes and lies on my chest. 


| Cat, old cat! Do you quite forget ? 
| Do you feel no sorrow and no regret ?— 
| Happy are you, if you never fret 
Over the vanished past ! 
So—supposing I die to-night— 
Don’t let it harm your appetite, 

Be your skin as sleek, and your heart as light, 

As long as life may last. 


| For the eyes that to-day in mine may gaze, 

| And the lips that whisper their love or praise, 
May quite forget me some of these days, 

| And when the grass has grown 

Over the mound my grave has made, 

My memory out of all minds will fade, 

| And the very spot where I am laid 

| Be utterly unknown. 


? 

says, ‘‘ I can see through it, as were that Gladstin’s dodge, a-tryin’ to get 
Queen Wictorier over to Roosher, out of the way and then he'd ’ave 
played nice games a-dissolvin’ this and distablishin’ that.” Says Brown, 
‘he aint dead only been and dissolved Parlymint.”” ‘ Oh,” I says, 
aint he then ? Isay I don’t care wot he does so as he’ll do away with 
them lickers laws as is downright tyrannicle, I considers, and don’t 
care who says they aint, and let them as likes tea-leaves stood to be 
cold, and toast and water, drink ’em, but not begrudge their feller 
creeturs a drop of beer nor yet sperrits in moderation.”’ 

So, Brown, he got a-readin’ all about it, and I set a-listenin’ like 
a mouse, but couldn’t ’elp a-sayin’, “Oh! Oh! Mr. Gladstin, that’s 
it, is it? You're afeard as you'll get it ’ot from Parlymint for a-goin’ 
to war with them blackamoors without askin’ leave fust.’”’ Says 
Gladstin, a-glarin’ at me from behind ’is papers, “That's all that 
frizzle-’eaded Dizzy’s rubbish. Why,” he says, “‘ Queen Wictorier 
can make war when she likes.” ‘ Ah,’ I says, “but that’s a ciyil 
war asshe’d make, through bein’ too much the lady for to go a-firin’ 
on a lot of naked blacks a-runnin’ away with their backs turned.’ 
** Yes,’’ she says, with a sigh, a-drinkin’ ’er tea out of ’er sarcer, with 
’er feet on the fender as natral as if she were flesh and blood. “Oh! 
Mrs. Brown! Mrs. Brown! the life that man do lead me nobody 
wouldn’t believe, as is the reason as I goes to Scotland so much, to 
get rid of these Ministers.” ‘Ah!’ I says, “no doubt, not but wot 
you can get rid of ministers in Scotland, for I’m sure there’s plenty 
on ’emthere.”’ “Ah!” she says, “but they don’t come a-dictatin’ 
to me, but always ’as a word in season for me jest as I likes.” 

“ But,” I says, “ why not try old Frizzy Dizzy, as they calls ’im ?”’ 
‘Oh !” she says, “‘ bless you, I give’im the offer of the place last year, 
and the hairs as he give ’imself was quite sickenin’, a-wantin’ this 
thing and that all altered, and a lot of old fashioned ways as was all 
my grandmother, and so I told ’im, ’cos,” she says, “as to the Church 
a-bem’ in danger, why that’s the Church’s business, not mine.” 
“Why,” I says, “ through bein’ at the ’ead on it, I do think as you 
might wake them parsins up a bit.’’ 

“Oh !”” she says, “bless you, they don’t mind me any more than 
if I was the Pope, and when I tells ’em as they didn’t ought to be a- 
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kneelin’ all over the place, they says they aint a-kneelin’, they’re 
only a-bendin’ of their knees, as is wot I calls a prevarication, and 
if one of my boys ’ad done it to me I'd ’ave give’ ’ima good warmin’ 
with my own royal ’ands,.” 

I says, ‘‘and right you would ’ave been,” but I says, “for my 
part I think it’s best to let them parsins ’ave their own way, cos,” 
[ says, “‘ nobody but them as agrees with them don’t attend to wot 
they says, and them as don’t ‘old with their ways don't care, and a 
good many thinks as they’re all wrong together, so what does it 
matter; only, in course, it gives you a deal of trouble.” « Ah,’”’ 
she says, “it do indeed, as would be a great thing off my mind if it 
was distablished, no doubt.” ‘So it would be,” I says, only but for 
the loaves and fishes, as the sayin’ is.’’ 

Says Gladstin, a-lookin’ werry winegar wisaged, “ Queen if you're 
a-goin’ to listen to that old woman’s rubbish ’’—“ Well,” I says, 
“that’s manners any’ow, and as to bein’ old, when I dies of old age 
you'll quake for fear, my boy, as ’ave wore a deal better than you’ as 
looks as if birds ’ad been a-buildin’ in you, and that’s where old 
Dizzy ’ave got the pull through a-doin’ of ’is ’air that neat as is ‘ow 
he gets the ear of the ’ouse, I’ve ’eard say.’’ 

“"Im get the ear of the ‘ouse ?”’ says Gladstin, with a sneering grin. 
“ Well,” I says, “ you needn't begrudge it ’im, for you've ’ad a pretty 
good innins for many a year, and ought to ’ave took care of yourself 
and your friends, too.” 

I see ’im givea frown, and forgot as Queen Wictorier were present, 
or should not, in course, ’ave illuded to perkisets, as is things she 


- don’t hold with, so I says to’er, as set them a-smilin’ like Madame 


Tussor’s Royal waxwork, jest to change the subjic, I says, “It’s 
lucky as you didn’t go, your Majisty, over to Roosher, and be fetched 
back to find Parlymint upset, and every think sixes and sevens, as 
the sayin’ is.’”’ But I says, “ Talking of that, certinly it is good 
news to ’ear as that there people’s Willyim, as they calls ’im, ’ave 
been that savin’ as there won’t be no more taxes for us to pay, with 
the dooty off every think, jest like soap and sugar; and ’ow he can 
’ave saved the money I can’t make out; but I did ’ear as he'd give 
up a-goin’ to Greenwich, for to ’ave them whitebait dinners.” 

“Yes,” says Gladstin, a-chimin’ in, “ I'll let old Dizzy ’ave them 
all to ’isself, and if they gives ’im the bile ’arf as bad as they’ve give 

' it me, he won’t ’ave no sich time on it, and then ’avin’ to listen to that 
rubbish of a Queen’s speech.’”’ Says Queen Wictorier, a-lookin’ that 
merjestic at ’im, “‘ Mr. Gladstone, you ’ave a perfect right to call it 
rubbish, for you makes it all yourself, and that’s why I never cares 
about openin’ Parlymint, ’cos I don’t know what you’ve been and 
put down for me to say, and it aint pleasint to my feelin’s for to see 
in the papers the next day all about the bad English as I’ve been and 
spoken.”’ 
me Ah !’’ I says, “ your Majisty’s right, and now we're on the subjic,”’ 
I says, “‘ wotever is the use of Parlymint as seem to me is out of 
fashion like juries, and Lord Mare’s day.’’ Queen Wictorier give a 
cough, as much as to say “ right your are.” ‘I should like a bit more 
sugar in my third cup.”’ Says Gladstin, “‘ you've made mine down- 
right serrip.” 

I looks up, and there was that old Dizzy a-grinnin’ behind his chair, 
and a-sayin’ “ it’s lucky as some one can sweeten you a bit,” as made 
Queen Wictorier bust out a-larfin’ and, in course, Gladstin he 
grinned, as in dooty bound, but give me a look as much as to say “ wait 
till I gets ’im on the floor of the ’ouse,” and then I see Dizzy take a 
sight at im as ketched Queen Wictorier’s eye, as checked ’im in a 
iastant with a look, and there set old Bright with ’is ankercher over ’is 
knees a-takin’ of ’is tea and eatin’ a muffin like a lamb. 

So I says to ’im, ‘‘ you're a nice old party, but a jolly old ’umbug 
for to be in with this ’ere Willyim and ’is wars, as belongs to the 
Peace Society.” . 

He didn’t say nothink through ’avin’ of ’is mouth full; but old 
Dizzy he says, “ear, ear,” as seemed to rile old Bright, and got his 
quaker temper up; andhe were a-goin’ to speak but Queen Wictorier 
says to ’em, “ Let dogs delight to bark and bite,” jest like a mother, 
and speakin’ as made old Dizzy wipe ‘is eye, and he wanted for to 
wipe Gladstin’s too, only Willyim wouldn’t ’ave it, and as to Queen 
Wictorier she says, “I’m sure you aint no call to twit one another 
with what you do, ’cos,” she says, “ it’s well-beknown as Jobn Bright 
would ‘ave been ’ead of the harmy if I'd ’ave let ’im, though not 
‘ave gone to no wars ’isself, and one time Gladstin were mad to be 
Archbishop of Canterbury, and as to Dizzy he did go to Rome, only 
didn’t stop ’cos he couldn’t get ’isself made a Cardinal. So don't 


. none of you talk, for the work I’ve ‘ad to keep you in your places 


nobody knows.”’ ai 
“ Ah!” I says, “no doubt your grashus ’ave, and a-givin’ of their- 
selves hairs, one a-sayin’ as this aint my work, and another a-turnin 
up their noses at the wittles, and then a-threatenin’ to go to the 
country to better theirselves, as may. find theirselves in the wrong 
box, but,” I says, a-turnin’ on Gladstin, “ you aint said a word about 

wot you’re a-goin’ to do with the ’stablishid Church.” 
€ give me a wink, a-pintin’ of ’is thumb over’is shoulder at John 


Bright as see ‘is little game, and turns on ’im suddin, as made ‘is tea 
go the wrong way, and if he didn’t pretty nigh choke, so, I says 
‘Pat ’im on the back, your Majisty,’’ but she set there a-lookin’ as 
if she wished all the lot choked. 
thump a-tween the bladebones. 

‘* Where the deuce are you a-comin’ to,’’ says he, “* you old snorer ?” 
Jest then I found as I’d been and pitched for’ard agin Brown, as were 
a-settin’ oppersite me a-finishin’ up ’is supper, as were tripe as he'd 
let get cold through bein’ ropped up in ’is paper, as he said he'd been 
a-readin’ to me, though I did keep a-snortin’ out somethink every now 
and then, a-makin’ believe as I were a-listenin’. I weresound asleep 
all the time, as must be my cold as makes me that ’eavy after meals, 
not as all I’eard could be dreams, leastways if it were, all as I says is 
dreams don’t always go by contrairys, as the sayin’ is. 


AN ELECTION PETITION, 


Pray, good electors, 
Both lay and rectors, 
Suspend your sympathies and make your notes, 
And while attention 
Is roused, ’'ll mention 
That, with your permission, I want your votes. 


Both Whig and Tory 
List to my story, 
While I give opinions keep silent throats, 
I’m quick in stating— 
All humbug hating— 
That, with your permission, [ want your votes. 


This ballot voting 
Tis worth while noting 
Is hard on all of those who’ve turned their coats, 
But “ quids’”’ cause thinking, 
So think (while drinking) 
That, with your permission, I want your votes. 


My word I'll pledge now, 
Nor shift nor hedge now, 
To vote the way that best your wants promotes, 
So once again, sirs, 
I tell you plain, sirs, 
That, with ygur permission, I want your votes. 


In this election 
I scorn rejection, 
For with all promises remembrance quotes, 
As I’m a sinner ’ 
I'll be a winner— 
I'll promise anything to get your votes. 


Sushers to Correspondents, 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do not hold oursebves 
responsitte for loss.] 

Sam.—The joke has the misfortune to be venerable but not respected. 

J. B. (St. James’s-street.)— We await your reply. 

Dramaticus.—Buy the “ Era Almanac” and don’t worry us about first 
appearances. We can only guess that the actor you name occurred be- 
tween Thespis and James and Thorne. Perhaps his real name was Smith, 
but that’s no business of yours. 

Prace Socisty.—We wish you would leave ws in peace, instead of 
boring us with your paragraphs. 

Amicus.— Yes, you are,—an awful cuss! 

Syivanvs (Burnley.)—We don’t insert even such poetry as yours, if it 
has already appeared in print. 

J. B.—We do not depart from our rules for anybody. If a distinguished 
candidate for Greenwich sent us comic copy without enclosing a stamped 
and directed envelope, he would not get it back. 

Anxious. (Hackney.)—We should as soon think of printing verse with 
only two lines rhyming out of four, as of spelling “idiot” with two t’s. 
This is not intended to be personal. 

K. (Southampton.)—No, thank you. 

S. M.—We are deeply grateful—but the MS. didn’t arrive. 

Declined with Thanks :—B., Liverpool; Welcome; D. P. R.; St. Mun- 
go; T. M., Rhyl; X. Y. Z.; H. B. L., Pall Mall; D., Leeds; G. R., Hol- 
born; Sawnie, Glasgow; F.J. B., Borough; Barber; T. 8S. C.; F. H., 
Pentonville; T. W., Colchester ; E. A. L., Liverpool; L. W., Alford ; H.C., 
Lincoln’s Inn; J. S., Pall Mall; A Theorist; J. McK. W., Dublin; H. H. 
L., Leeds; Captain Cuttle; The Inevitable; A. F. J., Camden-road ; H. 
R., Wadebridge; J. B. H., Newcastle-on-Tyne; —, Belfast; R. D. H., 
Barnsbury ; Smithers; A. E. B., Southport; B. B.;S., Syndey; J. T.C., 
Chetford-road ; F. H., Nottingham; —, India Office; C. M., Galeshiels ; 
M. A.; F. H. H, Northampton; A Confirmed Gambler; P. F. H., 
Junction-road. 
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Attendant :—“I Bec Parpon, MAapAM, BUT—ER—BONNETS—ER—ARE NOT ALLOWED!” 


Indignant Lady :—“Ir's NoT A BONNET.” 


THE POETRY OF THE FUTURE. 


Mr. Fox, Sm,—The advance of science is not without its effect 
upon our poetry, and much of what was anciently the domain of pure 
rose has been of late considered to belong properly to verse. What 
t complain of is, that there is still a fatal tendency to admire the 
inaccuracies of the old school. Some years ago a learned critic 
pointed out the absurdity of saying with Milton— 
“No light, but rather darkness visible.’’ 


He very properly contended that as darkness was the negation of 
light, and light was necessary for sight, therefore darkness could not 
be visible, Q. E. D., and he suggested a beautiful line :— 


** No light, but rather a transpicuous gloom.”’ 


instead of the original. The emendation was not generally adopted. 
Let me draw your attention .to another case. What two lines 
have been thought much more of than Campbell’s couplet— 
***Tis the sunset of life gives me mystical lore 
And coming events cast their shadows before.’’ 
And. yet, Sir, though the first line is unmeaning in itself, the second 
line positively stultifies it. In the first place, if we adopt the 


| metaphor literally, it is not true that things progressing towards 





FOR BREAKFAST. 


CHOCOLAT 
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sunset cast their shadows before; and, in the second place, events 
in the future, that is to say events which are in front of us must cast 
their shadows behind them if we are to get to the shadow before the 
substance. So whichever way you take it, Campbell must be wrong. 
I suggest— 


**?Tis the close of man’s life gives prophetical mind 
And future events cast their shadows behind.’’ 


I am not quite sure that a future event can have a shadow; but, 
letting that pass, there can be no doubt that my lines are more true to 
science and reason, and more like modern poetry than Campbell’s wild 
nonsense. Please use your influence with the publishers to get my 
emendation put in future editions. Yours, Natvus non Factvs. 


SLANDER BY A SLavEy.—Blackening—the Grate. 


NOTICE.—On WEpDNEsDAY NEXT, 
The GRAND VALENTINE DOUBLE NUMBER of FUN, 


ProrvuseLy ILLustTRATED.—ONE Penny. 


MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 
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VALENTINES FOR THIS SEASON, POLITICAL AND OTHERWISE. 





The Accepted. The Doubtful, and Thé Froblematical. 
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The Universal, Horse Foot Dragoon and Civil Service Double Distilled Valentines. 








ONS FRSRtEses Ble: the people of Droitwich show a distaste for Macaronii au gratin. 


Pe reckless bungles of the Leader of the Opposition, corrected by | Before we condemn the Droitwichers we should like to know what 
the eee Dizzy 18 80 og! = More Conservatives elected by macaronit is—or, should it be, are? — Valentine’s Day. Double 
Benga nine, Victuallers But Sow wall they, vim without that | Knocks st preires mili = Mt. Gladaton gives bis ressone for the 
If not the Conservatives will force “ Workhouse” on them. = A fall Dissolution. Leader of Opposition his Diz-sofution of the reasons. 
= a Price of horseflesh is antiipoted.- mntape-capieganncs of the 
umber of mare’s nests discovered by Dizzy. = Bristol returns two ( . ‘ 
Liberals. Prefers immediate sends A of tax-remission to Conser- High Life below Stairs. | 
vative bird’s-eye views. = Citizen Dilke now announces that he isnot | Tue increasing taste displayed by domestic. servants for the | 
a Republican. It doesn’t much matter, except that Republicanism | amusements of their employers is sufficient! indicated by the title of 
may be complimented on the discovery. = Sir Alfred Slade did not | a newly published work—“ Cook on B : When may we look 
contest Taunton, as he couldn’t at short notice find any one good | for “ Page on the Piano,” “ Footman on Football,” &c., &. f 


enough to be his colleague. Flattering fo the Carlton Club! — The 
F. G. who wrote to the Times about Mr. Gladstone and “ pains and 
penalties’ has since come out in his true colours. Still Grey should| A Harry Brrp on Sr. Varentive’s Day.—The Wooed Pigeon. 
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PIOUS SCRUPLES. 


Auntie :— WiLL, IT 18 A PRETTY VALENTINE, ANNIE. Do You KNOW WHO SENT IT? ” 

Annie :—“ Yuru, ’ttTTLe Franx 'TANLEY, He#’TH MY FEETHEART!” 

Auntie :—“ Wurx, I tHovent it was Grorore!” 

Annie :>—“ No, I pon’t t1xe Georoiz, AUNTIE, HE’TH THO VERY WICKED IN CaurncH. Do you KNOW HE EATTHS A GREAT BIG LOT OF 
HARDBAKE THERE EVERY THUNDAY, AUNTIE, AND NEVER GIVTH ME A BIT!” 








Who (merciless fiend!) dress’d in volunteer’s “ togs,’’ 
Went out, and with malice prepense shot six dogs ? 
Who sold us red ink, and then call’d it cheap claret ? 
Who keeps a hypothenuse in his back garret ? 

Who wrote, nerv’d by vitriol mix’d with his tea, 

The Chesterfield Letters of Seventy-three ? 

And sent three and prpenes (in stamps) to Luie ? 

The man whose grave History’ll mark with a sad stone 
That most reprehensible party called G—pnst—z. 


THE STRAITS OF MALACCA. 


A VaLentTing Fron D——1 to G——z. 

Wao swopp’d England’s rights in the Straits of Malacca 
Tom bemused in schiedam and terbacker* ? 

‘Who'd hold down Britannia while Frenchmen did whack her ? 
Who'd egg on the bigots to thumbscrew and rack her ? 

Whose ” orations are tinsel and lacker ? 

Whose actions than all and Martin are blacker ? 

Whose “ Homer’s”’ all cribb’d from Professor von Zacker ? 
Who libell’d the mem’ry of Cardinal Pacca ? 
And sneered at the of the late Mr. Thacker ? | 
Ay, who, if his dmother liv’d, would attack her ? | 
Who scuttled (when young) a Sicilian polacca ? 

And poison’d the Parmesan cheese in the macca- 

roni of the ski Rd eremaneg: Rptranes ? 

Who, ‘neath low Bridge, ate the famed puppy pie ? 
Who kill'd the poor man with the cast in his eye ? 
Who brib'd Davy Jones and the clerk of the weather, 
And dash’d the Northfleet and Murillo together ? 


 « “J wants a screw of terbacker, and that’s what’s the matter with me.””—Little 


Preeches. 





A Town ossifer. 


| AtrHoven the town of Reading possesses the usual municipal 
| authorities, the general puDlic care less about Reading’s mayor than 
_ about Reading s’oss. 


; 





Miss Tabby tabooes. 


VALENTINES are strictly forbidden at Straightlace Seminary: odds 
we'll take that the lady principal will smell a rat(-tat) on the i4th! 








A Rounp or Appiavss.—The postman’s on Valentine’s Day. 
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A FEW OF THEM. 


1. Valentine believed to have been sent from Mr. Wh—ll—y to Mr. Gl—d—ne. | Clerk of the Weather and other habitual nuisances: ——7. From Members of the 
——-2. Ditto supposed to be on its way from Mr. GlI—d—ne to Mr. Wh—ll—y.—— | School-Board to each other. Authenticated. 

8. Probably from the Thames fish to the Vestry of Richmond.—4. Very likely | to the Good Templars, or vice versa. 
from the horses frequenting Cheapside to the Commissioners of Paving. 

Sir G—r—t W-y to King C—ee K—i.—6. Evi 














8. No doubt from the Publican~ 

‘ 9. From us to the Gentlemen who manage 

-5, From | the Railway accidents. No doubt about this.——10. To the Public which bears 
dently from everybody to the | the Accidents. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Feb. 11, 1874. 
ST. VALENTINE’S DAY. 


Postman’s rat-tat— 
Hearts pit-a-pat! 
* Please, whose is that 
Billet dotiz, prythee, say ! 
















































Do lef ine 's60 1?" — 
“Tis St. Valentine's Day 


Here it is said 
“The rose it is red’? — 
Bat at last, an ill-bred 

+” Little hint by the way, 
Says in colour you smack: 
Of a personage black— 
What a cruel attack, 

On St. Valentine’s Day! 


t here’s one you see, 

ys “If you love me 

As I, dear, love thee, 
Sheffield cannot purvey 

A blade that would do 

To cut love in two 

Between me and you 

On St. Valentine’s Day.”’ 


urse been returned for Greenwich, b 
of the poll, for his colleague; wheréa 
ans. There is not, however, véry 
bor . er in ” coe i joke fi: a9 
® constitdency which calls itself—and possibly as far as the 
‘Working-men’’ voters are ciglithed,. spells itself— 
owed its little joke, éven though it isn’t a 
yb til] joke to suppose that any 
it beings should prefer to one of the most ‘distingui 
: S gis. "Thanks to We 
his gin. s to the 
they will obtain from Tories’ 
Q eir trade than they will from Liberals, 
represented in the new House of 
nches will diffuse a general odour of 
d hope that, in the event of a Conservative 
C d mean nothing worse that 
waste at the bunghole.” It will 
national cask altogth 


Me, Gransto 


thé Conservati 
mtch ‘to shout 


* Conscrvative ‘ 


© ‘distinguish 
not solely illus- 
stupidity of the 








read out OF 








nid ooo, Which wiv Bl 


bhi eh mT AL aaa LL J Sill Aya | ‘ 
é ‘ bg 





















PALL MALL GAZETTE. 
| 37d Feb., 1874. 
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ch as a fan, a locket, a 

cles, whose nature will guessed 
t on the white satin which enfolds them is written 
One Valentiné, intended for the 
and, contains a black and gold 
all these are others with bunches 


new feature. Each 
decorative hair-pins, or 


sterner sex, is of orien! 
Japanese cigar-case. In addition to 


| of beautiful artificial flowers, and yet others printed in colours in the 
most tasteful manner. 

Messrs Dean-and Sons of Fleet Street also display an unrivalled 
assortment of Valentines. Dainty little wicker ‘baskets containing 
violets and Rom erape? Cupids, bow in hand, lurking’ among ferhs and 
flowers, and bewitching bows and bouqucts dééorate them, and ‘must 
make the purchaser's choice difficult. A capital’comic one, intended 
for 4 gentleman; shows “ What you were”’ and “ What you are ;”’ and 
there’ are some funny Ones for the little folks, with moveable 
children “‘ overin Ronee: But Messrs Dean’s triumph —indeed one 
of the ‘prettiest “Valentines wé* ever saw—is a white satin heart, 
adorned with lace, ribbon, arid silver sprays. A tassel depends at the 

oint, on taking hold of which and, 48 it ‘were, opening the heart, lo, and 
Behold, ‘a’ tiny model of a church sp ngs ‘up within it. If thakes one 
sigh to think such pretty things were n  invented—" — 


: 


‘* Or ever he came to forty year.?? 


SPECIAL SPORTING. 


Sir,—The reflection made by you at the close of my last article has 
given me much pain, not that I care for what you say myself, for I 
know you don’t mean any harm, but because of the awful manner in 
which the old man has been cut up and cast down by your remarks. 
He takes it all in éedrnest, and [ can assure you that your want of 
confidence has nearly driven him to drink. ‘ You may take a horse to 
the water, but you can’t make him drink,” says the proverb, and you 
may take a sporting correspondent, who is a sporting poet as well, to 
the public-house, but you can’t compel the landlord to serve him 
without cash down, say J. ‘This fact may or may not account for a 
fair ghare of his depression, and T must admit that hitherto I Have not 
discovered the old boy to ‘be possessed of an extra large development 
of thé bump of reverencée.~ So you can judge for yourself, as to why 
we are miserable, and whilé "you are judging I will recite a few lines 
of the old-un’s which hé gave ‘off spontaneously for the purpose of 
confuting your opinion about him. He calls fhem a word in season to 
a shortsighted and forgetful editor. - = - 


When winter’s icy hand 
Has robbed us bf our joys ; 

When on n0 course or stand 

Ts tumult, Whirl, or noisé ; 

When on no turf or moor 
Bounds forth a racer fleet— 

They turn us from the door 
Of 80 in Fleet Street. © 


But, Editor, beware— 

Beware, the time draws nigh, 
When spring with aspect fai 

Will bid our sorrows fly, 
When handicapped all right 

The horse’ll take its spin, 
And when you'll ‘cry ‘in fright 

“‘ Turf bard, do please begin.’ 
Then think of what we feel 

Now, poor, f ; and old, 
Too honest far td‘ steal; ° 

Borne down by lack of gold, 
Without to welch a chance 

Till racing comes once more— 
Then give us pity’s glance, ~~ 

And—let’s run aa score. 


The writer says he could do any quantity of that, but he’s afraid 
y° might be jealous, and so he trusts that his’ modesty’ ds well as his 
oibekren rance will weigh with you, and causé yo to grant the request 
embodied in the lines. You must, of coursé, be aware that during the 
winter We are not as vin be we are in i. yomiiet and I don’t my- 
se Phat you oug & well ot “that daring ‘the’ racing’ season, 
wis #8 re palted ibroft wa eons GIVE aitepled t selievs 
by self of & empORRTY oi} ent at’ our expense. ‘Though why 
rs 2 Bho uc Cady em omy 0} ow not.** t I should be the last 









ou ‘of Past fzvours,and thefefore will riot do so, but will 
quest & tittle re ‘cdnsideration at your hands during the 
hen there “is ler Facing nor chasing’ on’ Cannobie~ Lea, 
srever thap' tidy be; for anywhere else; and express 'a hope that 
You will use’ -your influence in our ‘favour’ with régard to that little 
nibmons} Whidh, Witt! txt inquiry fee enclosed, we have already sont 
in r 


> 


—* . 


ed and extremely worthy proprietors of the paper. 
AUGSPUR. 








From M. F. H. to would-be M. P. 


In hunting, a good seat may carry a man first in the field ;—in a 
political contest a man should be first in the field to secure his seat. 
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ee ee 
OH, AGONY! 


Joy is a myth to me, mirth is a mockery ; 
Earth is a dungeon and life is a chain. 
friendship and love are as brittle as crockery ; 
Peace has departed and comes not again. 
Long did I riot in healthful sccurity, 
Treading on roses unmixed with a thorn. 
Little I thought that my fate and futurity 
Haply might plant on my trotters a corn. 





Lost are the days when my lot was a shiny one ;— 
Lost from the minute I felt on my toe 
Something I fancied a wart, and a tiny one, 
Mildly but firmly beginning to grow. 
Never again shall I feel the tranquillity 
Born of a foot and a conscience at ease :— 
Never again don a boot with facility, 
Free from a sigh anda cry and a squeeze. 


Some of my friends say I ought to put oil on it: 
Others that vinegar acts as a cure. 

Vainly I’ve wasted my time and my toil on it;— 
Still I continue to grin and endure. 

No ;—in this worst of all possible maladies 
Vinegar heals not, and oil is at faulf. 

Shall I at last have it drest as a salad is, 
Adding the condiments pepper and salt ? 


Daily and nightly my merciless visitor 
Fills me with fury, and robs me of rest. 
Never in Spain did the sternest Inquisitor 
Frame such a torture as harrows this breast. 
Oft, as I limp on my day’s weary wanderings, 
One of those little red-uniformed brutes 
Puts to a stop my poetical ponderings © 
By the suggestion of “‘ Polish yer boots ? ”’ 


MUNIFICENCE. 


FTER the magni- 

bats ficent example 
yA WIT ~ of liberality and 
- public spirit set 

a by Mr. Albert 
Grant (we hear 
we 7 that he is forth- 
Y=_ | with to be 






= rn ' 

t Sul 
lp fj | created Earl of 
iy * Leicester, by 





special arrange- 
ment with the 
present holder 
of the title, who 
will get a step 
in the Peerage 
as Marquis of 
Cokescuttle) se- 
veral noble and 
wealthy person- 
ages are, it is re- 
ported, about to 
make gifts of a 
most sumptuous 
nature to the 


on ew 


—— —_—- people of London 

ae oe OS eee So —always with a 
——————— em eee view towards 
Eee beautifying the 

n metropolis, and 


never with the slightest desire to blow their own trumpet. 

~ Mr. J. L. Poole intends to take Seven Dials in hand at once. It 
may not be generally known that the house at the left hand corner of 
Great St. Andrew Street was the Birthplace of Podgers. Podgers’s 
_ birthplace will be entirely rebuilt and decorated in the Renaissance 
style, at the sole expense of Mr. Toole, who, having purchased seventy- 
two undivided fourteenths of the freehold property of the Dials, is 
Eothene to go anywhere and do anything, including his well-known 
tions of eminent actors. At the corner of each of the seven 
thoroughfares will be a dial of pure gold, jewelled in twenty-four 
holes, with compensation balance, bottle-jack movement, eccentric 
chuck, pretro!eum escapement, and hair triggers, manufacture 
Kpressly for Mr. Toole by Mr. J. W. Benson, who will “ oblige”’ 
@song. Above the Dials will be seven pedestals, surmounted 
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respectively by the statues of Mr. John Hollingshead, Mr. Robert 
Soutar, Herr Meyer Lutz, Mr. Lionel Brough, Mr. ‘Talbot Smith, 
Miss Constance Loseby, and Miss Nelly Farren. In the centre will 
be an ornamental ice-cream fountain, with a statue of Mr. J. L. Toole 
himself. The pedestal will bear on its face the inscription, ‘ C/o 
supinas si ‘Tooleus manvs.” On the back will be engraved the well 
known observation of Ammianus Marcellinus, “ Still I am not happy.” 
The execution of these statues has been entrusted to seven eminent 
carvers attached to the ateliers of Messrs. Spiers and Pond. 

P.S. At the last moment we hear that the ice-cream fountain is to 
be upheaved by a hundred-horse-power engine, devoted to the pre- 
paration of baked potatoes. Mr. Toole is to be made a baronet, with 
the title of Sir J. L. Toole, of Tatir Khan :—who says he can’t ? 

The New Cut is to have a pro-cathedral built in its midst. The 
edifice will be surrounded bya cry, “ Old Close.” For this we shall 
have to thank the celebrated Hebrew millionaire, Sir Sheeny Three- 
hats, Bart., of Brobdingnag Gardens and Cloth Fair. 

The Haymarket (including Panton Street) is to be entirely purified, 
swept, garnished, and provided with eight evangelical chapels, a room 
for missions and mothers’ meefings, a convalescent home, two Deal- 
Board Schools, and a moral tripe shop, ati he cost and charges of the 
ghost of the late Duke of Brimstonswick. 

Cow Cross is to rise like a phoenix from its ashes. A national 
vaccine establishment will be erected in th i:long-neglected neigh- 
bourhood, at the expense of an anonymous benefactor, who merely 
wishes to be known under the sobriquet of “ A Taker of Methusaleh’s 
Pills from the first.’’ 

There have also been forwarded to us by a number of modest 
philanthropists, whose delight is to “‘ Do good by stealth, and blush to 
find it fame,” several packets of valuable securities, including cheques 
on the (late) British Bank and the Bank of Deposit, and full paidtip 
shares in Overend Gurney (unlimited) and the Albert and European 
Assurance Companies, together with paper currency to the amount of 
1,370,000 dollars of the Confederated States of America. The donors 
wish their gifts to be applied towards covering the dome of St. Paul’s 
with tinfoil, painting Temple Bar pea-green, erecting a statue of Guy 
Fawkes in Parliament Street, building a music-hall in Millbank 
Prison, establishing a fund for enabling Aldgate Pump to run Red 
Heart Rum for ever (Sundays excepted), and washing the Lions in 
Trafalgar Square in honour of the approaching return to England of 
Mr. Bradlaugh. 





EX-Q@.C. MOI 
Untvucky counsel deem it very hard, 
Whether in stuff or silk, to be disbarr’d. 
The potent bigwig easily enough 
Clears from its Inn of Court mere “ outer”’ stuff— 
But when to “ inner” silk it home refuses, 
The matter ends by making but ex-Q.C.’s! 


A Story with a Moral. 


CoLonEL STILWELL, striving against Mr. John E. Corwin for the 
*‘ social leadership’ of Anderson, Indiana, found himself a bankrupt, 
and under an indicment for felony. So he took his revolver, and 
went to shoot his successful rival. But Mr. Corwin seized his arm, 
and made him turn his pistol against his own head and blow out his 
own brains. The New York Times thinks that ‘ the story carries with 
it a very obvious moral.” The moral is twofold. 1. “ Social leader- 
ship’? in Indiana may be aimed at in various ways. 2. If you want 
to shoot a very strong man it is best not to go too near him. 


Worsted. 

In his address to the Electors of the City of London, Alderman 
Cotton—a member of the School Board—observed dpropos of the 
Income Tax :— 

This was imposed by Sir Robert Peel purely and simply as a war tax, but which 
has since been maintained. 

Must not Mr. Cotton’s ideas of grammar have gone wool-gathering> 
when he “ but ’’ted at the tax in that way ? 


But me no but-er! 
We really wonder how any respectable paper can take the money 
of this deluded advertiser :— 

WAN TED, a regular supply of AYLESBURY BUTTER, to be delivered twice a 
week in London.—A 88, With price and full particulars, to R. A., etc. 
After the late speech of the Leader of the Opposition, delivered at 
Aylesbury, the obvious course for R. A. to pursue is to “ address with 

price and full particulars to B. D., Hughenden Manor.” 


— ———— 


Errects or THE Battot.—Less blackguards—more placards. 
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A SKETCH. 


Miss Janz Detarne, I should explain, 
Was most pre usly vain ; 

And, what did not this moral blot 
Abate, she was a damaged lot. 


Her snout, without a decent doubt, 
Had broken been, and banged about. 
Awry she'd hold one eye asky, 

The other to the ground apply. 


All bare of hair, with fitful glare 

Her head gleamed with a radiance rare ; 
By day, with beamy ray ’twould play 
On objects half-a-league away, 







But shone when thrown upon its own 
Resources best; when day had grown 
To t, if not so bright, its light 
More luridly surprised the sight. 

The sin of gin, from brow to chin, 
Had dyed her sanguinary skin ; 

With red ’twas underspread ; instead 
Of blooming in the cheeks—it bled ! 


Much more the store of charms galore 
This trollop had, I might explore, 










But hold! My pen's too bold—-I’m told 
The lady had a mine of gold! 







I pray I may not have to sa 

I ever slandered woman. Nay, 
Some grace in ev'ry face I trace— 
Miss Jenny’s was a striking case. 
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FOR AND AGAINST. 


First Speaker :—“ Tose CoNsERVATIVES SEEM TO BE GAINING THE LARGER NUMBER OF MEN.” 
Second Ditto :—* Tue LIBERALS HAVE THE LARGER MEASURES.”’ 
Third Ditto :—“ Tue CoNSERVATIVES ARE GETTING A SURPLUS OF VOTES.” 
Fourth Ditto :—‘“‘Tur LipERALS HAVE THEIR SURPLUS IN MONEY.” 
First Ditto :—“ Tue CoNsERVATIV88 ARE LIKELY TO WIN THE DAY THIS TIME.” 
Second Ditto :—“ To LosB IT AGAIN THE NEXT.” 


But where ’twas fair I can’t declare, 
I think it had a certain air— 
Connected with, I recollect, 

A sort of general effect. 





Oa the Boil. 
A Nortuern firm thus advertises in the Telegraph :— 


A PRACTICAL MANAGER WANTED for a sugar refinery in Greenock. 
Will have a boiler under him. Must be a man of education, and experienced 
either in sugar refining or chemical manufacturing. Salary £600 at first, etc. 

We really do not think the salary is sufficient for a man, who is to 
pass through life sitting over a boiler in momentary expectation of an 


explosion. Few people nowadays care to have a statue—still fewer 
are ambitious for a bust! 


A Suspicious Bundle. 


1'Srr Cuartes Dirxe at last announces that he is not a Republicaz 
He might have said this with better grace on any other occasion than 
the eve of a general election. It can’t have taken him all this time to 
make up his mind—if we are any judge of the size of a parcel. 


Dissolved. 


Mrs. Pratamop, on hearing that there was a dissolution, and that 
the Government was going to the country, blessed her stars she lived 
in London, for she should never have been able to let her grand- 
daughters go out-of-doors with a lot of dissolute members of 
Parliament rampaging about. 





Preasine Task ror “ ConstiTuTIONAL’’ CANDIDATES.—To win—in 
a walk. 
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VALENTINES FOR THE MILLION. 


1. A fewspecially selected for the Gold Coast. 2. The Latest from Ashantee. 4. A Valentine of the past. ’ 
3. There was a young lady, between me and you, 5.A Valentine of the present. (It is the custom to make little presents in 
Who had so many Valentines she didn’t know what to do: Valentines ; here’s a suggestion; Usefulas well as ornamental). _ 
So she took some, and left some without being read— 6. Fragment representing ‘ Les belles lettres.’” It will be noticed the lady 
Absurd ! She couldn’t carry them all in her head. is quite alone; quite tesselate, in fact. 
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ay LE you jock in S52 mp, you ll discover me. 
18 7. He cocked its Eat with a martial ar, 


4nd drew his swort, and began to swear. 

4nd made use of 2 phrase that was wont to iemot 

4 solemn intention of cutting 2 throat. 
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Mi —Mach ebitged fer the catting. J 
C. (Ipswich )—Searcely of importance enough for that ‘ 
Deciined wich Tharks- —4, Pest Office: EF. Basher Heath; Jack 
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2. Narwand; W. Ne a-Tyne; Q@ BR J. C. Aylesford; E 


af 
¥ 


” Septtae = F. Liverpool; Aa OL} Walrus ; P. G.; R Seuthampter ;: T 
GW. E. Sew Yori: —, Medical Cfab : C., Wharfdale-strees;: 
, - Voter; %W. Islington : Income Taxidermist; F. C.: 
;P. N., Walworth-read; Poor Polly; Finsburian ; G.. Haekney: Ons 
; Biue Peter; X Y¥_ Z ; PF. Camberwell; io Neweastle-on-Tyne; 
- B: Winchester: P- z Coralili; F. N., Tiverton ; —. Peter- 


mg Pi 


> 


92 







| FOR BREAKFAST. 


| CHOCOLAL FOR LUNCHEON. 


nen nrc =e 
Printed Sy JUDD & CO, Phents Works, St. Audrey's Hill, Desters’ Commons, and Publisbed (fer the Proprietor) st 3), Fleet Street, BE. C.—Loendon, February 14. 157! 





Sree ee ee eee 

















e 
Pree 


—_—_——— 


ewrcary 21, 1874.] 


TT VERT 


Hh 
| a Hen | 
RD Wh 
AEH L A ii 
| Hl aH } 


. 


SN 
NX 
SNQe 


SN 


." 
WS : 
OKC > 
~ “~*~ bate = a 


_ 
NS 
ae ~ 
She ~~ “I ~ 
Oo | 


OI VW SSS 
~ ™~ 
SS 
S \ 


QQGQ@Ee 
ASS 
NS 


p> 
SSS 


~ 


~ 
SRE 
SX = 


a 





ern 
SOS \ 
SS > > 


SSS oe 
Sts ~— 


oe 
A 
eS 


Pa 


HI {! 
i NWI 





THAT’S IT. 
Waiter, to Old Gent at Restaurant :—‘* TAKE ANY PASTRY, Sir?” | 


Old Gent, to Waiter :—“ Yes, BRING ME A PANCAKE; WILL IT BE LONG?” 
Waiter, to Old Gent :-—“ No, Str, rounp!”’ 








MATRIMONIAL. 


We have always had an admiration for the writers in the London 
Journal, who as a rule guarantee a duke, two earls, and a few barons 
per column, with peeresses to match, in their stories; but we fancy they 
must feel beaten at their own game by the writer of the following 
who contributes to the back page his desires for a suitable partner. May 
| he secure her, and when she is secured, may they be happy! 

L. 8. W., twenty-one, dark, and considered handsome, lithe fh fgune, of the 
medium height, and of a good family, would like to receive the carte de visite of a 
young lady, a blond preterred. He is shortly going abroad, probably to Mexico, 
| or some of the republics adjacent, where he intends to make a name and fortune. 
He is very ambitious. and intends joining an army where there is active service. 
He wants a wife who would encourage his plans and undertakings. One who 
would share with him the toils of a camp life, or who would rule in Courts. One 
who would receive homage from the savage tribes of Northern and Central 
America, or would maintain her husband’s position as an officer and gentleman of 
honour both at home and at Court. He is of a very loving disposition, though rather 
; hasty, and to a lady who would do as he wished he would be an affectionate, 
loving husband, companion, and protector. 


We are not prepared to say anything about the camp life, but can re- 
commend the advertiser a young lady who has by sheer force of 
superior ability long ruled in Courts—those between Gray’s-inn-lane 
and Hatton Garden,—on the savage tribes of which we are prepared to 
bet against any in North or South America. She'll want washing; 
but what is dirt to a “‘ loving disposition ”’ ? 


> 





“0, Russ, Quando ?” 


We learn from the TZimes’ account of the Duke of Edinburgh's 
wedding that :— 





As soon as the i ceremony was over the Emperor, according to the 
time-honoured custom of his dynasty, announced the auspicious event to the 
inhabitants of Moscow by special telegram. 


We should be glad to learn how long telegraphy has been “ time- 
honoured”’ in Russia. It is considered rather a modern invention 


here 


VOL. XIX. 




























' RH, ts) ult a . 
iM Ht i y Se eS 
: ss - = | 

| 


—— 





5 = . . 
_ a 
itl A cr li 








<p 











— 





AY sf 

\\IV Wet han | 
AY 
+4) \\ " 
i) \ 












st 
4s 


A 
i 
'e 





‘ 






THAT EVENING BELL. | 


I pray you stop that doleful bell, 
With its eternal tingling :— 
Why should it pierce my ears to tell 
That Prigg and Smugg are mingling 
With that blest flock, which meekly sits 
Under the Reverend Soberwitz ? 


Obscurely let them nod or snore, 
Or listen to the preaching ; 
To-morrow they’ll return once more 
To trade and overreaching, 
And then no noisy bell proclaims 
Their sanctity and moral aims. 


| So best—for if the bell conveyed 

The news of every trick of trading, | 
| 

| 

| 

| 





| 
' 
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SS 


Its tinkle would be simply made 
Eternal, aye, and all-prevading— 
We hear less of it, while it’s dinning 
When they are saints, not when they’re sinning. 


Bung on British. 


Mr. Coorg, fellow-candidate of Lord Hamilton, in the Conservative 
coalition of peer and beer, considered it the gentlemanly thing to 
taunt an opposing candidate, Mr. Lehmann, as— 


A foreigner who could not be supposed to have a perfect knowledge of the 
English language. 





sesh 


| Mr. Coope has “ gone round for orders” to several constituencies, and 
| has been frequently on tap as an orator, and should have reflected that 
'if a foreigner cannot be supposed to have a perfect knowledge of 
English, a British-born brewer should remember that Ais language 
| should be correct, and make sure that some of his sentences have not 
| been a little “ turned”’ by recent atmospheric disturbances. 







H 











~ 
en 


—~ 
* 
== 
St 
aw 


ER ae RR SRN 
~~ “eh iggpe: 
3 Pe vena Pre 
Y 7 3 ae 
-~ < - o - 
: - x ’ 
£3 — o 
: r 3 tees See 
<> — ~ tée >> -- <a —< 
ore - me me 


“ ; i} : | a 
11g | wh 
; yi A | 
Hn 
| } We ft 
i | 


Sa 


ry “i al | i 
ae, || TO 


li 2 





; ’ < 
Hoge 1 i 8 
e+ ia" a) i ae 
tt aes fd : 
‘s hdl 7 Lie 
mad | 
ei ri 
Lie 
eh a 
ae 
sie: 
ye T 
Pil ;} 
TT 
bie 
' 1b 
‘ we 
te 
Vel * 
ih 1M 
aie 
i) 
i 
ae 
ie) 
1 te ie 
at ret 
ee hie 
of 


: - —_—, 
—_— 
a — 
_—_—— => ——, 


WRITE YOU ARE! 


Harry . —“ Wet, JAck; wHAt’d your VAGiortine > 
Jack : — On, NOTHING ; ONLY A LETTER.’ 
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| THE VALENTINE DOUBLE ACROSTIC, 
| No. 369. 


Tue Fourteenth, Feb. Year, Seventy Four ! 
Here’s Valentine come round once more : — 
| But he who should our bosoms stir, 
Wrapt to the nose in costly fur, 
| And shod with skates, still idly lingers, 
Where frosts attack his nimble fingers, 
And blunt his dart, until, I ween, 
| It’s point’s an icicle so keen. 


1. The Calendar for Seventy Three 
No longer serves for you and me :— 
Behind the fire just now I threw one, 
Intending to begin a new one. 


2. It is well that we should weep 
O’er the solemn ocean-grave, 
While the Northern breezes sweep, 
Where they lie beneath the wave, 
Who bade our flag’ victoriously fly ; 
But remember all the same, 
That like him whom I would name, 
They won a spotless fame, 
Ne’er to die! 


3. My Juliana bought a dress, 
But what it was I sogie not guess— : 
Not poplin, satin, silk; merino, e 
Nor—but how can a chap like me know ? 


4. Near the Celebes, 
In the Banda seas, 
In an island, whose namé begins with B, 
If you look in the map, you'll discover me. 


5. He cocked his hat with a martial air, 
And drew his sword, and began to swear, 
nd made use of a phrase that was wont to denote 
A solemn intention of cutting a throat. 


SoivutTi0on oF Acrostic, No. 357.— Weather too Mild: | 
art, Erato, Argo, Team, Houri, Easel, Reed. 


oRRECT SoLuTions OF Acrostic No. 357, received 4th Feb. :— 
fa ae and Ti; Scarr. Wheel; X. Q.; Ozone; Pussy- 







natsmeeo 8. W.; .Pipekop’s Pupils ; Making Lanterns ; 
Roack a: 7 haa . per Sebastian; Love; 17; Jenny Jones; | 
Your Own James; Winkle; Row; Yerrip : D. E. H.; 


Nolo ; Osiris ; Cliff ; . Amazon; Ruby’s Ghost ; Susie M. | 2 
4! ames ; Ginx’ 8 Baby; F. 8.; Biddy and Potter ; Pantile ; " 
aad Peggotty ;’ Ardmore ; Bruin; Brice ; 
An old Dove; Hoptop ; Turk; Siderspolites : : 


Strah ; aGyp ; 
jeabeej WP int; H, 
és t. J.H.; B.O.H. 


Austwers to Correspondents, 





f We cannot return unaccepted MSS, or Sketches, ss they are aecom- 
panide Bay ee and directed envelope, and we pat hotd ourselves 
DovuntFuL.--To “wilt” means to “ wither,” but we fiticy it is pure } 
ow. 
et (Newbold-itrect )—Envelope not stamped, and therefore— 


8. Grecia ott anks. 

* —Much obliged for the cutting. 

©. (Ipswich.)—Secarcely of importance enough for that. 

Declined with Thanks:—A., Post Office; K., Bushey Heath; Jack; 
P., Waterford ; T. D., Liver ol ; H. B. , Norwood ; L, Brighton; S. M. B.; 
P., Norwood ; W., Neweas e-on- Tyne; Q, R. 2 C.,, Aylesford ; E. K, 
Sutton ; pe Liverpool ¢ An Old Walrus; P.G.; R., Southampton ; Tim: 
GW. K., New York ; —, Medical Club ; G.. Wharfdale-street; J. P., 
Oxford; Voter; T. W,, Islington ; Income Taxidermist; F. C.; W., 
e >P. N., Walworth-road; Poor Polly ; Finsburian ; G., Hackney; One 
; Blue Peter ; X. Y. %.3 ;F., Camberwell; >’; Newcastle-on- -Tyne; 
: A; Winchester ; P A, Cornhill ; 






F. N,, Tiverton ; —, Peter- 


MENIER. 
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THAT’S IT. 


Waiter, to Old Gent at Restaurant :—‘* TAKE ANY PASTRY, SiR! 


"© 99 
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Old Gent, to Waiter :—“ YES, BRING ME A PANCAKE; WILL IT BE LONG?” 
Waiter, to Old Gent :—“ No, Str, Rounp!”’ 
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MATRIMONIAL. 


We have always had an admiration for the writers in the London 
Journal, who as a rule guarantee a duke, two earls, and a few barons 
per column, with peeresses to match, in their stories ; but we fancy they 
must feel beaten at their own game by the writer of the following 
who contributes to the back page his desires for a suitable partner. May 
he secure her, and when she is secured, may they be happy ! 

L. 8. W., twenty-one, dark, and considered handsome, lithe fh figure, of the 
medium height, and of a good family, would like to receive the carte de visite of a 
young lady, a blond preierred. He is shortly going abroad, probably to Mexico, 
or some of the republics adjacent, where he intends to make a name and fortune. 
He is very ambitious. and intends sOMmnG, oft army where there is active service. 
He wants a wife who would encourage his plans and undertakings. One who 
would share with him the toils of a camp life, or who would rule in Courts. One 
who would receive homage from the savage tribes of Northern and Central 
America, or would maintain her husband’s position as an officer and gentleman of 

both at home andat Court. He is of a very loving disposition, though rather 
hasty, and fo a lady who would do as he wished he would be an affectionate, 
loving husband, companion, and protector. 
We are not prepared to say anything about the camp life, but can re- 
commend the advertiser a young lady who has by sheer force of 
superior ability long ruled in Courts—those between Gray’s-inn-lane 
and Hatton Garden,—on the savage tribes of which we are prepared to 
bet against any in North or South America. She'll want washing; 


but what is dirt to a “ loving disposition ”’ ? 


+. 





“0, Russ, Quando ? ’—— 
We learn from the Times’ account of the Duke of Edinburgh's 
wedding that :— 


As soon as the i ceremony was over the Emperor, according to the 


time-honoured custom of his dynasty, announced the auspicious event to the | 


inhabitants of Moscow by special telegram. 
We should be glad to learn how long telegraphy has been “ time- 
honoured”’ in Russia. It is considered rather a modern invention 


here. 


xIx. 





vo tL. 


THAT EVENING BELL. 


I pray you stop that doleful bell, 
With its eternal tingling :— 
Why should it pierce my ears to tell 
That Prigg and Smugg are mingling 
With that blest flock, which meekly sits 
Under the Reverend Soberwitz ? 


Obscurely let them nod or snore, 
Or listen to the preaching ; 
To-morrow they’ll return once more 
To trade and overreaching, 
| And then no noisy bell proclaims 
Their sanctity and moral aims. 


So best—for if the bell conveyed 
The news of every trick of trading, 
| Its tinkle would be simply made 
Eternal, aye, and all-prevading— 
We hear less of it, while it’s dinning 
| When they are saints, not when they’re sinning. 














Bung on British. 


| ; 
| Mr. Coorg, fellow-candidate of Lord Hamilton, in the Conservative 
coalition of peer and beer, considered it the gentlemanly thing to 
taunt an opposing candidate, Mr. Lehmann, as— 
2 semanas whe could not be supposed to have a perfect knowledge of the 





i 


| Mr. Coope has “ gone round for orders” to several constituencies, and 
| has been frequently on tap as an orator, and should have reflected that 
if a foreigner cannot be supposed to have a perfect knowledge of 
| English, a British-born brewer should remember that Ais language 
| should be correct, and make sure that some of his sentences have not 
| been a little “ turmed”’ by recent atmospheric disturbances. 
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Bailey briefs. We 





issued by Mr. Howard. 


—— ee —— —__ 


| Instructions as to Polling by Ballot. 
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not. This is an 
Old Bailey, briefs to ‘its inventor. 























FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Feb. 18, 1874. 


WANTED. 
(A Joun Parry-pby.) 


Wantep, a Policy. Not too decided, — 

With several loopholes discreetly provided ; 

Colour no consequence, so that “twill do 

To dye well with Judson’s political Blue. 
Wanted a Policy—a Policy wanted, 
Oh, very particularly wanted ! 


Wanted a Policy. One that will stretch, 

To satisfy statesmen, who carry and fetch, 

Provided with plenty of logical trash 

As excuses for spending the national cash. 
Wanted a Policy—a Policy wanted, 
Oh, very particularly wanted ! 


Wanted a Policy. One that declares 

For prompt interference in foreign affairs, 

And certain to get us erelong into trouble, 

And run up the Income Tax charges to double. 
Wanted a Policy—a Policy wanted, 
Oh, 'very particularly wanted ! 


Wanted a Policy. Just to proclaim ; 
And no tion asked from what quarter it came, 
Obtain the Radicals, filched from the Whigs, 
Or just—“in' the name of the Prophet Ben—figs!” 
Wanted a Policy—a Policy wanted, 
Oh, very particularly wanted! 
Wanted a Policy. Liberal price 
For one that is handy, convenient, and nice ; 
Not wanted to Jast, but to make a good show. 
Apply (stating terms) to B. Dizzy and Co. 
Wanted a Policy—a Policy wanted, 
Oli, so very particularly wanted! 


——-o-—-—_— 


We, in conjunction probab'y with a good many other people, know 
nothing about Mr. Morgan Howard beyond the fact that his name was 
prominently posted on transpontine public-houses, to -which, it is 
therefore presumable, his opinions and his oratory appear suitable. 
However, a reference to his address, dated from the Temple, indicates 
his connection with the Bar proper, as distinguished from that of his 
supporters. To judge from one instance of his 
should say he would command a successful practice at the Central 
Criminal Court, supposing that Mr. Douglas Straight, jilted by 
faithless Shrewsbury, does not come back to 
ve been favoured with the inspection of a ticket 


Please fill up your paper as follows : 








McaARTHUR | 


A few other hints of a pout character follow. Now, to the 
intelligent and educated this card is 
an impertinence. But to the uneducated voters—and thanks to the 
headlong vehemence with which the Tories would fain leave the 
i uestion alone, they are many—the “please fill up your 
allows” ‘will appear as a ‘mere formal @ivection, to be 
whether they mean to vote for Howard or 
stroke of policy, which should at least bring 





a 


ON THE LATE ELECTION. 
By a Lacensep Wir. 
Don'r be surprised that Beer and Gin 
Have brought so many Members in :-— 
They are, it should be understood, 
Elected for “ the public's” good. 





Redeeming Feature. 





oe the greater the * good 





Mr. Disrazri's Poricy.—A policy of assurance. 





itical tactics we 


all the Old 


simply an insult and 
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LITTLE LARRY. 


Ever and ever so many years ago there was a little boy. You wil] 
naturally assume that, at about the same time, there were many other 
little boys; but it appears not. There had been a sharp frost some 
few winters before, andit had killed them all off. When man cometh 
up as a flower he takes his chance with the other flowers, and in a 
severe winter the. chance isagainst him. Still, as the frost in question 
had occured several years before the time of which I speak, it might 
very reasonably be supposed that other little boys had sprung up in 
the interval, but they had not. I suspect they were waiting to see 
how the weather would turn out. 

So it happened that little Larry had noone to help him play—to 
aid and abet him in tracking-in mud on the parlour carpet; to hand him 
down the gallipots of jam; to hold the cat while he rubbed soap into 
her eyes; to hammer the furniture while he smashed the glassware— 
to make existence less burdensome generally ; to pass the time. True, 
in all these various interests he might have compelled the agsistance of 
the little girls; but, aside from his aversion to enforced labor, there 
were no little girls in the world. They had all gone away—some to 
Brittany for false hair, others to Golconda for diamonds, the rest to 
Siberia for furs, to Ashantee for husbands, and to Bath for ennw/. 

One day in his loneliness Larry went out into the kitchen garden, 
and lying down on the leaf of a pumpkin-vine fell into dejected 
meditation on the vanity of human life. In about five minutes he 
had exhausted the subject and went to sleep. As he lay there, 
unconscious, a malicious old man, like Augspur's Fidus Achates, passed 
that way, and happening to remember the eye he had lost in one of 
Larry’s games of tip-cat, took a large forkfull of rich compost, and 
spread it a fiendish copiousness about the root of ~~ — —: 
immediately growing with surprising rapidity. ary 
woke, he was gliding unfamiliar scenes, past marvel): us 
towns, and across une rivers. And he hadn’t any ticket! 





‘His first impulse was or off, but he reflected that if he dic he 
be 


would break both legs, arrested; to keep him from bringing an 
action against the company. Then he sought the bell-cord, and not 
finding it, put his head over the edge of the speeding leaf, and shouted 
fer the guard ; but that official did not seem to be about. So he went 
to sleep again. 

Presently there was an awful crash ; the vine he was on had come 


‘into collision with a mineral vine, on a level crossing. Larry rose 


into the sky. How long he continued to rise he never knew. Ue 
had no means of numbering the days, for it was always high noc». 
He could see the earth spinning beneath, but so rapidly that he cou 1 
detect no marks on its surface ; and at last it was altogether out ot 
sight, or seen only as a shining point. Finding himself booked for so 
long a journey, Larry began to fear he had been killed in the collision, 
and felt very bad. about it ; but the direction in which he was travelling 
gave him some comfort, at any rate. He reasoned very wisely for 
one of his years—that death was a bad in, but an upward 
tendency afterward was making the best of it; and he never for a 
moment doubted that he should soon arrive at a place where there 
were square leagues of parlour carpet—real Axminster— contiguous to 
whole continents of ive mud; countless gallipots of jam con- 
veniently arranged on accessible shelves; myriads of wide-eyed cats, 
and oceans of correlative soap; costly furniture of mirror-like polish, 
with hammers for its abrasion ; stacks and stacks of fragile glassware 
poised critically upon boards that could be tilted with a breath—every- 
thing that the disembodied soul of a good little boy could require for 
its eternal felicity! Enchanted with the prospect, ae eee to 
rather hope he was dead, when suddenly it began to thunder, and 
fearing there might be a rainstorm, he ran under the branches of a 
tree for shelter. 


Very soon the storm burst upon him in all its fury, and some of the 
fury belonging properly to other storms. The thunder roared,; that 
is, you know, the ing wasthe thunder. As to lightning, I can’t do 
justice to the subject: it lightened everywhere and all the time; and 
there was a lot of reserve lightning that could'nt get the ghost of a 
chance te display ‘its quality, but made allowance for this. He 
was a liberal youth. It rained cate and dogs; he had no soap for the 
eyes of the cats, and the dogs bit him no end. 

_ All at-onee the thunder, having nothing more to say, shut up ; the 
lightning went away to bother the telegraph operators; the dogs ate 
the cats, and scampered off to look for tin pans to tie to their own tails, 
and all was silent as the grave. Nota hush disturbed the profound 
stillness. It was growing dark, too. 

Then Larry heard the tramp of t feet, and a giant as high as 
the spire of a church passed by, looking neither to the right nor the 
left, but saying, with meas solemnity : 

This is the way.to London town, 
T'll go to the city and pull it all down ! 

Next there passed a wrinkled old witch riding on a broomstick in 
the same direction, and chanting. 

This is the way to London town, 
Pll carry St. Paul’s off under my gown! 
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Then came a ae hee no oe aon a top-boot and covered | The Nation and the Voter. 
with hair from a iv ei Ne sf | Intevanm eloquent leader the Globe expresses a desire to know “‘ what 
s is the way Londo ’ | Shall Gestite future of the grand inheritance handed on to us by our 
’ "palac | 
Pl burn upeay ae eee ees | fathiers?"—by which it means either the British Empire, or a-vote, or 


Next,'and last, came a beautiful fairy, clad all in spangles from head | | something of that sort. It then asks several p: rti—yes; pertinent, not 
to foot, smging,— impertinent —questions about “ breaking traditions,’ and “rushing 
This is the way to» London town, | into unknown regions” and “yielding tangible results,’ and‘: keeping 


Pil visit ae em all brown | om lites” and one or two other similar matters of importance. it 
«“ Well, bless: my eyes: ’’ said: little Larry, when all had passed on | next-mercifully adds ‘“‘ we do not require to answer the questions ; ” 
their several errands; “ theresare more disreputable tramps using this | and we're quite sure we don’t, only in:that case why were they asked ? 
road than I ever saw iniallimy life! and I'l! bet my bottem penny | Why.t' In order to lead up to: this: new, unexpected; and: thrilling 


they are all in: receipt offoutéddorrelief. Such malicious vagabonds | diseoveryy,with which the arthdity exhausted, winds-up— 

are the natural product) astheyare the lasting reproach, of a system | Tie British-voter knows his own interests; and, traly interpreted, they coincide 

of charity inadequate ressurce-and ‘vicious i in organisation; a system | #*\allpeints:with those of the nation. 

whieh by’ a. species offlegali robtery: wrenches: from the thrifty the | We» waitianwiously for a leader to prove that the nation knows. its 

money which it Sa tite: improvident; which receives:| owndinterestéy, and that, truly interpreted, they; coincide at all. peints 

without gratitude, ‘discrimination ; thus, on theomes| (6xcept'perhaps»beer) withtthose of the voter: 

hand, repressing ther sentiment: dtgnfioemnte encourage, and, om thie: 

other, stimulates:to diseomtentithe:misery it’cannot rem ve. It begets: » iV 

poverty, but: murders: bemevolémee—destroys the forbearance of thie iD: Home” Rule. 

virtuous, while propagating: the vices of the unférbearing. Undér-this:;| Ai: Iiisli. paper has been sent us containing: the address of Mr. 
:| MiKiemmactocthieelectors.of Youghal. It commences thus— 


system the means of relief are no longer bestewediwith ‘alacrity-; ; they: 
{sath ene Sop on the eve of Dissolation, I again respectfully seek your 
sufffages;and the honour of representing you in Parliament. 






are surrendered with complaint ; > one are: not.reseived with humility, 


ma woolish thie tio * continued: little L h 

* Abolis tds) peraboious eyetanr ittle Larry, with a} Witla: wevadimime the spirit of a. mam, who, while. in extremis; is 
fine flourish of his:right hand’ abolish tii wemat ure system which}, ’ tor, content ane halen, oa scaellian teat wen —— think Hie 
having survived all charitable motives; titeelf an object of charity‘, ghost offmchance. The Irish like spectres.as little as they do 
—revert. to that* which is indicat bye the undisciplined and’) 


Tipe — have a leaning: towards: spirits itis to their 





spontaneous, the» whimisical but’ * impulses of the: indi- 
vidual heart, and: you may bid ‘nimi ‘farewell to all such 
abnormal mnuisanees as barbarous gisute.amgnlar witches, idiotic Cine abhiovs oC 1 
dwarfs, and abominable fairies! ”’ 


With all possible-deference to Larry'*s: judgment, I suspect, however. Tore»winnem speakers are reminded that:what they may think an 
that the Poor Laws have very little: tie dn with the existence and | exhaustive speech only reveals an empty headi 
maintenance of these wretches: It seems tovmesthat if their vanity 
were not so constautly gratified: wy the notice: they receive in literature, 
they would: naturally wish: to: die* ont;,,amd woulf: find some way to 
do it. 


Theatre Royal—St. Stepiten’s. 
Tue “ ordcr’’ system is abolished ;—great scramble forseats. 





LINES 
WRITTEN on THE 1477 


The-writer of these mournful lines 
Used to have lots of Valentines 
When he was young and life was new, 
| At present he is forty-two. 


as oe: 
- ALOF fo} 


And Cupid has become unkind; 
He’s growing grey, he’s growing bald, 
And so the postman has not called. 


Ah, fickle womankind—what’s that ? 
It sounded like the post's rat-tat, 

A Valentine! 0 felix peetus— 

No, hang it! Only a prospectus. 


| He’s growing old and deaf and blind, 





————_ a 


A “Fly” Highlander. 


Says the Echo, @ propos of Mr. Lowe’s 
last speech :— 
No doubt it will be said that the mirth of Mr. 
Lowe is the mirth of one who is, as the Scotch 
' Highlanders put it, “ fiy’’—demented with the 
unseasonable, unwholesome joy which precedes 
and portends destruction. 
So far as we know, the term “ fly”’ is not 
used by Highlanders outside the 
boundaries of Whitechapel. Whether it 
is used there, and, if so, what is its 
meaning, the Echo probably knows better 
than we do. 





King Koffee again. 
Oor “little war’’ has been turned te 


SAVING. good account on the political platform— 
Five Year Old:—“I say, Pa, YOU NEED NOT PAY A LOT OF MONBY FOR ME TO LEARN another instance of the growing influence 
THE Prano?”’ a of the war-king man. 


Pater :-—“ Wuy NOT, MY Boy?” 
* Five Year Old :—“‘ Because ALL YOU HAVE GOT TO DO IS TO PUT A HANDLE TO-IT;, THEN 
I cAN PLA¥ ALL DAY LONG, LIKE THE MEN IN THE STREET.” 


(Cung-)Roorep Aversion. — Wishing 
the dice-box in its last throes. 
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ATROCIOUS LIBERTY TAKEN WITH A GENTLEMAN IN THE NEIGHBOURHOOD OF BELGRAVE SQuARE. 





> — aE 7 See eae 





i 
OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. | Mutato Nomine. 
Dizzy returns to the House with a large maginbecrority. His | Mr. Jonzs assured the magistrates that Mr. Brown had entertained 
’ peer wl be to keep quiet, while his supporters keep stills. — | serious intention of shooting Mr. Robinson through the head, and 
Garibaldi telegraphs his sympathy with Germany. Fought against ita | had bought a pistol for that purpose. Mr. Green proved that Mr. 
few years ago. Ought to be extinguished with his own night-Caprera. | Brown had never had a pistol, and never had any intention of shoot- 
= Deaths of 1 distinguished men. Mors not Januar, but Februar, | ing Mr. Robinson. Thereupon Mr. Jones said that all he could say 
vite. = Spain divided between the Republican’t and Carlistless | was that Robinson was under that impression. 
parties, == President McMahon shows a disposition to play his own | The moral of this fable is that Mr. Disraeli wae far too honourable 
trump. Well, it’s no use leading up to the Kin, = Satwrday Review | to make the ungrounded assertion that the Liberal Government meant 
ives an article on “ men of one idea.” We were deluded into buying | to recall Lord Mayo from India; and that even if he had made 
é number in expectation of biographies of the staff. — More railway such a gross imputation in a moment of excitement, he was rather too 
accidents. Even a election cannot throw railway regularity sensible, when it was distinctly disproved, to think that he at all 
out of gear. = Tichborne case summing-up still proceeds. o will | mended matters by saying that anyhow Lord Mayo—miles away in 
sum-up the Chief Justice? Will A Juror oblige?= Ashanti War | India—fancied such might be the case. Because you see Mr. Disraeli 
reported to be at an end. No matter! the Conservatives will soon | is a high-minded country gentleman, and not a political adventurer, 
us into a bigger one. — The German Ambassador has just | like some people. 
assured the Austrian Minister ister that “ Germany will never interfere in 
Austrian politics.” This looks as if another Sadowa were on hand. Two to One. 


| 
| 
| 
THE RECENT ELECTION. ’ 





: fey again returns Mr. Watney. Remote wons may yet} fenn’s another chancé for Barnum, or any theatrical manager of an 
Lambeth, “As Slik chescved. “ Life es aa z ag a ee | economical turn, who would like one person who could double jeune 
_ } smal” . i wee oe impertinent letter about pene s ceeeaaeions as Man Cook and Kitchenmaid, hotel or club. 
pains and pe What is this person ? WwW Experienced. First-class testimonial.—A. K. ' 

. ————— | This beats “two single gentlemen rolled into one ”’ all to fits! 


aoe. or Mr. Boorn’s Masonry at Gazenwicu.—Still | 





| PoreitaR Rerurnine Orricers.—From the Gold Coast. 
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Property-man Dizzy :—“ HanG 17, WE SHALL BE CALLED PRESENTLY, AND I’LL BE BLEST Ir I CAN FIND A POLICY ANYWHERE.” 
Acting Manager Derby :—“Poxicy! I pon’T THINK WE HAVE HAD ONE FOR A LONG TIME. WE CAN GET ALONG WITHOUT ONE, SOMEHOW.” 


IN AOTIVE PREPARATION. . | 
| 
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COMMON SENSE. 
Tuere’s nothing aggravates a man 


iy So much as being told 

a He has no common sense, and can 

will No point aright behold ; 

Pe You shut him up in just this way, 
mH) | Whate’er he may commence— 


** Pooh ! pooh !—you don’t know what you say !— 
H It is not common sense! ”’ 

All other senses people will 
| Allow they don’t possess. 
| To have this common sense they still 

Decidedly profess ! 
| But very olin those who think— 
| With not much diffidence— 
They have it—quite the truth will blink, 
That they ’ve xo common sense ! 


For so it is we always find, 
Ourselves we cannot know ! 
However modestly inclined, 
Sure are we wrong to go. 
And those who may absurdly boast 
With eodaedaaiion dense— 
That they have certainly the most— 
Have /east—of common sense ! 








} 
| Et tu, Brute! 

An estimable, if Conservatiye, provincial conicm- 
porary, The Durham County Advertiser, philosophises 
over the changed relations between The Times and the 
Premier, adverting to the facility with which that 
journal changes its judilate for the successful statesman 
into mune dimittis lee the expiring Ministry. It winds 
up its article with these remarkable words :— 
elem eee cet seed teria 
are ex Tness to 218 0 riend and say, 
“at the Brate' , 
We are a little at a loss to decide whether this is deeply 
classical or superficially abusive. Anyhow, it’s a beau- 


tiful peroration ! 


Young Reaction :—‘*So you sPLIT ror Two Liperats, JouN? Wuy 


DIDN’T YOU PLUMP FOR THE CONSERVATIVE 2” 
Old John ;—“No, Master, I pipn’T sEE IT THIS TIME. I[ 


CONSERVATIVE ONCE AND I'VE FELL AWAY EVER SINCE, AND 8O WILL YOU, 
MASTER; YOU PLUMP CONSERVATIVE—-AND YOULL FALL AWAY TOO, LIKE 


ME!” 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Sir,—I had intended to write you a long article this week, about 
the Waterloo Cup which is just now attracting the attention of the 
sporting world in general, and myself in particular; but the old man, 
disgusted with your observations, has refused to prophesy either in 
prose or verse, and begs to state that he must decline to have any- 


thing to say on the subject. I fancy he’s got something else to do, | 


and men will show their temper when they become independent. He 
said something about his work being a good marketable commodity as 
he went out this morning. Under the circumstances therefore I can- 
not prophesy, as I don’t know what the result will be, though if I | 
could get good long odds about Peasant Boy and Muriel coupled I | 
think I should take them. So much for the Waterloo Cup. and for | 
my recent poetic assistant. | 
ith regard to your remarks about myself I am, though pained, far 
from feeling as objectional as you may suppose, or as you may have 
wished to make me when you appen insulting and injurious | 
remarks to arecent communication. I say injurious, Sir, advisedly ; for | 
though my position is well known and my reputation such as to give | 
rise to much jealousy in certain quarters, even you must not be 
allowed to say whatever you like with impunity; and I fancy I am | 
right in saying insulting also. With reference to your disbelief as to | 
my power of writing a play or even a burlesque, I may as well inform | 
you that I am in treaty with the managers of a highly popular theatre | 
who are about to produce my new sporting and ministerial drama, 
which is to be called, Phe Double Event of 1874; or, A Tip for the 
Derby and the Coming Cabinet. It will be in several acts, and will | 
have real horses, real water, and a real live hansom cab, real police- | 
men warranted to lock up the wrong people, and real rolls and treacle | 
which will be divided among all who really pay for admission to the | 
stalls. In addition there will be a real election-petition judge, who will | 


' 
j 
‘ 


Crew-el. 
Ir is superfluous to record that an English sailor ever 
does his duty—as a matter of course, the Kroo-men on 
the Gold Coast worked well. 


PLUMPED 





| sing the “ Groves of Blarney,’ and will reaJly assure the audience that 


he is really sqnerent of the meaning of the word quid except as applied 
to cigars, while he will be prepared to assert his profound ignorance of 
a chemical compound known as half-and-half. The free list will be 
entirely suspended above the principal entrance to the establishment, 
and the public press and professional friends will be kindly requested 
not to bother for orders, nor to block up the way of those who pay. 
All complaints will have to be addressed to the manager, and to 
revent mistakes no money will be returned after it has been removed 
rom the counter. A few really good actors may be engaged at once 
by applying by letter enclosing personal characters and small cash 
security (in strict confidence) to AUGSPUR. 


MR. —. 


I THINK you are acquainted with 

A party of the name of Smith :— 

Ah, yes, of course! I know you do, 

And let me add I know him too. 

The other day I chanced to light on 

Our Smith on the Parade at Brighton. 
Eh, what is that? The Smith you know 
Is staying now at Monaco. 

You're sure it's Smith of whom you speak ? 
And not at Brighton this day week ? 
Well, then, I think, 'twixt me and you, 
There are two Smiths—quite clearly two! 


Carlisle-ease. 
Cirose Quarters.—A Stuffy First Class Carriage. 
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THE BLACK ART. 


First Street-boy :—“ Wit I’m BLOWED THAT'S A RUM OLD Torr, Bit, 


AIN’T HE?” 


Second Do. :—‘‘ Yzs; DON’T YER SEE, SOMEBODY'S LET ’IM INTO A SECRET, 


AND HE’S BEEN TOLD TO KEEP IT DARK.” 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


FEBRUARY. 


Or course the feature of the Contemporary Review is Mr. Gladstone’s 
on of Homer's description of the shield of Achilles, which has 
so greatly exercised the Conservative journalist, who knows as much 
about versification as his chief does about finance. For the infor- 
mation of that jumbled journalist we may mention that the measure 
is lyric—a fact which much increased the difficulty of the Premier's 
-im posed talk of putting Homer’s hexameters into English verse. 
The lines are trochaic, ternately acatalectic and catalectic, and 
arguing from classical rule we should call them dipods, but as they 
four or three-and-a-half trochees eu this is scarcely 
es into. But we may point out to those who consider 
” is better than “ hight, to boot,” that Homer was 
archaic to the 
classie 





N 


| 


and that therefore to a mind imbued with the 
spirit archaic English would suggest itself as the medium of 


A capital instalment of Major Whyte Melville’s “ Uncle John”’ is 
the attraction of Temple Bar thismonth. The article on Chateaubriand 
is full of information and interest; the other contents are much as 
usual, and of the new novel it is too soon to judge. 

ee is more that ordinarily readable and enjoyable. The 
on tow eeiten tn outher's Nege ateet oe to = ; 

. wrong in a avo en 
TS) SR oS RA 
on , isa) as a psy » he so evi enjo 
Sut bok oi se as Tedemibs. Mr. ew Arn coud 
“A at Westminster "’"—but where were “Sweetness and 
wel, when he attributed to George Herbert a passage, incorrectly 
from Sir Philip Sydney’s Arcadia ? 
the manager of 
some pupers of late 








the Drawing Room 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 360. 


Survery, shakery, oh, oh, oh! 
Skatery, slidery, all in a row, 
But it isn’t the thing 
In the early spring 
To be pinched and pelted with ice and snow 


1. She took it from her shoulders 
And she gave it to her knight, 
That in the face of all beholders 
He might wear it in the fight. 


, 


2. In olden times a five-pound note 
Was oft the value of his vote, 
But thanks to ballot papers now 
He makes no ill-got gains, I trow. 


3. The big fiddle grunted and groaned 
And the little one squeaked and moaned ; 
But the biggest of all 
From a grunt to a squall 
Could beat them, as everyone owned. 


4.“ They bore him barefaced on his bier,”’ 
And o’er his grave fell many a tear, 
Amd sobbing was the only sound 
Where onward the precession wound. 


5. The waves wild breaking, 

| Each timber shaking ; 

| The vessel reels 

As each gust she feels. 

Over with spar, and mast, and cask; 
What other chance remains, I ask ? 


6. When Julia writes to Mary Ann, 
How many words are underscored ; 

But man who corresponds with man 
With such excess will not be bored. 


SotuTion oF DovsitE Acrostic, No. 358:— Election, 
Ministry :—Emblem, Lorelei, Education, Capri, Toss, 
Insult, Order, Navy. 

Correct So.uTions or Acrostic No. 358, received 11th Feb. :— 
Ruby’s Ghost ; Countess of Bloomsbury; Smug; Grim. 

Two Owts:— We prefer solutions on post cards. Yours 
possibly came too late. 
‘ aaeenean AND Tiney :—Solution of 356 did not reach us till the 


the Noctes, entitled ‘‘ Five o’clock Tea.” 
ae more about Polyzoa than Poetry, for he winds up his last article 
us-—— 
Esto perpetua— Tasso. 
He should have added, in the immortal words of Milton, “ ne sutor 
ultra erepidam.”” 

Colburn’s New Monthly presents its usual assortment of verse and 
rose, and is chiefly noticeable for an appreciative review of Mr. 
toddard’s “‘Summer Cruising in the South Seas.”’ 

The St. James’s announces a new story by Jules Verne, which is 
sure to be an attraction. The magazine maintains its standard of 
merit, and is well illustrated. 

In Once a Week “ Jack’s Sister” fairly fills up the gap left by the 
close of “‘ That little Frenchman.” The “Table Talk” would be 
better if it were less anxious to be smart, 

The Young Gentleman's Magaszine, in “The Field of Ice”’ and “* The 
Lost Rifle,” offers ample amusement for the boys, besides what they 
get from the occasional papers, 

The Argosy contains an attraction in the shape of “ Johnny Ludlow ”’ 
this month, or would be rather tame else. 


A REPORT FROM THE INDIA OFFICE. 


Ir’s whispered, so I understand, 
But scarce believe the tale, 
Ayrton, who leaves the Happy Land 
Succeeds a Meri-vale. 


Left in the Hole. 


the Crystal Palace Aquarium, has| We see it gravely stated that the old gravel pits en the west side of 
to Gazette, an | Tooting Co 
excellent periodical, in which the best feature is a feminine version of | —‘ how it’s done.”’ 


mmon are being “cleared away.” e should like to know 


Mr. Lloyd, however, seems to 


— 


} 
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MRS. BROWN AND WHALLEY.—MARTHA IN 
DREAMLAND. 


‘I says to Brown, ‘“ Well,’’ I says, “there certingly is one. pint.as I 
admires Whalley on; he dostick at nothink to serve a friend, as shows 
a noble disposition in my opinion, and who knows whether this ’ere 
Louie aint a sperritialist manerfestation, as can float through the hair 
and be in two places at one time, the same as some birds of prey,.as is 
amphiberous, and can live injland.and water both at once.’’ 

Says Brown to me, a-lookin’ up, “ I’m blest, Martha, if any one 
ewouldn’t think you was off: your chump a-talkin’ such -rubbesh in 
,dosin’,,and that’s a good squl:do go to bed and not set a-noddin’ there 
over the fire as. will pitchyimto:the bars in a minit.”’ 

I says, “Me a-noddin’,ever the fire! Why,’ I says, “I ain't been 

noddin’ over nothink,,and could ‘ear you a-clearin’ of your throat all 
the tame behind yoursnoesepaper,;and see you shake out your pipe as 
is evidents as’ I’ mwide,awake.”’ . 

“So you are, ‘Mrs. ‘Brown,’ says.the Claimant, as I see a-settin’ 
oppersite me,as plain:asn»my noseen my face, as the sayin’ is. Isays 
‘to’im, “ You've xgot.a (eavy cold.’ fHe-says, “ A reg'lar buster.’ 

‘““Ah!”’ L says, “there's plenty: for.a-eald to lay ’old on with you, and 
‘Jopes.as you’ve.gotaagodd-stock of 2ankerchers, the same as Queen 
\Wictorier ’ad, to.send:-a) lotiby :telegraph over to Roosher after them 

young Prinees,..as in-course left: them: behind as was at the wash so 
vwould naturally: xun. short, -as.is .werry ill conwenient with constant 

colds imthe ’exdd,.as | Im troubled with, myself, and can't think where 
omy ’ankercher ‘ave-got to.” | 

Now.gays\Mr\’Whalley.to,me, “Martha,” he says; “you're a good 
soul ;pnew.wasn’t you.ever aboard of .a-wessel.as picked up.somebody 
vwith crooked ifingers,.and didn’t you ‘elp.save.’em ?’’ “Well; L says, 
; ~“ ceptingly, .aboard :the «steamer .a-comin’ from Gravesend, Jane's 
Na baby’s Jat blowed,off,,andwere picked up with a: boat ’ook let.out,at 
3 the stern.as; they calledit:’ He.says, “And didn t: that baby turn 

out. to. be.somebody.”’ | bays, “ I;don’t :know.as,he might not, but he 
diedin '}is teeth under. seven,:months.” 

‘“SAh!” but says«another.as Mr.’ Whalley called Onsler, ‘didn’t he 

pprove-not to be dead, and ain the, now a-thrivin’ man in the leather 
a - “* Law!” Lays, “I sec:im)berried in a-white coffingpretty 


dear? 

“Ah!” says Whalley, “ You thought-you did, but. yquid :better Jet 

nme put.it dewn.as he were under the menth:” )Lseys,‘* Id 

thank you not to be a-puttin’ down my words-inthem ‘httle books,” 
for they was both a-scribblin’ away. 

Says Mr. Whalley, “Oh! you needn’t swear to it if you don’t 

P like.”’ I says, ‘‘I swear to wot?’ ‘* Why,’ he says, “as the Prince 
of Wales ain’t the Prince of Wales, but a Jeserist as they took and 
kidnapped over in Merryker, and ’ave kept ’im there ever since, and 
this ’ere party as calls ’isself Prince of Wales is only a make-believe as 
Queen Wictorier knows werry well aint ’er son, only don’t dare say 
so, for fear as the Catholics should take and blow ’er up the same as 
Gay Fox,.as ’is real name were Charles James, did George the Fourth, 
and says to ’im,‘ You're the biggest liar as ever I met except your 
father,’ as were werry rude in a minister, but, as I says, it’s all werry 
‘ fine to call parties liars, but wotever is a man to do as tells a lie but 
stick to it if he wants to win the day.” 

“‘ Ah!” says Whalley, ‘I never thought of that.’’ I says, “In 
course not, no gentleman wouldn't never stoop to tell lies; but,’ I 
says, “ there is parties. as. goes on lyin’ till they don’t knew as they’re 
a-doin’ it, as is ow Mrs. Pellin’ be’aved over my copper coal-scuttle, 
as the gal were fool enough to lend ’er when she borrowed a few coals 
over the palin’s till ’ern come in, :as-she said was two tons ordered, 

' but I_never see coals nor scuttle no.more through ’er a-denyin’ all 
knowledge; but. come ’ome to ’er when took with a fit in Whitechapel, 
with me a-passin’ at the werry moment so indemnified ’er on the spot 
when took to the ’ospital, as ‘er last. words was coal-scuttle, as was on 
er mind aperiently to the last, as shows wot a thing conshence is as 
is its own accuser, as the saying is, and should always be kep clear of 
coal-scuttles.”’ 

Says Whalley to-.me, “I think»we’we met afore.” I says, “I 
should think so, that time as-we ’ad a glass of ale together, and you 
lewanted through bein’ called into the ’ouse, leastways that’s wot you 
said, and in your ’urry took my redicule and never paid for the, beer.” 
He give a ’oller larf, and says, “ Do goto bed, you mutterin’ old 
fool.”’ - I-says, ““Shan’t till I pleases.’”” He says, “‘Come, come, wake 
up,” and gives me a shake by the arm. ‘“ Now,’ I says, “ you look 
‘ere, fun is fun, but don’t you go a-pullin’ me about, ’cos I won't 
stand it, nor more won’t my good gentleman, and if any one wag to 
swear as,he’d took my character away I tell you wot Brown would do, 
he'd take and give ’im such a woppin’, even if he was Orton isself, as 
would settle ’is ash, as the sayin’ is.”’ 

Says Whalley, ‘“‘ Why ever don’t yeu come over to our side?” I 
says, “‘’Cos I likes this side best, as is werry comfortable and out of 
the draft.” ‘‘Oh!” he says, “ what’s that you're a-saying about a 

draft ? mame your price, and I'll give you the draft at once; ’cos,”’ he 





ww 










Sant es 


“then I come to myself, and I’d been a- 


says, ‘“‘ I always carries ‘em blank in my pocket ready to fill up, ‘ccs 
there’s no knowin’ where a witness may turnup.” “Ah!” I says. 
‘‘ you. knows a thing or two.’”’ “Ah!”’ he says, “ I knows one thing.”’ 
I says, “‘ Wot’s that?’’ ‘ Why,” he says, ‘don’t you tell, but I'm 
‘avin’ a lark with all these judges and juries, and that there fat feller 
into the bargin. Why,” he says, “ bless your ’art, I’m the claimin+ 
myself, and all the family knows it, and we're only jest a-showin’ up 
wot rubbish the law is for the fun of the thing.’ ‘ Well,” I says, “ | 
do call that contemp’.of court. with a wengeance, and,” I says, “ I te. 
you wot it is, you'll get it ‘ot, jest like them fellows.over at Camber- 
well as theirselves off for the old gentleman for a lark,jas wis 
quodded for their pains,.and serve ’em right, a-frightenin’ parties t» 
death a-thinkin’ as they was come for, as is a-jokin’ over serious 
things, and a nice penny you've been and lost the country; and no 
more a joke than them boys as put:stenes on the railway for fun, «nd 
upsets the trains.” ae. 

Says Whalley, “I ain’t a-goin’ to step ere all night.a-waitin’ ‘ r 
you to come to bed; so wake up,” .and out;he turns the gas. I says, 
‘“‘ You willin’, dare to touch me,”’:for he got ‘qld of my arm. I savs, 
‘“‘ Paws off,” and I give ’im a shove as sent ‘im, ; back’ ada. He 
busts out a-larfin, and says, “ I’m blest if I don’t.sendfor a stretcher.”’ 
I says, “’Elp!” I says, for he give me a pull, ,assayin’, “Don't be « 
fon)sMlacnts I jumps up a-sayin’, “‘ Drat your smpidence Reel n 
me by my Christian name,.as never give you no ineguragement fir 
sich Skane and if there..wasn’t;Brown a-standin’ there afor: 
me with a candle in ’is ’and. ; 

I. says, ‘““ Where’s that Whalley ?”’? ‘He says, “¢imis.akin;” anc 

dreamin’ abopt;im ,and Qns):r, 

as Brown ’ad been a-readin’ to me about them in’ that there 
paper about Luie, a-sayin’ he were a ’onest man, and Lays to Brown, 
“Well,” Lays, “ let.ev’ry one speak as they » amd in course we 


all’as our notions on them pints,.and so ave Walley.and ’is pal, and 


if Luie,ain’t never been in prison, and were at.gea.when they sqid h« 
was among them conwix, why he might ’ave savedgbis ‘ere Claima:'t, 
as in course. would float like a boy, as the,sayin’is, thropgh bein 
young, but,” I says, “‘ that’s for the judge and jury to say, «1 
not for them.as don’t know nothink aboutit, like them roughs as w: 1: 
a~’ooting and a-'owlin’ at Mr. ’Orkins,.as,must do ’is dooty whiche vr 
side he takes; but, law, parties is that took off their by this 
Claimant.as they don’t know wot they're a-doin’ of; but, in cour-., 
the Jaw must.take its course,.as the.sayin’ is, and ’owever can it if t!:. 
lawyers.is.a-goin’ to be.’ustled and-knocked abont..as they goes al.:..- 


> 


the streets, as ain’t fair play neither, as is a jewel as the sayin’ is.’_ 


Gushers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accoi:i- 
ed by a stamped and derected envelope, and we do not hold oursevucc 


responsible for loss. ] 





— (Marylebone.)—We do not act on anonymous communications. Ili 


you have a name, why not sign it ? 

PATENT KnorrinGc.—Not in, patently. 

T. E. L. (Newport Pagnell.)\—You had better inquire of your news- 
vendor. 

F. (Camberwell.)—It is one of the glorious privileges of an Englishman 
to try and make “ home” rhyme with “ come ”—but you had better keep 
out of our court while you’re at it. 

NEGLECTED. --It has been returned. If, in nine cases out of ten, corre- 
spondents would (after stamping and directing envelopes) instead of 
enclosing them tous with sketches, put the sketches in them and post 
them to themselves, it would save trouble on both sides. 

Axsoo.—Your desires are as modest as your talents, but you have 
brought your pigs, we regret to say, to the wrong market. 

LaszourR.—Well, you can’t expect us to call you capital. Thereis too 
much labour in your versification. 

McC. (Glasgow) sends us some irreverent lines about bis uative city. 


beginning— 
“ Glass-go up, or glass-go down, 
It always rains in our good town.” 
We are not sure that we shall not denounce him to the authorities. 

THIRTY-SEVEN ADMIRERS.—We were not aware there was a ladies’ club 
at Buxton. Bless you, darlings! 

L. (Easingwold.)—We fancy the verses must have got jolted up a iit, 
coming by telegraph. Your pensive muse must have been ex-pensive. 

Surew.—Too tame. 

Declined with Thanks:—L. R. T., Islington; S. G., Camberwe!!; 
Armitage Ibbelson, Bradford; M., Leytonstone; A. M., Kmightsbricse ; 
A.S.C., Manchester; G. T. H., St. George’s-square; W. H. R., Ballina: 
Tim; H. M. W., Chalcot-crescent; B., Austin Friars; Sans Changer; 
B. M.;C. C., Regent-square;S., Grantham; T., Brighton; W., Mount- 
street ; B. B.; K. W., Chancery-lane; C. B. M., Liverpool; J. N., Offord- 
road ; Boodle ; C. R. H., Brixton; A. B. C., Glasgow College ; Jack ; Dir; 
Waxy ; —, Wick ; K., Croydon; J. A. C., Homerton ; Lesbia;'J.S. H. E., 
Liverpool; E., National Club; G. B., Southampton; R. F., ,WalwortL- 
road; An Old Friend; Y. Z.; T., Greenwich; Polly Titian; D., Leeds; F. 
R. L., Barnsbury. 
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A WISH. 


Young Innocent :—“ I wisn I was Grow'D UP LIKE ’e0, Miss Eatwe.t.”’ 


Miss E. :—“ You po, my DARLING!—wuy ?”’ 
Young Innocent :—“’Cos I’p CALL ON all MY FRIENDS, every MORNING, AND HAVE SUCH LOTS OF WINE AND BISCUITS.” 











‘A MUCH-NEZ METIC. novelty. Hitherto the suggestions have been rather the other way. 

y 7 we eer von a . Last among the wonderful properties of the substance before us we ; 
In the New-York papers there are extensive advertisements of a / Gnd that it— : 

new cosmetic, which we will name if properly paid to do so. ; ; wl. : i , 

Pending advices on that point, we simply assure our readers that it is wae Rustic Country Girl into a City Belle, more rapidly than any 4 

in our power to name the most remarkable cosmetic in existence. : 3 We i 

According to the advertisements, which of course are true, like Until we read that, we thought that it might be soap and water, j 


















everything else in a New York paper,—this balm— which, after all, is perhaps a cheaper and more generally serviceable 
Overcomes the flushed appearance caused by HEAT, FATIGUE, AND | ™Pound. zi 

EXCITEMENT, makes the eye look clear, full inh bright, and imparts a genial, 

lively expression to the countenance, indicating intellectual power and natural A Nose-ender. 





The Conservatives have an undoubted ground of complaint in the 


No price would be too high to pay for a balm which would put “ in- . 
dications of intellectual power and natural grace” into some of our rot eiing = mildness of the weather prevented many electors 


ladies, as, for instance, some English ladies of the drama and ballet. 
But this'wé read that— 


oakbere 






[TY AND ENGAGING PLUMPNESS, as well as a| Ir is a bad sign when a fair girl asks you o hold a skein of wool— 


BLOOMING PURITY, which is ever the admiration of the opposite | she evidently wishes to slip through your fingers. 
sex. When used the it ’ i 
a upon person it exhales a subdued fragrance, suggesting pure 


A cosmetic the use of which wonld su a “nearly blooming; WHERE in England should the Russian bear find the warmest 
purity,” together with “ pure habits and a cultivated taste,” is quite a | welcome ?—In Hairy-fur'd-shire. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


| CHOCOLAT MENIER. 
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FOR LUNCHEON. 
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\ y Printed by JUDD & CU., Phoonix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doetors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E. C.—London, February 21, 1874. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 36l. 


Wuar clucking and crowing, 
What coming and going 
Of victors o’erflowing 

With triumph to-day ! 
While each one distracted 
Asks what's to be acted 
That all folks attracted 

May smile on the play ! 


1. The cabin was low, the feeble glim 
But made the darkness seem more dim, 
And as I sought my sailor-bed 
Against a beam I struck my head. 


to 


. He said “ the arrow glanced aside,”’ 
And that was how he lost his bride; 
But there are men— you bet your life— | MH 
Who, when they’re weary of a wife, | Ff ebm F Ii | 
Would take her where they're firing rifles = =< a 
And not be squeamish about trifles | May . | 


3. Hey diddle diddle, 
I can’t play the fiddle, 
Because I have come 
Without it, by gum, 
Now answer, I pray you, the riddle. 


4. Gold, Gold! 
Let the current be rolled 
To the East afar, 
Where the people are 
Lapt in the famine-serpent’s fold. 


5. You’re a betting man, you say, 
Good for any bet to-day ; 
Wager many things you may— 
But there’s one you cannot lay. 


6. Up and down, for loss or gain, | 
Turkey, India, Exypt, Spain, 
Sold to-day, or bought to-morrow, | 
Source of profit, cause of sorrow 
You shall never be my bane. | 


' 
Ht il 


Fo 


THE RULING SPIRIT. 


SoLUTION oF VALENTINE Acrostic, No. 359.—dArrow, | Cashier (to Tipples, who has dropped off after presenting a cheque) :— 
Cupid :—Almanac, Riou, Rep, Ocki, Weasand. | “ How’LL You HAVE IT, Str?” 

Correct Sorvutrons or Acrostic, No. 359. received 18th | . ae \ . ’ -1 
February :—Bruin; The Leibig Family ; Ruby; Ghost; Smug. | Tipples : Hot, PLEASE, AND A BIT 0’ LEMON: 








The Classic Echo. 


Ovr amusing little contemporary, the Echo, is always an authority 
on classical questions. But in an article on Valentines it was con- 


NULLIUS FILIUS. 

A Guiascow paper carried away by the local perfervidwm tngenium, 
bursts into song over the Conservative triumph in some stirring lines ‘ ar 
entitled “ A T'ribute from Galloway.”’ With the usual Tory ear for | strained to make the following admission :— 
rhyme, which loses in delicacy what it gains in length, the bard | 1 we know of it (the custom of sending Valentines) is that something of the 
observes :— kind took place during the old Roman festival of the Lupercalia, the feast in 

County fair of loyal Wallace, | honour of the wolf who nursed Romulus and Remus, and that the names of 
| women were placed in a box, while the men drew them out by lot. 


You’ve redeemed your noble promise. | 
But then possibly after a fair number of toddies a poet might pro- | In this case all our friend knows is less than nothing, because it is all 


nounce the last word “ prollice’’ so we will pass that. But we cannot | wrong. The festival was in honour of Lupercus, the Lycean Pan, god 
overlook in a Scot such lamentable ignorance of Scripture History as | of fertility, and worshipped of shepherds because he kept off wolves. 
is shown in this stanza— The feast was held in February, on the fifteenth (say some authorities ), 

which does not “ synchronate’’ (Echo) with the fourteenth very pre- 


But the man round whom we gather 
Boasts a lineage nobler far : | cisely. As to the ceremony, the Echo is altogether in the wrong 
He can reckon as a father box,” as the youths who celebrated the Lupercalias merely ran about 








Israel’ ion b i , 7.6 > : : 
Stanley, tay damvent my! ot dag . | striking people, but especially married women, with thongs of goat- 
But we count his nobler still, 'skin. ‘ Ev’nin’ Ecker, one ’ap’ny!”’ 


Child of him who once victorious 
Stayed the sun on Gibeon Hill! | 
The allusion is evidently to Joshua who was the son of Nun ; but as he | Changing Places. 
left no family, Mr. Disraeli to be e descendant of his must also be a | A Norroxx paper has got so excited over the Duke of Edinburgh's 
son of none. Which is a co-Nun-drum. | marriage that its geography has all run into its boots, and it seems to 
| know as little of its own country as of Russia :— 


i -Burton-ence. | _ The inhabitants of the county of Norfolk will by no means be slow to give the 
Piece of Im Duke of ier and his bride a hearty welcome on their first visit to 
c 


WE naturally find Mr. Octavius Coope on the side of the licensed | Sandringham, which will probably be at Exeter. 
victuallers. May we suggest the change of name to Octave Cooper? | The writer had evidently got Dunce-inane in his head, if not Birnam 
caeeneemeeeernem ace | Wood in his chump. 
Dark’s the Hour. | 
Few contested borough elections have passed over without the strains 
of rival bands—an unprecedented run upon the Burgess Minstrels. 


Name! 


| Ouvrt of consideration for the number of gin-and-beer representatives 
in the new House, the coming Parliament will be called the Dog’s-nose 


A “ Cavrion’”’ Cotumy.—The second of The Times. | Parliament. 


VOL. XIX. I 





| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


he 











Tr ie | 


y 
AN 


SS\ \ YS , 
SANS \ . " ‘ 
\ SSSR \\ 
\ SS a 
\ . 
‘ ~~) \ \ 
~ L/ y v ~~ 
: \ 


» Yay \ \ 
OSS 


2 
. 


~- ‘ 


~ 


«78.8 < 7 x 
ahs oc aMt-@ B.. é 


Rais 
> . 


Miss E. :—“ Yow po, My DARLING!—wuy ?”’ 


A MUCH-NEEDED COSMETIC. 


In the New-York papers there are extensive advertisements of a 
new cosmetic, which we will name if properly paid to do so. 
Pending advices on that point, we simply assure our readers that it is 
in our power to name the most remarkable cosmetic in existence. 
According to the advertisements, which of course are true, like 
everything else in a New York paper,—this balm— 


Overcomes the flushed appearance caused by HEAT, FATIGUE, AND 


EXCITEMENT, makes the eye look clear, full and bright, and imparts a genial, 
lively expression to the countenance, indicating intellectual power and natural 


grace. 
No eee would be too high to pay for a balm which would put “ in- 
dications of intellectual power and natural grace” into some of our 
ladies, as, for instance, some English ladies of the drama and ballet. 
But besides this we read that— 

Applied to the NECK, ARMS, AND HANDS, it imparts an appearance of 
GRACEFUL ROTUNDITY AND ENGAGING PLUMPNESS, as well as a 
NEARLY BLOOMING PURITY, which is ever the admiration of the opposite 


sex. When used u the n it exhales bdued f . i 
ee en eis pon —s. a subdu ragrance, suggesting pure 


A cosmetic the use of which would suggest a “nearly blooming 


FOR BREAKFAST. 
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A WISH. 


Young Innocent :—“ I wisn I was GRow'D UP LIKE ’e0, Miss EatwE.u.’ 


> 


Young Innocent :—‘’Cos I’p CALL ON all MY FRIENDS, every MORNING, AND HAVE SUCH LOTS OF WINE AND BISCUITS.” 





novelty. Hitherto the suggestions have been rather the other way. 
Last among the wonderful properties of the substance before us we 


find that it— 


Transforms the Rustic Country Girl into a City Belle, more rapidly than any 
other one thing. 
Until we read that, we thought that it might be soap and water, 
which, after all, is perhaps a cheaper and more generally serviceable 
compound. 


A Nose-ender. 


The Conservatives have an undoubted ground of complaint in the 
fact that the extreme mildness of the weather prevented many electors 
from voting blue. 


True Lover's Knotty Point. 


Ir is a bad sign when a fair girl asks you o hold a skein of wool— 
she evidently wishes to slip through your fingers. 


Wuere in England should the Russian bear find the warmest 


purity,” together with “ pure habits and a cultivated taste,” is quite a | welcome ?—In Hairy-fur'd-shire. 








CHOCOLAL MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 


Wuar clucking and crowing, 
What coming and going 
Of victors o’erflowing 
With triumph to-day! 
While each one distracted — 
Asks what's to be acted 
That all folks attracted 
May smile on the play! 


S6l. 


1. The cabin was low, the feeble glim 
But made the darkness seem more dim, 
And as I sought my sailor-bed 
Against a beam I struck my head. 


2. He said “ the arrow glanced aside,” 
And that was how he lost his bride; 
But there are men— you bet vour life— 
Who, when they’re weary of a wife, 
Would take her where they're firing rifles 
And not be squeamish abvut trifles 


3. Hey diddle diddle, 
I can’t play the fiddle, 
Because I have come 
Without it, by gum, 
Now answer, I pray you, the riddle. 


4. Gold, Gold! 
Let the current be rolled 
To the East afar, 
Where the people are 
Lapt in the famine-serpent's fold. 


5. You’re a betting man, you say, 
Good for any bet to-day : 
Wager many things you may— 
But there’s one you cannot lay. 

6. Up and down, for loss or gain, 
Turkey, India, Egypt, Spain, 
Sold to-day, or bought to-morrow, 

Source of profit, cause of sorrow 
You shall never be my bane. 


SoLuTION OF VALENTINE Acrostic, No. 359.—Arrow, | 
Cupid :—Almanac, Riou, Rep, Ocki, Weasand. | 


Correct SorvutTions or Acrostic, No. 359, received 18th 
February :—Bruin; The Leibig Family ; Ruby; Ghost; Smug. 


NULLIUS FILIUS. 


A Gtascow paper carried away by the local perferviduim ingenium, 


bursts into song over the Conservative triumph in some stirring lines | ' ! ar 
| strained to make the following admission :— 


entitled “A Tribute from Galloway.’”’ With the usual Tory ear for 





| 


rhyme, which loses in delicacy what it gains in length, the bard | 


observes :— 
County fair of loyal Wallace, 
You’ve redeemed your noble promise. 


But then possibly after a fair number of toddies a poet might pro- 
nounce the last word “ prollice’’ so we will pass that. But we cannot 
overlook in a Scot such lamentable ignorance of Scripture History as 
is shown in this stanza— 


But the man round whom we gather 
Boasts a lineage nobler far: 
He can reckon as a father 
Israel’s champion brave in war. 
Stanley, thy descent is perce, 
But we count his nobler still, 
Child of him who once victorious 
Stayed the sun on Gibeon Hill! 


| wrong. 


_ cisely. 
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THE RULING SPIRIT. 


Cashier (to Tipples, who has dropped off after presenting a cheque) :— 
‘“ How’LL YOU HAVE IT, Sir?” 
Tipples :— Hot, PLEASE, AND A BIT 0’ LEMON!” 








The Classic Echo. 


Ovr amusing little contemporary, the Echo, is always an authority 
on classical questions. But in an article on Valentines it was con- 


All we know of it (the custom of sending Valentines) is that something of the 
kind took place during the old Roman festival of the Lupercalia, the feast in 
honour of the wolf who nursed Romulus and Remus, and that the names of 
women were placed in a box, while the men drew them out by lot. 


In this case all our friend knows is less than nothing, because it is all 
The festival was in honour of Lupercus, the Lycean Pan, god 
of fertility, and worshipped of shepherds because he kept off wolves. 
The feast was held in February, on the fifteenth (say some authorities ), 
which does not ‘‘ synchronate”’ (EZcho) with the fourteenth very pre- 
As to the ceremony, the Echo is altogether in the wrong 


“box,” as the youths who celebrated the Lupercalias merely ran about 
| striking people, but especially married women, with thongs of goat- 


The allusion is evidently to Joshua who was the son of Nun ; but as he | 


left no family, Mr. Disraeli to be a descendant of his must also be a 
son of none. Which is a co-Nun-drum. 








Piece of Im-Burton-ence. 


WE naturally find Mr. Octavius Coope on the side of the licensed 
victuallers. May we suggest the change of name to Octave Cooper ? 





Dark’s the Hour. 


skin. ‘‘Ev’nin’ Ecker, one ’ap’ny!”’ 





Changing Places. 
A Norrovk paper has got so excited over the Duke of Edinburgh's 


"marriage that its geography has all run into its boots, and it seems to 


know as little of its own country as of Russia :— 


The inhabitants of the county of Norfolk will by no means be slow to give the 
Duke of Edinburgh and his bride a hearty welcome on their first visit to 
Sandringham, which will probably be at Exeter. 


The writer had evidently got Dunce-inane in his head, if not Birnam 


_ Wood in his chump. 


Few contested borough elections have passed over without the strains | 


of rival bands—an unprecedented run upon the Burgess Minstrels. 





A “Caution ’’ Cotumy.—The second of Tie Times. 


VOL. XIX. 


I 


Name! 
Out of consideration for the number of gin-and-beer representatives 
in the new House, the coming Parliament will be called the Dog’s-nose 
Parliament. 
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Young Innocent :—“ I wisn I was GRow'D uP LIKE ’e0, Miss Eatwe.t.”’ 


Miss E. :—“ You po, My DARLING!—wuy?” 


Young Innocent :—“’Cos I’p CALL ON all MY FRIENDS, every MORNING, AND HAVE SUCH LOTS OF WINE AND BISCUITS.” 








‘A MUCH-NEZDED COSMETIC. 


In the New-York papers there are extensive advertisements of a 
new cosmetic, which we will name if properly paid to do so. 
Pending advices on that point, we simply assure our readers that it is 
in our power to name the most remarkable cosmetic in existence. 
According to the advertisements, which of course are true, like 
everything else in a New York paper,—this balm 

Overcomes the flushed appearance caused by HEAT, FATIGUE, AND 
EXCITEMENT, makes the eye look clear, full and bright, and imparts a genial, 
lively expression to the countenance, indicating intellectual power and natural 
Mo peice would be too high to pay for a balm which would put “ in- 

2 of intellectual power and natural grace” into some of our 
ladies, as, for instance, some English ladies of the drama and ballet. 
But besides this‘wé read that— : 

to the NECK, ARMS, AND HANDS, it imparts pearance of 
ROTUNDITY AND ENGAGING PL SS, as al oo 8 

pn ec peepee Poeee o2 which is oe -~ admiration of the opposite 
habi ee ces perso exhales a subdued fragrance, suggesting pure 


A cosmetic the use of which would su 


a “nearly blooming 


novelty. Hitherto the suggestions have been rather the other way. 
Last among the wonderful properties of the substance before us we 
find that it— 

Transforms the Rustic Country Girl into a City Belle, more rapidly than any 
other one thing. 
Until we read that, we thought that it might be soap and water, 
which, after all, is perhaps a cheaper and more generally serviceable 
compound. 





A Nose-ender. 

The Conservatives have an undoubted ground of complaint in the 
fact that the extreme mildness of the weather prevented many electors 
from voting blue. 

True Lover’s Knotty Point. 


Ir is a bad sign when a fair girl asks you o hold a skein of wool— 
she evidently wishes to slip through your fingers. 


Wuere in England’ should the Russian bear find the warmest 


purity,” together with “pure habits and a cultivated taste,” is quite a | welcome ?—In Hairy-fur'd-shire. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 36. 


Wuart clucking and crowing, 
What coming and going 
Of victors o’erflowing 

With triumph to-day! 
While each one distracted 
Asks what's to be acted 
That all folks attracted 

May smile on the play! 


1. ‘The cabin was low, the feeble glim 
But made the darkness seem more dim, 
And as I sought my sailor-bed 
Against a beam I struck my head. 


2. He said “ the arrow glanced aside,” 
And that was how he lost his bride: 
But there are men— you bet your life— 
Who, when they’re weary of a wife, 
Would take her where they're firing rifles 
And not be squeamish about trifles 


3. Hey diddle diddle, 
I can’t play the fiddle, 
Because I have come 
Without it, by gum, 
Now answer, I pray you, the riddle. 


4. Gold, Gold! 
Let the current be rolled 
To the East afar, 
Where the people are 
Lapt in the famine-serpent’s fold. 


5. You’re a betting man, you say, 
Good for any bet to-day ; 
Wager many things you may— 
But there’s one you cannot lay. 


6. Up and down, for loss or gain, 
Turkey, India, Eeypt, Spain, 

Sold to-day, or bought to-morrow, 

Source of profit, cause of sorrow | 
You shall never be my bane. 


SoLuTION OF VALENTINE Acrostic, No. 359.—Arrow, | 
Cupid :—Almanac, Riou, Rep, Ocki, Weasand. | 


Correct SorvutTions or Acrostic, No. 359. received 18th 
February :—Bruin; The Leibig Family ; Ruby; Ghost; Smug. 


NULLIUS FILIUS. 


A GtLascow paper carried away by the local perfervidum ingenium, 
bursts into song over the Conservative triumph in some stirring lines 
entitled “‘ A 'T'ribute from Galloway.’”’ With the usual Tory ear for 
rhyme, which loses in delicacy what it gains in length, the bard 
observes :— 


County fair of loyal Wallace, 
You’ve redeemed your noble promise. 


But then possibly after a fair number of toddies a poet might pro- 








nounce the last word “ prollice’’ so we will pass that. But we cannot 
overlook in a Scot such lamentable ignorance of Scripture History as 
is shown in this stanza— 


But the man round whom we gather 
Boasts a lineage nobler far: 
He can reckon as a father 
Israel’s champion brave in war. 
Stanley, thy descent is oN 
But we count his nobler still, 
Child of him who once victorious | 
Stayed the sun on Gibeon Hill! | 


The allusion is evidently to Joshua who was the son of Nun ; but as he | 
left no family, Mr. Disraeli to be a descendant of his must also be a | 
son of none. Which is a co-Nun-drum. | 


Piece of Im-Burton-ence. 
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THE RULING SPIRIT. 


Cashier (to Tipples, who has dropped off after presenting a cheque) :— 
‘“ How’LL You HAVE IT, Sir?” 
Tipples :— Hor, PLEASE, AND A BIT 0’ LEMON!” 








The Classic Echo. 


Ovr amusing little contemporary, the Echo, is always an authority 
on classical questions. But in an article on Valentines it was con- 


| strained to make the following admission :— 


All we know of it (the custom of sending Valentines) is that something of the 
kind took place during the old Roman festival of the Lupercalia, the feast in 


| honour of the wolf who nursed Romulus and Remus, and that the names of 
| women were placed in a box, while the men drew them out by lot. 


In this case all our friend knows is less than nothing, because it is all 
wrong. The festival was in honour of Lupercus, the Lycean Pan, god 
of fertility, and worshipped of shepherds because he kept off wolves. 
The feast was held in February, on the fifteenth (say some authorities ), 
which does not ‘‘ synchronate’’ (Echo) with the fourteenth very pre- 
cisely. As to the ceremony, the Echo is altogether in the wrong 
‘“‘ box,” as the youths who celebrated the Lupercalias merely ran about 


striking people, but especially married women, with thongs of goat- 
skin. 


‘“‘Evnin’ Ecker, one ’ap’ny!”’ 


Changing Places. 
A Norrotk paper has got so excited over the Duke of Edinburgh's 


| marriage that its geography has all run into its boots, and it seems to 
| know as little of its own country as of Russia :— 


The inhabitants of the county of Norfolk will by no means be slow to give the 


| Duke of Edinburgh and his bride a hearty welcome on their first visit to 


WE naturally find Mr. Octavius Coope on the side of the licensed Sandringham, which will probably be at Exeter. 


victuallers. 


ay we suggest the change of name to Octave Cooper? | phe writer had evidently got Dunce-inane in his head, if not Birnam 


| Wood in his chump. 


Dark’s the Hour. 


| 
Few contested borough elections have passed over without the strains | 
of rival bands—an unprecedented run upon the Burgess Minstrels. 


A “Caution”? Cotumy.—The second of The Times. 


VOL. XIX. I 


Name! 
Ovt of consideration for the number of gin-and-beer representatives 


in the new House, the coming Parliament will be called the Dog’s-nose 
| Parliament. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Feb. 25, 1874. 


A SELL SO SORE! 


Tue Session wasappreaching fast, 
When throuchithe-stagtled nation,passed 
The word “ Dissolve,’’ with a device 


The voice of voters to entice— a 
“‘ No Income Fax?! 


G.’s browswaaglad. isibreath bencath, 
He whi low hbetweenshis teeth— 
“5 fancy, andesp ; 
A bait forssuresuccess I've flung— 
No Income Tax!” 


To happy homes ‘hewhowed.a-sight 
Of breakfast~tablesdree and bright ; 
And in theduture Budget»shone 
Five millionssurplusof:his.own— 
“No Income Tax!” 

“Ti mot ) aDiaraeli-said ; 
“TJ ll.keep ahead : 
Anxig aigmpolicy 
\ atone thing to be— 

Po No Income Tax'?”’ 
“+ Ohystay,’ the! Tories cried, ‘frandwest ! 
You’ well the Treasuny/smest, 
| It'smow.our4vrn to have.a shy— 
-Wee-want,a ‘finger in that pie ! 


Blow Ineome!Tax'!”’ 
*¢ Beware the influence:of the Trade, 
e England’s:curse has: made'!”’ 
/This.was the Ruthican:s gemark, 
~ Who.aleo hiecupad anithedark— 
‘“‘ Blow, Income Dax.” 


“No Income Tax !’’ 


The Liberal party. quickly, found 
Each day that it was losing ground, 
And so resigned at any price 
The Premier, with the wise device— 
‘No Income Tax !”’ 


Out in cold Opposition’s shade, 
Worsted, but beautiful he’s laid, 
Still keeping, till he rules once more, 
That wise device of his in store— 
‘No Income Tax!” 


‘A .ONE,ER! 


In.is difficult to concéive into what profound abysms of ignorance 
this benighted. world would sink if it did not.possess a Globe, which is 
almost as good as.a sun at,throwing light.on.obscurity. The other 
day, that enlightened organ informed a crass and .uneducated public, 
d propos of the Wilberforce Memorial,{tbat . 

i The monolith.is.of on2 solid block of granite. 
wpénsed to think how many people have died, in. the erroneous belief 
a. monolith always consisted of .one solid; block; which, however, 


’ peor ware ex peeve or the Globe would. not. have laboriously pointed 
out, that: 


mat exceptional monolith did. so consist. . The only consola- 

tion we can see is that in these.days when. democratic dictation 
of the subject, the monolith at least is un- 
trammeled, and mey by implied permission of the Globe, consist of as 
many blocks as it likes. i | 


: Land, ho! ° 
Fw takes off his cap and makes a profound bow to Miss Landseer, 
nd and its sailors, 
Institution, She will reap many a 
ers, the we ketone who see 
and who w perish 
but for the gallant lifeboat-crew to which e gives the dnows Ut war, 


Bad for the Coo— 


arOn-B'S 


A Warr or Pars anp Penarrres.—The marriage certificate. 


ne eran 


: 


* 


astonish the town. é 
‘} quietly got up steam, and, seating myself at the instrument, in 


[Fesrvary 28, 1874, 


MY MUSE. 


Wurtz I was living at Bullrush, on the Salmon river, I built a 
small steamboat to ply between that town and Hardbake, some twenty 
miles below. The down traffic between these two places consisted 
mainly of potatoes; the up traffic of hogs. It.was conducted, before 
my boat was laid on, in scows, which floated down with the current 
and delivered their cargoes at Hardbake in good condition ; but to get 
them up against the stream they always had to be lightened by throw. 
ing overboard most of the hogs, which the Hardbakians contrived to 
catch by a cleverly constructed weir. So the balance of trade was 
against us. For this reason my enterprise, temperately popular at 
Hardbake, was encouraged with enthusiasm at Bullrush, where my 
little steamer was regarded with the maddest and wildest affection. 

To enhance and confirm this feeling I fitted the boat with a Cal- 
liope. A Calliope, I may explain, is simply a “peal” of steam- 
whistles, with a key-board, and is operated in. the manner of a piano. 
It is hardly a thing that the muse whose name it bears would have 
been proud of, but it makes a good deal of noise if the boiler is strong 
enough to generate sufficient steam, and under skilful fingers will hoot 
out a number of tunes. It proved my ruin all the same. 

While it was being fitted up I kept it very quiet, only permitting 
the tuner to touch one key per day. The boat was lying alongside 


the wharf, and I wanted to get everything in readiness and then 
So one Saturday night about”eleven o’clock | 


deference to the approaching sabbath struck up the One Hundredth 
Psalm. The whistles were in excellent voice, the night very calm, 
and the effect extremely fine—somewhat finer, I imagine, ten miles 


away than at the key-board. 
In about three minutes every window-sash in town was thrown up, 


and the number of nightcaps protruding formed an animated 


spectacle. In two minutes more the streets were swarming wit!) 
half-dressed people of both sexes and all ages; and before the end 
of the quarter-hour they had crowded down to the beach in sucii 
compact masses that the very rats found it impossible to pierce the solid 
ranks of shins, and being driven into the water miserably perished. 
I had taken the precaution to pull out into the stream, or the people 
would have swarmed aboard the boat and sunk her in a minute. 
They acted like lunatics, and their cheers were something alarming! 
Fearing some harm to the women and,children, I ordered the 
engineer to blow off his steam and put out his fires. I made every 
man on the steamer go to bed. Heedless of the calls of the people for 
every air they had ever heard of, from Orphanback’s concerto in D, to 
the tune to which the old cow died, I resolutely closed the instrument 
and retired to my berth. 

This gave the people leisure to send for their-outer clothing, with 
which they made themselves. as comfortableas they eould-until daybreak ; 
waiting in the chill-river-fog for the strains that-came not. All day 
during Sunday they idled in troops along the beach, or perched them- 
selves thickly on commanding eminences, discussing in subdued and 
reverent tones. the marvellous event of the preceding night. | 
suffered no one to come on board, and no one to go ashore. I an- 
swered no questions from the land, and asked none from the water, | 
thought it would add to the interest of the enterprise, and increase the 
popularity of the boat, to preserve an air of mystery. 

The evening of that day was spent by the inhabitants in carrying 
their bedding down to the shore,, improvising tents for the sick, and 
preparing fires; but soon after dark I got up steam and noiselessly 
dropping down, the. stream out of hearing paddled for Hardbake, 
where I had already been, promised a cargo of hogs. A very graphic 
account of what the people did when daylight. showed them the 
vanity of their vigil having appeared already in the Bullrush Bugle, i 
need rot go into the matter here. 

Arrived at Hardbake I tied up to. the wharf, and in the morning, 
after receiving a deputation of the principal citizens, who camv 
aboard and read a congratulatory address on “the inauguration of 
the grandest commercial enterprise of. any age or country,’ I com- 
menced taking on hogs. When I had got about a thousand on board 
and they..were still pouring in, and just as the deputation of 
principal. citizens were taking their. leave, it. occurred to me tv 
welcome the coming and speed the parting guest by a blast upon my 
Calliope. Iran up to the hurricane deck, rang for the engineer to 
turn on all the steam he could, sat down at the machine, and struck 
up “The Devil's Dream’’ in, spirited. style. “For one instant the 
deputation paused on the wharf and turned their startled faces toward 
the boat ; the next moment they were flat on their backs, with a broa: 
strong torrent of hogs rolling over them, and sweeping onwai'l 
through the streets of the town, carrying all before it with the 
irresistible energy of a,tidaliroller! . Men,jwomen, and children, who 
at the first note of the machine had rushed out of the houses in alarm, 
went down before this current of pork as.grass falls before the scythe, 
or forests disappear in a river of lava! Before I had got half throug): 
the tune my boat was as innocent of pigs.as a new-born babe. Nor 
was this all. Hardbake, as everybody knows, is built on an island, 
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course-as far asit-could go by land, when it poured down a steep place 
inte’ the ritterbelow the weir! Hardbake was irretrievably 
ruined... ‘ 

Asformo; FT deemed it advisable totamm off the musie and put back 
to Bullvash’; but before getting: there the-beat was hailed by a friend 
who came off ima boat with theinfeemation’ that the: peop'e did not 
relish the little practical joke I hadiplayedtthem, and had planted an 
old ‘eantion below the town/to sink*meand my Calliope the moment 
weshould appear. I knew I should fapeeven worse at Hardbake. I 
could not pass either‘town; for one was atthe head of navigation, and 
there was a pig-weir at the other. Imwmy'anxiecty to have a little fun 
out of my Calliope while it was« novelty, I had, soto speak, knocked 
the grandest'commercial enterprise of that or any other country colder 
than the tongue of a dead lamb. 

Im conclusiom I would like: to’ mentiom that the next issues of ‘the 
Budtrush Bugle and the Harvbake Evgle contained a poem each on the 
Calliope: This‘can'be regarded only as a coincidence, for the initial 
couplets: contaim!internal evidence that they are not the work of the 
same hand... The Bullrushian effusion begins thus:— 


Deceitful baffier of our hope, 
O evanescent Calliope! 


The Hardbakian bard begins less plaintively, but with a stronger | 
indignation, thus :— 
The ruin thou’st wrought may it alse seize thee, 
Thou fiendish, remorseless old Calliope !”’ 


———>—>—$—>—>———— = 
Strange if Trwe 
A Hose’ and cart having lately been found ina diteh near 
Leiéestet; we learn fiom the Leicester Journab that— 
Am inquiry was’ instittited; when it was-found that the horse and trap belonged 
to Mir Willock, Bagworth, who stated that he was driving home the previous | 


ni and got out of the trap, when some men whewere passitig nivde'a noise, | 
wien camel ‘the herse'to run-eff, and which was found on Thursday morning in 


the manueér stated. 

That noise reminds us of the song which Lomgfellow let off into the 
air, and@Jlost sight of, but found again some time afterwards. But. we 
always: thought® before that Longfellow was romancing; but the 
Leicester’ Journal never romances. 





Order! 

Tus Bolioy. which may’ be considered a thoroughly trustworthy 
chroni¢leof facets recorded the otherday, an instance of the growing 
tyranmyof the poliee :—~ 

A SHOWMAN IN. DIFFICULTIES. 
P At Re mornings: se aie aged cams 
eserited: shewman, , Reginald-road, . charged before Mr. 
F hawerss wits orderty conduct’ t im the Liverpool-road, Islington. 
Things have- indeed come to a pretty’ pass, when a man’s orderly 
conduct provokes the police to run him in! 


Sustentation. 
Ture Standard: in a paragraph about the famine in Bengal, 


observes— 

The promised relief has already done good. 
In this instance promises appear to be like pie-crust not merely 
because they are breakable, but because they are nutritious. 


A Change for the Better: 


A contemporary relates, in its Paris news, that— 


M. Loyau de Lacy, who has been suing the Paris papers to compel the irsertion 
of his letters in retort to their attacks on his dramatic efforts, has got judgment 
in his favour. The papers prove that, if everybody exercised this right, the 


answers would fill up their space! 
Well, we are not at all sure that in some English journals that 
consummat‘on (including the exclusion of all leaders) is not devoutly 


to be wished. 


A Correction. 
Ir is not true that, on the evening after the declaration of the poll, 
Greenwich was kept awake till the small hours by a band performing 
alternately, ‘ Oft in the Sti//y night” and “ Gin a body.”’ 





A Distinction. 
Mr. Guapsronr's Government is the ex-ministry; Mr. Disraeli’s, 
the Treble X ministry. 


ConsERVATIVE Mempers’ De.icut.—The blue M.P.-rean. 
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and after overthrowing the population the stream of swine held its 





THE FATAL MISTAKE. 


JAMES JELLY of St. Mary Cray 
So softly spoke and smiled, 
Was so respectable and grey, 
They called him ‘ Oltfand Mild.” 


Johm Jobernollekens of Penge 
Was such a furious hitter; 
So-fat and full of tierce revenge, 
They called him ‘ Stout and Bitter.” 


James Jelly was a slaughterman 
Of muttomand of beet, 

The corpses ot the slain torsean, 
It must hwve caused him grivf. 


Jvhn Jobernollekens employed 
Hiv days om oils and dryers, 

Ani mast have greatly beem annoyed 
He couldn't slay the buyers: 


ee by the selétwme train, 

Which some facetious ehump}. 

Accustomed to his morning: drain, 
Had styled “ ‘The: Usaad ‘iy’ 


Ami morn and night, te-toww and Tack, 
They travelled thus for years; 

Tillsomething happened witiely, alack,, 
Will need your pitying’ tears: 


An accident—that' s mothing new !—~ 
Occurred withim a tunnel. 

The luckless pairwere eutin two; 
Just level withthe gumwale.® 


A surgeon, rushing) in the durk;, 
Atforded timely‘aid, 

Together sewing them—bat 
‘Lhe sad mistake he made! 


While he to Jelly's upper mans 
The other's lege appended, 
And Jobbernoll 
About where Jelly enuted;— 


The other's bully trunk ‘he pieeed 
With Jelly’s legs of spinule ; 

And Jobbernollekens just ceased, 
Where Jelly ’gan to dwindle. 


So now when Jelly most desires 
Soft phrases to be picking 

To soothe some adversary’s fires, 
His legs will take to kicking. 


And Jobbernollekens finds thus 
The change his powers damping,— 
When he would fume and swear aud cuss, 
His feet object to stamping. 


Had but that surgeon chanced to strike 
A light within the carriage, 

This union had been spared—so like 
An ill-assorted marriage. 


And still they travel, and each bears 
His tate as-you'd surmise,— 

For Jobbernollekens he swears, 
Aud Jelly only sighs. 


But woe is me, that comic chap 
Who stili wii chaff and laugh, 
And talk abou: *‘ The Usual ‘l'ap,”’ 

Has styled them Half-and-Halt. 


sailed 
My Eye. 

A SAPIENT Contemporary gravely asks why many a young man goes 
about ‘* with a single eye-glass stuck in one of hiseyes*'’ We somehow 
fancy that the answer to this conundrum is th.t the single eye-ylass 
can only be stuck in ove of his eyes, at a time. It that won't do, we'll 
try again. 


Tue Reverse or a Crose-risrep May.—The civil engineer—he 
Cal span @ river. 


* Pronounced“ gunnel,”” This is a nautical and horizontal figure of speech. 
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OUR BLOATED 


Grateful Dependent Ny Nobleman who, when he entertains company at t 
poorer neighbours) :—“ Doox! Dooxk! wuHat’s TH’ MEANIN’ OF THIS, 
ME A ROAST CHICKEN Wi’ ONE WING COOT OFF?” 


Anoruer sign of Conservative Reaction! The first Mule and 
Donkey Show will be held at the Crystal Palace early in—if not on 
i ril. — The Carlsruhe Gazette reports the destruction 
bbey of Saint Blaise. Serve ’em right, for keeping 

tory Saint on the premises. = La hes Geax 

making _ purchases of forage. Where does she mean to “ make 
hay” next? = The Ministry resign without delay. Thisis kind to 
the hungry Tories. = No Easter Monday Review, as the Bank Holi- 
day overcrowds the lines. Hard lines for enthusiastic Voluntéers. = 
The Telegraph compares Gladstone to Aristides the Just. This is 
taking an unfair advantage of the new gin-cum-beer members, who 
won't know whether it’s pronounced Aristids or Aristids. — A new 
appears, called Woman’s Opinion. Didn’t know she had one! 

not call it The Last Word? = The Pantechnicon burnt down. 
doesn’t respect fire-proof. — Excitement at Gravesend 
coming of the Duke of Edinburgh. Three hundred nape 

him with freedom of that city and a of 

protests against his expulsion from by. 

More-decay now. = Summing-up of Tichborne 

likely to end in summering-up, if not autumning. 

loggerheads. Shootem! = Railway stock look- 

-up several nice little accidents, in which its rolling 

got smashed. — Great irritation caused in Paris by the 
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ARISTOCRACY. 


he great house, is accustomed to distribute the broken provisions among his 
Dook? ’A GAED OOP T’'HOOSE TO GET SOME VITTLE, AN’ THEY GIED 


manifesto of Rouher. Rightly does the Conservative working-man 
call him Mounseer Rower! — Civil Service Supply Association ex- 
tinguishes itself by determining to share profits among shareholders. 
We are a nation of shopkeepers, but this was too much for some gen- 
tlemen, who retired. 

Thereby hangs——. 

We presume the following may be credited to the Paris papers, 
because as that City possesses a Jardin des Plantes as well as a Jardin 
ad’ Acclimatation the local journalists miy be fairly supposed to know 
nothing whatever of Natural History :— 


The latest Parisian novelty is a lady with the tail of an ape. She is being 
exhibited. It is to be hoped it will not become the fashion. 


To the best of our humble knowledge the Ape (including Troglodytes, 

Pithecus, and Hylobates) is distinguished by the non-possession of a 

“0 — that we trust the fashion of apes’ tails wi// be continued by 
e sex. 


Fact for the ‘‘ Intelligent’’ Foreigner. 
Buregsses are not of the softer sex, though there are many “ old 
women ” in their 


Iupertinence INTENSIFIED. — Wishing a Tee-total gathering 4 
“ bumper ”’ meeting. 
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A SELL SO SORE! 


THERE in the twilight cold and grey, Still grasping in his hand of ice 
Prostrate but beautiful he lay, The banner with the strong device— 
‘‘No Income Tax!” 
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NIGHT AND MORNING. 


Ir there’s one thing in all the world, 
Which I have aye reviled, 

At which my hatred -has been hurled 
Since -first I was a child, 

It is—but you of course can guess, 
Without it’s being said— 

It is that crowning wretchedness 
Of turning out of bed. 


I see the daylight through the blind, 
I hear the milkman’s call, 

The baker’s cry,—and hate my kind, 
Yes, hate them one and all! 

The postman comes—the paper-boy— 
I know his wretched tread ! 

And, just when sleep I most enjoy, 
Comes turning out of bed. 


The world’s still “‘ got the gravy in’’— 
I like it well done through ! 
Why must I a raw day begin, 
The sun would quickly “ do” ? 
Were I a baker—why, I must 
Thus early seek my bread. 
I’m not! I hate it, crumb and crust, 
When turning out of bed. 


And yet in this dark world of woe.— 
And pain, and toil, and such— 

There is one other thing I know, 
And hate almost as much :— 

As much? I vow, upon my word, 
I might say “ more,’ instead— 

More hateful—though it seems absurd— 
Than turning out of bed. 


When falls the gentle cloak of night 
Upon this world of toil, 

When warmly glows the fire’s red light, 
And gleams the midnight oil, 

Then comes the trouble I abhor, 
The suffering that I dread,— 

I hate than turning out—far more— 
The turning into bed! 
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LOWERING THE FARcS. 


Bus Driver :—“ NEAR SIDE DOWN.”’ 


Cueapr Grenerosity.—Presenting a cheque. 


— 


Conductor :—“ Att rIGHT! CrTy GENT’S PAID HIS FARE!”’ 


‘HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. | 


Tue indefatigable managers of the French plays at the Holborn | ..enes, and the front of the house is under the charge of Mr. Hingston. 


| keen air of Russia. Mr. Byron, to whose management the carly 
success of the Prince of Wales’s was mainly due, directs behind the 


Theatre, Messrs. Valnay and Pitron, give their patrons no opportunity | We look forward to a charming display of such dramatic Dresd+n 
of complaining of a want of variety; and they are ably supported by ' 

the members oftheir company, who cheerfully assume a frequent 
change of characters which would produce mutiny in an English 
theatre. Le Voyage de M. Perrichon is their latest production, and 
gives ample scope for the humour of Monsieur Didier, although, as a 
whole, by no means comparable with other pieces that have been 
represented at the Holborn, It turns upon the adventures of what 
wermay calla Parisian cockney and family in a tour through Switzer- 
land, and ,the complications therefrom arising. There is a funny 
contest for the hand of Perrichon’s daughter between two young 
tourists, of whom one has saved, and the other has been saved by, 
the father of the adored one; the moral being that (so long as you 
don’t let him overhear your philosophy on the point) your possible 


China as will suit the house, and please the critical and fashionab!: 
audiences it is certain to attract. 


Hanging on a Note. 

Tue other day an artilleryman, at Newhaven, having been confined 
to barracks, and subsequently reprimanded for singing in his cell, 
was “ found hanging from a window-cord attavhed to his waist-belt ; ’ 
by which we presume the contemporary we quote from does not mean 
that he suspended himself from his own waist. The coroner’s jury 


found a verdict of “ Died by hanging, caused by his own act threuch 
misadventure ;” although, as our contemporary (who heads the 


+ 


; ; | paragraph ‘Singular Verdict’’) observes, “‘no evidence tended to 
father-in-law will feel a greater affection for the preserved than the | show it.’’ Perhaps the twelve sages, arguing from his musical tastvs, 


preserver. It is unnecessary to say that Monsieur Didier was admir- | thought the poor fellow was trying a chord. 


able as the pére de famille. Madame Adolphe, a consummate artist, 
who acts to the life in the very smallest 7é/e, was excellent as the 
wife ; and all—down to the railway porters—played with that identi- 
fication of. self and part which, it seems, it is impossible to teach 
English people. 

At the Olympic Mr. Neville has revived, until such time as the new 
drama is ready, Shakespeare’s Much Ado about Nothing, which appears 
to attract sufficiently to refute the too readily accepted dictum that 
Shakespeare is worn out. We hope that the production of Macbeth at 
the Crystal Palace, under the direction of Mr. Creswick, will be 
another proof of the fallacy of the managerial doctrine. We can, at 
any rate, be sure that Macheth will be put upon the stage without any of 
the fussy self-assertive meddling by which Mr. Tom ‘Taylor ship- 
wrecked a somewhat similar Shakesperian revival at Sydenham. 

- he Criterion Theatre, one of the prettiest little houses in London, 
will open early in March, the Lord Chamberlain apparently having 


returned from St. Petersburg with mental faculties braced by the | 


Necks to Nothing! 

WE learn from the Paris papers that what they very properly call 
‘‘a curious wager’’ has been settled between the Duc de Feltre and 
the Comte de Nevule. The former backed himself to drive from Paris 
to Lyons before the latter could do the distance on his bicycle. ‘The 
race, we are informed, 


Was won by a neck by the duke, who drove inte the courtyard of the Grand 
Hotel at Lyons just two minutes before the count arrived. 


What a neck the Duke must have! Fancy his being two minutes 
before he could get it into the courtyard. 


Something Topping. 
ANOTHER name shares with Wellington and Blucher the honours of 
St. Crispin ; we refer, of course, to Boot (T)uppers. 
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CHANGES. 


AGony AND CoNSTERNATION IN THE LIBERAL Camp. 


: Not too fast! 
We learn from the South London Press that Mr. Nathan Hughes, who 
paints against time or steam or anything of that kind, has finished his 
i of the Tichborne trial, showing the Court under a com- 
i of winter sunlight and gas.* 
A sunbeam strikes from above on the Lord Chief Justicet : and the ceol shadow 


on the host of notable barristers affords an artistic contrast. The jury are in the 
full blaze of warm light in the centre ¢ . 


We shall not go and see it, for fear of being betrayed into contempt. 
Someruine Mors Important THAN THE Maracca Srrarrs.—Those 
of Bengal. 
a gasman committcd 
+ His Lordship wil no doubt commit that sunbeam. 
t A painter makes it so warm for the jury must be in danger of committal. 


. 


**So are they all!” 
Tue Weekly Dispatch, commenting on two recent press libel-cases, 
observes with regard to ‘“‘& newspaper of established fame,” and 
therefore disinterestedly, that it— 


Is naturally tempted sometimes even by honourable motives to cast its 
reflections upon private character. 


The writer does not seem acquainted with his subject or we might ask 
what motives could be “honourable” which could tempt a man or 4 
paper to make a blackguard of himself or itself. 


The Sooner the Better. 
PARDONABLE ImPERTINENCE.—Calling the Ministerial “‘ Whip ’’a— 
Cracksman. 


Morro ror THE SLtoturur.— Nothing like lethar ”-gy. 











Re axe 5 tae 








A ee 


ars ae 
ss a 


Fesruary 28, 1874.] 








THE PSORIAD. 


Tue king of Scotland, years and years ago, 
Convened his courtiers in a gallant row, 
And thus addressed them: ‘ Gentle sirs, from you 
Abundant counsel I have had, and true: 
What laws to make, to serve the public weal, 
What ones of Nature’s making to repeal ; 
What old religion is the only true one, 
And what the greater merit of some new one ; 
What friends of yours my favour has forgot ;— 
Which ef your enemies against me plot. 
In harvests ample to augment my treasures 
Behold the fruits of your sagacious measures. 
The punetual planets, to their periods just, 
Attest yeur wisdom, and approve my trust ; 
illib’ rai Jaws, trom certain hints irrational, 
Had.gomehow made the seasons’ course less national. 
Lo!.the reward your shining virtues bring— 
The gratefal placemen bless their useful king! 
Bat while you quaff the nectar of my favour 
L mean to somewhat modify its flavour, 

jest mfusing a peculiar dash 


A tomic bitter in the calabash. 


Amd should you, too abstemious, disdain it, 


‘Egad! Vl hold your noses till you drain it! 


“*-You know, you dogs, your master long has felt 


A. keen distemper in the royal pelt— 


A certain superficial irritation, 

Brought home, | fancy, from some foreign nation. 
For this a thousand simples you’ ve prescribed— 
Unguents external, draughts to be imbibed ; 
You’ve plundered Scotland of its plants, the seas 
You've ravished, and despoiled the Hebrides, 

‘To brew me remedies which in probation, 

Were sov reign only in tneir application. 

In vain, and eke in pain, I have applied 

Your flatt'nimg unctions to my sou! and hide ; 
Hope with fine herbs has been my daily tood— 
I've.swallowed. treacle, by the holy rood! 

Your wisdom, which sutliced to guide the year, 
And tame the seasons in their mad career, 
When set to higher purposes has failed me, 
And added anguish to the ills that ailed me. 
Nor that alone; for each ambitious leech 

His rival’s skill has laboured to impeach 

By nameless schemes, and notions non-vocabular, 
Submanual and also supertabular. 

For years, to conquer our respective broils, 
We've plied each other with pacitic oils. 

In vain; your turbulence is unallayed, 

My flame unquenched—your rioting unstayed ; 
My life so wretched from your strite to save it, 
Death were most welcome did I dare to brave it. 
With zeal inspired by your intemp’rate pranks, 
My subjects muster in contending ranks ;” 
Those fling their banners to the startled breeze, 
To fight for Royal Embrocation—these 

The standard of the Royal Purge display, — 
And ’neath that ensign wage the wastetul fray. 
Torrents of sweat roll smoking o’er the lea, 
Brave tongues are thundering from sea to sea ; 
My people perish in their martial fear, 

And squealing bagpipes cleave the royal ear! 


““ Now, caitifis, tremble, for this very hour 
Your injured monarch shall assert his pow’r! 
Behold this lotion, carefully compound 

Of all the poisons you for me have found— 
Of biting washes such as tan the skin, 

And drastic drugs to vex the man within. 
What aggravates must certainly produce— 

I mean to rub you with this dreadful juice! 
Divided counsels you no more shall hatch— 
At last you sha'l unanimously scratch. 


Kneel, villains, kneel, and doff your shirts—God bless us! 
They'll seem, when you resume them, shirts of Nessus !”’ 


The sov’reign ceased and sealing what he spoke, 
From Arthur’s Seat confirming thunders broke, 
The conscious culprits, to their fate resigned, 
Sank to their knees, all piously inclined. 

This act, from high Ben Lomond where she floats, 
The thrifty goddess, Caledonia, notes; 


FUN. =» 





Glibly as nimble sixpence, down she tilts 

Headlong, and ravishes away their kilts. 

The king advanced—then cursing fled amain, 
Dashing the phial to the stony plain 

(Where’t straight became a fountain brimming o'er, 
Whence Father Tweed derives his liquid store.) 

For lo! already to each back sans stitch 

Clave the red saddle of the Rosy Witch! 


The Tory Policy at Last. 


Accorpineé to the Globe— 

The grand old system of inductive reasaming, for which the world is indebted to 
the Franciscan of the 13th century, has done some of its best work in the depart- 
ment of politics. That system is the method of true Tory statesmanship, and it 
is the: key to ‘‘a Tory policy.” Its dominant idea is experiment based on 
experience; as opposed to irici the outcrop of a fallible genius. Mr. 

Disraeli’s method pre-emimently is the inductive. 

| Here then we have the long wished-for revelation of the Tory policy. 
| It is true that though Reger Bacon in the 13th century did not invent 
| inductive reasoning (that being reserved for Francis Bacon in the 
| sixteenth), yet some think he imvyentgd gunpowder and blew off ihe 
| roof of his cell with it, and this probably typifies the Tory poliey 
‘ more clearly than the other. The meaning of the phrase “ experiment 
| based on experience,” that is to say, experiment which is not tentative 
| and therefore not experimental, must remain obscure until the Globe 
| writes again on the subject. 





The Tory Muse. 

Ir is gratifying at a time when, to judge from the severity with 

| which a squib quoted by, and a translation of Homer written by, Mr. 

Gladstone, were critacised, one of the first steps of Conservative re- 

| action would be to abolish poetry, to find that the leading Tory paper 

| “keeps poet.” On Valentine’s Day the Standard gave to tho © orld 

a parody of a well-known song under the title of * The Ten Livtle 

i nee Of the quality of the effusion one couplet will afford a fair 
sample : 

Two little sinners looking very g/um, 
The Church of England choked one, and then there was one. 

| The canons of rhyme would certainly have choked the bard, if t ey 

| had caught him, for coupling up “glum” and “one” in Apollo's 
| curricle. 


Aushers io Correspondents, 


[We cannet return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accoit- 
| panied by a stamped and directed engelope, and we do net hold curs2?ves 
| responsilte for less.) 

C. A. (154, Loughborough-road.)—We are much obliged for your en- 

closure, but Mr. Disvaeli’s “education” has been wasted on his party, ii 
_ you cannot see the difference between suggestion and direction. 
| F. (Westminster.)—Pray you fetch away the joke you cracked. It wil! 
not pay for the rivets. 
| G. (Grange over Sands.)—When would-be contributors address us por- 
' sonally instead of directing to the Editor, it may occasion their bi ine 
| committed to the Waste Paper Basket unread. , 

Maz.—Not of the slightest use. We object to plagiarism. 

Tyro.—We hope you will soon tire o’ such things. 

PENETTE.— You show little penette-tration when you threaten if we 
publish this you “ will send other pieces.” Not if we can prevent it ! 

FLicksTEr.—We should say—but we won’t swear to it—that 

“ Order is Heaven’s first law ” 
was written by a dramatist whose friends all wanted to go and see his 
new piece on the first night. 

JEAMES.—If any solicitor had undertaken to pay us a bandsome salary 
for advising self-elect lawyers who have fools for their clients, we wight 
counsel you as to the law; about which we are almost as ignorant as you 

| are. As it is, we won’t. , 

W. C. (Upper Kennington-lane.)—By no means, thank you. 

W. D. (Staplehurst.)\—We really cannot undertake to answer such 
questions. 

R. (Liverpool.)—The weather may be severe, but your lines to it are a 
worse frost. 

P. T.—Haven’t seen it. 

BaLiot-Box.—Shut up! The returning officer ought to havo seen that 
you were shut up securely. 

J.B. H.—Thanks for the cutting. 

Declined with Thanks:—S. S., Glo’ster; A Disappointed Elector; PB, 
Islington; Jack, Liverpool; One of the Winners; —, Vestry-road; F. (+, 
Clerkenwell; A Regular Reader; W. W., Glasgow ; R., Dublin; O. R. I. C., 
Aylesford; W. E., St. Leonard’s; A. H., Richmond; Wallaby ; C., South 
Norwood; G. R. F., Cork; J. S., Edinburgh; Lost Liberal; F. W., “t. 
John’s-wood ; A. G. B., Brixton; R., Wanstead ; Lover of Puns; 8, Brom- 
ley-common ; G., Bow-churchyard; Adam; G. D., Camberwell; A. J. M, 
Liverpool; G. M., Gresham-strees; R. S. B., Deptford; A Cireular; D., 
Piccadilly ; That Old Hat ; T. H., Hackney ; An Old Admirer; P., Oxford ; 
T. M., Liverpool. 
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NOT IMPROBABLE. 


Aunt Biddy:—“How otp sHovtp I Take Miss MacwHeeDLe TO BE, 18 Ir? WELL, MY DEARS, I SHOULD SAY SHE'LL NEVER SEE 
THIRTY-FIVE AGAIN—NO, NOT IF SHE LIVED TO BE AS OLD AS METHOOSELUM!”’ 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
FEBRUARY. 


St. Paul's contains Mr. Forbes’s version of the story of L. E. L., a 
not quite satisfactory copy of verses from the author of “‘ White Rose 


and , and a very quaint “ Apotheosis of the Policeman” by 
Matthew Browne. The Editor will do well at once to discard ‘‘ The 
S >” who gives a journal of a residence in Bermondsey. When 
he us that on his arrival at London Bridge his luggage is 


seized by thieves, who steal watches under the very noses of the 
officials of the station, and that nobody knows at the station where 
ee is, we can only answer that it is neither vero, nor ben 
trovato. e are afraid this person must be American. 

Tinsley’s is better than usual, simply on the strength of an accurate 
narrative of the adventures of a brass tap issued with the usual red- 
tape streamers from the War Department to a regiment on foreign 
service. 

The Atlantic Monthly has a charming paper on Agassiz, an excellent 


story, “Faithful Bean,’ and—from Oliver Wendell. Holmes—a | 


“‘ Ballad of the Boston Tea- 
with the world-renowned “ Punchbowl.” 








“ Representative Triad’’ Mr. Stedman shows, a propos of Hood, that 
complete lack of the appreciation of humour and wit, with which it 
pleases Heaven to afflict some people. He should be specially retained 
to edit epitaphs. It will surprise no one to learn that this gentle- 
man places Mr. Matthew Arnold alongside of Hood as a poet! His 1s 
the criticism of a dry-goods store. 


Our old friend Chambers’s Journal has been dozing a little of late, 
and wants a little more energy, though there is no fault to be found 
with “The Lily of the Alley”’ or “‘ the Doomed Ship.” 

Recervep: — Good Words, Sunday Magazine, Young Lady's 
Journal, Westminster Papers, Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Mirror, 
Young Folks’ Budget, Golden Hours, Cope’s Tobacco Plant, London 
Society. 


Hark-ye! ological. 
In some isolated instances we regret to note that at the polling- 
booth stones were used as arguments. How sad is it to see that, with- 
out the excuse of political excitement, geologists expose themselves to 


” that may well stand side-by-side | the same imputation ! 


s . . . . 
No English magazine can compete with Scribner’s Monthly, either| A New Cry (ror Bacuetors).—No Incum-brance — Ne Income- 


for quantity or quality. The cuts moreover are excellent. In his | 


FOR BREAKFAST. 





HOCOLAI 


Leelee 
Printed by JUDD & CO., Phosnix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (forthe Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E. C.—London, February 28, 1874. 


Tax! 








MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 362. 


T 


JUDGE, counsel, and jury, in grand array, 
Month after month, and day after day, 

Have followed the case on its winding way, 

[t's over now—but so tired we've got 

That if we were asked we should say like a shot, 
Dig a great hole and bury the lot, 

Judge, counsel, and jury, the whole of the pot. 









1. The ledger, who lives next door to me, 
Ts a man of musical fancies, 
But he cannot distinguish A. from G., 
Which not altogether enhances 
The grcat delight with which I should bristle 
Whenever he condescends to whistle. 


2. In another shape 
I was called a grape, 
Gut very little my pride it hurts 
When you sav that in me you have your deserts. 


&. If the blind bard contrived to speak 
Only one half of me in Greek 
Within the week, 
What wrongs his hearers had to wreak! 


4. Put the drug 
In «a mug, 
Secret spells like witches working, 
Sickly green 
Hippocrene, 
Death and madness in it lurking. 


5. Come fill up your bumper, geod mine host, 
A political triumph now you boast, 
Kor statecratt, honesty, and brain 
‘This time the contest failed to gain, 
And you have brought our rulers in 
(n copious floods of beer and gin. 


Sotttion or Acrostic No. 360, Severe Frosts :—- 
scarf, Elector, Violoncello, Exequies, Raft, Emphasis. 

Correct Sorvrions or Acrostic No. 360, received 20th Feb. :— 
Suffolk Dumpling; Ruby’s Ghost; D. E. H.; Guitar; Margate 
Viearage;: Cato; Grip; Hoptop; Pipekop; Charley and Ti; 
Vipekop’s Pupils; Peggotty. 
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ONE FOR HIS NOB. 


Hairdresser :-—“ KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT PHRENOLOGY? BLESS YER ‘ART. 


Srr, o' coursE I po! Look AT THE SPLENDID HOPPERTUNITY 0’ PRACTICE | 


DoctrRInE ror Goop Tartors.—The survival of the 
fit test. 





THE ACE OF CLUBS. 


In these days, when Members of Parliament are as a rule the dele- 
gates of the Licensed Victuallers, it behoves us all to read with the 
deepest devotion and attention the journal which is the acknowledged 
organ of the publican interest; and we found in it on the 23rd of 
l’ebruary an explanation of—we might almost say an apology for—an 


error which the Advertiser “hastened to rectify,’ and which, there- | 
fore, must have been of greater importance than at first sight it would | 


seem to be. It appears that our centemporary, in chronicling an 


important event in the shape of the Annual Dinner of the Whitefriars 


Club, mentioned, as chairman on that auspicious occasion, the name 
of Mr. A. instead of the name of Mr. B., to whom 
The Club owes something more than its existence, that gentleman being not 


only its founder, but the chief and most able administrator of its affairs, and per- 
petual President by acclamation. 


When the Advertiser has left off hastening after that error, perhaps it | 
would not mind stopping to tell us something we are gasping after it , 


to learn. Will it tell us what the Whitefriars Club is = 





A Plea for Mercy. 
A MILKMAN, at Balham, has been fined twenty shillings and costs 


for selling milk that had been mixed with water. In the interests of | 
the innocent holders of shares in Water Companies we protest against | 
this tyrannical oppression. It is utterly impossible to drink the fluid | 


supplied by the Water Companies unless it is disguised with some 





"AVE:—NOW FOR HINSTANCE YOUR ’EAD—CAPITAL ONE, TOO, Srr! ’as TAF 
BUMP OF Benevolence STRONGLY ’’—— 


, (Brown forgets the rest. 


ONLY. 


On ty a few eyes weep, a few lives darken, 

When those depart who made such mirth for all ; 
Only a few hearts sadden when they hearken 

The death-bell’s solemn call. ® 


Only a ship in the horizon’s farness 
Vanished for ever from our mortal ken : 

(nly a soldier, dying in his harness, 
Fighting the fight of men. 


Take up the bier, or officer or private, 
One of the army in whose ranks he fell ; 

May we—when the Dead March we shall arrive at— 
Only be mourned as well! 


Poor soldiers we, in uniform of folly, 
A band of crape about the motley sleeve, 
Above the grave we fire a parting volley, 
And say not how we guieve! 








Hold your Ja— 
A CORRESPONDENT of The"Times records that— 


On Monday, the 27th of August, 1866, Ja-Ja, breakfasting with me on boar 
her Majesty’s ship Oberon, admitted that he was a cannibal, and that there was 
nothing so delicious as a little boy’s ankle. 


We consider The Times to blame for publishing such statements. We 


other liquids, of which milk, being opaque, or nearly so, is one of the are not violently cannibalistic, but we must admit that that little boy's 
handiest. If this absurd persecution is still carried on, the Water | ankle has been running in our head ever since; and has created a 


Companies will be compelled to liquidate, and their officers, with a | 


large number of other highly respectable pumps, will be thrown out of | pp? ¢ i 
| And the worst of it is that our appetite for the dainty must be clearly 


employ. ° 
May catastrophes such as the destruction of the Pantechnicon | 
be * like angel's visits ’’—/feu and far between. 


VOL. SIX. 


desire which nothing but stewed oysters—described by a well-known 
writer as a near approach to scalloped baby—has been able to repress. 


expressed in our countenance, for if we ever stop to contemplate a darling 
in its perambulator, its nurse at once hurries it off in feverish excite- 


' ment, which is a reflection on our gentle, inoffensive moral character. 
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NOT IMPROBABLE. 


Aunt Biddy:—“How otp suovtp I take Miss MacwHeepLe To BE, 1s IT? WELL, MY DEARS, I SHOULD SAY SHE'LL NEVER SEE 
THIRTY-FIVE AGAIN—NO, NOT IF SHE LIVED TO BE AS OLD AS MeTHoosELuUM!”’ 








CHATS ON THE MAGS. “ Representative Triad’? Mr. Stedman shows, d propos of Hood, that 
FEBRUARY complete lack of the appreciation of humour and wit, with which it 
. ; s pleases Heaven to afflict some people. He should be specially retained 

St. Paul's contains Mr. Forbes’s version of the story of L. E. L.,@| t) edit epitaphs. It will surprise no one to learn that this gentle- 
not quite satisfactory copy of verses from the author of “ White Rose | man places Mr. Matthew Arnold alongside of Hood as a poet! His is 


and ” and a very quaint “ Apotheosis of the Policeman” by St3 at 
, The Vedi the criticism of a dry-goods store. 


a its ge a j zo ee aa - Se 2 Our old friend Chambers’s Journal has been dozing a little of late, 


: : ° : i i d 
be us that on his arrival at London Bridge his luggage is and wants a little more energy, though there is no fault to be foun 
seized by thieves, who steal watches under the very noses of the | With “The Lily of the Alley”’ or “ the Doomed Ship. 
officials of the station, and that nobody knows at the station where | _ Recztvep: — Good Words, Sunday Magazine, Young Lady’s 
Bermondsey is, we can only answer that it is neither vero, nor ben | Journal, Westminster Papers, Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Mirror, 
trovato. e are afraid this person must be American. Young Folks’ Budget, Golden Hours, Cope’s Tobacco Plant, London 

Tinsley’s is better than usual, simply on the strength of an accurate | Sty. 
narr tive of the adventures of a brass tap issued with the usual red- 
tape pare from the War Department to a regiment on foreign Hark-ye! ological. 
=e ; 3 ; In some isolated instances we regret to note that at the polling- 
The Atlantic Monthly has a charming pa er On Agassiz, an excellent | booth stones were used as arguments. How sad is it to see that, with- 
story, ae ee ee yee side-by aide | - the excuse = political excitement, geologists expose themselves to 
Ballad Boston - - -Sl | i 
with the world-renowned “ Punchbowl.” , | et Pee Se sree tne ais 
No lish magazine can compete with Scribner's Monthly, either! A New Cry (ror Bacugtors).—No Incum-brance— Ne Income- 
for quantity or quality. The cuts moreover are excellent. In his | Tax! 


“CHOCOLAT MENIER. 


re SS SSS SSE 
Printed by JUDD & CU., Phosnix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for’the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E. C.—London, February 28, 1874. 



































ee Sette cos | yh ialie Eee ae 


Se oe ey 


ie tet Th a ai 


SMB i van et yaa eee 






7 


Sak te 


Pe ETI 








ee 


SE 


Marcu 7, 1874.] 








DOUBLE AGROSTIC, No. 362. 


JUDGE, counsel, and jury, in grand array, 
Month after month, and day after day, 

Have followed the case on its winding way, 

t's over now—but so tired we've got 
That if we were asked we should say like a shot, 
Dig a great hole and bury the lot, 
Judge, counsel, and jury, the whole of the pot. 


1. The lodger, who lives next door to me, 
Ts a man of musical fancies, 
jut he cannot distinguish A. from G., 
Which not altogether enhances 
The grcat delight with which I should bristle 
Whenever he condescends to whistle. 


2. In another shape 
I was called a grape, 
But very little my pride it hurts 
When you sav that in me you have your deserts. 


3. If the blind bard contrived to speek 
Only one half of me in Greek 
Within the week, 
What wrongs his hearers had to wreak! 


4. Put the drug 
In a mug, 
Secret spells like witches working, 
Sickly green 
Hippocrene, 
Death and madness in it lurking. 


5. Come fill up your bumper, good mine host, 
A political triumph now you boast, 
For statecratt, honesty, and brain 
‘This time the contest failed to gain, 
And you have brought our rulers in 
On copious floods of beer and gin. 


SotttTion or Acrostic No. 360, Severe Frosts :—- 
scarf, Elector, Violoncello, Exequies, Raft, Emphasis. 

Correct Sorvtions or Acrostic No. 360, received 20th Feb. :— 
Suffolk Dumpling; Ruby’s Ghost; D. E. H.; Guitar; Margate 
Vicarage; Cato; Grip; Hoptop; Pipekop; Charley and Ti; 
Pipekop’s Pupils; Peggotty. 


Doctrine vor Goop Tartors.—The survival of the 
fit test. 


THE ACE OF CLUBS. 


In these days, when Members of Parliament are as a rule the dele- 
gates of the Licensed Victuallers, it behoves us all to read with the 
deepest devotion and attention the journal which is the acknowledged 
organ of the publican interest; and we found in it on the 23rd of 
ebruary an explanation of—we might almost say an apology for—an 
error which the Advertiser “hastened to rectify,’ and which, there- 





fore, must have been of greater importance than at first sight it would | 


seem to be. It appears that our contemporary, in chronicling an 


important event in the shape of the Annual Dinner of the Whitetriars | 


Club, mentioned, as chairman on that auspicious occasion, the name 
of Mr. A. instead of the name of Mr. B., to whom 


The Club owes something more than its existence, that gentleman being not 


only its founder, but the chief and most able administrator of its affairs, and per- 
petual President by acclamation. 


When the Advertiser has left off hastening after that error, perhaps it | 
would not mind stopping to tell us something we are gasping after it , 


to learn. Will it tell us what the Whitefriars Club is: 





A Plea for Mercy. 
A MILKMAN, at Balham, has been fined twenty shillings and costs 


for selling milk that had been mixed with water. In the interests of | 





a 


, 
J 


' 
NY 
Y 

A 

A 


ONE FOR HIS NOB. 


Hairdresser :-—“ KNowW ANYTHING ABOUT PHRENOLOGY? BLESS YER ‘ART, 
Srr, o’ covrsE I po! Look AT THE SPLENDID HOPPERTUNITY 0’ PRACTICE | 
"AVE!——-NOW FOR HINSTANCE YOUR ’EAD—CAPITAL ONE, TOO, Srr! ’AS TAF 
BUMP OF Benevolence STRONGLY ’’—— 


, (Brown forgets the rest. 





ONLY. 


Onty a few eyes weep, a few lives darken, 

When those depart who made such mirth for all; 
Only a few hearts sadden when they hearken 

The death-bell’s solemn call. 


Only a ship in the horizon’s farness 
Vanished for ever from our mortal ken: 

(nly a soldier, dying in his harness, 
Fighting the fight of men. 


Take up the bier, or officer or private, 
One of the army in whose ranks he fell ; 

May we—when the Dead March we shall arrive at— 
Only be mourned as well! 


Poor soldiers we, in uniform of folly, 
A band of crape about the motley sleeve, 
Above the grave we fire a parting volley, 
And say not how we guieve! 





Hold your Ja— 
A CORRESPONDENT Of The Times records that— 
On Monday, the 27th of August, 1866, Ja-Ja, breakfasting with me on board 


the innocent holders of shares in Water Companies we protest against | her Majesty’s ship Oberon, admitted that he was a cannibal, and that there was 
this tyrannical oppression. It is utterly impossible to drink the fluid | Bothing so delicious as a little boy’s ankle. race ; 

supplied by the Water Companies unless it is disguised with some We consider The Times to blame for publishing such statements. We 
other liquids, of which milk, being opaque, or nearly so, is one of the | are not violently cannibalistic, but we must admit that that little boy's 
handiest. If this absurd persecution is still carried on, the Water | ankle has been running in our head ever since; and has created a 
Companies will be compelled to liquidate, and their officers, with a | desire which nothing but stewed oysters—described by a well-known 
large number of other highly respectable pumps, will be thrown out of ; writer as a near approach to scalloped baby—has been able to repress. 


employ. ‘ 


May catastrophes such as the destruction of the Pantechnicon | 
be “ like angel’s visits '"—/eu and far between. 


VOL. XIX. 





| And the worst of it is that our appetite for the dainty must be clearly 


expressed in our countenance, for if we ever stop to contemplate a darling 
in its perambulator, its nurse at once hurries it off in feverish excite- 


| ment, which is a reflection on our gentle, inoffensive moral character. 
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| FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 4, 1874. 
| MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING: 


OR, 


CONSERVATIVE REACTION.* 
ScENE -—— Downing Street. 
‘ : aC ; .s 
Enter Dogberry, Verges, aid Sexton in gown, and the Watch with 
prisoners. 


Dooberry.—Is our whole dissembly appeared ? 
Sexton. —Which be the malefactors ? 

Dogb.— Marry that am I and my partner. 
Verces.— Nay, that’s certain. | 


these men. 


Bull for managing finances rightfully. 
Dogb.— Flat burglary as ever was committed. 
Watchmar.—And that he di 

Income Tax before the whole assembly. 
Dogb.—Oh, villain, he will be condemned into everlasting redemp- 


tion for that ! 
Serton.—Master Constable, let these men be bound. 


fellow; and, which is more, an office-er ; and, which is more, a place- 
holder; and, which is more, as pretty a piece of flesh as any in 


handsome about him (ask Lothair). Oh, that I had been writ down— 


an ass! 





Reason in Roasting Eggs. 

Some enthusiastic amateur gardener, in the shape of a special 
correspondent, has made this new, original, and startling discovery: — 
The aenabeiting sie, soviet them wUtie® teen eee 
aper. SS stakes two or three inches from the ground. 
iow ue Somes geome Aeerbes Stones aber 
8 ° 
wet ote Scprcteted Spee cnrccns coceenavel. a 
As this gentleman seems to be, not only desirous of information,but also 
sufficiently devoid of it to be capable of holding a fair quantity of the 
article, we offer him the following lesson :— Take an egg, the fresher 
the better, and puncture it carefully at both ends. Place the small 
end to your lips, and by exhausting your breath, procure by suction 
the entrance of the contents of the shell into your mouth. Having 
done this three or four times with complete success, you will be fully 
qualified to impart instruction on the subject to the mother of either 


of your parents. 
Going in One Lot! 


We are told by a Yankee journal that— 

A girl in Albany, aged 17, recently committed suicide, her only reason being 
S dissatisfaction with her lot.” 
Well, what did she want suchalot for? If she had but picked out 
one sweetheart with a little real estate and a few dollars to spend in 
gloves and chignons she would have been better off. But then 
perhaps her name was Lottie, and if so, according to Darwin there 
was no help for this little development. 



























Too Bad. 

Ir is gathered from the statistical returns, that— 
Out of 212 f tobacco analysed at the offi Taland 

Board in oth, Gate ren as many as 129 adulterated. meet bias 
This is simply infamous, because it takes the bread out of the mouths 
of those other vise helpless and hopeless noodles, who make a poverty- 
stricken living out of “The Anti-Tobacco Movement.” How can 
they keep on piling up the agony about poisonous nicotine when half 
the tobacco they denounce isn’t tobacco at all! 





Free and Independent. 
A PROVINCIAL journal smacks its ecstatic lips over this evidence of 
elected member for 


Conservative reaction :-— 

Gilbert Greenall, the newly Warring 
£1 050 tomers Geabdinpedamen berdinekned ie em 
Will not the electors be also green-all, if they do not continue to 
elect this generous being—at any enone as he supports the 
hospital he has established. When he gets tired of it, we recommend 
them to try some one who is good for an almshouse. 


* We hasten to a to the author of the latest edition 
Cleopatra for seeming to interfere with his privilege of burlesquing 





of Antony and 
Shakspeare. 






Dogb.—Let the Watch come forth :—Masters, I charge you accuse 


Watchman.—Marry he shid he hal five millions surplus of John 


mean upon his word to remit the 


Dogb.—Come, let them be opinioned. (Zo prisoner.) Dost thou not 
suspect my place? Dost thou'not suspect my years? I ama wise 





Westminster; and a rich fellow enough, go to; and a fellow that 
hath had losses: and one that hath two gowns, and everything 
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THE TALE OF A COAT. 


Mr. Atcernon Jarvis, of San Francisco, got up cross. The world 
of Mr. Jarvis had gone wrong with him overnight, as one’s world is 
apt to do when one sits up with jovial friends to watch it, and he was 
prone toresentment. No sooner, therefore, had he got himself into a 
neat, gentlemanly suit of clothing, than he selected his morning walk- 
ing-stick, and sallied out upon the town with a vague general deter- 
mination to attack something. Obviously his first victim would 
naturally have been his breakfast; but curiously enough he fell upon 
this with so feeble an energy that he was himself beaten—to the 
grieved astonishment of the worthy rotissewr, who had to record his 
hitherto puissant patron’s maiden defeat. Three or four cups of café 
noir were the only captives that graced Mr. Jarvis’ gastric charict- 
wheels for that morning. 

He then ignited a cigar, and sauntered moodily down the street, so 
occupied with schemes of universal retaliation that his dainty little 
fect had it all their own way; in consequence of which their owner 
soon found himself in the billiard-room of the Occidental Hotel. 
There was nobody there, but Mr. Jarvis was a privileged character ; 
so going to the marker’s desk he took out a little square box of ivory 
balls, spilled them carelessly over a table, and languidly assailed them 
with a long stick. 

Presently, by the merest chance, he executed a marvellous stroke. 
Waiting till the astonished balls had resumed their composure, he 
gathered them up, replacing them in their former position. He tried 
the stroke again, and, naturally, did not make it. Again he placed 
the balls, and again he failed to score. With a vexed and humiliated 
air he once more put the ivory globes in position, leaned over the table, 
and was upon the point of striking, when there sounded a solemn 
voice from behind : 

“‘ Bet you two bits you don’t make the riffle!” 

Mr. Jarvis erected himself; he turned about and looked upon the 
speaker, whom he found to be an utter stranger—one who most 
people would prefer should remain a stranger. Mr. Jarvis made no 
reply. In the first place, he was a man of aristocratic taste, to whom 
a wager of “two bits’’ was simply vulgar. Secondly, the man who 
had proffered it evidently had not the money. Still it is annoying to 
have one’s skill questioned by one’s social inferiors, particularly when 
one has doubts of it oneself, and is otherwise ill-tempered. So Mr. 
Jarvis stood his cue against the table, laid off his fashionable morning- 
coat, resumed his stick, spread his elegant figure upon the table, with 
his back to the ceiling, and took deliberate aim. 

At this point Mr. Jarvis drops out of this history, and is seen no 
more for ever. The class to which he adds lustre is sacred from the 
pen of the true humorist; there is no fun to be got out of it. What, 
in England, we call the “hupper suckles’’ are, in their habits, 
conversation, and general manner of life, sufficiently ridiculous but 
never laughable. So now we will dismiss,this uninteresting young 
aristocrat, retaining merely his outer shell, the fashionable morning- 
coat, which Mr. Stenner, the gentleman who had offered the wager, 
has quietly thrown across his arm, and is conveying away for his own 
advantage. 

An hour later Mr. Stenner sat in his humble lodgings at North 
Beach, with the pilfered garment upon his knees. He had already 
taken the opinion of an eminent pawnbroker—a miserable Jew at the 
corner of Kearney and Commercial-streets, who once swindled the 
author of this tale—upon its value, and it only remained to search the 
pockets. Mr. Stenner’s ideas concerning gentlemen’s coats were not 
as Clear as they might have been. . Broadly stated, they were that 
these garments abounded in secret pockets crowded with a wealth of 
bank notes interspersed with gold coins. He was, therefore, disap- 
pointed when his careful quest was rewarded with only a delicately 
perfumed handkerchief, upon which he could not hope to obtain a loan 
of more than ten cents; a pair of valueless gloves; and a bit of paper, 
which was not a cheque. A second look at this latter object, however, 
Inspired hope. It was about the size of a haddock, ruled in wide lines, 
and bore in conspicuous characters the words, “‘ Western Union Tele- 
graph Company.” Immediately below this interesting legend was 
much other printed matter, the purport of which was that the company 
did not hold itself responsible for the verbal accuracy of “ the follow- 
ing message,” and did not consider itself either morally or legally 
bound to forward or deliver it, nor, in short, to render any kind of 
equivalent for the money paid by the sender. 

Quite unfamiliar with telegraphy, Mr. Stenner naturally supposed 
that a message subject to these hard conditions must be one of not 
aT very grave importance, but decidedly questionable character. 
So he determined to decipher it at that time and place. In the course 
of the a he succeeded in so doing. It ran as follows, omitting the 
date and the names of persons and places, which were, of course, quite 
illegible : 

“ Buy Sally Meeker!” 

Had the full force of this remarkable adjuration burst upon Mr. 
Stenner all at once it might have carried him away, which would not 
have been so bad a thing for San Francisco ; but as the meaning had 
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to percolate slowly through a great dyke of dense ignorance, it pro- 


_ duced no other immediate effect than the exclamation, ‘“ Well, I'll be 


. 7 ” 

Ia the mouths of some people this form of expression means a great 
deal.. Lisping infants employ it-loosely and variously ; usually they 
indicate. by it only a mild surprise that they cannot erect a stack of 
dominoes a mile high on the back of the cat. Upon the Stenner 
tongue it signified merely the hopeless nature of the Stenner mental 


It must be confessed—by persoms outside a certain limited and 
sordid-circle—that the advice lacks amplification and elaboration; in 
suggestion of traffic in human 
flesh, for which in California there is no market since the abolition of 
slavery and the importation of thoroughbred beeves. If woman 

had been established all would have been clear; Mr. Stenner 
would have at once understood the kind of purchase advised; for in 
similar transactions he had very often chan hands himself. But it 


owes all a muddle, and resolving to dismiss the matter from his 


wshts, he went to bed thinking of nothing else, until, just by way 
of diverting his mind, he got up, went out into’the darker streets and 
thrashed afew Chinese. All to no purpose; for twenty-four hours his 
excited imagination would do nothing but purchase slightly damaged 
y Meekers by the bale, and retail them to himself at an enormous 


t. 

Next day, it flashed: upon’ him who Sally Meeker was—a racing 
mare! At this perfectly obvious solution of the problem he was over- 
come with amazement at his own sagatity. Rushing into the street he 
eee not Sally’ Meeker, but, a sporting paper—edited by a 
ow fellow named Morril, who once offended the author of this sketch 
—and in it he found the notice of a race which was to come off the 
following week ; and sure enough there it was: 

“ Hank Doble enters g.g. Clipper; Bob Sootty enters b.g. Lightnin’; 
Staley Tupper enters bs. +Upa ; Simm Salper enters b.m. Sally 
Meeker.” 

It was clear as mud now: the sender of the atch was “in the 
ring:” Sally Meeker was to wits and Ker owner, who did not. know 
it, had offered her for sale. At ‘that’ moment Mr. Stenner 
would have willingly been a rich?man! In fact he resolved to be. 
He at once betook him to the town of Vallejo, where he had formerly 
resided until invited uway by some influential citizens of the place. 
There he immediately sought out an industrious friend who had an 
amiable weakness for ‘draw poker,’ and in whom Mr. Stenner 


regularly encouraged that passion by going up against him every pay- | 


day and despoiling himof his hard earnings. He did it this time, to 
the actos hundred dollars. 

No sooner ‘had Mr. Stenner raked in the last pool, and refused his 
friends’ appeal for a trifling loan wherewith to pay for breakfast, 
than he bought a check on the Bank of California, enclosed it in a 
letter’ containing merely the words “‘ Bi Saly Meker,’ and despatched 
it by:mail to the only clergyman in San Francisco whose name he knew 
—a dull fellow named Boltright, who once tried to convert the author 
of this sketch. Mr. Stenner hada vague notion that all kinds of 
business requiring strict honesty and fidelity might be profitably 
intrusted to the clergy; otherwise what was the use of religion? I 
hope I shall not be accused of disrespect for the cloth in thus bluntly 
setting forth Mr. Stenner’s estimate of the parsons, inasmuch as I do 
not share it. 

This business off his mind, Mr. Stenner unbent in a week’s intoxica- 
tion; at the end of which he worked his passage down to San 
Francisco to secure his winnings on the race, and take charge of his 
peerless mare. It will be observed that his notions concerning races 
were somewhat confused; his experience of them had hitherto been 
confined to that branch of the business requiring, not technical know- 
ledge but manual dexterity. In short, he had done no more than pick 
the pockets of the spectators. Arrived at San Francisco he was 

ing to the residence of his clerical agent, when he met an 
acquaintance, to whom he put the triumphant question ‘‘ How about 
Sally Meeker ?”’ 

“Sally Meeker? Sally Meeker?” was the thoughtful reply. “O, 
you mean the hoss! Why she’s gone up the flum. Broke her neck 
the first heat. But Watsisname es never a-goin’ to fret hisself to a 
shadder about it. He’s struck it pizen in the mine she was named 
a’ter, and the stock’s gone up from nothin’ out o’ sight. You couldn't 
tech that stock with a ten-foot pole!”’ 

Which was a blow to Mr. Stenner. He saw his error: the fatal 
message had evidently been sent to a broker, and referred to the stock 
of the “Sally Meeker” mine. And he, Stenner, was a ruined 
man ! 

“ Car-r-r-rambo!’’ This Iberian oath rolled from Mr. Stenner’s 
tongue like a cannonball hurled along an uneven floor! Might it not 
be that the Rev. Mr. Boltright had also misunderstood a message and 
had bought, not the mare, but the stock? The thought was electrical : 
Mr. Stenner ran—he flew! He tarried not at walls and the smaller 
sort of houses, but went over them! In five minutes he stood before 
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the good clergyman—and in one more had asked, in a hoarse whisper, 
if he had bought any “ Sally Meeker.”’ 

‘““My good friend,” was the bland reply—‘“ my fellow traveller to 
eternity, it would more comport with your substantial needs to inquire 
what you shall do to be saved. But since you ask meI will confess 
that, having received what I am compelled to regard as a providential 
intimation accompanied with the secular means of obedience, I did put 
up a small ‘ margin,’ and purchase largely of the stock you mention. 
The venture, I am constrained to state, was not wholly unpro- 
fitable.”’ : 

Unprofitable! The good man had made a square twenty-five 
thousand dollars on that small ‘margin’! What is more, he’s got it 


yet. 
Which is perhaps a judgment upon Mr. Stenner, I don’t know. 
SIE EES 
THE STAGE. 


Br a Weary Piaycors. 


Ir Kemble or if Garrick could only rise again, 

And go to Oovent Garden, or visit Drury Lane ; 

If Burbage in his shroud—perhaps he'd need another robe, 
Could once again revisit earth and drop-in at ‘he Globe ; 


Suppose that to the theatres eame Siddons or Bracegirdle— 
Poor ghosts, they might as well be sent'to Tyburn on a hurdle— 
Tyburnia, once the quarter where they turmed-off malefactors, 
But now the place where stupid folks give grace to'silly actors ; 


And not content with that alone, ap such silly plays 
As ne’er had been permitted in hemes early - te ae 

For what advantage can there be to either stage of true art, 
From Amy Robsarts, Wandering Heirs, or plays like Marie Stuart ! 


& 





Rock’s Ahead ! 

Tue Rock makes a startling and original observation dpropos of No. 
2, Whitehall Gardens, Mr. Disraeli’s new London residence. The 
Conservative Premier is informed that if he had lived in 1649, and if 
(there is much vittue in—several “ifs’”) No. 2, Whitehall Gardens, 
had then happened to be in existence— 


He might have witnessed from his west windows the 
First, who was beheaded at Whitehall, within a 


If, moreover, he had ha ed to live a trifle of centuries before that, 
ahd No. 2, Whitehall Gardens had been No. 2, in the Garden of Eden, 
he might have seen the Eve of a general election tempted by the 
serpent of Conservative reaction to take a bite out of the apple of the 
ballot. 


itation of Charles the 
of Mr. Disraeli’s 





Ink-ready-ble. 


An American paper records that— 

A western stump orator, in the course of one of his speeches remarked: 
‘* Gentlemen, if the Par-sy-fix ocean wor an inkstand, and the hull clouded canopy 
of heaven and the level ground of our yearth wor a sheet of paper, I couldn’t begin 
to write my love of country onto it.”’ 
Perhaps that orator didn’t know how te write at all; in which case 
the size of the inkstand and the sheet of paper would be unimportant. 
His large demand for stationery at any rate is suspiciously like the 
intensity with which ignorant people, desirous of impressing you with 
their learning, insist on telling you everything they don’t know. 


Odd Rabbit it! 


Commenting on the practice of rabbit-coursing, the Echo states that 
the timid creatures are— 

Released in front of the dogs, surrounded on every side bya shrieking crow), 
not knowing whither to fly. 
We cannot pretend to be fly to the cowardly sport ; at the same time it 
is difficult to see how a shrieking crowd could “ surround” the animals 


save on every side. 


No Longer in Doubt. 


Tue visit of the Emperor of all the Russias to the metropolis durin: 
the season may be looked upon as a Czar-tainty. 


Question for the Herald’s College. 
Wuar relationship exists between the British lion and a “ unicorn ”’ 
constituency ¢ 


Strange Law of Love. 
A RIVAL causes jealousy—it’s ardovr where there's none. 
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RE-ACTION. 


First Conservative (New order) :-—“ Now WE'VE LIFTED UP 1HEM CONSARVITIVES INTO POWER, WOT’LL THEY DO FOR Us*f 
Second Conservative (New order) :—“ WHY THEY'LL DO SOMINK WOT’LL MAKE US ’EV TO LIFT EM DOWN AGIN.”’ 








OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. | ‘‘Sirs, ye are brethren.” 


be as ; “s ao ait 
Mx. Disnazur “* ay Hoe bis easeenmnens “ Lei-bas rien 1 est | 1» appears that some thief has stolen Thurlow Weed’s watch, “ with 
complet que le malheur,” Batunc. — A big ght to get into Coomara: | the portraits inside of the veteran editor’s wife and children.” ‘Tho 
— panty was luded hi 7 Cee © al yee srt mT q | New York Herald begs the thief to return the watch ; “ for it cannot but 
: ape oeeern OW ™ h ee eee sot eel th _ raed “for _ De that the rogue has some day tasted salt with the old gentleman, wh” 
piety om Baurday. We hopo, virtua and platy foal the ett for hag oon a nbouer on tho res throug so many munya 
° dub 7 oye Thei oe to oo trwiee of | Lhe Herald quotes the story of Joseph the ‘Tinker of Persia, who, after 
oO ae the a ob. i ae § y bol; oa oan a tin. sea | tasting salt accidentally in “a crib he had cracked,’ restored tbe 
akin ceo tidien alt hangs —, She pica heir ° te os es roceeds of the burglary, and afterwards became a king. The Heraé 
a aa United States Soe ee of their wad ae Eh ’ {18 sure that the thief who stole Thurlow Weed’s watch will nev’: 
; til] vathie voues tn that’s Ma Mahon bas f ay become a king if he keeps it. But it is thought that he might !» 
oe = ar 06 thd * ea oe the 4 Goiee- Ye mea invited ices tc | almost anything if he spent its value in advertising in the Heradd. 
dinner. = Common Council has been haggling over the price of the | 
epee _— to eee eS a wary bees she will | The Reason is Obvious. 
ecline it er, r that. — ord and Cambridge crews : . 
pave gone int nning Its roped by tho bt judge tht one of | NR T™AQn an American paper tha 
a ae Se 1s ri as sen conmeently stated which. = | paper editors have been calling each other hard names for months, and some of 
Supply o way accidents continues more than equal to the | them are now complaining that nobody will bring a libel suit. 
demand. = Corporation votes a thousand pounds for the relief of the We do not know what the amenities of American journalism may b°, 
Indian famine. It might supplement the vote by one for a hundred for we never saw any; but the reason why none of the Cincinnati! 
nce for the London famine, just for a change. — Gravesend has , editors bring actions for libel is obvious enough. ‘They are waiting 
aoe = ; staat teronians fe radian been w = | to be charged with something that cannot be proved against them. 
is the aca of Conservative Reaction if we can’t have fine | ®* This would seem to argue that the thief is in all probability another labourt 
weather ! on the press! Complimentary to the press ! 
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Happy philosophers, born of old, 

Whose long laborious hours of toil, 
Were always lightened, as we are told, 

By that cheerful helpmate, the midnight oil. 
We—the modern slaves of the pen— 


See 


Have not the same advantage, alas! 








like—old times. 


The Long and Short of it. 


Tue ensuing session of Parliament will probably be 
brief ; it may be inferred from the prominent part taken 
by publicans at the general electi n, that an all-engross- 
ing subject for discussion will be “ something short.” 


Fighting for the Crown. up I say. 
HAVE HIS OWN WAY.’’ 


‘Cool Opponent :—** AH DON’T YOU, INDEED. I po sometimes! 


How can it be expected that the British lion will look | 
with favour upon “ unicorn ”’ constituencies ? 











DISHONESTY IS THE BEST POLICY. 
To rue Epiror or Fun. 


Sir,—To you as a guardian of some kinds of public morality I 
appeal. If you read on a placard in the public Thoroughfare— 


TRIAL OF THE CLAIMANT. 
THE CLOSE OF THE TRIAL. 


IMPORTANT STATEMENT BY THE LORD CHIEF JUSTICE. 
INDISPOSITION oF His LoRDSsHIP. 


Would you not think that the Tichborne trial had come to an end, 
and that the Lord Chief Justice was ill? If you would, and should 
proceed to buy a paper to read all about it; then Sir, in that case 
“dishonesty is the best policy,’’ for such was the device upon the 
strength of which a journal tried to sell a very dull number on 
Wednesday last; the truth being that the Lord Chief Justice said he 
should take a holiday the next day and finish his summing upon 
Saturday. I do not know much about newspapers, but do such things 
pay in the long run? Yours truly ; Otp FasuHron. 





A large Cure of Soles. 


_Txe Committee of Claims in the United States Congress is con- 
sidering the bill of a corn-doctor for removing forty-six thousand 
dollars’ worth of bunions from the feet of the soldiers of the Northern 
Army during the war. One way and another that army had a 
terrible amount of walking—and running —to do in that war; and if 
the doctor could save the men the necessity of a Pilgrim’s Progress by 
taking away their bunions, he certainly ought to have his forty-six 
thousand dollars. It is true that our first Bunyan iavolved us in the 
Pilgrim’s Progress for a sum infinitely smaller, but that only shows 
how much more easily an evil is acquired than got rid of. 
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CASCADER! 


Lrascible Old Party (after having brought an angry discussion regarding the 
window toa triumphant conclusion) :—‘* THERE, SIR, THE WINDOW SHALL BE 


I NEVER ALLOW A CAD, SIR; THERE, SIR, I sA¥Y A CAD, stnR!—TO 


'?? 


The Tree of Knowledge. 


AccorpINnG to the Vew York IVorld there is in America— 


A physiologist who, unlighted perhaps as to his anaes be the lamp of a fish 
diet, proclaims to mankind that apples are the proper food, after all, of the 
sedentary brain-workers. The apple, according to this observer, who obviously 
investigates things to the core, contains more phosphorus, or brain sustenance, 
than any other member of the vegetable republic ; therefore it is conducive to 
mental activity. 

This makes it clear that the apple tree is, just as Eve thought, a “ tree 
to be desired to make men wise.”’ Wecan also now understand how 


it is that apple sauce is always eaten with that foolish bird, the goose. 
It supplies the lacking element. 





The Scotch “ Reel.” 

A Free Cuvrcu clergyman in Argyleshire has just disestablished 
and disendowed a beadle and bellman, for the sin of letting lodgings 
toa man who taught dancing. We are also told that on the Sunday 
after this act of justice and piety he “ drew a vivid picture of the 
fearful condemnation awaiting all those who learn or practise the art 
of dancing.”” We must leave statisticians to determine the comparative 
morality of the nations which do and those which do not dance. But 
we wonder whether the preacher included in his denunciations that 
peculiarly Scotch ‘ reel’? which is occasionally practised even on 
Sunday. We dare bet drinks that he had too much respect for the 
‘“‘ spirit of the age’’ to include the whisky reel among the condemned 


dances. 


Truly an Alarming Sacrifice. 

Tue distinguished author of more than one prediction as to the 
probable dissolution of the globe was recently observed intently 
regarding a placard in the window of a draper, where a clearing-out 
sale was in progress. It ran thus: “THe Lasr Few Days!”’ 


} For when the sunlight deserts us—then 
: We must fall back on the midnight gas. | 
% And now, since the reign of temperate Bruce, | 
4 When all the publics at twelve are closed, S 
Es The Companies throw out of publie use 
a Half of the pressure they superimposed. | 
i Jets may flicker, and meters gasp, 
4 Only permit the funds to amass | 
hy So that the Companies profit grasp 
& By cheating folks of their midnight gas. 
4 | 
: Conservative Reaction. | 
i An inhabitant of Weymouth, profoundly impressed 
i with the importance of that town being represented 
i in Parliament, got so excited over the election in 1868 | 
1 that he tried to commit suicide. At the late election he 
: tried again, and this time was successful. The Con- 
J servative party thereby loses not only a vote, but one of | 
the living arguments in favour of its claim to be known | 
as ‘the stupid party.”’ | 
i$ On the—Brussels—Carpet. — AN 
ft Tue improved health of M. Vieuxtemps has enabled | WS SQ 
i that accomplished musician to withdraw his resignation | g Wa 
as director at the Royal Conservatoire of Brussels. oS Ae 
When he resumes his post, fit as a fiddle, it must look i 
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HIGH CHURCH. 


- Jones :—“ By Jove, wHo's THAT TALL YOUNG MAN TALKING.TO Miss Brown ?’ 
The Elder Miss Brown :—“Ou, von’t you KNgw, Mr. Jones? Mr. LonGTon! HB’s VERY CLEVER INDEED, YOU KNOW, JUST COME 
rrom CAMBRIDGE, THIRD WRANGLER, INTENDED FOR THE CHURCH, I BELIEVE” 
Jones :—“ Him, I sHovLD HAVE THOUGHT MORE LIKELY FOR THE STEEPLE, EH?” 





————— 





| of the present day—say Cremorne—if he could, by any possibility, be 
SPORTING PROSPECTS. matched, at any distance and carrying any weight, sf any of the 
Tue most icular difference between the sporting year of 1873 wonders of the “‘ good old times.” But as among the prospects of the 
and that of 1874, so far, is that you can look back uponthe former, | year there is none of a match taking place, I will pass on to more 
while you have still to look forward to the latter. ‘The winners of last | likely topics. 
year are indelibly impressed upon the memory, especially of losers,| There is every prospect of good fields and exciting contests for both 
while those of the present are only stamped upon the imagination, and | Lincolnshire Handicap and Liverpool Grand National, both of which. 
only then when the mapgeation is imaginative, like mine for instance, | singular to remark, appear much nearer now than they did a few 
or that of Lord Winchilsea. | weeks back. I may safely predicate that there will be only one 
This nobleman, who has given up the poetry of the future for the | winner to each, and that he will in each case finish in front, though 
fond remembrances of the past, has recently asked, ‘‘ Where is now | this is not an absolute probability, the glorious uncertainty of the Turt 
the Norfolk trotter, the Cleveland coach horse, and the * neat hack’ | providing for other contingencies. Besides, I notice that, so far, at all 
of my younger days?’ I have looked out Lord Winchilsea in | events, as the Liverpool Steeple Chase is concerned, there is every 
Debrett, and venture to say, judging from his lordship’s age, and | probability of a Disturbance in connection with it. 
guided by his lordship’s idea of singularity, “‘ ‘They is dead.” But I In reply to several correspondents I beg to state that the Hyde 
only venture this as an opinion ; for who would dare to assert any- | Park Plate, a new race for £500, will not be run along Rotten Row, 
thing as a fact, after the facts of Lord Winchilsea, Admiral Rous, or | and that the funds are not provided from the constant overplus to be 
any of the other authorities now actively engaged in deciding whether | found in possession of the South Kensington Commissioners. Though, 
or not the racehorse is a vegetable or an animal substance? Not I, | as the promoters of this race are likely to do very well indeed out of it, 
for one. His lordship has arrived so far on the way as to decide that | the mistake as to their identity is pardonable. The meetings at 
the racehorse is an exotic, but whether he will change his mind, or | Aristocratic Ascot, Glorious Goodwood, and Appy Ampton will take 
whether = Admiral will allow matters to rest at that I am not ina | pre as saeantet, and at the two former the dresses of the ladies will 
position tostate. . 7 escri as “giving a varied and picturesque aspect to the scene, 
= my own opinion is not likely to mislead anyone, I am, of course, | as “giving an opportunity for the wher me Sete of England 
ner —— aeoel by mr is, err Se eening to exhibit itself and its taste in colours,” etc., etc., but there is no 
oe : e of either side for the | prospect that large i i r varnival ot 
purp of ea , tinting their a Sate the thoroughbred of fifty. Pr oo type adulation will be devoted to the carn 
; ago and the thoroughbred of e present time are both best. If| Turning to matters of general sport, things look promising. Rowing 
there “= be oar Serene it is that they are both alike ; and as | matches will be rowed in boats as before, ae the Te aate’ race be- 
there : = possibility whatever of oe Te a comparison, or of | tween Oxford and Cambridge will not take place on the Regent’s Canal, 
aaeng shy pron y any ten test, I defy contradiction. At | as threatened a year or two back in consequence of the rudeness of the 
same e to lay a little odds on a first-class horse | people at Putney, who stared the paint off the front of the boat-houses, 
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and quite took the wheels off both the coaches. My readers will be 
glad to learn that I smoothed the ruffled brows of the rowers, and 
bribed the directors of the New River Company not to lend their 
stream, which was menticned as a likely piece of water. This latter 
was not difficult, as the N. R. Co. more often give nothing away than 
not. But what credit is due I hope will be awarded meé 10 these F. (Hereford).—The “Ode to Sir Andrew Agnew ” appeared in the 
columns, as I find it very hard to get in the district I inhabit. I am | Qomic'4 nnual, and will be found in the 6 vol. collection, or Hood's Own, 
not sure whether one man can inhabit a district, unless he’s a very | 2nd Series. 

important person indeed, but this is a question I leave to the C. E. T. (Bath) observes, “I have great pleasure in contributing to your 
Editor. magazine.” This remark is open to the objections that he does not con- 

I have laid particular stress on the fact that rowing will continue | tribute, and that Fun is not a magazine. 
to be done in boats, for just now it is doubtful whether some sports 


Answers to Correspondents, 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, wnless they are accoie 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselve: 
responsible for loss. j 








F. G. C. says, “ Let me know if this is not suitable, and I will try again.” 
and pastimes are to be conducted as formerly. Among a certain | Is this ingenuous or ingenious? If we say it is not suitable (which is 
section of cricketers there is great grief because “ batting has beaten | the truth), he will avenge himself on us by trying again. If to escape 
bowling,” and some extraordinary plans are mooted for the purpose of | that infliction we say it is suitable, and consequently have to insert it, 
equalising the balance; and within the past few days a match has | the British public will come down in a body and kick us. We areas 





been played for the championship at billiards on a very ingenious 
structure certainly, but not upon what is regarded as a billiard 
table, by yours obediently, AvcspuUR. 





Suttonly not! 


Mr. Surron—described as “the photographer,” but we thought 
there were two or three of them—is stated to have discovered that if 
calico is dipped for an instant in dilute sulphuric acid it is rendered 
waterproof :— 

A waterproof for the million .may thus be obtained at about a shilling a 

garment. 
This depends on the original price of the garment, and also tosome 
degree on the strength of the dilute acid, about which the paragraph 
is discreetly silent. We gave a good deal more than a shilling for the 
shirt of which four buttons and a wristband (the one we held it by 
when we dipped it) are the sole evidence of our having made the 
experiment. 








wv . er 
oy (At mY VA a 


| <a Ti 

} . | 

: a ¢ j | 
it _ V4 p 

» = f wY S 
i> ( 
Jy Mp 
| Fig ] hi) aD 
' 5 ; 
4 


P a ee 
IN AND OUT. 


C. (Fresh from the Country to unsuccessful Candidate) :—“ Au, L., MY BOY: 
CBLIGED TO GIVE IN—reaction TOO MUCH FOR YOU—HAVE A BLOW, OUT IN THE 
COOL—IT WILL DO YOU GOOD—NOTHING LIKE ‘going to the country’—eh 





much at a loss what to do as the Conservative Geverament ! 

F. (Barnsbury).— Under consideration. 

Democrat sends us a dozen sheets of foolseap (hope he won’t get a cold 
in his head), entitled, “ Why did the Conservatives get a Majority ?” Our 
answer to the conundrum is, “’Cos they did.” It may not be right, but it 
has the advantage of brevity over our friend’s answer. 

R. 8.—Much obliged. 

Op Sotprer.—Yes,'we have heard of you before. Convey your in- 
formation to the gallant regiment which has the honour of serving on 
board her Majesty’s ships. ; 

Declined with thanks:—J. E. G., Kilburn; S., Islington; H. M.; 
Reporter; L., Twickenham; F. R, Southport; H. 8., Roman-road; X., 
Uppingham ; Wopshot; D. G., Liverpool; Comus ; R.S. W.; T., Moorgate- 
street; W. B. I., Lochee; Jerry, Bolton; Toots; E. L. Totnes; A. B., 
Nottingham ; F. S., Wells-street; Che Sara, Sara; G. S. B., Notting-bill ; 
Joey Tummas; H. G., Newton Abbot; Chowles; K. K., Manchester; W., 
North Bow; Phlip, Norwood; Duns Scotus; H. J. D., Peebles; Joe 
Crabstick, Tooting; F. L., Kensington; Bill; H., Swansea; J. H. W., 
Harrogate ; The Noble Family of the Smiths; H. R., Temple Club; C. H., 
South Hackney; Felony; Beerology. 


TO THAT PUPPY. 


| 
| Poor little mongrel, you’ve only one friend 
| That cares to pat you, or take you up ;— 
And when /‘s comedy comes to an end, 
Who will think of you, ugly pup ? 
You're not a genius, you're very plain, 
You've only affection, and that you give ;— 
But when he’s buried, I ask you again, 
Who will care if you die or live ? 
Pup, if your pedigree you could trace 
Back to some famous sire or stud, 
Ugliness then would be counted grace, 
Reckoned only a sign of blood ; 
Even deformity might be shown 
Heirloom proud of the ancient strain, 
Length of pedigree too would atone 
For any lacking of sense and brain. 


Any boast of an honoured line ; 
What does that matter betwixt us two, 

So long as your poor little heart is mine, 
So long as, vainly in my defence 

You’d give your life, does it matter much 
What your pedigree is or whence— 

Are there many friends I could put to the touch * 


So I hope some day, as I sit by the fire, 
And this flickering lamp at last goes out ; 
Your poor little flame with mine will expire 
In the darkness we know so little about. 
Pup, by that wag of the tail you say 
‘That all your wishes with mine agree.— 
And—well— suppose it should happen to-day 
Is there anything better that there could be ¢ 


| 
Poor little mongrel, not for you 
| 








A Suitable Vehicle. 


SpzakinG of Parliamentary Government, or some- 
thing equally abstruse, the Daily News delivers itself as 
follows :— 

The preservation of the substance of it is involved in the main- 
tenance of the forms; and the central essence will evaporate 
unless it find suitable vehicles. = 
We have known people ask for another bottle, when they 
really needed “a suitable vehicle’’—to wit, a whvel- 
barrow ; but we never before knew one ask for a 
‘“‘ suitable vehicle’’ when he might more conveniently 
have demanded a bottle. 
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DE-VOTE-ION. 


Lady :—“ Now Saran, As TuI1s ts Mission tTrmz, I HOPE you WILL Go To CuuRcH!”’ 
Sarah :-—“ La, Mam! wHat’s THE USE OF ME GOING, I SHOULDN'T KNOW WHO TO VOTE FOR 


#9 





Windus), which is illustrated by numerous woodcuts of the various 
TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. | places owed sacred by conaslesiall with Elia. The only fault we 
Messrs. Cuatro anp Winpvs have exhibited the most commend- | can find with the book is that it lacks an index or table of contents. 
ble energy in their. conduct of the publishing business they have| Mr. J. Ashby-Sterry, the well-known writer of vers de société, and 
undertaken, and have lost no time in improving and re-issuing the | author of “The Shuttlecock Papers,” has resigned his post on the 
works that have come into their possession. The new edition of the Sunday Times, to which journal he has for many years contributed 

Slang Dictionary may be counted almost as a fresh work, so largely | « Passing Events,” and the column signed “ The Rambler.”’ 
has it been added to, and so judiciously has it been pruned of needless | ate 
matter. Of course, such a book can never be completed, for with | ; 1 
every year the language of which it treats changes and grows; and, | Still so Gently— : ; 
no doubt, when that irrepressible New Zealander gets tired of looking | Ir appears that the repressive measures (by which we don’t mean 
at the ruins of St. Paul’s he will take a cab to 74 Piccadilly, and find | gallons, quarts, and pints) introduced to “‘ square ’’ the teetotallers have 
the Chatto and Windus of the period just issuing the latest edition of | not killed “‘the worm that never dies ’’—. 

the Slang Dictionary. Pending that event we can honestly commend | In the yearended the 3ist of March last there were 14 detections of illicit dis- 
the present edition to the general reader as well as to the philologist, | cideraute aed” A petaenggr hr oe — oe ne oe 
who, es lly, will find much food for reflection in the fresh materials | imprisoned. The lowest penalty is £6, anil in default three months’ ienelece- 
as! added . te a ment. 

e are glad to see that Mr. Moy Thomas's excellent story, 4 Fight | pat is evidently determined to go to pot rather than resign potheen. 

for Life, bas just been re-issued in one volume by Messrs. King and Co., | ted a Or gi 3: wy to ~ PL” c 
fe Coe ahilL We have tend Meksin with as y bo Sate we did | We only wish the rampant Permissive Billy would “keep still”’ too. 
when it was first issued, some years ago, in the pages of a periodical, | 
which it did much to bring into public favour. | From a Chemical Point of View. 

_ Mr. Hazlitt adds a pleasing tribute to our knowledge of, and affec- | Tus guns constituting the strength of a nation should be called her 
tion for, a gentle humourist, in his Charles and Mary Lamb (Chatto and | test tubes. 


| FOR BREAKFAST. 


“CHOCOLAT MENIER. 
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FOR LUNCHEON. 
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MY AUNT. | 


WHEN I was a lad of eleven, I had | 
A widowed and desolate aunt, | 
Who left all alone in this world that is bad, | 
Was as weak as a sensitive plant. 
Her only distraction, a mild sort of joy, 
Was my countenance sadly to scan, 
And say to me gravely, “ Your uncle, my boy, 
Was a very remarkable man.” 
But what made him worthy at all of remark 
Was a fact that she fafled to present, 
Yet—though I was totally left in the dark — 
I was totally, also, content. 
So I paid not much heed to her words, as I fear 
' That I knew them before she began, 
‘*¢ Your uncle, you'll always remember, my dear, 
Was a very remarkable man.” 


But once at her portrait I happened to glance 
As it hung on the dining-room wall, 

And at once I discovered the little romance— 
I had hit on the key to it all. 

Although she was young she was bony and gaunt, 
Dressed up with a turban and fan, 

And I owned to myself that in marrying aunt, 
He was a remarkable man! 


Seasonable Note 
As is well known, the British army should move with 
the precision of a machine, but, as usual, in our little 
war, the control has broken down. After all it was not 
to be expected that in approaching Spring the service 
would act as an Autumn-oton. 





The Blue Seal. 


Can it be possible that the Tories have re-elected a 
Speaker originally chosen by the Liberals, because the 
Licensed Victualler element in the House thought him 
a good Brand ? 


Pindarum Quisquis Studet— 


Tue Globe the other day, speaking of modern houses, 
said they were made “like the Yankee pedlar’s razors, | 


Waiter :—‘* Lzet’s SEE, Str, WHAT HAVE YOU HAD: 
Customer :—* STEAK, Potators.” Waiter :-—* 1s.” 
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THE DEAF ADDER. 


© 
or 


merely to sell.’’ Shade of Peter Pindar, are your | Customer :-—“ Butter.” Waiter :-—* 1s. 2d.” 


works so soon forgotten ! 


THE Uutra-Rapicat’s AtMA Mater.—Mother Red- 


Customer :-—“ Anp Pastry.’ Waiter :—“1s.5d. Any Breap, Sie?” 
Customer :— No—no Brean.” Waiter :—“ 1s. 5d., 1s. 7d. CHEeese, Sir ?”’ 
Customer :—** No—Nno Cueese.” Waiter :—‘1s. 7d., 1s. 9d., Ir You 


Cap. PLEASE, Sir.”’ 


TOGGERY. 


Tue Weekly Register, which was always “ full against”’ the Tichborne 
Claimant and his chief counsel, seems to have got excited over the 
termination of the trial, and in a kind of pleasant exuberance to have 
mixed up its advertisements slightly. One of these, which commences 
with the Confraternity of St. Peter, Archbishop Manning, and 
“ Peter’s Pence ” winds up thus :— 


Copies of the Rules and the Indulgenced Prayers of the Confraternity forwarded 


free upon application by letter to 
CHARLES JOHN BRETT, Esq., 
1, Clarendon-road, Kensington Park, W. 
BANKERS. 
London Joint-Stock Bank, 69, Pall-mall. 
TREASURER. 
A. Butler, Esq., 6, Austin-friars, E.C. 
Costumes, Shirts, Shawls, and Jackets, are nearly all 
gone. See next advertisement. 
As the next advertisement is one about education and refers to the 
* Right Rev. Mgr. Capel’s School,’ we can only regard this as an eccen- 
tricity. But what can be expected of a paper which speaks of Mr. 


Disraeli assuming the toga viritls ! 


Persuasive. 
We learn from a philosophic essay that— 
Those “things that are not practicable are not desirable. 
In other words, the writer is recommending his readers not to do 


impessibilities. He will be proud of his influence when we assure him | 


they never do! 


Fittinc Task ror JErEMY Dippiers.—To “ do” fourteen days. 


VOL. XIX. 











Highlevel Falutin’. 


A WEEKLY paper not remarkable for its brilliancy says that ‘“ the 
London Chatham and Dover Railway may at length be congratulated 
on the possession of a long-felt want.’ ‘This at first sight seems not 
only unselfish but unusual. As we read further, however, and come 
upon descriptions of iron girders and brick arches, we find that the 
congratulation is for a long felt railway station and not for a want at 
all. This just shows how private concerns are allowed to intrude 
themselves into journalism. And to think that the mention of iron 
girders should cause a display of the chief want of a specially hard and 
thick head ! 


Unnecessary. 


How these scientific people do waste time and ingenuity! Here's 


one of them has discovered— 


A good cement for corks will be found in a syrupy solution of shellac in benzol 
and one of caoutchouc in the same solvent, prepared separately and mixed 


together. 


What on earth should anybody want to cement corks for? We all 
prefer them to come out easily! 





Marie-making to Perfection. 
ILtuMINATIONS will mark the entry into London of the Duke of 


Edinburgh and his bride. May they be brilliant enough to enable 


every poor man to pick up a sixpence. 


To Diners Out. 
“Punctuality is the soul of dinner.’’ Ergo—each piece of 


| hospitable mahogany should be a time-table. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 11, 1874. 
THE LAST INVASION. 


A Lancer with a killing (g)lance 
Came onward past the Nore, 

On Gravesend made a swift advance, 
Invading England's shore ; ' 
With fluttering pennon and flattering smile 

She conquered the country mile by mile. 


Beautiful Uhlen from the North, 

In triumph on she bore ; 
And cheering thousands all came forth 

To hail her to our shore. 
With fluttering|pennon, and flattering smile, 
’T was an easy task our hearts to beguile. 


England’s conqnest has come at last, 

And we shall be free no more! 
The beautiful Uhlan in fetters fast 

Binds us f shore to shore ; . 
With fluttering pennon, and flattering smile, 
She can hearts to captivity reconcile. 


—— 


THE OPENING OF PARLIAMENT.. 


Tar the tub, and beat the drum ; 

See, in triumph! where they come. 

They will cherish, never fear, 

Our Constitution and our Beer, 

Each one, on the Bench who sits, 

Idol of the Licensed Vits. 
Give a cheer—another cheer? 
Church and State, and Gin.and Beer 


styled, per: 
The Ministry of All The Taps. 
Bang the barrel, beat the drum, 
See, in triumph where they come! 
Give a. hearty cheer and great! 
Gin and Beer, and Church and State. 


Peerage, lo, and Beerage meet, 
And with fond embraces greet. 
Full of spirit and of hope, 
This ‘‘ Old Noted House ” they ope. 
Wave the spigot, raise the banner, 
Shout in a vociferous manner. 
Give a cheer—another cheer 
Church and State, and Gin and Beer! 





‘* Epidemical’’ versus ‘‘ Democratical.” 


Ar the recent general election a candidate for a northern county in 
Ireland amnouneed in his address that ‘‘he would never cease from 
his labours until he had obtained ‘ Epidemical Constitutions’ for all 


his constituents.” Wetrust that his own copstitution may be such as 


to enable him to be the first to take the next epidemic. One example 
is worth a dozen pi __ if, after that, his constituents are still 
content to follow it will beno part of our business to complain. 
It is suggested that he meant “democrati 

Greek roots. If so, his case is as bad as that of the preacher who 
talked of “the descent of the apoplectic angel’ — meaning 


iT apocalyptic.” 





Quits. 


Tus New Fork Tribune warns Dr. Kenealy that“ if he should remov 
to America and repeat, before the Hon. Nosh Davis, the impertinence 


he has practised in London, he might count, if we may judge from the 


ces of ‘T'weed's lawyers, upon ten or fifteen years lmprison- 
ment, and a fine to the full measure of his:fortane.”’ But the Tribune 
seems to forget that if you. take from @ man all his fortune. bad as 
well as good, you leave him no cause for regret. The punishment 
overleaps itself. 





Shakespeare on the Claimant. 
Cesar :—Let me have those about me that are fat. 


. [Act 1. Scene 2. 
-intony :—But yesterday the-word of Cxsar might 
Have stood against the world; now lies he— 
[Act 3. Soeme 2. 


ical,” and was. confusing his 


MRS. BROWN SUMS UP ORTON.—MARTHA II 
DREAMLAND. 

Mr and Mrs, Padwick ‘ad promised for to go and spend the 
hevenin’ along with Mrs. Alders as ’ave just berried ’er third, as is 
ways as I don’t ’old with myself, but in course no business of mine, 
so were dressed and ready a-waiting with my things on for Mrs. 
Padwick to call, and took a early cup myself through saltfish for 
dinner as is a thing as I relishes twice laid as the sayin’ is, and Mrs, 
Alders she were a-goin’ to give us a ’eavy tea about seven so I set 
by the fire a-ruminatin’ and a-thinkin’ ’ow the days was a-drorin’ out 
and a-feelin’ a little drowsy through a-thinkin’ all about Orton bein’ 
nabbed at last when who should I see but the werry man isself in ’is 
prising clothes a-settin’ oppersite me, aS Says, ‘“*T’ve come to ask for a 
cup of tea for that grule do go agin’ me.” 

‘¢ Well,” I says, ‘‘tea’s over’ere.”’ ‘No,’ he says, ‘not till seven.”’ 
“Ah!” I says, ‘at Mrs. Alders’s, but I ’aint got there yet surely as 
don’t remember leavin’ ’ome, but am a-waitin’ for Mrs. Padwick.”’ 

‘As am ’ere, my dear,” says she, in a large cloud for all the world 
like Queen Wictorier in ’er fottygraph, as was born the same month 
and year as accounts for it. ae 

I says, “ Are we to wait for Miss Pilkinton as said she’d call, and if 
she sees this ere porpus she'll begin a-talkin’ on ’im, but where's he 
got to as were ’ere a minit ago, as I could swear.” 

Says Queen Wictorier, “ Come, come, Martha, old friend, wake up, 
or we shall be late at Mrs. Alders’s.”” ‘“ Why,’ I says, ‘ surely you 
ain't never a-goin’ to drink tea there as is aspectin’ that there Alfred 
‘ome and ’is bride.”’ 

“Do wake up,” she says, and give me a shake and if it was’nt Mrs. 
Padwick as says to me, “‘Martha, if I was you I'd ’ave adwice of them 
drowsy fits of yourn.”’ I says, “ Bless you, I'm wide awake enuf so let's 
be off,” and so we started and got to Mrs. Alders’s in good time as is 
close agin’ the Royal Oak, and was the fust there, but not long afore 
there come in Miss Pilkinton as says a-flingin’ into the room all of a 
fluster, “‘ Well, you’re got your way and ’opes as you're satisfied.” 

I says, “‘ Wot about?” a-starin’ for to see ’er all flushed and bustin’ 
into tears all over Mrs. Alders’s sofy, as she flopped herself into, as are 
got a chintz cover jest like old Queen Charlotte, at least as she did 
used to set on and nuss them royal infants at the breast. ‘* Why,’ 
she says, “‘ that wictim of the Jeserists, Sir Roger.”’ 

“Law,” I says, “rubbish. Why that were all settled the day afore 
yesterday, and thank goodness we're over with that porpus, as ’ave 
got off too light in my opinion, though he says he's ’appy in New- 
gate.” She says, “ Drop it do, or I feel I shall throw my mufi at 
your argrawatin’ ’ed.”’ 

Jest then Mrs. Alders she came in with the teapot a-steamin’ as 
she’d got a cosey over so as not to chill it, through bein’ made in the 
kitchin, as the kittle were a-bilin with all its might and main. 

I kept myself to myself all through tea, as Mrs. Alders ’ad got a 
weal and ’am pie with a cold gammon of bacon, instead of no supper, 
as don't give no trowble, and all went on werry pleasint and 
everybody dropped the subjic of that there trial till arter it were over 
and one or two more friends ’ad dropped in. 

So then young Purflit as goes with a crutch through ’avin ’ad ’is 
leg tore out by the socket through bein’ a engincer as were caught in 
a cog-wheel, and would ‘ave been sassige meat in another minnit but 
for the steam-ingin’ a-bustin’ at the werry moment as blowed ‘im 
sky igh. Poor Mrs. Whelpton were there, and she ha? been dreadful 
put out ‘cos Wheipton didn’t get ’is new ’at as were the wager as 
he’d laid, besides ‘is brother-in-law bein’ deep in them ‘Tichbung 
bonds as Wolly and:Onsler ’ave put every penny as they could scrape 
together inte, so in course it’s ’ard on them. 

ell, as I were a-sayin’, young Purflit he's a werrv steady young 
man, and not one to drink only ’is supper beer, but mixed me a werry 
nice little drop, ’ot, strong, and sweet, as the sayin’ is, jest as 1 were 
a-goin’ ’ome, and says, “ That’s more than Ortun can get to-night.” 
; If Miss Pilkinton didn’t give a ’owl as you'd ’ave thought was from 
er ‘art, as give young Purflit that: suddin shock through ’er a-settin’ 
close on ’is ear, as up he jumped, and put ‘is crutch down on ‘er 
bunion, as made ’er spring up like gunpowder under ’er chair, and she 
ae oe ‘er-arms with a yell as sent my sperrits and water slap into 
the fire ag blazed up like sut: a-fallin’ down the chimney, and with ‘cr 


‘other:she pulled off Mrs. Alders's cap as were that tight fastened under 
‘er chin as dragged ’er backwards off ’er chair, so in course pulled tle 


table over in fallin’, and never in my life did I see sich a scene. 

So Mrs. Padwick says to me on the quiet, ‘Lets ‘ook it, Martha,” 
for we was both ready, and’ome we went straight, forI were a-goin’ to 
sleep at Mrs. Padwick’s through Brown bein’ away. I slept in ’er 
best bed-room through ’er likin’ to ’ave the beds aired when unoc- 
aes and bothon = — a _ “with” afore goin’ to bed through 
avin ad our grogs cut off, asthe sayin’ is, through that.row as I fully 
expected if Orton were brought up on the tanlaten the sayin’ is. : 

I got to bed and off to sleep like a rocket, but couldn't. sleep sound 
through a strange bed, and could ’ave swore as I were in that Court 


all night. 
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Says Miss Pilkinton to me, a-comin’ up suddin’, ‘* Dont go tu say as justice, as’ll go on for ever, and as to me bein’ afraid of bein’ ‘ooted, I 
you don’t think as the Jury ’aint been bribed and the Judges too.” I | don't care a farden, but will do my dooty.”’ ‘*’Kar, ‘ear,’ says Wolly 


99 


says, ‘* Who'd pay the money?” ‘ Why,’ she says, ‘‘ The Jeserists 
with the Pope at the ‘ead on ’em, as keeps ‘im a prisoner.”’ 

I looks up and there I see the Court all plain enuf, and that there 
Orton on ’is knees a-beggin’, and a-prayin’ of them Judges for to let 
‘im off, and took off ’is gold watch and chain to give ’emas some on 
’em pocketed in an instant; but just then in come the Jury, as said 
as, ‘Chey never should agree through one a-’oldin’ out,’ as ’ad 
brought a ’ole box of meat lozengers, as contained about three bullocks 
in ’is pocket, as he could live on for fourteen years, and so didn’t 
mind bein’ locked up. 

‘Let me see them lozengers,’”’ says the Judge. “Shan't’’ says 
that there Jury as cheeky as could be. ‘‘ Contempt of court,” says 
Orton. ‘’Old your row,” says the Judge, “‘ we don’t want to ‘ear your 
jaw,’ and then he busts out a-larfin, and says, “Oh! Brother Lush, wot 
a objic that fat’un ‘ll be with ’is ‘air cut short and ‘is face growed 
long ;’’ and then he begun a-singin’ ’is * little wee dog.” 

Says one of the Jury, a-getting up, “ I should like to ’ear the trial all 
over agin’, for.I ’aint ’eard a word through a ’eavy cold in my ‘ead as 
‘ave made me that drowsy all the time.” Says the Judge, “ With all 
my ’art; for I likes the fun on it;” ‘“‘ And so says all of us,” sung out 
all the lawyers. So I ’its the floor with my umbreller and says, 
“Horder,’ as made ’em all look round; and that Judge, he says, 
“ Hullo! Martha, what you've been at it agin!” I says, ‘‘ If you're 
illudin’ to drmk, my lud, look at ‘ome, for I see you through the crack 
of the door a-takin’ of your suction and sandwiches.”’ 

Says Orton, “Martha, ’ave you got your little flat bottle with you, 
for Iwhan't get a drain for many 4 long day, except wot Wolly may 
bring me in ’is walkin’-stick,-as is ’oller, through bein’ a hair gun, as 
he always carries for fear of the Jeserits, as wants to blow ’im into 
atomies.”” I says, “I wish I ’ad a flat iron, as I'd give you pretty ’ot, 
you willin, for darm’ to say them things agin’ my repitation, as is 
base false’oods ; and if the Jury don’t believe in my innercence, they 
don’t in the driven snow, not as I'd ’it any one as is down.” 

Says the Judge a-waking up, “ Will no one gag that old char- 
woman.as I’ve seen a-’angin’ about the cort every day, and it’s my 
opinion as she’s.a Orton ’erself.””. I do think as I should ’ave struck 
‘im with my umbreller, but jest then the Jury give a loud ‘ooray, and 
says, ““ Weve agreed, my lord, ’cos we’ve been a-tellin’ that other 
juryman all the story, and he’s the right man.” , 

Says ‘the Judge, a-bustin’ into tears, “ That's wot I’ve been a-sayin 
all the while, and you wouldn’t listen, and these two other judges 
‘ave been a-setting on me so as I couldn't ‘ardly draw my breath, and 
now it’s ever, wot’s he a-goin’ tostand?” “ Well,” I says, “stout and 
bitter, I should say, but certingly will ’ave a dash of spirits in mine, 
for the hair in this court is pison,” and then I says to Onsler, as were 
a-wipin’ of ‘iseyes on my shawl. “ Don't keep on a-snivellin’ like a 
fool. If you've been and lost the day bearit like a man, and do your 
dooty in-supportin’ that poor creetur and ’er children, ’cos I considers 
as' you’ve been and let ’er into the mess, ’cos.’’ I says, “that poor 
bloated hignorance couldn't never ‘ave ’ad the cheek to try and pass 
’isself off for a barrenite if there ’adn’t been others to put ’im up to 
it.’ And there set that Miss Brains as were a-’uggin old Bogle round 
the neck, a-sayin’ as ‘‘ She were ‘is'n for life, and would net ’im all 
manner for to keep ’is old black bones warm,” as made Bagint that 
jealous, and turns on ’er, and calls ’er anythink but a lady ; as we all 
-knows as-she must be ’cos all governesses is, or ’ow else can they bring 
up ladies, and that’s why that Miss Brains took to the Claimant cos 
he were quite the.gentleman all over, as showed ’is breedin’ in turnin 
butcher and bein’ that fond of Woppin’. : 

So, in course, Miss Brains were ’is friend, and she says to me, Oh, 
Mrs. Brown, you and me loved 'im like two twin mothers.” I says, 
“‘ Speak for yourself, for I don’t know nothink about twins though a 

myself.”’ ; 

ys va Judge, “‘ Will you two gals be quiet down there, and let 
us ear the jury?” ‘“ Law,’ I says, “ why that’s settled long ago. 

Says Miss akon “Yes, and I’m a-going to wisit all the judges and 
the jury too, and-shall stop with them for months, and then go on a 
wisit to this ‘ere dear old toad of a barrenite, as will expect me to 

ake ’is ’ouse my ’ome.”’ ae 

= aaa aa of “‘ Horder’’ and “‘Hush,’’ ’cos Queen Wictorier 
were a-going to speak, as set up there so grand ; and says, “ My Lords 
and Gentlemen of the Jury,—This trial don’t seem to ave no end, as 
in my opinion, didn’t never ought to ’ave ad a beginnin’; but, she 
says, “it ‘ave been sich a amusement to thousan’s that I do think you 
ought to go on with it, if it’s only for the sake of the noosepapers, and 
as’to the jury they ’ave been that used to ’ave a ‘ome ’ere that it will 
‘be ’ard to take away their wested rights, so you'll jest keep on 
. eae a lawyer and says, *‘ We won’t allow it.” Says another, 
“It’s a shameful waste of money.” “Do ’old your noise,” says the 
Judge, as ‘ad took Queen Wictorier’s place up there. He says, 
“ Although the lawyers may wish to stop it, and the paar _ 
sent a petition agin’ its goin’ on, we ‘aint a-goin’ to stop the ends o 


and Onsler. 

Says the Judge, ‘‘ And you'll be ’appy to ear as the family is to pay 
‘arf and Govermint the other ’arf, and we're all to ‘ave penshuns ; 
and as to you Orton, you'll be took to the Ouse of Lords in a omble- 
bus, with the winders paintéd white, and be made a peer in your 
prisin dress, just to show wat a narrer escape you've ‘ad of ‘angin’, as 
you may yet be tried for over in Horsetralier, as was murdered in the 
bush, so you aint out ef the wood yet; not as they'd ‘ang you, ‘cos 
you're a party of that weight as no ‘uman rope could bear.”’ 

‘« Pray, Mrs. Brown,” says the Judge, as were a sittin’ oppersite me 
a-stirrin’ of ‘is tumbler for to dissolve the sugar, as ’ad ’ardened 
through bein put in the spirits, “ Pray,” says he, “ are you a-summin’- 
up, oram [ ?”’ 

I says, ‘“‘ Me a-summin’ up, why I'm a takin of my tea!” 

They all burst out a-larfin’, Queen Wictorier and all, as I ’eard say, 
‘‘ Well done, Martha,’ and I looks up, and if I were not a-settin’ in 
Mrs. Alders’s arm chair with Mrs. Padwick and all on ’em round, as 
said I’d ’ad my forty winks, and been a-talkin’ all about Orton and 

‘the Jury and Queen Wictorier in my sleep, as is a down right disease 
with me, and I do think as that Orton ’ave settled on me like water on 
the brain. 


THE WHEAL ABOUT COPPER MINE. 


Jonzs and [ 

Were uncommonly sly, 
For we knew of a mine 
Remarkably fine, 

And we wanted our tingers in the pie. 


And the shares went high, 
And Jones and I, 
Were brimming with glee 
Our success to see, 
And planned a nice dinner to show it by. 





When we'd had our peck, 
And our /4per sec, 

Said Jones to me 

‘* Hew pleased you must be 
I put you up to this little spee!”’ 


To their widest size 

I opened my eyes, 
“Why, Jones,” I exclaimed, 
“Twas I who named 

This very prosperous enterprise! ”’ 


Jones replied ‘ Pooh! 
It wasn't you— 
Your knowledge is small, 
But least of all 
About mines and mining you always knew.” 


An argument rose, 
And before its close, 
jt ran so high, 
That we said good-bye 
With a certain cooiness as you'll suppose ! 


The week after that, 
The shares tell fiat, 
For the mine never bore 
. An ounce more ore 
Than you'd easily put in the crown of your hat! 


Then I and Jones 
Much altered our tones 
Said he “ I’m surprised 
That you advised 
An investment in merely worthless stones | ' 


“* That's good’ answered I, 
“ You advised me to buy ! 
Though my doubts I had 
It would turn out bad, 
I respected your judgment, and bad a try!” 


— quarrelled, and each 
no longer speech 
With the other—and so 
That’s all, you know. 
The moral is not. beyond human reach ! 





STRENGTHENING Diet ror VeceTarians.—Corned Beef. 
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OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


In the Tichborne case it is ruled that defendant is Orton not Tich- 
borne, that he has committed forgery and perjury. Sentence, 
Fourteen years, pénal. zit Claimant. — The jury considered it 
good taste to have a dinner when the trial was over. Humph! = 
The Globe discovers that caricatures are wrong. Strange this did not 
occur to it until a Conservative Government came in! = “Sir 
Charles Reed will not again stand for Hackney.” ‘The new knight 
exchanges his Haekney of course for a charger. = Ashantee war 
over; enemy fought brayely. Coffee is not so Coomagsie-nine as 
aed — him. = Women of Ohio have started a “‘ Woman’s 

ey ar.”’ Husbands and fathers should retaliate with a 
“ Man’s Milliner’s-bill Mission.”” — Lord Granville at a hunting 
dinner challenged any four of the-present ministry to ride four miles 
across country against two of the late Government, weight for weight 
and age for Seems to forget that the Tories have long been 
beggers for office and are now on horseback. =.In Spain the Carlists 
have had a few successes.’ This has at least the charm of novelty. = 
French Government declines to have anything to do with the Paris 
International Exhibition of 1875, which is a private spec. Wish our 
gr om do so too, it would be such a ed in Coles. = 

e Brewing influence is already asking a return for its support. 
—- to Chancellor of Exchequer about Malt Duties. Want’ em 

== Casuals at Eastbourne have conscientious objections to 


e 
breaking stones ona Sunday. (Or any other day.) Never mind, make 


"em hear Sap tives taeda Coffee is potted. We mean, Café 


a 
noir, the black article. 





"Bus Datven’s Ipza or “ Excetstor.”—Higher up! 


THE OPENING OF PARLIAMENT. 


{Mfancu 14, 1874, 


a 


Inductive Ratiocination. 


A sportinG tipster informs the world in afrecent advertisement 
that he— 

Once took 1,000 to 4 about atreble event, which he won. Promised Land for 

2,000, Mayonaise 1,0C0, and Musjid the Derby. Thisis no vain boast, for Mr. 
vaeenen that laidg him the bet, holds a situation in the cffice of the Daily Jele- 
graph. 
Will any logician kindly inform us whether the boast of the advertiser 
would have been vain if Mr. Newcomb had, after laying 1,000 to 4, 
got an engagement on the Standard, or whether layers of largest odds 
have a claim on the largest circulation? If the latter we will open a 
book upon treble events—whatever they may be—to-morrow. We, 
however, reserve to ourselves the right of refusing the highest or any, 
offer. But what’s the odds! 


A Curious Case. 

Narratine what it calls “a curious case,” the Echo says of the 
hero :— 

Last week his fatMtr died, and the man again came to attend his funeral. 
We do not remember any other case of a man attending his father's 
funeral more than once. Even the famous fellow who “ went to his 
father’s funeral in a white waistcoat,’’ apologised for the indecorum, 
and promised that he would not do so again. 


Moore or Less. 


Mrs. Pratamor having been to a Penny Reading informed her 
friends that what she liked best was something about “ grains of 
Paradise and the Beery.” 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 363. 


GRAVESEND gay with banners, 
And the folks on their good manners, 
The veriest of scanners 
Must certainly convince, 
That England far and wide 
Would hail with joy and pride 
The fair one at the side 
Of our gallant sailor-prince. 


1. The Tories are exceeding gay 
F as « “ 
Because their colours won the day ;— 
‘Their colours! if the retrogrades 
. . © 
Went back to history’s early shades 
: ; D . ; . > 
They’d find their highly vaunted hue 
The favoured of the savage crew. 


- 
~ 


.In the north of Normandie 
You a town and castle see, 
Where England's Queen, one spring or fall, 
Paid the French Bourgeois-king a call. 


3. No more, alas, for you or me 
Ixists the tall pagoda-tree, 
sy shaking which some folks of old | 
Lost their lives and won their gold. 


4. A hollow wail on the breezes borne — 
Hark, ’tis the sound of the savage horn, 
There'll be some fighting before the morn. 


5. The Claimant is exceeding stout, 
But he won't be this whea he comes out! | 


« 
Ne 


WAT 


Hun@reds of houses, miles of streets, | p 
Honest and good men, rogues and cheats, ae 
Acres for bricks, but none for tillage | | NH 
That's what is called “ the little village.” | ff Hi | 
DUAR MMe j 
7. All railway trains I terrors call, =— 
But this I like the least of all! | 
SoLutTion or Acrostic, No. 361:—TZortes Manage :-— | 
Transom, Oriana, Rosin, India, Egg, Share. 


Correct Soxiutrions or Acrostic, No. 3861, received 4th 
March :—Bob; Ruby’s Ghost; Croci; Hoptop; Tommy Wattle. 


6. 


~ 


— 
Cloudy Definition. | 
| RELATIVE 


A Marsvup1aL AnimAL.— Man (with a tobacco pouch). 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue production of Mr. Wills’s Mary Queen of Scots, at the Princess's, 
has led to some original efforts in the way of criticism. Writers have 
been doubtful as to the intentions of the author and the actors; and 
while some have treated the play and its representation as a bur- 
lesque upon history and acting, others have accepted both seriously 
and failed to see fun in either. There is fun in both, to our fancy, 
and any one who can fail to obtain it from Mr. Rousby, Mr. Harcourt, 
or Mr. Galhaem, or from all three combined, must be hard to please. 
It is not worth while when any one is in search of amusement to 
inquire whether the actors who are comic intend to be soor not. It is 
enough for us when they are comic, and three greater grotesques than 
the artists we have mentioned it would be hard to find. With the 
assistance of a breakdown or two and a patter song from John Knox 
—say on modern Reform—Mr. Wills’s great piece might run till the 
pantomime season. * 

Far less comic than the actors we have mentioned are the three 
principals, Messrs. Terry, Odell, and Cox, in the new piece at the 
Strand, E/dorado, a sparkling little adaptation, full of pretty tunes and 
abounding in absurd situations. Unlike that just noticed, this dragged 
a little on the first night through the too palpable efforts of the chief 
characters to be funny. ‘This is an error easily remedied, however, 
and now all runs smoothly and well. The weight of the acting rests 
with Mr. Terry ; Mr. Odell and M. Marius may be bracketed for 
quantity and ability, and Mr. Cox struggles successfully with a rather 
bad part. Of the rest of the cast, particularly the ladies, we, having 
no wish to appear un t, would rather say nothing. 

Miss Ellen Terry has returned to the stage—to that at the Queen’s 


in Long Acre, where she plays the part of Philippa with which the | 


name of Mrs. John Wood has hitherto been favourably associated. 








* It is but fair to. say thet this notice was in t 
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ype before a fairly good actor was | 


exchanged for a Lad one in the part of Chastelar | 
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SYMPATHETIC! 


Imaginative Undergraduate :—“ My UNcLE HAS JUST DIED, Sir, AND I 
SHOULD BE MUCH OBLIGED FOR A FEW DAYS’ LEAVE TO ATTEND HIS FUNERAL.” 
President (who thinks the case scarcely sufficiently urgent) :—“ VERY WELL, 
Mr. BLank, You MAY GO,—YoU MAY G0,—BUT I WISH IT WAS A NEAREK 


1» 








Miss Terry was on her rentrée very well received, and the other parts 
being all well filled, the Wandering Heir seems likely to continue his 
successful journey, notwithstanding the failure of his most recent 
congener. Mr. Leathes as James Annesley, Mr. Ferrand as the wicked 
uncle, and Mr. Irish as the nigger Jip are worthy of commendation. 
Mr. Slingsby Lawrence’s sketch, now nearly twenty years old, 
entitled Mr. Buckstone’s Adventures with a Polish Princess, has, with 
reference to a certain current event, been altered and reproduced as 
Mr. Righton’s Adwentures with a Russian Princess. The want of taste 
of such a reproduction does not require to be pointed out, and a very 
short visit to the Olympic Theatre will discover its want of success. 


Eating the Leek. 


A noox is announced entitled “ Jupiter’s Daughters by Mrs. Jenkin.”’ 
We once heard it asserted by a Welshman that Adam's name was 
Jones, and though we didn’t believe it we are now ready to subscribe 
to the fact that Jupiter was also called Morgan, that he was a bard, 

| and that the first Eistedfodd was held on Mount Olympus, now best 


known as Plinlimmon. 


T’other way. 


QUOTH a sage :— 
Man’s knowledge is but as the rivulet, his ignorance as the sea. 


Then—as the rivulets supply the sea—it follows that man’s know- 
ledge is the cause of his ignorance. 
Ready, ay ready ! 
| We have just come upon an essay on “ Ready Money” which begins : 
Ready money is an excellent thing to have on hand. 
We don’t see how if it is not “on hand”’ it can be ready money. 


| 


| 
| 
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Tuvs the Tichborne Trial ended, 
And the Tichborne Claimant drifted 
On the billows of Oblivion, 

To the land of Thi 
To the land of Worn-out Wonders. 


But an editor observed him, 

Saw him drifting into darkness, 

g into nothing, 

’ and bit his nails in anguish, 
Cried. “ Come back, oh, 
Howled, “ Return, oh, 
Yelled, “ Remain, oh, "Tommy Castro! 4" 
Saw, in — - 

a let of daily papers 
and bare, with nothing in ’em! 


And senantionial reporters 
Found him in the early m 
Grinned, and rubbed their 
Chuckled, “ Now they'll want sensation ! 





ie TE LE 


——— 


EUN. ‘ [Marcu 14, 1874, 


ENDED AT LAST. 
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Fires and burglaries and murders, 
Awful fires, to fill the papers.’ 
Grinned again and separated, 
Seeking stuff to fill the papers. 


_—————— 


The First Umbrella. 


Tue Tablet rebuking a correspondent of the Times for writing an 
interesting letter says :— 

All this pandering to the credulity and curiosity of our country is superinducing 
a disease which was rebuked in the Athenians, not only by St. Paul, but by 


Aristophanes, who says that the gaping ears of Demos opened as wide as aD 
um 


We don’t remember anything about St. Paul’s rebuke, so may let that 
alone. But if umbrellas were invented in the time of Aristophanes what 
right have men to take out patents for Paragon frames in the 
nineteenth century ? 


What is your Verdict? 
Is there any difference between a jury mast and a packed jury ? 
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| THE RECEPTION. 
| From Gravesend gay, near lively Rosherville.— 7 hie Poet. 
} 


To the burghers of Gravesend the Mayor said ‘* Oh dear! 

The Duke and the Duchess will land at our pier, 

So let this Corporation on measures agree 

To welcome to England the Duchess Mahree! 
So get out your flags—your ornaments plan— 
And run up your arches as soon as yeu can— 
And deck out the pier as grand as can be, 
To honour the coming of Duchess Mahree!’ 


‘¢ There'll be mastsistyled Venetian, with banners flung forth ; 
And hangings and:garlands, east, south, west, and north, 
And a handsome new'chain must be purchased for me 
‘lo wear while receiving the Duchess Mahree ! 
So get out your flags ’”’ etc. 


| 

| 

| “ Our gowns we'll be mounting to walk through the street, 
And our girls shall throw flowers at the Duchess’s feet ; 
And I may be knighted, perhaps—we shall see— 

For this gorgeous reception of Duchess Mahree! 


So get out your flags,’ etc. 


THE COMING BOATRACE. 


By SprectaL WIrre. 


Ir has been said by would-be satirists who now and again visit 
Putney, that the inhabitants are a sleepy race, and it is believed by 
many that as soon as the Oxford and Cambridge boatrace is over, and 
the profits accruing therefrom are divided, that the fathers of families, 
and the mothers too, pack themselves up, and doze calmly till the next 

| «wnnual contest for the blue riband of the Thames takes place. ‘That 
' this is not true, anyone who makes it the particular study of his life 
| to be great im athletics, especially in aquathletics, as I do, will know 
| with half am eye: but he will know still better with half-a-crown or 
| half-a-sovereign, for if he thinks that either of those coins:will go very 
| far during a residence: in Putney—well he'd better try; that’s: all. 
| The inhabitants: of Putney; especially those who live in the High- 
| street, seem to me a particularly wide-awake lot; they are quite 
| aware of the full market value of the things they sell, and can tell 
yxood money from bad in a manner really surprising. J’m quite sure 
| didn’t know the two-shilling piece I offered in exchange for a buach 
| of blue ribbon to tie up my bonny black hair, as is the custom here on 
boating occasions, was bad, or I wouldn't have offered it, but the man 
; saw it in a moment, and was quite personal. They area sceptical race 
| too at Putney, and when I told him I was a special correspondent who 
| knew no guile, he said he knew better, and threatened to kick me out 
| of his shop. He said he’d been a special himself in company with his 
| 
| 































late Imperial Majesty the ex-Emperor, and that between them they 
had scoured Kennington Common. Perhaps it was in memory of this 
unrecorded event in international history that the speaker still sells 
besoms and other hard brushes; but anyhow I found it quite 
impossible to make him understand the difference between a constable 
and a correspondent, and to tell truth I was compelled to leave rather 
hastily. He was a strong man and a ferocious, and though I can 
fight, I prefer to use my pugilistic powers upon cokum. 

Perhaps it is the result of the long sleep to which I have referred, 
but I found the Putneyites everywhere quite equal to the emergency. 
There was nothing to be got without money, and they were very 
particular about that. I’ve heard of the thirst for gold, and have 
always wondered how it could possibly be assuaged; but in Putney 
one can see a real hunger for silver. One old lady, who sells fat 

boiled bacon, which I find good for literary composition (cold, with a 

penny loaf and a half pint of four half), nearly eat up my last six- 

pence, at all events, she chewed it out of all recognition. But I was 
prepared, as I always am, and while she was trying her masticatory 
powers on the florin already mentioned, I retired for fear of being 
called as.a witness at the next coroner’s inquest held in the town. If 
it did choke her it was no more than she deserved for being suspicious 
of a member of the press on special correspondenceship intent. Yet, 

I fancy, Putney is a dull place at some portions of the year, for | 

once knew a dramatic author who went to live there, and his pieces, 

which had before been light and lively, at once ruined the trade in 

chloral among playgoers. But it was not to write about plays that I 

went to Putney. 

Putney, for some reason that nobody has been yet able to dis- 
cover, is built by the side of theriver. Perhaps it was because if it had 
been built anywhere else it wouldn't have been Putney. This is, 
however, only an idea. I like ideas; they’re a Juxury, and have been 

_ rather scarce with me lately. A man once told me that Putney was 
on the river Thames, and so I went to see how the Hampton Court 
boats managed to get past it, but he wasa humbug, for I found the 


HUN. a 115 


town, just like all the others, by the side of the water. Still, I didn't 
lose much by the journey, for I saw the bridge which stretches across 
to Fulham, and I shall never forget it. The principal productions of 
Putney are beer and blue ribbons, bacon and bread, bacca, barges, 
and blackguards. Possibly, the latter may not belong to Putney, but 
they were there on the occasion of my visit, and I am assured by a 
much more axperienced special than myself, that everything 
reporter sees in a place he looks at for the first time, it is his duty 
to regard as peculiar to that’place. I saw a woman with a black eve 
in Putney, and a man with no nose. Therefore, all the women shou!:! 
have black eyes in Putney, and all the men no noses. I submitted 
this to my informant, and pointed out to him a particularly lovely 
female im one of the boat houses, and a man om the tow path with 
a nose big enough for two. My fellow journalist said I was very 
green at reporting, and several other things I won’t mention, and as 
I am at a perfect loss to understand the principle which governs 
correspondents in the face of such conflicting faets, | submit the facts 
to the consideration of the reader. (I have since told the editor how 
these facts interfered. with my preconeeived notions, and he has 
oe somewhat vaguely I will admit; ‘*So much the worse for 
the facts.’’) 

I notice that a path has-been made right by theside of the river for the 
convenience of those who wish to see the Oxford.and Cambridge crews 
at their practice. As the exercise taken on this:by an anxious public, 
is mainly pedestrian, itis called, jocutarly, the toe path, of course the 
intention being to infer foot path. Therefore, I wonder that reporters 
should spell it so badly. But it isn’t given to everybody to bea 
scholar who has studied etymologies: A great many preparations have 
been made for féting the crewson their arrival, chief among them 
being a clever game with three cards, the name of which did not 
transpire, an invigorating pastime called threeshy, and a refreshing 
beverage known to the initiated as—well, paim im the stomach! 


Too Polite. 

Some of the authorities of a certain town ‘which for the sake of the other in» 
habitants we won’t name) have petitioned for the removal of the Crimean gu as 
there.— Vide /’ress. 

Take, oh, take these guns away, 
Captured in the Russian War, 
And don't ever—ever say 
What the Guards’ Memorial's for. 
And bid History refrain 
TI’'rom naming the Crimean plain! 


Gushoers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are acczoinre 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.3 

A. M. (Govan).—Our rule merely applied to versifiers not to poets. It 
we had known—or discovered --that you were a poet, we should not have 
questioned your right to do as you please anywhere—except in our 
columns. 

E. D. C. (Church-lane, Tottenham).—The contribution was declined 
long ago, but we endeavour in suclr cases not to indicate too closely the 
address of the rejected ones in order to spare their feelings. 

G. (Leeds).— We don’t care to give recipes for destroying any sort of 
insect except the hum-bug. 

X. X. X.—We have heard that before, and fear, therefore, it’s not 
home-brewed. 

H.—Pray you note in the tablets of your memory (for use when you 
next essay verse) that ** being” is a word of two syllables. 

W. N.S.—No, thank you. Sketch unsuitable. 

B. (Beverley).—We return nothing unless our rules are complied with, 
—see above. 

BritraniaA (Horncastle).—Any relation to Britannia ’ 
thanks. 

A Waaca WaG.—We suppose, now the Tichborne case is over, we are 
to be put on trial by all the worst jokes that can be made about it. 

TEBTOTALLER.—We fear you not! How many years have you been 
trying to get in Permissive Bill candidates? Yet the publicans are able 
on the first occasion to swamp the House with beer. Beer “is stronger 
than water.” 

W. (Liverpool).—We don’t object to irony, but you need not get rusty ! 

Open Court.—We are grieved that you could not obtain admission 
“as one of the public ” to Westminster Hall, but we can’t prizt the article. 
By the bye, you might easily get into Newgate! 

S. (Tottenham).—Mucbh obliged. 

Declined with thanks :—J. H., Oxford ; H. F. C., Hull; Wallaby Track ; 
A. J. B., Millman-street; C. A. L., Headingley; R. R., Slough; Wille ; 
G. H. C., Nottingham; Pops; J. N., High Holborn; N. A. M., Glasgow ; 
P. E. R., Winchester; An Observer; A., Wymondham; Boots; 5.G ; Kt. 
B., Kilmarnock ; McC., Saffron Walden; W. B. M., Ediaburgh: C. W.L, 
Croydon ; H. B. W., Paddington; E. E. C., Leicester-square ; Poor Poll ; 
H. H., Birkenhead; G. P., Portugal-place; J. W., Westbourne-terrace ; 5. 
R. W. ; —, Birkenhead ; Pollux; Forewarned ;T., Liverpool ; H., Isling:on 
Bondholder; G. B., Walworth-road; S., Tooting; A. J. P., Cornhill. 
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| RETURN AND REPARTEE. 


Young Wife :—“GsorGE, DEAR, YOU HAVE TAKEN A SINGLE TICKET FOR MAMA, HAVE YOU NoT?” 
George :—“ Or course I HAVE, MY DEAR, WHO EVER HEARD OF TAKING A RETURN TICKET FOR A MOTHER-IN-LAW‘ ” 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
MARCH. 


In the Cornhill we have a new story, ‘“‘ A Rose in June,” and the 
continuation of the quaintly-flavoured “Far from the Madding 
Crowd.’ “ The Courtier of Misfortune’”’ is clever and romantic, and 
as an exposure of the plundering War Department which under- 
mined mee em bears the stamp of truth. The rest is of the 


“Uncle John”’ continues to be the chief attraction of Temple Bar. 
“ Antonio de Pelago”’ is a lifelike sketch, and “‘ Eylau and Fried- 
land “ is concise and sound. 

Mr. James Grant keeps up the interest in Tinsley’s this month, and 
Mr. Farjeon follows suit, with Mr. Justin McCarthy—a strong trio. 
“ At the Play” is a piece of ill-constructed and unintelligible verse. 

The Gentleman's is scarcely as readable as it has been of late. 
Maecmillan’s contains some capital papers this month, notably “ An 
Elephant Kraal.”” “On Coal and Coal Plants’’ is full of information. 

“Johnny Ludlow,’ in the Argosy, carries, under the title of ‘‘ The 
Cries in the Trees,” the story he began last month just far enough to let 
us see the solution. ‘ Waiting in the Cars” isa graphic sketch, and 
the other articles are of the usual character. 

In the St. James's we gladly welcome the first chapters—all too few 
—of M. Verne’s “ Mysterious Island.’’ 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 








régime are reminded that Parliament will shortly meet 
A condemnation of the | patch of business.”’ 








“CHOCOLAT 


ae it by JUDD & OO.. Penis Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and 
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| abuses of charities is trenchant ; and there is a musical sonnet by Mr. 
| Mayer in the number. 

In Chambers’s we have a stirring story, “ Burton’s Loan,” with a 
number of papers and essays of the sort always to be found in the old 
periodical, which seems still to flourish like a green bay tree. 

Scribner's contains a charmingly illustrated article on “The Great 
South,” with several other contributions, literary and pictorial, of 
high merit. 

The Atlantic gives us another instalment of Mr. Aldrich’s interest- 
ing “‘ Prudence Palfrey.’’ ‘ Baddeck’’ is continued with much spirit, 
but the goal is nearly reached. ‘Owen Brown’s Escape from Harper's 

| F ” is a strange and forcible account of the old times, when a 
| determined few tried to liberate the negroes, and lost their lives in 
the attempt. 

Jules Verne’s “ Field of Ice”’ is the leading feature of the Young 
Gentleman's. “The Lost Rifle” is a good story, and ‘ Uncle John 
in Prairie Land’”’ will stir up the boys a bit. A good frontispiece 
presents us with a set of types of Russian characters. 





























| Trade Mark. 


SHOPKEEPERS who fondly expect to see the money fly under a Tory 
for the dis- 


MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 


Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E. C.—London, March 14, 1874. 
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LAUGH OR SMILE? D 


THE journey is weary, 
The road is brier'd, 
The day is dreary, 
And we are tired; 
And we backward gaze 
With a saddened brow— 
‘¢ We laughed in those days, 
But a smile does now!”’ 


We cross life’s ferry, 
We put from shore, 
Our hearts are merry 
Till half way o’er ; 
Age’s sands we graze 
With unwilling prow— 
‘* We laughed in those days, 
But a smile does now! ”’ 


Yet from folly the laughter 
Too oft must start— ~ 
The smile that comes after 
Wells out of the heart. 

To each then the praise 
‘T were fair to allow, 

To the laugh of those days, 
To the smile of now! 


"> 
+ 





Mons parturiet ! 

Tue destructive powers of the domestic 

eat in England can only be known by 

dearly-bought experience. What must it 

be in America?—there we find the 
Catskill Mountains. 


Case stated for Counsel’s opinion. 

A HARD-PRESSED thief deposits his ill- 
gotten booty in the bed of the river ;—is 
Father Thames indictable as a receiver of 
stolen goods ? 


9 


ON AT SCHOOL ? 
TRAVELS TO sTUDY!”’ 


LEGAL PROCEDURE. 


A New York paper the other day was good enough to point out to 
Dr. Kenealy that had he used such language as he did in the 
Tichborne case to one of the United States judges, he might infer 
what he would have got from the punishments awarded to Tweed’s 
lawyers. This is very affecting and beautiful, but at the same time it 
does not arouse in our bosoms such a love for American legal procedure 
that we wish at once to adopt it. ‘Take a Case’’—the Chief Justice 
of Mississippi is not on the friendliest terms with his two associate 
judges. The other day during the discharge of their judicial functions 
the Chief Justice applied to Judge Tarbell ‘‘ terms which no stretch of 
vanity could construe as flattering.” The judge took a step towards 
him, whereon he drew his knife, and a very pretty bit of judicial 
carving might have ensued but for the intervention of the other judge. 
Now we should hardly like to see Lord Chief Justice Cockburn 











Sor ee 





drawing his snicker-snee and “going-for’’ Mr. Justice Lush, or | 


covering Dr. Kenealy with a six-shooter. Indeed, we are not quite sure 
that we should think it dignified if he had tried to gouge the 
defendant. No! on the whole we much prefer our way of doing 
things, though it may leave the Bench no better means of defence 
than an appeal to some twenty or thirty briefless barristers as ‘‘ The 
Bar of England.” Our way of doing things may be ridiculous, but it 
18 not criminal. 


Ods Bobs! 

In England when a man feels patriotic he “ takes the shilling ”’ ; 
but the Home Rulers in Ireland make all those who would sign their 
“National Roll” pay a shilling. We don’t think much of the 
twelvepenny traitors, but we should rather like to know who gets the 
money! We have little doubt a fair sum has been already raised 
from the bobs of the blatant, and that it will increase, for the 
promoters of the notion no doubt sing sotto voce the old Scotch jingle— 

If it wasna weel bobbit, weel bobbit, weel bobbit, 

If it wasna weel bobbit, we’ll bob it again! 
It is at any rate not a very elevated test of a man’s patriotism to make 
it a question whether he will give a shilling towards the cause! 


One CHEER MORE.—Publicans’ shout of victory. Liquor Up! 


VOL. XIX. 
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INTELLECT. 


Junior Partner of a Shipping Firm :—“ Wet, Mr. Jones, HOW IS YOUR BOY GETTING 


Old Servant of the firm:— “VERY WELL INDEED, SiR, EXCEPT WITH HIS GEOGRAPHY, 
BuT I THINK I HAVE MADE THAT ALL RIGHT, FOR I HAVE BOUGHT HIM GULLIVER’S 








THE FAVOURITES. 


Wuat a pity it is that according tothe Evening Standard, in its 
description of the Royal saloon carriage, “ Her Majesty’s favourite 
daily papers”’are only “the Times, the Standard and the Morning 
Post.’’ If the Globe had been included, our gracious Queen would at 
least have had some amusement in return for the cold ride she took to 
gratify her people. We learn from the pink periodical all sorts of 
delightful things—that in ordinary times Oxford and Cambridge 
Terraces present a forlorn appearance, but that on the day of the 
Royal visit— 

The gardens tried to blossom with flowers in thousands supplied by brightly- 
dressed Englishwomen. 

We should have thought that florists would have supplied the flowers, 
and if they did that the gardens would have done more than “ try” to 
blossom. Perhaps the writer meant that the beauties supplied the 
place of the flowers. But what does he mean when he says that 
‘‘erimy Edgware Road’’ was “clean, bright, many-hued as Hima- 
layan rainbow flashing down on everlasting snow’’? When he goes 
on to speak of people in the Edgware Road showing “‘ square acres of 
faces” it is pretty evident he doesn’t know what an acre means, or he 
wouldn't try to get it into the breadth of a street—especially a 
‘‘ square acre,’’ whatever that may be! When he had done that acre, 
he clearly sank into a state of exhaustion, for he goes on to babble of 
pickpockets in Carlylese, after this fashion—“ cadaverous, vulpine 
faces, with simious cunning glinting from narrowest eyes.’’ We do 
hope after this that the Globe will become a favourite with Her Majesty. 


The Thumping Legacy. 

Jusr when the good folks of Geneva are in doubt what to do with 
their Brunswick Legacy, Mr. J. D. Daly, who has for some time so 
ably steered the Evening Standard to success, undertakes the editorship 
ioe management of the Swiss Times, which has now so widely 
increased its sphere that it must take the name of the Continental 
Herald. Mr. Daly's services to the journal will be valuable indeed, 
but we think he might do the state some service at Geneva. It 
appears to us that the solution of the irrepressible Swiss difficulty 
would be for England to take the legacy, and, in consideration, allow 
France and Germany to share the territory. We throw out this hint 
for the consideration of the Federal Council. 











FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 18, 1874. 
THE GOOSE WITH THE GOLDEN EGGS. 


A FABLF. 


HERB was a certain Goose, who—lucky fate !— 
Obtained not laid—the Golden Eggs of State, 
Value, five millions full, 
Anawéul pull! 
. The caekle’o'etithese eggs of course was great. 


°This @eosédvad-never had a like affair, 

’ The egg@tthat it had laid—as we're aware— 
Had always addled beer ; 
It ne'er had seen ; 

‘A gosling live to plumage—all died bare ! 


Sown the Gélden Eggs it sat with pride, 
Andionged'to feel the stir of life inside, 
' For it-was just the nick 


When lively chick ' 
(Begins to chip the cell where it doth hide. 
"Rut not a d the anxious Goose can hear, 


®Rxeept a murmur faint that sounds like “ beer *’— 
“Or else:mayhap within, 
MBhe whisper, “gin” 
Appears tostrike upon its:listening ear! 


What will the egg hatch out ?—it:does not know! 
No goose had e’er less policy to show ; 
And so it can but sit, 
Shand prevecits wit, 
“Waiting to-see which way the wind will biew. 


“And while sfill sitting fast, 
With care o’ercast, 
It sighs “ I wish they’d show their little Bills.” 


ae Oe 


Tuawnxs to the rush of the Licensed Victualling, Brewing, and Dis- 
tilling Interests into Parliament, the Railway Interest is not. as 
strongly ‘represented as usual. Now, therefore, is the best ‘oppor- 
tunity for urging the House to legislate for the benefit of the public, 
and regulate the Railway system. We trust those members who 
have fought the battle under adverse circumstances will not lose this 
chance. The Director's” non-election is the passenger's opportunity 
We hope that, whenever a bill is framed, a clause will be inserted to 
forbid companies to open new stations until they have satisfied the 
Government Inspector that all their traffic arrangements therewith 
are perfect,‘and can be at once put in motion. We suggest this from 
experience of the inconvenience and danger that have arisen from 
the-undus haste with which the Chatham and Dover Company have 
opened their Viaduct Station—of which, by the way, the building was 
not complete. Since the opening there have been several accidents— 
and that they were not fatal was due rather to the luck than the fore- 
sight.of the management—and the whole traffic has been delayed and 
thrown out of eee, So eo great inconvenience of passengers, who are 
mostly men of business to whom punctuality is essential. The system 
of running goods trains by day on this line does not facilitate matters. 
‘The’ other day we'were in a train stopped on the bridge over the river, 
4 th two goods trains similarly delayed, so that only one 
lines on the bridge was available for the working of 
i and Metropolitan Extension—to say 
trains of companies with running powers over the 


road! It is.more than time to forbid that lives should be perilled for 
companies’ . 








‘A Case for the Carlton. 
-GLanorne over the Daily Telegraph last week, we caught t ofa 
long advertisement commencing thus :— : - 
IDIOTS AND IMBECILES. 
We proceeded to peruse it at once, impressed with the idea that it was 
‘Mr. Ayrton’s address to some constituency for which he was about to 
stand. It turned out, however, to be merely an advertisement of that 
excellent institution at Redhill, the Earlswood Asylum. It wound up 
by stating that— 
, ah aceon anne oe fact that the 
SUBSCRIPTIONS 
TOL . 1S are QUIVALENT 
‘Now then, ye triumphant M.P.s-who crowd the Ministerial side of the 
House, out with your money! You observe “the largely increased 
Conservative 


demands ""—the result of , of course. 
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HOW WE RECEIVED THE GRAND DUCHEss. 


By A Common REPORTER. 


Wuen it was proposed that I should represent the staff, and o, 
down to help to receive the Grand Duchess of Edinburgh, I confess th; 
the magnitude of the task somewhat appalled me, and I think, jg j 
dhaduaot been for the advice of Tommy Johnson, who arranged to g0 
tooyandsee that the drinks were of the proper strength on board the 
seat, Distvould have declined the honour of a ticket which everybody 
iglsevdad*tefused. I saw you looking all over it to see if there wag 
vestything about dinner on board, and I heard you say, “Oh, well, we'd 


















; ! 


whether I’m such a common reporter after all. If I am, they're 
ery and'no error. 


together wnd:déliberated, firstly, as to what we should wear; secondly, 
‘tor-what we'should take with us; and, thirdly, as to how the subject 

didwbé*hntidied. Tommy thought it should be done in verse, but 
aswevedildn.tjiithough we sat well into the night, get further than, 
‘ PintGfioat) Bamtafloat, on a speedy steamboat,” owing to a difference 
iofepinionasstor'what would best rhyme to Duchess and Marie, we 


prose. ‘Dukeudid rebuke would have done very well for a verse, but 

eeduldn’t rebuke his Royal Highness for what he had done ; so we 
thought thatanarticle with a few jokes in, such as a Gravesend is 
better‘than asad beginning, it’s a Purfleet that never rejoices, 
Rosher¥illeisbéetter than none, &c., would be most appreciable. The 
‘decisioniofthistquestion materially affected the rest, for before it was 
séttled how thework was to be done, the bottle was nearly dry, and as 
~weihadenot'drwwn anything for expenses, we determined to take 
™ 4but to trust to the mercy of the steward on board and 
toth éipfthat free feeding which is one of the special preroga- 
tivesiofithémfeatth estate of the realm in which we reside. With 
regard™torWwiiatewe should wear, Tommy, after some deliberation, 
decided upon a clean shirt, and though I warned him that he might 
feel uncomfortable he remained firm to the last. Then, however, he 
faltered, and decided on having his boots cleaned instead. My own 


which -were rather damp owing to the hurry of their preparation. 
Everything being thus satisfactorily arranged, we sought our respective 
couches and slumbered gracefully. At least Tommy did, for being 
aroused by what I thought was thunder, but which was after all only 
his snoring, I went into his room to warn him about the weather 
prospects, and'was struck with the elegance of his attitude and the 
grave cast of thought imposed upon his noble brow by the use of 
spectacles instead of a nightcap. 

I never thought it was so hard to rise with the lark, but perhaps 
the lark doesn’t. get up early in the winter. However, after several 
delays caused by the vacillations already described as to the precise 
costume to be worn by my collaborateur, we at length arrived in good 
time on board the steamer, and the anchor being weighed and found 
wanting, we shook out a cloud of canvas and ran merrily down the 
river. This is figurative of course, but what would a reporter be 
bereft of his imagination ! 

Tommy Johnson was in fine force, his mind being evidently im- 

essed with the unwonted brilliancy of his boots, and he let off several 
‘jokes, one of which is specially worth recording. ‘‘ Why,” said he, 
when we had gone some little. distance, and were beginning to feel as 

ilarated, as the fog and the damp would allow, with the fresh 
air of heaven and some Irish cold a friend on board had in a bottle, 
“why,” said Johnson, “‘ should the Isle of Dogs be lower down the 
river?’”’ Of course we all gave it up, and then, with that deliberation 
and benevolence which always characterise his jocal utterances, he 
said, ‘‘ Because it ought to be nearer. Barking.”’ Now this, early in 
the morning, is oe likely to be too lightly estimated, especially 
by those unacquainted with the agonies of spontaneous jocularity. 
Again, when we went down to breakfast he was truly great. We 
had some of the worst coffee it ever fell to the lot of mortal man to 
taste, “‘ but,” said Tommy, again coming to the rescue, and pointing to 
a rasher of thirst-inducing ham which adorned his plate—‘“ but beans 
and bacon always should go together.” This lasted us until we got to 
Sarees. 
ere is no mistake about it, our appearance gave the signal for 
debarkation. The royal party had been some une waiting Ses board 
the Victoria and Albert yacht, ‘and as soon as we arrived the sailors on 
the’ men-of-war adjacent began to swarm up the rigging, the guns 
began to go off, and so did the Duke and his fair, but likewise Grand, 
Duchess. I am not often subject to emotion, at all events before 
dinner, but I confess to that thrill which animates the breast of every 
worthy of the name when he sees those whom it “has 
pleased providence to place” in areally good position, as the boat 
— proudly by our steamer as if conscious of the value of the precious 
burden which it bore. Now, am I a common reporter ? 


preparations consisted of a clean shave, and a ditto pair of socks, . 


ibetterssendone of the common reporters who won't mind getting uy) _ 
, hatfivetin the morning, and who is used to hard work.” I thought to 
*Wéelljoman is made by his opportunities, and I’ll just let’em | 


*Sojassoon@as I got the ticket, Tommy Johnson and I laid heads | 


wlved to fall back upon the useful but commonplace | 
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till he occupied the whole after-part of the room. His back appeared 
as a long ridge, curving across, and partly obscuring a landscape that 
hung only a foot or two below the ceiling. Never saw sucha back ! 
Presently he let. dowma long cable from his nose; his ears ¢ ded 
visibly ; he was an elephant. Detest elephants as a class; but as 
this one turned his head. over his left shoulder to look at me there was 
that in his face that touched me to the heart—a look not of earth—an 
expression in those great.eyes, of sympathetic yearning and unutterable 
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THE BALLAD OF SIR LACQUOIN, 


RUE knights, great peers, 
and yeomen, 
With shield and lance 
and blade, 
Prepare ‘gainst, Paynim 


—Jf 


; foemen 
To ge-on.a crusade. sadness, as ifj he hadn’t a penny in the world! So I fired the tea- 
R kettle at him, 
f King. Richard. calls. to- I have beena married. man, and consider myself a dead shot with a 
: gether tea-kettle,. Bot:I am: bound.to say it did not hit him. Think I could 
4 His:liegemen stoutiand | do better new; but;now I hawe no elephant. It is odd, too, that I | : 
; brave, should have an: elephant.one night and not so much asa hippopo- | ae 
f To scormthe angry wea- | tamus the-next. ‘There would be a certain consistent fitness in having 
‘ her even a small rhinoceros. 
f And cross. the. stormy The patient; would. like to know what became of that elephant. 
: wave. That is. what bothers:me, He went away—somehow. Landlady says | 
| 


she didn’t’ see. him: leave: the house ; slavey swears the chain was up. 
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His liegemen. all) assem- 
ble 
With bow and. lanee 
and sword; 
Now let the Paynim 
tremble 
Before that warlike 
horde. 
Sir Lacquoin still. he 
lingers ! 
Oh, does he loiter, say, 





To tay with ladies’ fingers, 
Or spend his;time.at play ? 


That bankrupt knight no lady 
Would heed at any price ; 

His prospects:are se shady 
They will not let. him dice. 


‘Then tell me whyvhe,loiters!”’ ’ 
Ah, me, the; crnel-news— 

His shirt of:mail is—bitter tale !— 
Hypothecate to Jews. 


CONFESSIONS OF A SAD DOG. 


I nave had an experience which I am weak enough to believe may 
interest, amuse, and possibly instruct the patient whom we call the 
reader. I use the word “experience”’ as a neutral term; it may have 
been an adventure; perhapsa dream. Does it matter to the patient ? 
Of course not. ; 

I was sitting last evening in my easy chair, in front of what my 
landlady humorously calls “ « fire’’—funny old girl !—and was trying 
to think; you know how it goes—headache, and the like of that. I 
had been drinking, too, for a number of days, and have been at it 
again. Hearing a slight noise behind me I turned about, and saw a 
cat moving stealthily along the wall, trying as hard as she could to 
conjure up a defenceless mouse for her tooth. Hate cats; they are 
poison. I laid hold of the hearth-brush. 

“ Now madam,” said I, “‘ your doom is sealed. As good as extinct 
—that is what I call you! Where is the remainder of that boiled 
ham? What have you done with all the sugar I had in only last 
Wednesday ? Will you surrender the key of my wine closet, and 
become a teetotal cat? ‘Take that you soulless and inhuman licensed 
victualler !’’—and I discharged the hearth-brush. 

You can’t hit a cat with a thing of that sort. I have tried, and I 
know. The cat will change to a frog and leap away in ample time to 
avoid a collision. At least this one did. It then began, and success- 
fully executed, a series of astonishing gymnastic exercises—a vertical 
cyclone of bewildering double summersaults—just touching its hind 
feet to the floor at the lowest point of its orbit, and then going it 
again. It looked something like a frog, and something like a Roman 
candle. 

Perceiving that this had not been an ordinary lodging-house cat I 
did. not believe it was now an ordinary frog. All the same I made an 
essay at it with the fire-poker. No go; the iron fell with accuracy on 
the spot where the batrachian having subsided had flattened itself for a 
final spring, but the reptile did not wait. Fire-pokers won't do for 
this species of creature, believe me. The adroit rascal took leave of 
the floor a frog, and resumed his connection with it in another part of 
the room a rat. I shied my boots athim. Nouse. Missed. 

A moment later, seeing that I had no toasted cheese for him to 
nibble, and no trap for him to pinch his tail in, he began to swell. I 
thought of the poodle that called on Dr. Faust, but that did not make 
the rat stay little. Of course not. He went on growing and bloating 


Hope he.is somewhere, for this is a bad night to be out. Anyhow he 
forgot his snakes. 

Lay you any odds you like you never saw such a collection of 
snakes as-that beast left behind him when he went away. And they 
were as tame as little babies. Singular serpents, too. Some had a 
head at each end. Others were all mouth. These thought I was-a. | 
dentist.. Despise. dentistry! In making motions with my: legsa— 
gestures, you know, when» the snakes came up to be spoken to—I 
kicked off my slippers; sent them flying like a couple of pigeons. 
Before lighting, each slipper:boasted its ophidian. 

There were two snakes that:kept.a little apart from the others+~an 
old man and his brides THey did nothing but hug and kiss». The 
snake fashion of doing. these:things is not what one would like ta be:a 
party to. Of course not.. Tiie:old man was bright blue, the young 
woman pale green—colours: that: don’t get on well together. ‘There 
was everywhere a precious. lot:of hissing and rattling, such as. no 
fellow could make out. what it'was all about. A tall cobra got my hat 
off the rack in the passage, and:putting it.on his: head went waltzing 
round the room like he-had never had a hat-of his own, he was that 
pleased. Yet I was not.amused.. A big Bull-snake—horried vulgar 
fellow !—tumbled off the mantle on my toes and wouldn't apologise. 
Tried to burst a knob of coal on him but missed. Can't stand vul-- 
garity. Some of them had human faces, and these were the ugliest-of 
the lot. That was singular, but it is nothing compared with the 
number of serpents. I might almost say the room was one solid 
snake. Landlady says I shriek well for a young man; slavey swears 
I’m crazy, mum. 

It is now ten o’clock the next evening, and something has gone 
wrong with the ceiling of this room. It is heavier than it used to be 
—more impending. It isan awful thing when you think of it—a 
ceiling that won’t keep its distance. Hate familiarity! But I 
wouldn't mind it so much if that person in the corner would lay off his 
face and look like a Christian. Confound him! will he never have 
done making a nose at me? Ha! fling the paper-weight at him! 
Won’t do—can’t lift it. Never saw so disobliging a paper-weight— 
never ! 

The doctor—abhor doctors!—has been here. Saw me writing this 
and gave me something nasty instead. Heard him whisper to land- 
lady “‘ bad case of J). 7.’ The rascal! I’m no writer, but I’m blest 
if I have got down to the level of that journal! Despise the D. 7. 
Of course I do. 

About those snakes: they worry me. Not that they are here again ; 
that’s the worst of it. I’m thinking if that elephant should step in 
for them, on his way home from his office, I couldn’t produce them. 
Landlady must be good enough to tell him cat ate ’em. 


Cupid’s Arms in a Lozenge. 


We have fallen in with two strange advertisements of what are 
described as ‘* Love Lozenges,’ which in each case are guaranteed to 
‘“ gain the undying love and affection of any one you wish.’”’ Have 
the Conservatives been circulating these solidified philtres among the 
constituencies? If so, the ‘“‘magnetic influence which none can 
resist,’ that is attributed to the troches, may account for the ‘‘ wheel 
about and turn about” policy of some electors. We wonder whether 
the enterprising chemists also vend Dislike Drops. 








—_—_— — — 


Ex Luce Lucellum. 

A report in the Evening Standard of a recent case in the Court of 
Probate begins by stating that— 

This was a suit partly tried yesterday, in which the plaintiff propounded the will 
of the late’'Mr. Polish; the will was opposed on the ground that the testator was 
not of sound mind. 

It might have been guessed that if the testator was a Polish there was 


sure to be a shine. 
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PRESSING FOR AN ANSWER. 


Fair Damsel putting on new gloves :-—“ Too TIGHT? Ox No, AUNTIE, NOT AT ALL—BESIDES I LIKE THEM A LEETLE TIGHT!” 
Troublesome Brother :-—“ FEELS AS IF SOMEBODY WAS SQUEEZING HER HAND ; DON’T YE SEE, AUNTIE!” 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Corrzr bolted from the mill, and remained au Jait-in-ambush. Party 
who reported him taken was out in his Kalkalliations. — Enthusiastic 
jon of Duke and Duchess of Edinburgh. Place of landing 
looked more like the beginning of a bridal than a Gravesend. — The 
maltsters having waited on Sir Stafford Northcote, the brewers have 
followed suit and want their thirty pieces of silver, in the shape of 
7 of licence duty. But ‘‘ Government by beer” is hardly power- 
ful enough for that ye == The Czar is coming over in May. Our 
English spring ing will by that time be able to remind him of a Russian 
winter most likely. — Carlists seeming to be getting successful. 
Probably because Don C. is not with them. — Chinese threaten to 
shed the blood of all foreigners. China wants cupping, to cool it. — 
Mr. Disraeli has been telling Charley he is his darling. Why not raise 
him to office? = Man applied at Bow Street to have a dog destroyed 
that had bitten him. Solemnly declared if it was not killed he should 
die. Well, if he’s so silly as that, we're for keeping the dog, of the 
two. = Some humourist with more ingenuity than poetic ability has 
been passing off “ A Welcome” to the Duchess as the Poet Laureate’s. 
At least we sincerely hope so! — It seems proved now Achinese folks 
don’t take their w ’ easy. —- The usual number of clergymen 
poor people for picking up sticks, value one penny. 
! == Daily Telegraph has we fancy got hold of another “ irre- 
old savage.” This time by name Charles Orton. But if 
you believe his confession you must believe him—to be utterly 
unworthy of belief. — Russian Princess made her first progress 
through the capital. London was broken to her gently in a snow- 
storm. = King of Ashanti has at last come to terms of peace. Our 
,soldiers have taken up their paz and started home. 








Rare Chance! 
let off’’ is the bait offered by ‘advertising house-agents—to 
complete the inducement they should uit the incoming tenant of 
him in best Wallsend. ee 


* 








HORACE IN ASHANTI. 


Wuar high!y-scented youthful swell 
Has, Goldenhair, a tale to tell 
To you beneath the rose-tree bough 
In that conservatory now ? 


For whom new chignons do you buy? 
Alas, poor chap, how soon he’ll sigh, 
Who bends now o’er your fairy form, 
When, by and by, you fret and storm! 


Poor trusting fool, he’ll now behold 

You soft as silk and good as gold; 
Alas for those, who, unaware, 
Thus fall into the siren’s snare. 


For me! I’ve bought experience dear— 
What brought me to Ashanti here ? 
Ah, well! your carte last night I flung 
The watch-fire’s burning logs among. 





Come to the Poll! 

Tue latest novelty, according to a Lima journal in this :— 

An Italian named Cantarini had just made his cupeentine at that city with an 
opera company composed of . . . 200 parrots! This impressario has had the 
oe and perseverance to teach, so the legend goes, his pupils two works of 

—the Sonnambula and Norma. The debuts of the troop were highly 
successful, each bird singing its part correctly, and the choruses being perfect. 
For our we don’t see any improvement on our own theatre in 
this. It is possible any day to find here in London actors singing like 
parrots, or singers acting like parrots. 





An Asnantt Barris Eprromisep.— Great Cry and “ Little 
Wol-seley.” 


[Marcu 21, 1874. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 364. | : 
The sky is leaden, the fog is brown, | ail yyy y 
Vy Lt 
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And the flakes of snow come shuddering down, | Y ; GZ ZL, oe | Y/ 
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| 
| And the Duchess must think “‘ The English spring | 
Is as like our winter as anything.”’ | 
And we shake and shiver , | ~ { 
And tremble and quiver Yy | | = : yy 
| While chilling snows” | | Xl 2 WY Y 
Descend on our nose, Ga | e4 A Fs Ny “hi, 
Saying “‘ Why did the Duchess her climate bring?’ | ¥ — 
1. “ Policeman, down yon court there is a fray!” 
The peeler softly smiled—and walked away. | 


2. The ancient custom of a place 
To immemorial time you trace, 
And by that means you get your case. 


3. They are a very pretty crew, 
Their style is neat and fast. | 
But as for strength—’twixt me and you— 
Now do you think they’1l last ? 


4. You—he’s so weasely— | 
Won't catch him easily ! 


5. Surrounded by a melancholy ocean, | 
And caught at once by a rebellious notion, | 
What would he now be at ? 

Poor Pat! 
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That I describe a certain curve ; Z ME ‘— 
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Through all eternity they'll ne’er have met.” 


7. When o’er the hapless Rosamond, 
Too fair, alas, and all too fond, 
The jealous queen with bowl and knife 
Stood to demand of her her life, 
And thundered “ choose between them ’”—why | 
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Did Rosamond not thus reply ? 
Sotution or Acrostic, No. 362:—Triat Ended :— 


Tune, Raisin, Iliad, Absinthe, Landlord. | Cc =e ee Pee 
Geta, Souris oF Aqnoense We. ase, received 11h March : ; bai 
—Ginx’s Baby; Interim Guarantee ; afooselum; Peggotty; 
J.B.T.; Ardmore ; Nelo; Boh; D. E. H.; Juggy and Pug A-DRESSING HIM. 
ae eo Se Sisetes; Caome; Chowles Driver (to Conductor who is struggling with the buttons of his tarpaulin) :— 
| “Tsay, Ben! ’OLLER OUT WHEN YER’VE FINISHED YER TOYLIGHT!”’ 


Sideropolitai:—In any good Atlas. 








A GUIDE TO DOMESTIC ECONOMY. | shall never forget how, when my last cook was here, and my husband 
B L | brought two influential friends,home to dinner, there wasn't a single 
= & DARE, plate of the best service left, though nobody knew how they had got 

Domestic Economy means the art of regulating your Establish- | broken, which was so provoking. 
ment. It is derived from two Greek words Eco “to regulate,” and | Which reminds me that it is Domestic Economy, when your husband 
nomy “an establishment.’’ I need hardly say I don’t know Greek | brings people to dinner without warning, to give him a bad dinner, 
myself, but have obtained this information from my eldest boy—a lad | and if he complains say you could not afford a better. On this 
any mother might be proud of—who has just entered the Lower Form | occasion we had herrings and salt beef, and four tartlets—from the 


in Greek. Not that I approve of his being caned for not knowing his | pastrycook’s, as any one could see. 
lessons‘at times, for the greatest geniuses have not always shown much |_ I can’t think of anything more just now. If I do I’ll write. 


application at school. j “ aisha | 
The first principle of Domestic Economy is to spend as little of your | a 
housekeeping money as you can. The Enraged Musician. 
| Mr. Kune having failed to make his concerts at Brighton 


The second principle is to keep what you save, for your own use. 
I take it for granted that you receive a weekly allowance from your | sufficiently attractive has been obliged to suspend them, and in 


husband for housekeeping purposes, This is infinitely preferable for | revenge falls foul of the Aquarium: 
many reasons to collecting the week’s bills and handing them tohim During the past year music had been much vulgarized in the town. Induce- 
ments were held out to singers—who, he admitted, were justified in making 


for settlement. f 
It is ares to ask him for books to keep your accounts in, but it is pidge | cae could 0 See every Eatuezag te te aacemngemmmens of lees, & 
ae Sas iene nay So toe one ee 2 arae sneer we aan oere we would have rejoiced at one 
- ° . -. thing tending to popularize his art—for it’s absurd to talk about 
he ae at ene to tek Lian oo oe See them locked-up. It is | «, vulgarizing ” at the Aquarium Concerts, with such names on the 
Never buy anything of which your husband is fond—say salmon for | Batston. But if pepe tery weEce, te aaa E —~ and 
instance. If he asks for it, say you can’t afford it. He will then le, ai 1 Be SOs Ree AMS, et. SENS WS erm, 
hile games te a) hime ond'ap gave wou any Outlay on other fish. | the thing is explained. He is affected with the national desire to 
§ some Home wit a J y y ,,, | have everything his own way, and possibly may ride down with a few 
What you save in this way you should at once carry over to the J : Ms ae See’ Baer oe, 
credit of your pin money, to increase which is the only possible good | Uhlans to the Aquarium, requisition the Octopus, impound Mellison’s 
that D tic E Ti tag-engors Me larder, imprison Mr. Reeves Smith in the tank with the largest dog- 
at Domestic Economy can ybdody. They | ish, and shoot Mr. Henry Lee out of hand. 
Never give away scraps. Make the servants eat them. They 
cannot expect to live as you do. Besides, to buy meat specially for 


Risible. 


them gives them ideas above their station, and encourages tastes ; 
which hereafter they may not be able to gratify. |__New York news speaks of the “rising of Indians’’ in America. 

Always agree with your servants that they must pay for what they We were under the impression that “the poor Indian” was 
break. It encourages truthfulness, and makes them so careful that | experiencing a rapid process of being “improved off the face of the 
they never come to say they have met with an accident. But I. 


earth.”’ 
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THE NEW HOUSE. 


A LITTLE OF BOTH. 


IN THE OPEN. 

Dr. Lanxesrer in a recent lecture has been urging the necessity 
for open spaces in London as playgrounds for the poor. There can be 
no doubt of the good they would do, but it is not cheering to recall 
the fact that a movement for their establishment promoted by the 

i ee tere Sa ee weee wes peoded, We must 
therefore content ourselves with watching existing open spaces, and 
endeavour to prevent them from being made so pretty that “no dogs 
or children are admitted.” In the case of Leicester Square we fquite 
agree with the sentiments of the Echo, which says :— , 

Wi that Mr. Albert whose munificence is 
a 6 expe au gists el sof fatn nine an 

as 
crempentel o + aed those sorely or a play place may 
we should say we agree with it,if we are correct in 


translating the halfpennese passage “so ornamental as that those who 


| need it may necessarily be excluded’’ into English, as ‘so ornamental 


that those who need it must necessarily be excluded.” If that’s right, 

so say allofus! By all means let the Square be so arranged that the 

poss children may enjoy it as well as the foreign refugee and the 
ritish worker. 


Fire ! 

AN ingenious gentleman of the singularly uncommon name of Jones 
has discovered a preparation by which articles such as timber may be 
rendered, if not incombustible, at any rate uninflammable. Ex- 
periments have been made at Woolwich, and the result is a 
complete success. We sincerely hope the Board of Works will lose no 
time in laying in a store of this valuable preparation with a view to 
rendering the Thames uninflammable. That river runs so close to 
the House of Commons, now occupied by large numbers of; new 
Conservative Members, that there is considerable risk of a dangerous 
conflagration. 
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THE BORE AND THE EDITOR. 


A FABLE, OF COURSE. 
























LINCOLN AND LIVERPOOL. 


Here we are again! I am not prepared to maintain that this is a 
strikingly original observation, for I fancy I have met it before some- 
where. Most likely the editor of this paper may have said it; it’s just 
like him. But whether original or not it has the advantage of being 
true, not only as regards self and readers, but also in reference to the 
racing season. Yes, here we are again, face to face with the turf 
campaign of 1874, and in a few days Lincoln and Liverpool will be 
things of the past. I only mean the meetings, of course, that are held 
there, not the towns themselves. But I’m so worried I don't know 
which way to turn. What with the boatrace, and the Lord Mayor, 
and the flatrace, and the steeple chase, and the retirement of the Old 
Man, who has turned out to be Dr. Kenealy, and the sudden demand 
for prophetic poetry, I am quite’ mixed up, and only the other night 
couldn’t “give it a name” when asked suddenly by a thirsty yet 
grateful backer. Well, as I have been doing badly I thought I would 
do a little verse on the great inaugural event of the turf season, and 


Tuey tell you Persecution now is quite put out of court ; 

But don't you credit it a bit—it’s nothing of the sort! 

For if you'd had experience of an editor's condition, 

You'd often wish your lot had fallen beneath the Inquisition ! 


Between the past and present a brief parallel to make, 

You'll find the hapless martyr was tormented at the stake ; é 
But if into the place where he is eating you should drop, 

You'll learn the jaded Editor is tortured at his chop. 

His weary work is over, or suspended for a while, ' 
And he seeks a quiet eating-place his hunger to beguile ; , 
He sits down in contentmént, and he strives to hold aloof 

From any thoughts of copy, or contributor, or proof. 


He muses o’ér the coming chop, indulges tender doubts 


ee 


here it is :— 
Shall I tell you with emotion 
That I haven’t got a notion 


What will gallop off at Lincoln with the welcome thousand pounds ? 


Or shall I begin to show you 
That the prophecy I owe you 
Can be only rendered useful within certain stated bounds ¢ 


Well, I think I'll try the latter, 
So, before I “‘ cheese my patter,” 
T’ll soon run through half-a-dozen that can freely go the pace. 
There are Curate, Andred, Peto, 
With Salvanos, strong and fleet, oh !— 
And these, with two who nameless are, look tempting in the race. 


When I speak of horses nameless, 
Mind, I hold myself quite blameless— 
Infanta colt and Lemonade are nought to do with me. 
So with Peto, Andred, Curate— 
Well, Salvanos at his due rate— 
| We'll strive for victory or place ; for one or two or three. 


This,‘as may be guessed, took all the poetry out of my ty : 
1 of the 


Slang Dictionary, I-got over'my diffidence and managed the following 


but by a @6urse of judicious stimulant, and a ‘steady 


at the rate of about one glass and three-quarters a line. 


In Liverpool Grand National 

I fancy I may find a pal, 

For often in these steeple chases 

And such like things as hurdle races, 

’Tis not the horse that runs the fastest, 

But that brave one that stays the lastest, 
Who comes in first when all is over, 

Who earns his corn—his friends their clover. 


So let me now lift up my voice, 

And name those beasts who form my choice. 
Casse Téte stands first in my opinion ; 
Casse Téte, who once was fortune’s minion ; 
Casse Téte who might jump o’er a city, , 
Although she’s oft called Cassy Titty. 

And next her, in the hurley burley, 
Commend me to that beast called Furley. 


Yet do I feel a bit afraid, 

For often as it’s been essayed, 

No prophet be he ne’er so clever, 

Has found his tip successful ever. 

But one can only do his mosest, 

And my neglect would be the grossest, 
If I forgot to add to Furley, 


Disturbance and Glenshiel,— Yours, surly, 
AUGSPUR. 








A Call for the Doctor. 


Tue Manchester Guardian has printed a letter in which Dr. 
Kenealy defends his conduct during the Tichborne Trial, and protests 
against the combination which he alleges is being made to crush him. 
Among other complaints he says that his remarks have been distorted. 
What will he say to the journal which credits him with this remark- 
able quotation from Shakespeare ? 

That in the captain is but a choleraic word 

Which in the soldier is rank blasphemy. 
The only “ choleraic word” we can think of is chalk-mixture. This 
should be corrected, or the Doctor’s enemies may charge it against him 
48a sneer at the troops in Ashanti. 


As to whether he'll have brocoli, or greens, or Brussels sprouts , 
He gives his mind entirely to the stout that he shall drink, 
And makes of it ‘an utter blank to paper, pens, and ink. 


Then comes one to the table, who sits down with cheery smile, 
And opens conversation in’ a very little while: 

Hé talks of the Ashanti war, about the Tichborne case, 

About the Royal wedding, too, which recently took place. 


He talks of the election and Diaraeli's clever trick, 

And all the other subjects of which editors are sick ; 

But the Editor politely answérs “ yes’’ or answers “no,” 
And, not to seem ungracions, drops « brief remark or so. 


And then a smile of triumph lights the features of that man, 
And he hastens to develop all his shabby little plan; 
‘Without a sense of decency, without a blush of shame, 

He speaks to that poor Editor, addressing him by name! 









“He has a clever cousin, quite a genius,” he declares, 

“The delight of everiing parties, and at suppers, and elsewheres, 
He writes such funny poems, well, in fact, he’s quite a wit,” 
And he'll bid him send that Editor the latest he has writ. 


Then the Editor groans inwardly, and longs to curse the hotr, 

And his chop is turnéd to leather, and his beer grows flat and sour; 
And he wishes not the nicest things to happen to the snob, 

Who of his few hours respite thus an editor would rob. 


And joyously that caitiff vile and torturer takes wing, 

And fancies he’s accomplished such a very clever thing ; 

And he goes and tells his cousin, and he bids him rest assured 
That his place upon the staff of that same Editor's secured. 


And he boasts of the acquaintance, and that statement’s not sincere, 
(But the Editor knows Aim, and—goes, whenever he draws near) ; 
And he thinks he’s done a smartish thing, though truly he has not, 
For when he sends that copy—it’s rejected like a shot! 


Auswers to Correspondents. 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless théy are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. j 

Don Quixotre.—Oh, Don Qui—but no we won’t. 

— (Brighton).—Scribble in pencil utterly illegible when it reached us ; 
but that probably was of no consequence. 

Roprico.—The solutions were published last Christmas ! 

LamMpA.— Keep your place, friend! The Lamda’s should not follow the 

u’s. 

W. 5S. (Cheltenham).—If you wanted your MS. returned you should 
have sent stamped and directed envelope according to our rule (see above). 

A Reaper.—* Gowans” are that species of brocoli or flowering haggis, 
of which they make cauld kail in Aberdeen. If there is any mistake in 
this explanation, remember we have repeatedly said we do not undertake 
to answer such questions. 

FE aapen eae goodness sake leave him alone now, and drop the 
subject. 

G. R. (Kennington).—From Al?s Well That Ends Well. It may sur- 
prise you to learn that the present premier is mentioned by name by 
Shakespeare in another play, Measure for Measure, though not under 
agreeable circumstances, for in Act III. sc.3, the clown in prison, says, 
“ Then here have we young Dizy.” 

Declined with thanks:—M., Stoke Newington; Oh Snakes; T. B., 
Kensington ; A., Albany; H., Eccles; N., Islington; P.G.; E. C., Birken- 
head ; J. Q, Richmond; Zeta; G. C. C., Manchester; Jimmy Dod; X. Y. 
Z.; W. Higginson, Carmarthen; Rhinoceros; A. M., Liverpool; Fantee ; 
F. E. A., Epsom; T. I1., Chelsea; B.; Fundamental; Sans Sense; J. W., 
Menai Bridge; G., Brompton; Your Own Special; Charlie; R. 58., 
Liverpool; Philosopher; W. M.; A Gold Coaster ; B., Walworth ; Nothing 
Venture ; Weary Will; Z. ; L., Manchester ; A. W., Camberwell. 
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SLIGHTLY PERSONAL. 


Gallant Mayor (whose head is not adorned with*a profusion of nature's covering) :— Au, HOW DO you Do, LapiIEs? Most Happy I’M sure! 
Suorrine I presume ?”’ 

Mamma :—“ Ou, yes, Mason! sust TO GET SOME WOOL—DEAR Pa’s SLIPPERS YOU KNOW!” 

Katie :—‘ So AWKWARD TO BE WITHOUT ANY wooL, Major, 18 IT NoT?”’ 


The chief articles of interest in Colburn’s New Monthly are a 
RATE 0 i EB BAGS. description of “ A Very Desolate Island" and “‘ The Moorish Physi- 
, . cian’s Parchment.” 

Ix Good Things we have “Harry Delane” and “The London| The new story in Once a Week goes on well. The rest of the 
Do continued very amusingly, and there is also an instalment of | contents are much as usual, but the writer of “‘ Me and My Dogs”’ 
that capitel esanas tga of a cockatoo “ Kakadua.”’ Altogether it rather taxes one’s credulity. 
is an excellent nu The new paper, the Pictorial World, should be a very great success if 

ves us ies of two etchings this month, which are most | its first number is a fair sample of what it will be. It has one great 
cacosll Riemsthar te conlies we do not care for the second, “ Ophelia,” which | element of vitality, a certain freshness and originality, departing from 
fails realise our ideas of Ophelia, and might better be | some of the old grooves in which illustrated papers have always been 
called * eon “aseminude Dutchwoman taking a dip.” The picture of the | made to run. 
Border foray is spirited and effective. The letterpress is as usual RECEIVED : — Westminster Papers, Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, 
carefully Silica and pleasantly gossipy. Our Young Folks’ Budget, The Blue, Town and Country, Le Follet, The 
The Mirror maintains its character for liberality, and is a thumping Young Ladies’ Journal, Golden Hours, London Society, Good Words, 
It .is very well edited, and seldom fails to contain Sunday Magazine. 
two or three papers of more than interest and value, such for ———————— 
instance as those this month about E. A. Poe and Victor Hugo. NOTICE !— Next week, ; 

The last number of St. Paul’ s—for, alas, it is the last—contains much 7 
plant roading.” Tia serial ar to be transferred toa new penny | THE BOAT-RACE DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN. 
weekly periodical; Every Saturday, which if we may judge from the ~ The only Correct Tip. 
prospectus will ably supply its place. Paice Ong Panny. Parorvsety IvLusrrarep. 


FOR: BR EAKFAST. 


CHOCOLAT MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 


__ Beated by JUDD & O0., Phsnix Wosks, 6t, Andrew's Hil. Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 60, Fleet Street, E. C.—London, March 21, 1874. 
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ORATIO 


Futor (intending to be very severe on fast Undergrad, who has passed St. Mary's) :—“ Aur! 


Mary's ? 99 


Rattler :-—“ Aut 
INTERESTING!’ 


RIGHT, SIR, FEW DOORS LOWER DOWN ON 








OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Daily Lelegraph is obligingly retrying the Tichborne Case, 
Evidently jealous of the large circulation there must be in the late 


defendant. — Ceremony at Chiselhurst on the coming of age of the | 


Prince Imperial. Tlope he has arrived at years of too much discretion to 
become the tool of self-seekers. — Sir Garnet Wolseley returns. The 
Ashanti war is over. For the present? — ‘Our fellows swore 
terribly in Flanders.” And the new M.P.s have been hard at it too 
of late. — Bismarck is very ill. The news was received in France 
with deep regret. Very likely. — Hearty reception of the Queen and 
Duke and Duchess of Edinburgh in spite of the weather. ‘he 
decorations were frosted, but the warmth of the people was not chilled. 
= Mr. Gladstone has consented, upon earnest entreaty, to continue for 
a while leader of the Liberal party. If we were he, we wouldn't 
march through Coventry with them! = The Dutch intend to fortify 
Holland. Let us hope the scheme is one that will wash! — Six New 
York detectives the other day combined to shoot down an innocent 
man “by mistake.’ Our police have still something to learn, it 
appears. = Fenian Demonstration in Hyde Park. <A demonstratio ad 
absurdum. — The Rugby scandal is being argued before Sir Richard 
Malins, Cotton on one side. Glasse on the other. = Beer again 
triumphant, in the City of Oxford. The electors have some of the ox 
as well as the ass about them, and go for a Hall of grains. = In 
consequence of the ill luck that has befallen the Oxford crew, there is 
& great rush for light blue ribbons, The counter-jumpers don’t even 
think it worth while to buy a bow of each colour. 



















Suggestive. 
Run your eye over the columns of a journal devoted to the inter- 
winging of. a curiously varied assortment of ‘ portable property. 
Note how often the lady contributors “ Want offers.” 
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Mr. Rarrienr, is (Ais THE WAY To Sr. 
YOUR RIGHT. "VARSITY SERMON ON—I’M TOLD yYou'’LL FIND IT 
[Don le/t speechless. 

SONG. 


} 


‘Tue maid sings o'er her labour, 
The kettle on the hob ; 

‘The bard sings to his tabor, 
The workman at his job. 

The bullet sings while flying, 
The gnat sings on the wing, 

The swan sings when it’s dying— 
Though that’s a doubtful thing. 

te ; ; : 

The cricket sings while hopping, 
The bird sings on the bough, 

The wind sings without stopping— 
If keyholes will allow; 

The sign-board sings while swingin», 
The sea sings bass afar ;— 

You’re mute, ’mid all this singiug— 
How singular you are ¢ 

Why don’t you sing ? Why don't you sing ’ Why don’t you 
sing, O Flea? 
Then I could trace 
You to your place, 
And then—well, we should see! 


Booked! 


A GENTLEMAN ‘ engaged inthe City’’ advertises that he wants 
‘¢ books to keep after office hours.’’ If he thinks people are going to 
give them away for nothing he hasn’t learnt much through being 
engaged in the City. Why doesn’t he buy books instead of wasting 
his money in fruitless advertising, and then he can keep them all day 
or as longas he likes? That's what we want to know. 
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MAKE ‘YOUR BETS, GENTLEMEN. 


Lady Anne :—“ Now Major, I’ve sookep THE CapTarIn rYoR ‘ LIGHT 


BLvE, WHICH SHALL I BOOK you FoR?”’ 


Major (con expréssione) :-—“ Book ME For ‘TruE Buivg,’ LAapy ANNE; 
’ 


Book me ror ‘Trve Bive!’” 





BOAT-RACE TOPICS.-THE RESULT FORETOLD. | 


I'vz been in awful low = lately, and don’t know how to account | 
for it. It can’t be because I caused you to pick out the wrong reporters, | 
and besides I am aware that merit always will assert itself eventually. It 
can't be because of the defection of the old man, for now you've | 
doubled my pay and arranged to doctor my poetry, I stand on clover. 
And it can’t yet I’m much afraid it is, and I’d better say so—the 
refusal of the committee of the Feneoent to grant me a ticket for the 
race-day. Why a committee of about one should want all the tickets | 
for himself, unless for the p of committeeing himself to the deep 
at Putney, I don’t know. Nor do I care. He’s too big a swell for 
me to venture any conversation with. I am told he fainted the other 
day because he was asked out to dinner, and told “‘not to come dressed.’’ 
en I heard this it affected me so much that I went home and 
dreamt adream. It was all in beautiful verse, and was all about the 
committee of the press-boat buying coats at a shilling each, and 
wearing them on board so as to show they were the committee. I 
could only remember the last verse though when I woke up, which 
ran thus. The committee is supposed to be speaking :— 
These coats will in future be worn by our order 
When deck we walk, 
To prevent the small fry from o’erstepping our border, 
And check their talk. 
And though to quiet them a kick would 
Go far, I rather much a stick would 
Possess, but best of all a brick would 
Just make them squauk. 
- My business is to prophecy, so here » 
understood that there’s no mistake shear a, 
~quite enough to make them lose if they had 


But a truce to trifli 
I wish it to be distin 
for I’ve backed Oxf 
no other disadvantage. 
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| BOAT-RACE DOUBLE ACROSTIC, 
| No. 365. 


Tuer oarblades flash 
As off they dash, 
And quick away they spin ! 
Both gallant Blues, 
But one must lage, 
And one of course must win. 


1. By daylight, and by midnight oil, 
To that great work he gave his toil ; 
With many a treatise, comment, notc : 
| And when at last 
| His task was passed, 
| The colophon with joy he wrote. 

2. “ Farewell, Toinette, with bright blue eyes, 
| Once more I seek my native skies.” 
Toinette with tears the sentence heard, 
And sighed one single parting word. 


3. The Grecian stage of long ago 

Chose a grave measure, strong and slow ; 
And finely would her actors then rehearse 
The solemn march of the majestic verse. 


4. An instrumental art to guide 
The mind in seeking far and wide 
For knowledge—prize of worth 
Beyond all things on earth. 


5. Fee faw fum, and fum faw fee, 
The Czar has issued a decree! 
Let no one dare to murmur at 
The dictum of the autocrat. 


6. Said Henpex to his spouse, ‘ Is that 
You wear upon your head a hat? 
Or can it be a bonnet?” “ Yes, 
And it is called The—well, you guess!” 


7.‘ Lady, you have seen how Fate 
O’erthows the councils of the great— 
You know the hollowness of State! 
Why let your son, now safe on shore, 
Put forth the perils to explore 
Of Empire’s troubled waves, once more ‘' 


Soxution or Acrostic No. 363.— Welcome Duchess : 
—Woad, Eu, Lac, Conch, Obese, Metropolis, Express. 

Correct SoxivtTions oF Aorostic, No. 363, received 18th 
March :—Making Lanterns; Ruby’s Ghost; Turk; Five Kentish 
Coves; Your Own James; Brice; Ozone; F. 8.; Pussycats- 
meeow ; Gyp; Sideropolites ; Ki n; Q. Z.; Limehouse-Row; 
Double or Quits; Sara; Pipekop’s Pupils; Boh; Bower Wood; 
Smug; Ginx’s Baby; Ardmore; Pantile. 


’ 





Methinks I hear that hearty cheer 
Which tells the crews are out. 
The course is clear, the masses jeer, 

And roar, and rail, and shout. 


The word is go! At starting slow, 
But quick’ning with the stroke, 
The oarsmen row, and bending low, 

Their college saints invoke. 


Or, better still, pull with a will, 
And though each one is tasked, 

And got his fill, he feels a thrill, 
And finds a spurt when asked. 


It seems a shame, but who’s to blame 
That one alone can stay ? 
Both strive for fame, one scores the game, 
And Cambridge ’tis to-day. 
AUGSPUR. 








New Silks. 
Tuis is a strange announcement indeed ! 


ae and Silk Baby Boot Makers wanted; best work, outdoor. 
We have heard in Nursery Legends (which are not invariably to be 
relied on, by the way) of a certain baby of Bunting, but a silk baby is 
decidedly a novelty. It is to be hoped it will grow up to be a Q. C.— 
it’s a Queer Child anyhow! 


An Explanation. 


“Tue light that never was on sea or land ’’—really illuminative 
gas. (Companies, please note.) 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 25, 18 
A BULL AND HIS MONEY-—. 


Goon day, Mr. Bull! 
Come to see the crew pull ? 
Well, yes! they must certainly know how to slide. 
Do you fancy they'll win, 
And you'll pull off the tin ? 
All right! But suppose there's a turn of the tide ? 
My offer was good, you refused, sir, so flat— . 
How about that five reillions, eh? How about that ’ 


A good deal of show--— 
Not very much go! 
Thowgh the public just now on the boat is so sweet ; 
It’s 80 fickle in choice, 
It may alter its voice, 
And lustily cheer at its fav'rite’s defeat— 
And you, Mr. Bull,— oh, you know how to rat— 
How about that five millions, sir! How about that? 


Very soon, you may swear, 
That will vanishin air, .. _,,, 
Through their fingers like Water ‘twill readily slip, 
And the crew will begin 
To ask you for tin— 
Tax your pockets to make You subscribe to the ship ;— 
You'll look mighty blue When they bring round the hat! 
But about that five milliéns, eh! How Suet that ? 


Then you'll murmur “ Ane . 
Would the old crew were back!” | 
And you'll frown on the boat in now safer to chéet ; 
But before you obtaih 
The old crew again; | | 
Yor'll have paid through the nose for caper ory, dear ; 
nd, say 1, serve you right, yon pitblind old Bat! 
How about that five million’; ch! How aboat that P 


ded Boat-race 
inen are right 


= > . 
Tur tone adopted by some papers, bvopes of the thte 
a itt the Outs 


Banquet at the Mansion House, proves )xfo 
in deprecating any further “ populafisation ” of a private rate. Rabid 
journalists speak of them as if they had no tight to re - the Lord 
fayor’s invitation, or to choose for eintet yee whet to dine. The 
delay in answering the invitation has bet oe , and chiefly 
arose from the fact that Cambridge, & Re ering on & correspond- 
ence with Oxford, thought fit to acvept, without y iting to act with 
the sister University ; the odours of tastte 7 o.“ The Isthmus 
of Sues,” having, probably, been too allt “eSibt We take 
an article in the Weekly Dispatch as & Spécime : of writing 
referred to—/iat experimentum ih ov, Gs of the 
writer for his task is Shown by the ing with 
“ sparkful youth,’ ‘‘ Oxonians,” t : w fi rance of 
Oxford as an institution which a Scout Wo | & acknowledge, 
while he would express it in better. h. . OF cotitBe; the text of 
the article is that “the race as held th ths nce come off 
wretchedly except for London.” It i8 a& Well e true history of 
the race should be known. Ata tithe when otir friend was possibly 
rolling pills in a chemist’s shop, or in some equally suitable manner 
pes ing for his high career, the private match between the two 
niversities used to come off on the ‘Thames’—chosen as a handy half- 
way between Oxford atid Cambridge—with no witnesses save 
University men, perhaps a dozen ladies who had sons or brothers in 
the boats, a few old boys who had rowed in the eight, consule Planco, 
a boating parson or two, and those London or local oars who took a 
general interest in or The rivals crews took the chance, common 
to both, of meeting with barges and other obstructions, which brought 
the coxswain’s skill into play, and the race was almost unknown 
and unnoticed in London. But the book-makers who would bet on 
anything from the crawling of a nut-maggot to the procession of the 
equinox (if they knew what it was), and the fancy reporter, seeking 
whom he might describe, pouncéd upon thé rate and forced it into 
It was then—and in intere the sightseers, who 

thems eeany ) river—that the Con- 
certneys : u And now those who really feel an 
. she race; are hustled from thé towing path by a yelling 

mob ; every counterjumper and apoth ’s boy has two rosettes 
in his pocket, to enable him to mount the winning colours, so that 
old University men are fain to abjure the old once-a-year vanity 
and do not wear their blue unless they are sure their boat will lose. 


Tae Latest Artnurtan Leoenp.—“ The Story of Arthur O rz 
as told after the Trial in the Daily Telegraph came ndence. = 
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THE CREWS IN TRAINING. 
By Sprectat Tours-A-LA-MONDE. 

(Ir has always been our endeavour, not only for our own sake, but 
in the interests of our readers, to be up to snuff and well aware of the 
time of day—we use these expressions advisedly as being aquatic—a1( 
so have determined to keep a sharp look out for squalls with the 
weather eye, and discover the absolute first and second of the Putney. 
cum-Mortlake carnival, the Blue Riband of the Thames, and Derby of 
all Waterworks. For this reason we have had special wires laid on to 
every part of the premises, which have done much to check the 
effervescence of the errand boy, who, owing to great pressure of 
business, has lately been used as occasional reporter; and notwith- 
standing the jealousy and rivalry of Augspur, we have succeeded, 
by means of a well-trained staff of touts from the neighbouring hotels, 
in laying before the world the following opinions. | 

Str,—The sun was struggling ineffectually to pierce with his solar 
and ambient rays a dense black mass of dark and heavy clouds which 
hung over Putney, as if gazing more in sorrow than in anger at the 
aspect of the edifice which here spans the noble yet silent highway. 
The wind blew ih sulle Aid fitful gusts, the mimic waves dashed 
themselves in fury against t e sides of the splendid pier, the tide 
rolled rapidly onward from the surging sea, and recked not of the 
strife 80 soon to be seen upon its broad and turgid bosom. Yet it was 
evident that some hidden motive power was at work. Why in the face 
of the inopportutie elements did beauteous ladies gaily bedight, with 
noses of various & " tints, and swains who seemed to be troubled 
with the Blues, tread the thazes of the tranquil towpath ? Why did the 
waiter at the Star aiid Garter continually say, “Yes; sir,” and why was 
the demand for pickled whelks unprecedented in view of the Bishop's 
Palace ? iy, did. & mysterious cry go constantly up of, “ Fish and 
bread a penhy,” fia Phy. oh all was your correspondent standing, 
notebook iH Hani ; the centre of an admiring crowd of Oxford and 
Cambridge oatsineh ? Why, coh why? Yours, &c. ** * # 


Srr,—In accordaiite with yotir requests, which are to me always 
commands, I bade itty weeping wife farewell, kissed the olive branches 
which blossom pFpthd mj break hist table, and, with the true spirit of 
obedience which f trust will e€ remembered on all future occasions, 
made the best of ny way to Hammersmith, where I mingled with the 
gay and festive crowd who at this annual and recurring period 
casually critici8e the crews. Determined to lose no opportunity of 
doing my duty efficiently and well, I at first arranged to hire a boat, 
but a remembrance of your limit as to expenses, and a recollection of 
the tips that might be obtained from spectators who are used to this 
kind of thing, tau8ed me to keep the bridge, and there, like ‘“ bowld 
Hoarashus’’ I stood for along tinie expectant: At last my pertinacity 
was rewarded, for in due course the crews came along, Iam, however, 
unable to give any particularly analytical account of their doings, as 
one lot went up inasteamboat. Of the othersI can only say that it 
they on the eventful day row as fast past their opponents as they did 
past Hammersmith they'll win easily. Yours, &c. eens 


Sir,—I don’t myself see why so much fuss should be made about 
men because they can row; in my opinion there’s nothing like a good 
porte. race, unless it’s 4 good coursing match or a good knuckling bout. 
| may perhaps make exception in favour of a good dinner, especially 
when it comes cheap. I ought to know something about these things 
too. I’ve often seen Barnet and Hampton races; I was concerned in 
the West Drayton hare persecutions, and I should have seen the fight 
between ge and Heenan only I couldn't get a pass on that 
occasion. — ile as for grubbing; I'll back myself at a free feed 
against any sporting writer. Well, as I’ve said before, I can't 
see why so much fuss and bother should be made about rowing 
men, and though I came to Barnes accérding to instructions, and saw 
both boats go by, I must refrain from giving an opinion on subjects 
foreign to my nature, and need only therefore say that, I am, 
yours, &c, 7777 


Str,—I regard the annual meeting of the Oxford and Cambridge 
crews a8 possessed of great political influence. A race between the 
scions of noblé houses, the purity of whose purple stream is shown by 
the colours they row under, cannot fail to do much good to the country, 
and to all Efiglish-speaking nations throughout the world. People 
may not know it, but it is so nevertheless, and in proof of what I say 
it is a notoriows fact that our chiefest blessings pass unnoticed over our 
devoted heads, and neither them nor their sources are recognised until 
alas too late. To this fact may be ascribed what is known as political 
reaction, and I am at any time prepared to prove that, given a greater 
number of blessings a lesser amount of misery is the inevitable result. 
And s0, as t was about to say, the sight of the crews in training at 
Mortlake, whither I attended at your special request, was most invigo- 
rating, from a political as well as a social aspect ; and in the hope that 
both may win if possible, I am, yours, &c. 7? 
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DHE NEW 


G. (to silly old J. B.) :—“ WELL, MR. BULL, HOW DO YOU FEEL ABOUT THE FIVE MILLIONS 
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MRS. BROWN AT PUTNEY 


Mrs. WELKs, she’s all for the water, through bein’ brought up by a 
uncle as were.in the marine stores, and come to be transported in the 
end, and’ad beet a purser Of Soincthink like that; though in my 
opinion he were receiver of sto en goods; she were cut out for a 
pumboat woman ’erself, and mats Why she always likes to live near 
the water side; as I considers the Broadway, ’Atmmersmith, the next 
thing to; not ten minits walk from it. So when she asked me about 
goin’ to the boat-race last year, I, sa¥§, ‘‘ Oh! no thank you, not for 
me, as shan't never forget a-settin’ on, the wireduck, as the railway 

oes over the river by, with my legs a-daniglin’ like the hedge of a pres- 
serpitch, with the trains nea a-Bhakin’ you off in passin’, and see 
nothink of the boat-race more thin if it ’ad been on Hepsum Downs.” 
So, Mrs. Welks, she says, “Oh! we're a-goin’ to’ave a boat as is 
roomy as a barge, and shall take the lunch along with us.” I says, 
«In course, if it’s a barge I ain’t no objections, ’cos there'll be room 
for to stretch your legs, but,” I says, “if it’s lunch you're a-taking, 
you must let me bring a-somethink for my share, as shall be a pigin 
pie, with bottled beer.’ She says, “All right, so you shall.” 

It were a fine day enuf, I must say, though a fog on the river, as 
come by the bus myself for to mect’em at the other side of Putney 
Bridge; and a good step to where the boat were to be a-waitin’ for us. 
They told me ten punctial ; and there I was at ‘arf-past nine down by 
the water-side, dressed like Queen Wictorier ’erself in a puce-coloured 
plush cape and sleeves, as fitted close to the figger, and a black silk 
skirt, aid white flowers in my bonnet, with a extra shawl, and my 
basket with the pie and cake in, and the beer packed careful. 

It was not afore eleven o’clock as that dratted Mrs. Welks, and ’er 
lot come a-pullin’ up in the boat, as were full enuf a-ready. 

“ Ah! there you are,’ says she, * basket and all, jest like you;” so 
out they all got, and she says, “And ’ere’s Mrs. Amber, and 
Miss Puttick, and my niece Jane, and er young man, and ’ere’s uncle 
Bowles as is used to the sca, and two young friends of mine in the 
name of ’Ollis and their aunt Tabley.’’ 

So I says, when we'd ’ad a-little ale and biskits at a genteel ‘ouse, 
“ Mussy on us, Mrs, Welks, there ain't no room in that boat for me.” 
“That there ain’t,” says Uncle Bowles, “for we're overcrowded 
a'ready, aid if you steps aboard we're swamped, that’s all.” 

Says ther young Ollises, “Oh! we'll take Mra. Brown and Aunt 
Tabley, a3 is scrouged to death, in a ran-dan, if Jane Stork will come 
too.” Isays, In awot? I won't go in none of them new-fangled 
fooleries of boats, with irons a-stickin’ out, as is like floatin’ on a 
toothpick.”” “Oh! no,” they says, “that’s a-outrigger. We means 
this boat, as you and aunt will just fill, and you must steer, ’cos aunt’s 
gota stiff elber. It were a roomy boat, with a green railin’ round the seat 
to’cld you in; soI said I were agreeable, and when that old ’ooman 
were stowed in, I got in, though it were werry wobbly work till I got 
seated, and then they give me a couple of ropes as was tied to the 
boat behind me. I says, “‘ Wot’s thesefor?” ‘ Why, to steer,” says 
Toin Ollis. I says, “I can’t steer.” ‘ Why,” says ‘is brother, “any 
fool can do that; you’ve only got to pull at the ropes accordin’ to 
which way you wants to go.” 

Well, there was a good many a-lookin’ on, partikler some young 
gents in trousers aa Jerseys, as they said was a rowin’ lot. One 
on ’m says, “‘ You’ll steer like a fish, Mrs. Brown, never fear.” 

_ Well, when we was in the boat, them two young Ullises, as come 
the bounce a good deal, a-makin’ believe as they knowed all about it, 
says, ‘“‘ Now, mind you keep us the right side.” I says, “Oh! yes, in 
course; but do be off,” ’cos the other boat-load were gone, as ’ad got 
my basket a-board, and were ever so far a-head, as I could see as they’d 
begun a-drinkin’ the beer. 

Whether it was the mud as we was stuck in, or the weight, I don’t 
know, but we never should ’ave got floated in this world if a lot of 
them young gents in the Jerseys ’adn’t took and pushed us off, a- 
larfin’ like mad, into the river with a spin, as werry nigh upset us, 
and made that there old Aunt Tabley's eels fly up in the hair, and 
come down on my left corn like a ’atchet. ‘I won't be ans'erable for 
your life if you goes on like that,” says the young fellow nearest to 
me, a8 were pullin’ all over the place fit to bust ’isself; ‘“ why, you 
ain t steerin’ a bit.’’ I says, “Iam; I’ma pullin’ at both ropes like 
mad.” ‘Pull the left!” says one. ‘No, you means the right!’ says 
the other. ‘ Whichever do you mean ?”’ saysI. “ You're taken us 
the wrong side of the river,’ they both ollers. I give a wiolent tug 
at one of them ropes, as seemed for to send us on like mad in among 
a lot of other boats. “ Pull the right rope,” says Ned Ollis, “I tell 
you;” and I give it a good tug, assent us slap into a ‘ole boat full of 
people, as was reg’lar seafarin’ by their langwidge, and one on ’em 
took ’old of our boat and sent it a-spinnin’. So I give the other rope 
a pull, as would ’ave been all right enuff, if that old catamaran ’ad’nt 
got ’old of it, with her crooked arm some’ow, and took and sent us 
slap across the other side. 

Vell, I gets both the ropes in my own ‘ands agin, as was nearly 

Teakin’ my arms, and ‘ad made both my sleeves break out at the 


arm ’oles, “don't go into the shore like that,” said the heldest Ollis. 
nn 





a 


‘“T will,” I says, “ for ’ow clse am I to get out of the way of all these 
ere boats as is runnin’ into us?’ Jest then the one as were a 
settin’ in front of me, as were a-pullin’ like mad, seemed for to miss 
‘is tip with his oar somehow, fo it flew up in the hair, and so did ’is 
eels in my face, and he sho Hick’ ards with ’is ead in his brother’s 
stcmick, as knocked ‘im over. I thovght as he'd broke ’is back, but 
he ad’nit, ‘cos hé picked ‘isself up; and then the other blowed ’im up 
frightful, and He says, “It were’ht my fault; it’s all Mrs. Brown’s. 
Ow could { elp it, a8 wi8i’t Hever in & boat afore?’ “ Well,” says 
the other, “ito, more wasn’t I, hot to pull.” I says, “ You're a 
good for nothihk cotiple of yoting fresh water pilots, that’s wot you 
are, to tice any, one Aboard a wessel to be drownded like this.” I says, 
“Pull to thé batik this instant.” He says, “ Wait till we've picked 
up the oar.’’ So when he'd got it I didn’t make no more bones about 
it, but pulls that there string a8 took the boat close agin a bank. 
“You can’t land ’ere,” says one, “its only hosiers.” I says, “ I don’t 
care whose it is, but I gets out there young Waggerbones. Come on,”’ 
I says, to the old aunt, as wouldn't get out, though. 

I’d took and run the boat close agin’ the stump of a tree as I 
ketched ’old on, and took and jumped ashore like a bird, as couldn’t 
be called dry land, through bein’ all squash like, but that were better 
than the bottomless deep. So them young chaps begun to cheek me, 
and say as I could stop where I was if I wantedjto be drownded. So 
I says, “ If it’s private property I’m sure they'll let me stop till I can 
get a boat,” for I see it were a sort of a highland. So, I says, “ You 
goon and don’t you bother about me, my good boys. Go on your 
own way and.look arter your aunt.’’ 

It certainly were a werry marshy spot as I’d got on to, and when a 
steamer come by, the waves as it made splashed me ’arf up to my 
knees, and at last one boat came up with a man as wanted five 
shillin’s to put me ashore. I says, “ Go on with your rubbish. I won't 
pay it if I ’as to stop ’ere till my friends in the big boat comes by.”’ 
““ Ah!” he says, ‘ You wants to stop there till ’igh water, do you? 
All right,” and off he goes. 

So, there I kep’ a-standin’ till the water come, up close to my feet. 
So, I says, I'll get a little further back,’ and turned to do so, when 
wot should I see but all them tall weeds, as was behind me, ’arf way 
up in water themselves. ‘ Why,” I says, ‘“‘ mussy on us, it must be a 
quicksand, or else somethink’s wrong. Why, wotever will become 
on me it it should keep on like this as is a watery grave a-yornin’ under 
me, as the sayin’ is.”” So, I set up a loud ’oller, and that feller come 
back in ’is boat and put me ashore for five shillin’s, up to my knees in 
black mud and water, close agin’ ’Ammersmith Bridge. 

So I made my way to Mrs. Welks, jest to dry myself, as never come 
in till close on seven, and me a starvin’ for a cup of tea, and then I’m 
sure she were a little bit on; and if she didn’t say to me, “ You're 
a nice one to purwide lunch, as wasn’t arf enuf to go round, and only 
six bottles of beer.” I were that disgusted as up I jumps, famished as 
I were, and ’ome I goes by train with nothink but a Banbury cake and 
a glass of ale, as I got at the station; so you don’t ketch me a-goin’ to 
the boat-race no more unless I can see it comfortable from dry land. 








THE RIGHT HON. HORACE TO LADY LYDIA. 


A New Version or AN Otp ODE. 


—In your first season, Lydia false, 
When I was loved, no fop well-drest 
Your waist encircled in the waltz, 
The Shah than I was not more blest. 


He: 


She :—When you were constant, and had not 
Preferred the banker's daughter sly, 
I would not have exchanged my lot 
With Mistress of the Robes—not [! 


—Miss Moneybags commands me now ; 
She plays and sings with skill and tact ; 
I’d die for that dear girl, I vow 
Upon my soul—and that’s a fact! 


She:—Young Callowfledge, Lord Noddy’s heir, 
Now fills my heart with mutual flame ; 
For him Id die, I do declare; 
I own it without any shame! 


:—But if I asked you for my bride— 
The Moneybags left in the lurch— 
And if next week were opened wide _ 
The portals of St. George’s Church ? 


He: 


fle 


She :—Though he is very nice, and you're | 
As false and fierce as our Spring alr, 
By marriage making you secure, 
Your town and country house I'd share. 
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ABOUT A BOAT AND A BANQUET. 
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Ficm a Civic Dignitary to a Boat’s Crew. 
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From the Boat’s Crew to the Civ. Dig. 





IT’S ONLY HIS FUN. 


Tue critics have been falling foul of the author of Mary Queen o 
Scots for making John Knox ridiculous and absurd in his interview 
with Mary. Mr. Wills is not angry with them; he is grieved, for he 
really meant the business to be comic :— 

That a critic should infer that I did not intend the interviews between the 
Queen and John Knox to be viewed in a humorous light, though a trifling 
imputation, is really too much to endure im silence. Why may not an author be 
accredited with intending the laughter he wins, although he may not have 
emphasised his intentions by word quibbles and cockney fun! 

In short if that last sentence means anything, the scene was to be a 
burlesque. But in that case, failing James or Thorne, why wasn’t the 
low comedian of the company cast for John Knox? The universal 
opinion of John Knox does not suspect any cellar-flap or break-down 
side to his character; indeed the great poet of our day, with a smack 
of the hyperbolic, talks of one’s having carried 
Sour John Knox 
To the play at Paris, Vienna, or Munich, 
im into a front-row box, 

And danced off the ballet in trousers and tunic. 
So that it behoved the writer to let the public into his view of the 
character, by giving it to a recognised burlesque-actor. But anyhow 
Mr. Wills has succeeded in creating the effect he desires, and gets the 
laugh. We hope it will encourage him to devote his energies wholly 
to burlesque in future. 


Frogs and Oxen. 

Tue Globe is pleased to croak a long article, written, to judge from 
taste and style, by a Cambridge man, on the question as to whether 
the Oxford men have a right if they choose to decline to dine with a 
Mayor. Its peroration is glorious! 


Men of letters, from Cicero and Bulwer down to Mr. Wilki i ; 
Boucicault, have reproached athletes. me 


We were not aware before that Cicero and Bulwer were contemporaries. 


NEATH AM tilly 


But possibly our friend is quite as correct on this point as on many | 


others in the article. 





A Svunvure to pe Envien.—Acton—the Square. 
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From the same (after a week’s interval) to the sane. 








ia!!! 

| SAY, LOOK HERE, I'VE INVITED 
You TO DINNER AND YOU'VE 
ACCEPTED. BUT I'D RATHER 
YOU DIDN'T COME Cos | FEEL 
SPITEFUL. YOURS 


You KNOW WHO 









Oh! 


Ir such a unionas this is allowed by law, we think the Deceased 
Wife’s Sister Bill has just cause for her objection to remaining 
unmarried. Anyhow, whatever the direful results of publication may 
be, the Telegraph is answerable. 

7,;URNISHED SITTING and large BED ROOM WANTED by married couple 
(infant and terrier). Country: suburbs. Private house. No lodgers or 
children. Up river preferred. Permanency. Terms low. References. Full 
details only attended to.— O., 63, C—— Road, N.W. 
After such a shock as that caused by an intimation of the marriage of 
an infant and terrier who are in search of furnished apartments, the 
mind refuses to become exercised over the notion of country suburbs ; 
and asthe further we go the more we flounder, we have thrown down the 
pen in a state of hopeless and lifelong idiotcy, placed our resignation 
in the hands of the editor, with a wish that he will confer the vacant 
post with its emoluments, vails and perquisites, upon O. and his 
descendants for ever, and a day after. 


Anan! 
We clip this oracular utterance from the Hull Evening Express :— 


7 BE SOLD, a young MILCH GOAT, witha fine kid at her foot: the owner 
having two.—Apply, &c. 

Does the owner mean that he has two feet? If so, we confess we see 
nothing very strange or startling in that fact. Does he mean that he 
has two kids? In that case let us remind him that the young of the 
donkey is not a kid but a foal. 


Who P 


THERE seems to be a great demand just now for Tichborney 
Hannah. Yet she was never called as a witness, nor do we recollect 
any reference to her in any part of the trial. We are, therefore, fain 
to confess ourselves fairly puzzled. 


To Certain Abolitionists. 


Is the dread sentence of the law on “messieurs les assassins” 
wrong? Doubtless—ought to be—* gibbeted.” 
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Miss Grace :-—“ Now, Str GEORGE, WHICH SIDE ARE WE TO TAKE THIS TIME? AKE WE TO bE LIGHT SIDE OR DARK SIDE?” 


Sir George :—‘* YouRS IS ALWAYS THE BRIGHT SIDE, AND I GO BY YOUR SIDE.” 





————— incuieiiiieiesems 


THE POORLY PEER. 


Lorp Timpervown, I grieve to say, 
Had_ been a sad dog in his day— 
My grief’s sincere, 
About a peer 
To have to speak in such a way. 





He also felt neuralgic pangs 

Till Blareum’s Ointment drew their fangs ; | 
He corns endured | 
‘Till he was cured | 

By Pobjoy’s Milk of Parasangs. 

His liver was for months diseased, 

Till Blatherskite the pain appeased ; 
Until he tried 
Slog’s Clympodide 

With a chronic bronchial pipe he wheezed. 


Throughout the old ancestral realm 
He cut down every oak and elm, 
And with them made 
A barricade 
’(zainst debts that threatened to o’erwhelm. 


In vain! He’d squandered all his wealth, 
So went to Baden for his health— 


In fact, he was beyond a doubt 
The very poorliest peer about, 
And took his whack 
For each attack 
Of all the patent medicines out ! 


Again I grieve 
‘That he should leave, 
As I’m informed he did, by stealth! 


In short, I'll bet you half-a-crown, 
With every nostrum of renown 
A note you'll find 


But see how punishment o’ertakes 

‘The man who squanders, games, and rakes ; 
Drinks and smokes, 
Fells elms and oaks, 

And with his health plays ducks and drakes. 


Go search the papers, and you'll see 
How great an invalid is he ; 

Of all that can 

Afflict a man 
Possessed this nobleman must be. 


‘‘ Obedient servant, Timberdown.”’ 


I know that heartless cynics laugh, 
And say he sells his autograph ; 

I can’t believe 

It, and receive 
The statement as a bit of chaff. 


And so you see, my youthful friend, 
How all such goings-on must end 
In various ills, 
With draughts, and pills ;— 
Therefore your giddy ways amend! 


He suffered several years from gout 
Till Twodhill’s Tincture drove it out ; 
He asthma had 
Uncommon bad 
Till Jimps’s pills put that to rout. | Alexan-drown-a. 


| 
| 
All duly signed— | 
| 


A PROBABLE FUTURE PATRONESS OF THE Royat HumANE Socrety.— 
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LEVY-TY. 


| Amone the various attempts which have 
been made of late to put to useful and 
See : wih oe we profitable purpose the recent Royal 
. SSS . »") pe ee Marriage, by turning Russia and its man- 
Ee : ; nerg and customs to popular account, the 
We. Boca Cornet-player, Mr. Levy, may 
fairly he allowed to have made the best hit 
ath way. of novelty and originality. 

R. d. L 5 t¥Y, the renowned performer on th 
MS EY stoke vil execute a SOLO os 
RUSBIAN AIRS, concluding with the National 
Autherm (in Russian Costume), on the instrument 
ny to him by the Imperial members of the 
; Court in the Last Scene of ELIZA- 
HIS EVENING.—ROYAL ADELPHI 
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The most able musician of the future will 
hardly da more than give “a national 
anthem in Russian Costume,’ and few per- 
formerg can expect from “the Imperial 
Mei a of the Russian Court’’ a visit 


i i ee 


ee ee 
mene ae eae Ps 





~~ eee 


Af ! eyery gyening with a view to presenting 


the pia rer, during the last scene of 
Elizabeth, with a musical instrument. 


2 oe 





5 ie SE Sees 


Re stadia 


a) So ee 


Has it come to this ? 


WAN ED, a Situation in Umbrellgs, or 
TRAVELLER in the same.—Address, &c. 


Evidently Coffee Calcalli, unable to bear 
the loss of his umbrella, has followed it to 
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| but humble livelihood. 


Pa 
—~ 
= 


A Ns a ———s/n=- =o sae. demeanor 


ee 


MIND YOUR ‘‘HI.” 


This is a sketch of an old party in the middje of a dense crowd who wanted a bus home on the ; 
night of the 12th.— Directly it came on to rain the stout old party began to hait, (Irenical checring, Black and White. 
and cries of “\ Go home,” §e.) De.usive statements ya the contents 
[Note by the Editor.—This is what our special artist, who was engaged at a great expense to bills of-an Se lead. one ta the 
at white lies may 


attend the féte on the 12th, has sent us. Shall such a shameful thing occur again? No, not irresistible conclusion 
if we know it. ] be told in very black ink. 
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‘“REBUKING SIN.” Gushers to Correspondents, 
Tus Evening Standard very properly rebukes the Bishop of Man- [We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are acccin- 
chester for not being happy in his quotations, mentioning that— panied by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do not hoid ourselves 
He observes bow “the poet” tells us that— responsible for toss.) 
‘* More ill is often done AN Edinburgh correspondent, presumedly forwarding his subscription 
By want of head than want of heart.’ in an unregistered letter, had better make inquiries at the Post Office, as 
This our evening contemporary very justly remarks does not look like | the postman demanded double registration and postage, which was 
poetry at all. “ But,” it adds, refused, and the letter returned in accordance with the rules of this office. 
intents EMPEROR OF Morocco.—-No Moor of that kind, thank you! 
“ Evil is wrought by want of thought — (Walworth-road).—As we “consider faith and prayers, among the 
As well as want of heart,” privatest of men’s affairs,” we make it a rule not to attack religious belief 
does occur very appropriately in the “ Song of the Shirt.”’ of any kind, any more than we should attack private character. 


: ‘ : . | J.8. (Belgrave-road).—Have the goodness to read our rule above, and 
The nen a nee eee cere * The | then bid adieu to that MS. “as oh as possible.” 
appropriately in © Song ¢ es t will be found in @ H. (Iver).—Scarcely for such a trifle as that, eh ? 
Lady's D ° A F. C. F.—You’re a Muscovy goose not to know that’s been donc already! 
W. F.—Thanks. 
Adapted for the Occasion. Declined: with thanks :—J. E. O’B., Liverpool; L., Totnes; W., Nant- 
Tue proverbial Queen’s weather was wanting on the occasion of the | W233 4. Newton Abbot; T., Great Yarmouth; W.H. R.; E. W., Wemby, 
hoot @ . . . Toots; H. OC. N., Kennington; L. L. D.; C. H., Cheltenham; W. J. H.; 
late royal procession ; only to seaming ug. of @ complimentary wise saw | Fr 4’ Oxford; W., Clapham-road;.A Young Cantab; E. C., Clerkenwell ; 


=a dg wd d ° . 
Furs come. Frost served. |G. W. ; Erodisi ; F., Staines ; Interim Guarantee ; L., Leeds; B., Liverpool ; 
—_-———-—____—------ W., Stourbridge; F., Glasgow; Old Rip; Enniscorthy ; 8., Newcastle-on- 


; «141, | brook-row ; H., Melrose; J. B. O.; J. T., Southport ; G. B., Avenue; A. E. 
Bg on your guard when lovely woman whispers ; she speaks “ with _B., Tooting ; Credulus ; D., Shefford ; J. G. ag rte °G.T.L.;B.R., 
baited breath. | Slough ; J. J. H., Regent-street. o 
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Softly ! Tyne; A. G.; L., Bath; E. N. D., Edmonton; G. C., Oxford; P., Cole- | 
| 

| 

| 





FOR BREAKFAST. 


CHOCOLAT MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC NO. 366. 


Sr. Lvssock is the patron saint 
Whom we at this time celebrate 
With donkey rides 
By ocean's tides, 
And lots of other games besides ! 


1. The Norman rang of old the Curfew bell, 
A wise precaution—one that answered well ! 
For ah, too oft, when man to bed retires, 

Still in these ashes live unwonted fires. 


2. I think her no great shakes, 
Because she wakened snakes, 
In a very shocking way, 
This C. LE. yo 
With a Cle— 
Cc. L. E. 0.— 
Cle-o— 
% ts me th Foe. FT: RS. 
The Queen Cle-o-pa-tray ! 


* '3. What time the Royal Yacht at Gravesend pier 
Her anchor dropt, there rose a hearty cheer. 
Then forth there broke 
A cloud of smoke, 
And the loud thunder of the guns salute, 
Made all the multitude’s accluiming mute! 


4, A jolly fellow as e’er trod a deck, 
Or faced the risk of battle or of wreck: 
But if he drinks so much that he grows double, 
You'll find that, if you catch him, there’ll be trouble. 


5. With eager eye he takes his last 
Fond look of England's shore, 
O’er ocean vast his lot is cast, 
He may return no more. 


6. Up they go— 
And we all cry “ oh!”’ 
But permit me to hint to you “‘ heads below!”’ 


So.tution or Acrostic No. 364, Russian Weather :— 
Row, Usage, Stamina, Stoat, Irish, Asymptote, Neither. 


Correct So.utions oF Acrostic No. 364, received 25th March : 
—Smug; Peggotty; Koffee Kalkalli; Charley and Ti; Bruce; 
Bella; Ginx’s Baby; Ruby’s Ghost; F. 8.; Hoptop ; Hedgehog; 
Teddie Hull; D. E. H ; Pipekop; Hector; Pipekop’s Pupils ; 
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“ANY EXCUSE BETTER THAN NONE.” 


His Julia:—“No, Apo.puus, I SHALL NOT SPEAK TO YOU AFTER THE 
SHAMEFUL WAY YOU FLIRTED WITH THAT Miss How, LAstT NIGHT.”’ 

Her Adolphus :—* Wux! my Love! SHE Is MY COUSIN.” 

His Julia :—“* Ou! vou HORRID——WHY SHE COMES FROM Boston.” 


Her Adolphus :—*H’'m, An, 


Rodrigo; Slodger and Tiney. 
KNow!” 








THE GRAND NATIONAL. 


FoLtowinc my intention of doing things unlike other correspon- 
dents, I travelled from London to Liverpool by a route generally 
unknown to the white man, or even to the sporting man, by the Great 
Western Railway. You may, perhaps, have heard of that line, but if 
you haven’t I'll tell you something about it which you won't believe, 
though I’m prepared to vouch for its truth. Still, it is almost asking 
too much of a man to expect that he will put faith in the statement 
which follows. We actually travelled from Paddington to Liverpool, 
and got there exactly by the time given in the published tables. Now 
this is a thing that never happenedto me before, and so I congratulated 
the guard upon his happy despatch, to which he replied that he had 
done much more in his time— for,” said he, and he sighed as he 
spoke, *‘ I was once late, and I look back upon that halcyon time with 
a fond hope that it may occur once again. Alas, sir, you little know the 
monotony which attends upon continual punctuality. Believe me, it 
is one thing to be punctual, and another to be happy.” 

But really, people who have never been down to Liverpool by the 
Paddington line, have missed a treat. The whole of the Thames 
valley lies smiling before me in memory as I write, and Llangollen 
looks very like a vale indeed, as I think over the beautiful view of it 
obtained during the journey. And for those who like beautiful 
scenery of another kind, I may remark that the train runs right 
through Birmingham, Wednesbury, Bilston, Wolverhampton, and some 
other places of a similar kind, so as to give the student of art as well 
as of nature an opportunity. If, as the proverb says, where there's 
smoke there’s always fire, any of the towns I have mentioned would 

a@ very comfortable residence for Mr. Eblis himself; but these 
places are rapidly passed, and by the time the Wrekin arrives in 
sight one might, if he pleased, imagine there was no such things as 

ware and iron-filings in the world. 

Of course, as you had ordered us to do the thing in style, we went 


yes, I MEANT ‘ American COUSIN’ YoU 


straight to the best hotel which is certainly a pattern for many 
metropolitan establishments, and is undoubtedly the Criterion of 
Liverpool. The inhabitants of Liverpool seem during the race week 
to belong mainly to London, excepting always, those who belong to the 
United States; and the language of the Amurrikings is spoken with 
great fluency, such is the aptitude of the waiters at the hotels. 
‘‘ Foreign languages is catching,” as one of them told me. The staple 
question in Liverpool is, Have you seen the docks, though how, 
unless you were a blind man, you could avoid doing so, without you 
went and hid your head in a bag, I won’t presume to say. There is a 
powerful and aromatic odour about them which is very nice when you 
are used to it, and which to the Liverpudlian olfactories is dearer than 
the balmy breezes of Araby the blest. Otherwise Liverpool is rather 
an inexpensive place. If this is an epigram, I can’t help it. 

I couldn’t help thinking, as I drove in a hansom to the Aintree 
course, how the old man would have envied me if he could have beheld 
his recent [departmental—Ep.] chief swelling among the magnets of 
the land on a real race course. The Grand National Steeple Chase is 
a most magnificent sight, and it makes your heart beat fast, and your 
breath come thick and short, as the horses, especially if you have got 
any money on, gallop up to the obstacles, clear them gallantly, falter, 
or, as they will sometimes, come to utter grief. And how that 
miserable old ruffian would have gnashed his toothless gums if he 
could have seen me going round the ring drawing money fron nine- 
tenths of the bookmakers, and distributing patronage to the others, 
and being pointed at by admiring thousands, as Augspur of Fn, best 
prophet of the age, and principal backer of Reugny, the winner of 
the Grand National Steeple Chase. Like a great many other folk he 
did not know when he was well off, and now he’s left lamenting. 

AUGSPUR. 


Tue REAL “‘ Srrpeer Lieut.’’—Silber Groschen. 
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| FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Aprii 1, 1874. 
HAT AND UMBRELLA. 


A Farm EXCHANGE. 


Aut round this hat you'll wear, Sir Garnet Wolseley, 
All round this hat a coronet so gay ; 

And if anybody aske-you-the reason why you wear it, 
It’s all for your conquests in Ashanti far away ! 


Allow me to thank you for that big umbrella, 
It once kept king Coffee from roasting too brown; 

I'll lend it to Kensington, my people there ’twill tell a 
True tale of the gallant men who took Coomassie town. 


So take thie hut and wear, Lord Garnet Wolseley, 
(Don't change 2 name, so illustrious made! ) ; 
And everyone will joy to think how well you won, and wear it, 
And that honour by England is to true merit paid! 
+ 





COMING. EVENTS. 


Tue Annual dinner of ees Benevolent and Provident 
Institution will be held on the 29th of April at the Criterion. Mr. 

toresford Hope, M.P., ably supported, will preside, and we doubt not 
the subscription list will be lengthy. 

On Easter Monday Mr. J... Toole commences a limited number of 
farewell performances atthe Glohe Theatre, previous to his departure 
for America. He will be assisted by Mr. Lionel Brough. 

Messieurs Valnay and Pitron will commence their'summer season at 
the Princess's Theatre on Monday April the 6th. Every one must 
wish them suceess in their plucky endeavour to introduce the most 
famous modern French pieces to English audiences ; and all must blush 
for the ignorant and senseless obstinacy with which the. blundering 
officials at the Lord Chamberlain's office persist in throwing obstacles 
in their way. Perhaps when Lord Ilertfordhas:hecome better 
acquainted with the capacity of the permanent Ponsobys and 
Tonnes, he will see reason to think and act for himself. 


‘Poetic Diction. 

A New Yorx correspondent relates how Mr. Emerson having been 
reported in a New York paper to have expressed a not too laudatory 
opinion of Mr. Swinburne, the latter gentleman has retorted in a 
letter to an American friend, presumably the yawping Whitman. The 
enraged poet bevins by confessing his inability to retort in kind, not 
being “sufficiently an expert in the dialect of the cesspool and the 
dungcart.” But hecontrives to work himself up to ‘describing 
Emerson's remarks as— 

The last tricks of tongue now possible to a can toothed and hoary headed ape, 

carried first into notice on the shoulders of Carlyle, and who now, in his dotaze, 
spits and chatters from a dirtier perch of his own finding and fouling. 
After such languace as that, the cesspool and dungcart ought to be 
congratulated on Mr. Swinburne's disclaimer of their acquaintance. 
But of what receptacle are his words the dialect? Do they come out 
of his own head ? 





Nothing Impossible. 


Some too confiding journal observes — 

s ei ® t ree 
nd laa atin -_ be peer sd > = ey the railroad system of that re 
Collision impossible! Just let the Costa Rica people import some of 
our railway directors and managers, and that little fallacy would be 
rapidly exploded. You have only to leave a mineral train on the 
line and.then run your passenger train into it with the locomotive, 
and the experiment is complete ! 





° “*Similia Similibus.” 

Aw advertisement offers a reward for the return of a “ keyless lady's 
gold watch.” Misfortunes never do come alone, and, though it seems 
to have escaped the advertiser's notice, perhaps this is the reason why 
the keyless lady has become watchless as well. Now on the hom«o- 

thie principle, they ought both—key and watch—to be recovered. 

t’s hope they will if only to show that Hahnemann was any man 
but the wrong man after all. 





The Force of Foli(age) can no further ga! 
Busn fighting ‘on the Gold Coast, and less recently at the Cape, 
suggests an appropriate field for our future manceuvres;—need we 
name it!—Bushy Park. 





Vexy New Fano-tep Nortion.—Artificial Teeth. 


EFUN. 
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THE AMERICAN LADY. 


ACT I.—Scene 1.—Drawing Room at Geoffry Greville’s, an American 
who has settled in England as @ manufacturer—of, sav, :cooden nutmegs 
—with disastrous results. But his furniture is lovely adi the same! 

Enter Grovrry GREVILLE and SHrew, @ lic yer. 
Surew.—I am a stage lawyer, with a rough outside but a tender 
kernel. Not the real article; outwardly civil, but hard as nails inside. 
Grevitte.—I am an American manufacturer, but this effete old 
country is not yet ripe for wooden nutmegs. Consequently I am ruined. 
SHREW (aside).—I know he is ruined by the machina‘ions of another, 
which, as his legal adviser, I ought to have guarded against. But 
then what would have become of the comedy ? Then call 
yur creditors together and meet them. 
Grevit_e.—No, I will cxecute a strategic movement. 


? 


Enter Mrs. Mactennis and Lucy Favuixner, tx fis’ 
Mrs. M.—I ama marriageable widow, stavirg at the mansion of a 
bachelor. It's improper—but, then, what would become of the comedy ? 
Lucy.—I am a young unmarried girl staying in the gorgeous 
residence of a bachelor cousin. It may not be correct— but it’s better 
than boarding school, and then—the interests of the comedy ! 

Mrs. M.—I'm an adventuress, and I want to marry Greville. 

Lucy.—I'm a silly school girl, and I love Cousin Geoffry—he’s our 
American cousin of course—hke pie. [ Breunt. 

Enter GREVILLE. 

Grevittr.—As I am going to bolt from my creditors I had better 

show my affection for Lucy by writing her a compromisiny Ictter. 
Ashe writes, enter his sister GEORGINA, tr @ fishionable 

Grorcina.—Wal, ole hoss, guess you didn't expect this child. 
Came by Atlantic telegraph. You're up a tree. 

Gaevitite.—I'm ruined, and daren’t meet my creditors. 

Geroxucina.— Then I will, and I calklate we'll recunerate. 

Exter Harotp Trivass. 

Haror.p.—I'm not Sir Simon Simple, you know, 1» 
beard. : Thank you, I’ve taken my morning mitt. 
malt, but it meant well. [ Epigye ne 

Grevitte.—Georgina, this is my dearest friend, Harold Trivass. 
Harold, this is my sister. 

Haroitp.—I don’t like American ladies. 

Groroina.— Let’s argue the point. 

Haro.p.—All right—this is the time for a little sparkling 

GrEorGINA.— Oh, sakes, &c. 

Haroitp.—Well, aw! &c. 

GeronGina.— But what dictionary have you to show against Webster} 

Haxroitp.—Oh, Walker! [Another epigram. More laughs. 

Enter everybody. General introductions a!) round. 

Suriw (aside to Greville).—Your sister's trustee has bolted with 
all her money. But don’t tell her. 

GreviLte.—Not for worlds! It would prevent her meeting my 
creditors and settling them. 

Exveunt the Company in pairs, Georgina taking Harole’s cow. 

GroxGina.—Here, I say, none of your larks in the sbrubbery! 
ACT. II.—Scenr, same as before, except that in consequence of the lapse 

of a week, and Geoffry’s ruin, the chairs have dicn put in brown 

Holland. The guests, however, don’t take the hint, aud still stay on. 

Exter Perkins, housemaid, and Sunew. 

Prrxins.—I shan’t stay much longer. With master a bachelor and 
absent, and the house full of unmarried ladies, it’s not the place for a 
pore girl with nothink but her character to depend on. 

SuHrew.—Perkins, here are five shillings. Spy upon the goings-on 
and report to me. Is your masterin love with Mrs. Magennis ? 

Perxrs.—Oh, no! that’s quite Plutonic. F 

Surew.—Platonic not Plutonic. 

Perxins.— Well, that’s good enough for five shillings. (id lengh. 

Surew.—Here come the baronet and the widow. I will hide and 
overhear their conversation. To doso ismean! (Hesitates.) Well, 
I’m going to be mean; there was, of course, nothing mean in giving a 
servant five shillings to play the spy. [ Hides. 
Enter Mus. Macennts, in another fashionable costume, and Str Ransom 

Trivass, saying polite things about Sunew. 

Str Ransom.—I am a wicked baronct, and poor, although I ruined 
Greville. I don’t quite see, however, in what way | could facilitate 
the downfall of a man who would make wooden nutmegs when there 
was no demand for them. My family came over with the Conqueror. 

Mxs, M.—Somehow I don’t feel such.an adventuress as I did in the 
last act, because it must cost me a great deal for these dresses. 

Sm R.— Madam, my son is in love with you, and would marry you. 

Mr. M.—Why doesn’t he speak for himself then ? 

Stu R.—Because he’s not such a fool as he——- No! Ahem! 

Mrs. M.— Well, I'll accept him. 

Sir R.—I will go and tell him. 
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Enter Lucy, in another fashionable costume. 

Mas. M. ( picking up Grevitur’s unfi ished letter)—Ha! 
this? Alove letter. (Shows it to Lucy.) 

Lwey.—A love letter in Geoffry’s hand—and in Mrs. Magennis's 
hands.. Oh, why did I ever leave boarding school ? ‘To be sure they 
wouldn’t have let me wear such a large pouffe there. —[ Exit in tears. 

Mrs. M.—I'll take care of this, though I don’t at all know why. 

Enter GeorGIna, t2 another fashionable costume, and Haroun. 


@zorcina.—Guess I settled the creditors slick. Told ’em time was 
money; and as they had let Geoff have their goods which were also 
money, they'd better go the whole pile and give him time too. 
Showed ’em two orders, and pointed out that the Conservatives would 
repeal the licensing act—and then negus and nutmegs at premium ! 

Harotp.—What a clever girl! .I love you. Marry me! 

Grorcina.—No, I don't think you'd be happy with a gal like me, 
accustomed to wire in and let it rip. 

Haroip.—If you want me to go down on my knees— 

Groroina.—All right. 1’min! But what will your pa say? 

Haroip.—Oh he never denied me anything. He's the soul of 
honour, and the family came over with the Conqueror. [ Brit. 

Enter Str Ransom. 

Sir R.—This won't do, you know. We came over with the 
Conqueror, and I won't let him marry you. 

Groreina.—Then [ll tell him you're a ruined swindler. 
know how I came to know it, but servants will talk. 

Sm R.—Tell him! 
fool as he looks, and believes in me implicitly. 

Grorcina.—Too true! He must not be undeceived. 

Haron (re-exterirg joyous).—My dear Georgina— 

Sir R. (interpostng).—This cannot be. (To Haron aside). As soon 
as she knew you were ruined she repudiated. It’s off. 

Haroutp.—Ruined am 1’ I didn’t know it—wonder the servants 
didn’t tell me. But this won’t do. { Carses her. 


What is 


I don't 


I must carse her! 


ACT III.—Scene, same as last, saving that, three months having elapsed, | 
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a new set of drawing-room chairs has been rendered necessary, and 
Gsorrry’s ruin is further signatized by fresh drawing-room curtains. 
Enter Str Ransom, with letter. 

Sir R. (opening letter).—Ha!.My niece to whom I was guardian, 
and whose money I misappropriated applies:to me to account for it 
through these lawyers —and I blackballed one of them at the Club. 
Of course for a trifle like malversation of a trust fund he as a lawyer 
wouldn’t be hard on me—but as I blackballed him, 

Enter Mrs. Macennts in another fashionable costume. 





It: will be his deathblow. He ‘s quite such a ' 


Sir R.—Mrs. Magennis, I can procure you those shares I mentioned, | 


but they must be paid for at once. 
Mrs. M.—Thank you; taking your advice, I invested my spare thou- 
sands (aside) which I didn’t know I had (a/oud), through Mr. Shrew. 
Sir R.—Shrew! 

Mrs. M.—If you mean me, I’ve a right to do as I like. Your son 
hasn’t proposed and doesn’t mean to. [Exit majestically. 
Enter Haroun, excited. Possibly morning malt. 

Haroip.—Look here, I shan’t stand this any more. 
Srr R. (aside).—Good heavens! then she (or the servants) must have 
told him all! (Aloud). Well, letme bear the disgrace of my crime. 
Haxo ip (aside).—Crime! Oh, he’s cracked. At the same time I 
don’t quite know what I’m blowing-up about. But I must blow up or 
what would become of the comedy * [ Exit. 
Enter GEoRGINA, tn another fashionable costume. 


Grorcina.—Sir Ransom, I’ve got my money back. Fraudulent 
trustee went up the flume, previously passing over the dust to Geoff. 
So now I can put everything straight. What do you think ¢ 

Siz R.—Well, when a man undertakes any task for which he is 
unfit and fails, he ought to take the consequences. 

Grorcina.—i'hem’s your sentiments. Well, then I shan’t call. 

Str R.—Now if your brother—— 

Geroroina.—I wasn’t thinking of him, but of some other chap. 

Str R.—Of me! Then I utterly repudiate my late sentiments. 
Give me the money. She does so. 
Georetva.—I know all about the trust money. Servants will talk! 

Sir R. (to Haron, who enters).—There take her, my boy. 

Harotp.—But, look here, you said I wasn’t to just now, and I’m 
not such a fool 

Sm R.—There! I only did it to try you. Bless you, my children. 

Enter GEOFFRY GREVILLE. 

Grevitte.—HereI am! Sister's got the tin, and squared the 
creditors so it’s all right. I'll marry. 

Groroina.—Not for money I hope. I hate a man who mends 
the broken fish-kettle of his fortune with a trusting woman’s tin. 

Epigram :—Another laugh. Euter Everybody Else. 


Mrs. M.—But look here, I shan’t have this— 








GEORGINA (crosses over to her).—Do you remember when you were 
at Milan and behaved too Milan-easily ? Let’s swop oblivions! 
General pairi+g-off, with the exception of Sir Ransom, who looks about 

Jor Perkins, who, however, is not on the staye. A Be'l rings. 

A/!.—What's that ? 

Georcina.—The factory bell. Conservative reaction is death on 
port wine negus, and we can’t turn out wooden nutmegs fast enough. 


CURTAIN. 


Summary —Gorgeously got up as to furniture. 
stage regardless of expense. Plot slight though complicated. 
times clever—so clever that it frequently stops the action. The character of 
Georgina, needlessly valgar, dashingly played by Mrs. John Wood. Miss Hughes 
admirable, as always, in the widow. Miss Rignold did well what little she had to 
do. Harold, alternately an idiot, and a wit, a repetition of Mr. Byronas Sir 
Simon Simple. Clark dryand funny as the Lawyer, and David Fisher gentlemanly 
as the Baronet. But the piece wants compression. 


Dresses, Le Fol/et put on the 
Dialogue some- 


SILENT CONTEMPT. 


COCK that on 
a dung - hill 
scraped 
garbage, 
which most 
eyes escaped, 

Though his fou! 
craw wide for 
it. gaped, 

Had, . undisputed, 
long rough- 
ridden 

Over his brothers 
of the mid- 
den. 

With lusty crow, 
that some- 
what smelt 

Of the vile feasts 
wherein he 
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Just then the sunset’s lingering fire 
Illumed, upon a neighbouring spire, 
The weathercock, whose gilding bright 
Flashed back an answer to the light. 


Up sprang in rage the dunghill dunce, 
And with coarse challenge ’gan at once 
Inviting to an instant fray 

The weathercock so far away. 

The weathercock no heed, of course, 
Vouchsafed to his abusings hoarse. 
Half-furious and half-surprised, 

To be ignored, o’erlooked, despised, 
The challenger plied claw, wing, beak, 
Some sort of eminence tv seck, 

Upon a wooden hovel got 

And perched him on the chimney-pot ; 
There, heedless of the soot and smoke, 
The echoes with vile clamour woke! 
In vain! to all his vulgar cry 

The distant spire made no reply. 
“‘Curse me! Abuse me!”’ still he crew, 
“ But only notice me—please, do!”’ 
Now life for him its charm has lost, 
His lot with misery is crust, 

Vexed by the silence of the spire 

He loses relish for his mire, 

And garbage, which he once so prized, 
Falls on his bitter soul despised. 


An Old Friend with a New Face. 


“THe Rage for Porcelain’’ forms the subject matter of a leader in 
the Echo. Not the first time’ we have heard of a Buli in a Chiza- 
shop. 





A [Reproacu To ScHoots or Cooxkexy.—The ‘College ’ Pudding 
of the Restaurants. 
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VERY APPROPRIATE. 


Child :—“ ParA, WHY DO 80 MANY CHURCHES HAVE EAGLES IN THEM FOR READING DESKS?”’ 
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Father :—“ Becausg, MY BOY, THE EAGLE IS A BIRD OF prey.” 








Srin,—Returning dutifully from the Liverpool Grand National, I ar- I’ve heard about the faded flower, 
rived in town sufficient] early, as you particularly requested I would, to To lovers’ memories ever dear ; 
see the boatrace. It is, i suppose, useless to describe afresh the swarms I’ve heard about the ivied tower, 
of human béings, hungry for a sight of two swiftly-darting boats and And moonlight meetings by the weir. 


THE BOATRACE. ) WANTED, A MORAL. 
| 
| 


four attendant steamers, who crowded towing-path, barges, and | In thoughts that breathe and words that burn, 
bridges, for which privilege they parted with every possible coin of | Our lyric writers come out strong, 

vantage, or used every pretty persuasive word in their vocabularies. But, still, I never yet could learn 

It is, I suppose, useless for me to reopen the well-worn story, and tell The simple moral of a song. 

how the ladies’ dresses in the Bishop's Garden, “ gave a kaleidoscopic aa . 

and varied hue to the scene’’ ; how negro minstrels rowed up in boats, $50 Oe eat woe -_ alee 

reckless as to consequences and oblivious as to time; how the police Though why it shoald be always atill 


walley slaves tugged at the oar, and oar-awed the anxious crowd who 
waited but the opportunity to break the line, and dash madly in wav 
or wake of either eight; and how Hammersmith Bridge—not the 
magistrates, but the structure—looked quite dangerous, and was by far 
too loaded. I presume I need not enter into a description as to the 


— 


Is unexplained by lyric laws. 
Sheet after sheet in vain I turn 

To search for lesson right or wrong, 
But never in my life could learn 





appearance of the privileged party on board the pressboat, of the wield- The simple moral of a song. 
ing of the descriptive — of the fluttering of the discursive and des- The ill effect of such a quest 
scriptive notebook. ut I know that it is not useless for me to say Is fully instanced in my rhyme: 
that the brave ae for supremacy once more made myriads forget For even poets, and the best, 

—the hardest of al things to forget—themsel ves, and to feel that the Write nonsense up to tune and time. 
hoatrace is an institution representive of eee in the highest This milk and water you discern 
degree. How the spectators cheered as the ts passed, how each Is all the fruit of study long. 
ran in each boat nerved himself to the utmost, and tried for fame and Striving from verses weak to learn 
victory ; how gradually superior skill and condition overcame rugged- The simple moral of a song. 
ness and strength, and how, by that inexorable law which governs the 
conditions of boatracing, the weeny was given to one alone, though 
hoth seemed to-deserve it equally, I fain would tell, but space and an 
Editor, inexorable as the which compelled the Oxonians to row Easter Egg-samples. 

second, compel me to desist, and I lay down my pen. AUGSPUR. Mr. Rixmet still finds what Alexander wept for—fresh worlds to 


conquer. His Easter novelties are novel indeed, and most charming. 
Eggs in all forms and sizes reveals yolks that could only hatch out 

Taz Wuo.rs Dery or Corron Painrers.—To be true to their | birds of Paradise. Some of the eggs are simply magnificent, and will 
Colours. | form permanent toilet-table ornaments. 














LET ME CAP IT WITH A HAT!” 


EXCHANGE 


Her Majesty :—“MUCH OBLIGED FOR THE UMBRELLA, SIR GARNET. 
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— And put the sherry in the cooler.” 
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— | 
INN-DEPENDENCE. 


’T1s neither buttered toast, nor dry, 
The waiter puts upon the table; 

I fix him with reproachful eye— 
He heeds me not, that man in sable. 

‘© Give me more love, or more disdain, ’ 
Those were the words the poet uttered. 

The poet's sentiments are plain— 
‘No toast at all, or nicely buttered.” 


I take my breakfast at mine inn, 

But clearly cannot take mine ease there. 
’Tis useless quite to make a din, 

‘They treat one simply as they please there. 
The tea is neither hot nor cold, 

A lukewarm medium must suffice it. 
Waiter, if I may make so bold, 

Please bring the tea up hot—or ice it. 


And then the soup last night was chill, 
And though quite warm my pint of sherry : 
I'd that reverse, had I my will,— 
sut own that it’s unlikely very : 
Waiter! I cried (but all in vain, 
I was the slave and he the ruler), 
‘‘ Just let that soup be warmed again, 


Ah, well! through life it’s still the same, 
Time for no man will be a waiter, 
He disregards my humble claim, 
And snubs me if I turn debater. 
My troubles all come hot and hot, 
My comforts all grow cold and colder ; 
In vain I murmur at my lot, 
And grow more sad as I grow older. 


Psha! I'll not growl, I'll follow suit, 
I'll stick to fashion and tradition ; 
I’m just the man they would depute 
To carry out a foreign mission. 
I'll raise subscriptions by the tone 
I give to charitable topics— 
Send ice-pails to the Arctic zone, 
And coals and blankets to the Tropics. 
eee WE”’ 
Go to Putney. 


Buve is ill suited to many complexions ;—one might 
almost be excused for terming it the English 77/- 
colour. 


; 
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Collector :-—‘* Bap 


Customer :-—* AN, BUT THAT'S NOT THE WORST OF 
DOES LIGHT I HAVE TO SPEND THE DAY IN KEEPING UP ITS SPIRITS.” 

Collector :— Spixits, Str!” 

Customer :—‘* Yes! 1r I pon’T KEEP TALKING TO IT, IT GETS 80 DULL iT 
GOES OUT FOR A CHANGE.” 
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TRE COAL QUESTION. 


Won't LicutT! 


Iv’s 


COAL, SiR! THE FIRST TIME 


IT; WHEN ONCE IT 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue Criterion is certainly one of the prettiest little theatres in 
London, with its elegant fauteuils, its boxes quilted with blue satin, 
and its curtains of amber satin and lace. The sweep of the balcony, 
and the general design are on graceful and harmonious lines. There 
isybut one thing required to make the arrangements complete—the 
abolition of the petty fee nuisance, which we are surprised that a fim 
so noted for good taste and tact should have allowed to creep in, and 
to which we are inclined to attribute the disturbance which arose in 
the pit, to which several persons had been improperly admitted before 
the doors opened, and had to be ejected before the tumult was stilled. 
A notice of the comedy, which was well-received, appears elsewhere. 
Mr. Gilbert's musical extravaganza, founded on one of his later Bab 
Ballads, is entitled Topsey-turveydom, a region 

Where vice is virtue—virtue, vice ; 
Where nice is nasty—nasty, nice ; 


Where right is wrong, and wrong is right ; 
Where white is black, and black is white. 


The fun turns on the bewilderment of an M.P., who has been intro- 
duced to the land, to find that what he considers a conspirators’ chorus 
is the national anthem; that his expression of dislike for the Queen’s 
mother is taken as a proposal of marriage, that the Queen’s Grand- 
mother is a young and bewitching girl, and her Great Grandmother a 
baby in arms! ‘The inversion is cleverly carried out in a scene where 
the chandelier rises from the stage, and the chairs and tables hang 
head-downwards from the flies. The wit and satire were, however, a 
little too subtle and fine for the intelligence of that class which now- 
adays forms the majority on first nights; but they will doubtless be 
appreciated by the regular playgoers and students of tie stage. M. 
Cellier’'s music is not wildly original or striking, but supplies Miss 


tala 








Holland with a pretty song, somewhat affectedly rendered, about 


one who— 
Cannot forget she ought not to remember, 


And never remembers she ought to forget. 
Miss Hughes and Miss Holland, Mr. Dewar and Mr. Clarke have the 
chief parts to sustain, and act with much spirit. The scenery and 
dresses are admirable. 

As the authcrs of Ready Money Mortiboy adapted it for the stage of 
the Court Theatre themselves, no one could have objected if they had 
altered the conclusion, which however powerful and effective in the 
novel, can hardly be successful on the stage. Plays which have not 
any very remarkable ability to support them should at least have the 
merit of a happy ending. And able as are the joint authors of a good 
novel and a very passable play, they are not Shakespeare, neither 
are they Byron. Mr. George Rignold as Dick plays with his 
accustomed ability, and Mr. Clifford Cooper's old Mortiboy is a piece 
of character acting which on the first night took the audience by 
surprise. The Heathcote women would have appeared to better 
advantage with more efficient representatives; but the Polly Tresler 
of Miss Henderson made amends for other shortcomings. 

We are glad to note that under the direction of Mr. William Cook, 
the champion, whose skill, great as it is, must be placed second to his 
urbanity and politeness, billiards, which languished for a tim® has 
again firmly established itself in public favour. A better entertain- 
ment than that recently provided for the admirere of the board of 
green cloth can hardly be imagined, and though we do not incline 
particularly to the game as played during the latest handicap, we 
think that Cook deserves the thanks not only of the public but of his 
brother professionals for giving the innovation a fair trial. 





Pian as Print.—How to set up a heavy Leader. In Leaded 
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RETURN FROM ASHANTI. 
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OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Rervury of The Black Watch. Wound up with é&/ét, — Queen's 
Speech. Rather tamer than usual. — Home Rule amendment Butted 
ut the Speech. Rather wilder than usual.— Sir R. Malins has 
decided against Dr. Hayman. Knew he would, when he was so 
strong in his favour at first. — The Duke of Somerset cut an 
oratorical pigeon’s wing over Gladstone's defeat—“‘ Who has been up 
in a balloon now?” Got a somer-setting down from Lord Selborne. 
= Sir Garnet Wolseley has arrived. re least to receive Baron 


honours. = A lot of the most useless ex- a into the 
Upper House. Elevated to the Disa- = chers of Gray’s 
Inn call Dr. Kenealy to account. Mr. retorts by drawing 


attention of the Middle Temple to Hawkins’ License. — Ruskin, the 
Wrong-headed, suggests to Oxford graduates to take exercise not in 
cricket and boating, but stone- breaking and road cutting. But if we 
are to make a toil of pleasure we might as well read Ruskin’s books 
at once. =. Tichborne jury, with its usual modesty, has been ‘* asking 
for more’’ pay. Didn't get it, eae to say. 

or smothered after trial to i of thing. — 
Mr. y 
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writing letters to consect himself with Livingstone. 
satisfied with the dead lion. — High tide in the Thames, made the 
southern bank very untidy. 


Criticasting. 

A CONTEMPORARY, which objects very much to any paper being 
wrong but itself, tells us in a notice of Mr. Wills’s new play at the 
| Princess’s that ‘‘as Chastelard Mr. Fenton was very well received. ’ 
‘There are two items of information conveyed in the eight words 
| quoted, both of which are wrong, and we don’t know whether to 
think that the critic couldn't afford the penny for a bill of the play, 
or, more charitably, to assume that he couldn't read. People who pay 

their money may take their choice. 


At every (door) Step. 

Nor less lavish than the bowing on the part of the Duke and 
Duchess of Edinburgh on their memorial entry into London, was the 
scraping by the loyal inhabitants of our excessively dirty metro- 
polis. 
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THE WRECK OF THE ORION. 


Who that has ever stood on the towing-path, and gazed upon the 
waters of a canal, stretching from village to village, can ever forget 
the exulting sense of freedom that thrilled his soul! The great canal 
—the canai of which he has perhaps dreamed all his life!—the canal 
of his boyish aspiraticns, what time he resolved to run away from 
home and become a driver !—the canal whose mighty bosom has been 
the scene of battles, wrecks, and piracies, thetales of which have fired 
his youthful blood and fevered his young heart !—there it lies before 
him at last! How calm and peaceful!—how like the sleep of an 
infant! Who could suspect those ripples, beating sleepily against the 
towing-path, of possessing:a giant’s strength—with the will to use it like 
a giant? O beautiful canal !—the cruel, crawling, crooked canal !—how 
Balboa must have felt when, leaving his followers at the foot of the 
railway embankment, he ascended alone to get a square look at you! 
There you lay—yes, there you lay! What a world of suggestion! 

In the early part of last week—it seems as if it had been but 
yesterday—the good boat Orion sailed from Bradford, bound to Bath 
with a cargo of coals. On this boat I took passage. I had long 
entertained the notion of visiting foreign countries, but a sick horse 
had kept me unwillingly at home, Now at last the beast was dead, 
_ and I was free to see the great, world, and decided to sail at once for 

Bath. True, I might have walked, but who is economical at all 
times? When filled with the music of the waves does the pearly shell 
think about walking? Of course not. 

The crew of the Orion consisted of a boy of twelve summers, who 
attended to the towing-line, and his mother, who troubled the tiller. 
The captain was the father of one, and the husband of the other. He 
put in the greater part of his time observing the heavens from an old 
matress amidships: Then there was the mate: he drove the 
horse. 

For the first few hours of the voyage the weather was delightful. 
Everybody was full of hope and spirit. The mighty deep flashed and 
sparkled under the warm sun, mirrowed the blue sky in its bosom, 
and, in short, “‘ provided what was necessary.” We passed several sail 
homeward-bound in ballast, andspoke them. The first one I hailed 
with the usual formula—“ Canal-boat ahoy!’’ ‘The skipper sprang 
upon the bulwarks and replied, ‘“*Go to Bath, you sanguinary labber!”’ 
—or nearly that. I shudderto this. day when I think of our narrow 
escape ; the man was evidently a:pirate. Ifa gentleman had not been 
in sight in an adjacent field I doubt not this desperado would have 
plundered and sunk us. Soon afterward the captain informed me 
that we were in the latitude of Bathampton, longitude one mile and a 
half west from the Guildhall, Bath. He had taken no observation, but 
I remembered that about an hour before, we had passed the carcase of 
a deceased dog on the bank. The captain had computed our position 
by dead reckoning. He was a very skilful navigator, and inspired all 
on board with confidence. 

Soon after this incident I was standing on the gunwale amidships, 
watching the reflection of the clouds in the water, when the captain 
raised his head from the mattress and said: ‘1 think we will have a 
storm.’ I represented to him that, heavily laden as was the Orion, a 
storm seemed to me very undesirable ; but he was obdurate. Perceiv- 
ing that nothing would move him, I retired to the cabin, and taking 
out the photograph of my wife gazed at it through my tears long and 
earnestly. Then rolling it into the shape of a stick of cinnamon I 
thrust it into an empty gin bottle, corked it up and cast it overboard, 
with an unspoken prayer that it might be thrown upon some friendly 
shore. I then took off my boots and prepared for the worst. Going 
to the skipper I asked him to give me a life-preserver. He pulled one 
out of his pocket and told me that if I didn’t go aft he would “ give it 
me.” Badly as I had wanted him to let me have it I saw that it was 
too small to keep me afloat; so I went aft as requested. 

The sky was now overcast with clouds; the wind made an 
ominous moaning sound along the towing-line. The skipper was 
alert. He ordered the small crew to make himself snug below; he 
sang out to the mate to get. off the horse and take a reef in the traces 
—to brail up the collar, and haul taut the back-strap. In spite of 
these canalman-like precautions the wind continued to rise. Five 
hundred feet above our heads, and distant not more than half a mile, 
the Hampton Rocks now showed their awful front! Should a great 
wave lift the Orion against their steep sides she would inevitably go 
down with all on board—except the mate. If the rocks came down to 
us we were “gone up.” ‘The situation was critical; a moment's 
hesitation would be fatal to the hesitator. Collecting all my energies 
for one supreme effort I sprang ashore. Running hastily forward I 
shoved the mate aside, and, climbed upon the back of the horse 
clinging to the harness with the frenzy of desperation. I knew the 
horse could not sink as long as he remained on the towing path ; 
unless a wave should sweep me off I was safe. The mate laid hold of 
my leg. At such times consideration for others is banished from the 
human soul: drowning men will clutch their best friends and draw 
them under. In vain I kicked and cursed; his terrible grip was 








upon me, and I felt my hold on life and the harness slowly giving 


—— ee 





ry: Unable to do more I relaxed my grasp, closed my eyes, and 
ell! 

_ How long I lay unconscious I know not. When I opened my eyes 
it was quite dark. My ears were filled with a ringing sound; I was 
unable to move. Was I at the bottom of the canal? My mind was 
full of the terrible details of the wreck; I shuddered and tried to think 
of something to eat. In vain! Presently I saw bending above mea 
female figure. Was it a mermaid? Great knobs of co(r)al were all 
about me. I asked the mermaid if they had been cast there by the 
pitying waves to adorn my bower. She smiled a sad smile and replied 
with mildure : 

“‘ Please, sir, I don’t know anythink about bowyer, these here coals 
was let fly by the gal as was a-steerin’, after the driver ’ad ’auled you 
off the ’oss. It was along ’o one ’o these 'ittin’ you onthe nut, as.you 
went off. Which it’s my hopinion as it served you werry right.” 

I am not prepared to say that it did not, now that I have had time 
to think it all over. 


THE LOVER TO HIS MISTRESS, 


Dans un grénier qu’on est bien a vingt ans.—BEerayerr. 


Ou, were I but a wealthy lord, 
I’d dress thee out in silks so fine; 
‘The East should ope her rarest hoard, 
And all its treasures should be thine. 


Rich tissues from the distant Ind, 
And rarest lace that gold could buy, 
With jewelled brooches should be pinned 
Above that:heart for which I sigh. 


Bright gems should glisten in thine hair; 
And pearls should tremble at thine ear ; 

The diamond clasp that wrist so fair, 
Kclipsed by. eyes more bright and clear. 


Exotic flowers should breathe around, 

And perfumed lamps should gleam above; 
And music lend her sweetest sound 

Yet fail to tell one half my. love. 


Alas, a garret is my lot, 

This dip the perfumed lamp I sing, 
And all the music I have got 

This old guitar, that wants a striag. 


No silks have I about the place, 
No precious gems my coffers bless ; 
My broidery—ypatches! and my lace, 
This ‘* looped and windowed raggedness.” 


No matter, sweet! What must be must, 
And we're contented with our store— 
A jug of water, and a crust, 
And love—and that’s enough and more! 
Guswers to Correspondents. 

[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied y a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.j 

A New Member.—lIf your wit is a fair specimen of that of the new 
members, we wish Mr. Disraeli joy of his majority; for when Mr. Glad- 
stone took the sense of the country, he clearly got the non-sense. 

G. (Leeds).—But supposing G. does lead, we are not obliged to take 
him at second-hand! We are up to that odd trick. 

C. A. B. (Bath).—Stick to your lessons, and don’t try to be a jokist— 
especially of old jokes. 

A Raw Cuop.—A mistake, rather! ’ITwould be a poor return to the 
Black Watch to publish such puppy-doggrel about them. 

E. A. A. (Hull).—Please, see rules above. 

AprR.—Then don’t bore us ! 

WILL THEY ?—How should we know ? 
know enough not to pretend to be so. 

S. OC. (High Holborn).—You appear to have misdirected your letter, 

Roprico.—The annual was published in Nov. ’73. Don’t bother. 

H. C. (Tolmer’s-equare).— Unintelligible. 

H. 8. G. (Brighton)— We must be allowed to exercise our own dis- 
cretion in such matter. .- 

Declined with Thanks:—C. B. A., Birkenhead; G. N., Islington; F. 5., 
Putney ; Simon Hogsflesh ; Sinnick ; R., Brompton; A. A. A., Wilmington- 
square; L, Twickenham; Decimus Dunderhead ; O. RK. I. C., Aylesford; 
J. E. D., H. H., Manchester; D., Connaught Place; Spes; P., Colebrooke- 
row; P. E.G, Edinburgh; M., Liverpool; Toodles; E. F., Uttoxeter; I. 
P. F.; 8. E., Gloster; W. J. J., Dublin; W. F., Brighton; T. B., Tiverton ; 
Old Subscriber; S. M.; An Elector; M. G., Cork; A Dweller at the Toried 
Zone; F. R., Walworth; W. W., Chelsea; A Reader; Festive Cuss-tom ; 
Sam D—.; P., Oxford; I’. J., Peckham; R. D., Leeds ; J. M., Liverpool. 





We are not omniscient, but we 
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American (looking at the long bill just presented) :—“ Wat, I GuEss you air AN OLD Hoss!” 
Watter:—* Oty Hoss, Str! Wuart pD'YE MBEAN, Sir?” 
American :—“ Wat, JUST THAT YCU’RE A FAMOUS CHARGER, FOR SURE!” 








/more task to do to complete the list since the Waverley, the Owl, and 
TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. — —_ the Hindoo pens. Let them invent “The Ready Writer,” a pen that 
Mary and Charles Lamb (Chatto and Windus, Piccadilly) is a | will write of itself from dictation. We don’t see any other outlet for 

charming memorial of the gentle Elia and his unhappy sister. The | their enterprise. 

woodcuts alone, aeoroneing spots connected with the memory of the| ‘The City Directory (Collingridge, Aldersgate Street), is a marvel. 
Lambs— spots which are being swept away by degrees—would make | Every year it seems complete, and yet each new issue shows additions 
the volume a valuable one. It wants an index, or at any rate a table | and improvements. 

of contents, but in other respeets is an excellent work. | 

We are glad to see that Mr. Moy Thomas's clever Fight for Life 
has been republished in a cheap form. Despite the fact, always | 
perilous to the ensemb/e of a novel, that it was published in weekly 
instalments, it is well balanced and powerfully sustained, and should 
command a large sale. 

Newbery’s Catalogue '!—the name conjures up old memories. Will it 
contain “‘a new work by the ingenious Dr. Oliver Goldsmith,” or 
‘from the pen of the erudite Dr. Samuel Johnson”’? No, it deals 
with doctors, but they are doctors of medicine, who would laugh at 

r Oliver's ptions. And is there not a portrait of the great | 

. James, of Pulvis Jacobi fame, by way of frontispiece, and a list of . 
all the drugs and medicaments that flesh is heir to ? | Nigroque—. 

Those who have never seen in array the vast variety of pens|' Can any pragmatical fanatical Goody Templar view “The Black 
patented by Messrs. McNiven and Cameron will hardly believe how Swan” distillery in Holborn without wishing it were—“ rara avis in 


many forms the implement can take. The firm can have but one | terris” ? 


FOR BREAKFAST. 
FOR LUNCHEON. 








Overtaking Time. 


Tue Echo is of opinion that— 

A gentleman at midnight on the driving-seat of a hansom does not threaten the 
public safety half se much as a wild, hatless, hobbleday tearing round a corner at 
noon to deposit a leg of mutton five seconds sooner at a customer’s area gate. 
Admitting for a moment that this sentence may have a meaning, we 
may ask what would be the object of tearing round the corner at 12 
noon to deposit a leg of mutton at 11h. 59’ 55"? We once tried to 
honour a bill five days after it fell due, and it wouldn’t do at all. 
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It’s a Paraguay we have in the 
Army ! 

THERE is dissension again in Paraguay, 
reports the Continental Herald and Swiss 
Times, and the conspirators are trying to 
win over the son of the late President 
Lopez; but it is hoped that the young 
man is too prudent to be trapped into 
politics. We can quite understand the 
abstinence from politics and intrigues, of 
a youth whose early life was clouded by the 
frequent death of his grandmother, whom, 
according to the American papers, Lopez 
was constantly in the habit of putting to 
death. He whose opportunities of teach- 
ing his aged relative how to engulp the 
omelette au naturel were so limited may 
fairly decline the,graver task of educating 
a nation. 





Bless their Innocence. 


Our friends in India are not so accus- 
tomed to railway accidents as we are, but 
they had one lately, and an Anglo-Indian 
paper innocently remarks that “both 
drivers had received the signal ‘ line clear,’ 
so that there should be no difficulty in 
discovering the authors of the mistake.”’ 
We in England know by this time that 
this is only the first step in the inquiry. 
The rest is to find how long the signal- 
man had been on duty; the third is to 
find a jury that will censure the company 
for sacrificing lives for the sake of divi- 
dends; and the fourth is to find a com- 
pany that cares a doit for the censure. 
Even in England we have not yet got over 
this fourth step. 
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A Very Sad Case. 


A roor fellow writes to us to warn all 
visitors against Yarmouth. He says that 
the Yarmouth roads, although having a 
good sandy substratum, are covered with 
water all the year round, and that he can 
never ride on them without feeling quite 
sickened at their unevenness. He com- 
plains, too, that he never yet walked on the 
shore without having two or three most 
palpable smacks in his eye. On the 
authority of a medical certificate duly 
signed, we have forwarded a couple of 
servants to bring him to a home where he 
will be provided with congenial com- 
panions. 


Wrong again! 

A ser of silly American folk, calling 
themselves Adventists, predicted that the 
end of the world would comein November, 
1873. Their prophecy, we need scarcely 
add, was a failure, but the bottom did not 
come out of their delusion, all the same. 


SS 


‘3 


Ss 
i aan 


Se 


i 


28 rN) 
= 








a 


bo Po eee y 
ih carr 
Savane |) \ 701 
; SOV\' A Te 
RAS mii Heit 

Sa 
| HM ST de 


Ne Mall th ad 

Nt iy Ni \ a —— 
SAA BY | Lae ae 
i) ; 7 , feo 3 ate iN 7% 


| } 
! { 


ar 


Te 
TT ALU TA 
TT 


Ht} lt) vi | Lh 
y Wt eu M1! 
a er 


Pred s WML 
, Loe PT, i 
vty» | 


vi 
Was fa 
-_ Phe 
ea J 


/ Y PT 
UM) 
“i nT 
iy} 
: y Hi 


if 
Y, 


| in 


ue 


| 





THE WET SEASON IN IRELAND. 


They set to work making a fresh calcula- Gent Seeking Shelter :—“ Ir suRPRISES ME VERY MUCH, MY GOOD MAN, THAT YOU DO NOT 
ie Sond were a a little ae of REPAIR YOUR ROOF TO KEEP THE RAIN OUT.” 
or some trifle 
that saoe po pe oe their tin to last Pat :—“Brcorra, Sir, SURE YOU WOULDN'T EXPECT A POOR MAN TO GO OUT TO THATCH 
; P A ROOF SICH A DAY AS THIS? Wuy I’p BE WET TO THE SKIN.” 


March. This was a little more appro- 
priate, if not more successful, for the 


Gent :—“ No, CERTAINLY NoT. BuT WHY NOT TAKE ADVANTAGE OF A DRY DAY ?”’ 


month was the very month for such a Pat :—“ A DRY DAY, YER HONOR! WHY IT NEVER WANTS IT THEN, FOR SORRA A 
March Hare-esy ! DROP EVER COMES IN EXCEPT IT’S RAINING.” 


THZ FEE-LINE RACE. 


Box-KEEPsER! in thy hour of fees 

Uncertain, coy, averse to please ! 

But silver-tipped !—Then—cleared thy brow— 
A ministering spirit Thou! 


Coat Miners’ Morro.—Keep your Pecker up. 


VOL. XIX. 








Hey, Man! 
The Week's News observes— 


Vice-Chancellor Malins, judging by his frequent eager remarks during the 
progress of Dr Hayman’s case, was not unwilling that his opinion of the treat- 
ment Dr. Hayman had received at Rugby should be known. 


Those who have often attended his Honour’s court will not fall into 
this error with regard to the frequent eager remarks of one of the 
most pleasantly-chatty and conversational of Vice-Chancellors. 
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a FUN. 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Aprii 8, 1874. 
OUR NEW COOKS. 


Pat-a-cake. Pat-a-cake, Stafford, man— 


Make us a budget «s fast as you can, 
Trick it, and pick it, and mark it with D, 


And tess in the oven for Dizzy and me! 








Herz is a dish, 
And there is a pan ;— 
Make, if = wish, 
Your pudding you can. 
But still, alter all, it is useless to try — 
When you have no ingredients to put in the pie. 
Lower the tax 
Upon Brewer and Pub— 
Both expect snacks, 
But here is the rub ; 
If you smile upon them, the Teetotals supply 
A bitterish crust to put on to your pie! 


Try to reduce 
‘The Income Tax bane— 
Where is} the use ? 
Still folks will complain— 
Not at paying, but spying, it is that they cry— 
The least taste of that will just ruin the pie! 


What shall we do 
Our pie to re ?—~ 
Ingredients are few, 
And niceties rare ! 
We must back to some old Tory recipe fly, 
In order to make our Conservative pie! 
Now we've no trouble 
i to seek— 
We merely with bubble 
Amalgamate squeak, 
A Budget of wind we shall bring by and by, 
And offer the nation—Conservative Pie! 
—————————————————— 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 

| Crantzs Diixe's proposal to extend polling-time rejected. 
's the use of the poll, if you put nothing inside it P = 
ing opposes the abolitionof the Income Tax. Perhapshe would 
the five millions handed over to the railways, for the sake of Auld 
done by high tide. 
this (s)oaking.— It appears that 
with their pay, are subscribing 

to be passed round, we suppose, as each of them 
on festive occasions. Why don’t they apply for 
? — Review of Ashanti troops at Windsor. Aftcr a stay 
they will be glad to see their own Sovereign again. 


Germany, on rea ing his 77th birthday, told the 
congratulate him, need for their services 
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was imminent! What country has'the greedy old fox got his eve on 
waves promised us this month. We should like to 

opposed the granting of a 

P con- 

the annual féte of Bigotry ? — 

i . Cantadit 

threatens to 


has made him ill, poor fellow! = Dr. Hayman has announced that he 
will not appeal. Hayman-ifestly the wisest course. 





The Latest from Tooley Street. 

Wuart next, we wonder? In glancing over that extra advertise- 
ment sheet, which the Daily Telegraph solemnly adjures its readers to 
be sure to obtain, we, in trying to discover what advantage the reader 
was to expect for his trouble in procuring it, came on an adver- 
tisement commencing thus :— 

os TAILORS aspiring to be foremen. 


How can a tailor aspire to be four men when it is well known that it 
takes nine tailors to mate one man! It would take three dozen of 


them to answer this requirement. 


We are told that recently a miniature newspaper appeared in 
Japan. It contained only twenty lines including title, date, and 
rr If some of our daily contemporaries would but take 
exam 





At Nine Elms. 
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THE LATE JOHN SWEETBOSH, ESQ. 


As one who had the good fortune to be intimately associated with 
the subject of this sketch, I venture to set down a few particulars 
tending, I hope,'to a better understanding of his character as a Man. 
His character as an author has already had ample justice done to it by 
the mammoth pen of a more whale-like intellect, though my own 
intellect isno sardine. As an author, indeed, the late John Sweetbosh 
needed not the giant eulogium of Sir Doffre Bilque; his works have 
been so long before the public—he has implanted so many vague 
yearnings after the Sublime in young ladies’ finishing establishments 
all over the land, and comforted such a multitude of bleeding hearts, 
both foreign and domestic—that his name has become, if I may 
venture to coin the expression, a household word! There is not a 

| home in all England, if elsewhere, in which the morning sun is not 
| saluted by the crowing of that name from baby lungs—in which it is 
| not daily rattled from the throat of Old Age, or gasped out of the 
| parched lips of Disease, Want, and Despair! I may say, indeed, that 
| when the news that John Sweetbosh was no more was flashed around 
| the globe on— 

The lightning’s fiery beam, 

| there was not a dry eye in Middlesex. As was said at the death of 
| Dryden, Addison, Goldsmith, Johnson, Scott, Thackeray, Dickens, 
'and others, everyone felt that he had lost a personal friend! I 
remember that on that sunny December morning, after we had laid 
him to rest amongst the flowers in Westminster Abbey, I was 
returning to the City, nursing my prodigious grief, and thinking how 
that the world had grown suddenly dark, when passing two men 
engaged in earnest conversation, and catching the name of my dead 
friend, I paused to listen. 

“ Well he were a rum un,” said one. 

Could anything more touchingly illustrate the deadly grip of the 
Master on the sympathies of that class for which he ever entertained 
the kindliest regard, and which has supplied him with so many of his 
most pleasi characters? Who can ever forget the inimitable 
“Bloque,” the honest-hearted fellow “ as hengineered the crawler in 
the New Cut” ?—or the conscientious ‘‘ Nipfogle’’ who swore he 
would never “fake a pceler’s cly”’ so long as stealing was more 
honourable and ‘ cadging of a cabby”’ more profitable? Small 
wonder that the lower classes hold in loving esteem that sainted 
name! 

But it is with Sweetbosh the Man that we have here to do—Sweet- 
bosh, as we favoured ones knew him: the sad rollicking companion, 
the cheerful misanthrope, the generous impulsive logician, the erudite 
and thoughtful jester whose elaborate and exhaustive mots were wont 
to\set the table on aroar. Surely never before did Nature count out 
to any man such abundant gifts. Mean without stinginess, generous 
without discretion, without malice unjust, and in fickleness consistent, 
his talents were as varied as his fortunes, and his genius as brilliant as 
his complexion. He was never surly but at home, nor offensive 
except amongst his friends. 

One peculiarity he had, which I do not remember to have seen 
touched on by any of the writers who have described him, though it 
could hardly have escaped the attention of one who had been even a 
half-hour in his company ; this was an ever-present absence of mind. 
It manifested itself in every act of his life, and influenced his works to 
an unsuspected extent. A careful perusal of any of his novels will 
disclose an entire lack of plot, incident, dialogue, and delineation 
of character. A trifling and insignificant fault in an author, you will 
say. ‘True, but profoundly characteristic of the Man. In his poems, 
too, he has invariably forgotten rhyme, metre, and spirit ; just as in 
social life his nimble debts eluded the grasp of his ponderous memory 
as globules of mercury escape from the embrace of a tongs. The 
following anecdotes will, I think, convey a fair notion of this negative 
quality of that stupendous mind. 

We were sitting one day, he and T, as we have so often sat, and as, 
alas! we shall never sit again, in the coffee room of the Royal Ex- 
tortion Hotel, when a waiter entered witha letter. Taking it from 
the tray, Sweetbosh gave a glance at the superscription and opened it, 
when there fell out upon the table a ten-pound bank note, which he 
carelessly picked up and pocketed. He then deliberately read the 
letter, expressing his approval by nods of satisfaction, and tossed it 
over to me, quietly remarking that it was all Greek to him, so far as 
concerned the matters mentioned in it. You can perhaps fancy my 
surprise and chagrin when I saw that the letter was plainly addressed 
to me, the remittance being the balance due me from the publisher of 
a work I had put out anonymously, and which had taken the town by 
storm solely because no éne could guess who was the author. The 
title of the book was conspicuously written in the enclosed aecount. 
But even then I could not find it in my heart to quarrel with one who 
did not seem conscious of error, and who offered to share the money 
with me. 

At another time he and I were walking along the Victoria Em- 
bankment when a large Newfoundland dog came up and looked into 
Sweetbosh’s face with that singular imploring expression which seems 
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natural to them when they want nothing. Sweetbosh stooped and 
tted the good-natured creature on the head a moment, then, 
utting his hand in his pocket, pulled outa penny, which he offered the 
ee, with a glow of gratified benevolence. Of course the animal had 
no use for the coin, and ina few seconds Sweetbosh perceived his 
mistake. Blushing from his throat to the roots of his hair he pulled 
off his hat, made the dog an awkward bow, and with a stammered ‘I 
beg your pardon,” hurried on. 

This incident he has related in his treatise on conic sections, but, I 
am sorry to say, with an inaccuracy which consists largely in making 
me the hero of it. But in writing on scientific, and especially mathe- 
matical, subjects, he habitually gave a loose rein to his blazing imagi- 
nation, feeding it to the brim with facts which, reappearing as the 
ghosts of their former selves, flooded his page with tropical exuberance 
of spurious metal. He was particularly great in metaphor. 

There was in the humour of Sweetbosh a certain something quite 
inscrutable, and referable to no known laws of levity. He cut his 
jokes, not with a straight clean incision, but deviously. You never 
could be quite sure that. you properly understood the Sweetboshian 
point. For example he came into the Minor Gastric Club one 
evening, and sang out in aloud, mechanical tone, “‘ The carriage waits 
my lord!’’ Everyone smiled feebly at the well-worn joke and 
thought no more about it. But in fact the carriage did wait, and the 
driver having got into the room refused to go away without his 
meney, which Sweetbosh quite as stubbornly, but much more placidly, 

i to . The result was a “scene” of no small unpleasant- 
ness, at which Sweetbosh assisted as an amused spectator. He had 
lenty of money, but he neither repaid the sum which for very shame 
F final handed over to the boisterious gondolier, nor even so much as 
to the matter, further than to profess a general antipathy to 

what he called a cabfaring life. 

Did space permit I could fling upon the character of my dead friend 
a bread and blinding beam of light that would shuw every ingredient 
of his nature; but if I have already said enough to submerge one 
eyeball in a deluge of gricf for his loss, I shall not have written 
wholly in vain—particularly as I expect to be paid. Sweetb +h is 

the best of men must go, though perchance to a different 
place; but the Titanic virtues of that amiable soul will ever be 
remembered with enormous tenderness. 


The Good Twaddlers. 


Tue latest form of ‘“ water’’—not ‘on the brain,’’ but in the cavity 
provided by nature for the reception of cerebral matter—is spreading 
from America to England :— 


Several tribes of Good T@mplars began praying opposite public-houses in 
London on Sunday. They did net take up their positions at the doors of the 
houses, but in the street in front of them, but their exhortations did not seem to 


have much effort. 

This pitiful imitation of the crazed women of Ohio will soon be 
pumped out, and the paltry mimics, with all the faults of the mocking 
ape, but without his redeeming virtue, an appreciation of sound liquor, 
will find when they can muster enough courage to annoy the publican 
and his customers, that stipendiary magistrates will not be as helpless 
as American judges, but will inflict penalties, which will rather 
astonish them. 


The Boatrace and the Papers. 

Wo wonder the University crews are uncomfortable under the 
popularity that is thrust on them. Just see what the papers write 
on them—only to be sure as the operation is prone performed with 
@ peculiarly soft nib it can’t hurt amything like as much as tattooing. 
The Telegraph leads off with a high-flown leader, and says to Messrs. 
Way and Nicholson “ J ete remis,’’ with some remis-ness about 
the verb, which should stand “‘ insurgéte.” But the Globe determined 
not to be beaten, and talks about “the honest ruddy faces of the 
crews, streaked, as they should be, with patches of white beneath the 
fineness of their condition.”” But the oracular sentence with which it 
winds up is, while equally unintelligible, a great deal more effective. 
Speaking of the Cambridge boat it says— 

* The Clasper was by far too heavy aship and dipped se awkwardly in the bows 
that all thought 

This masterly aposiopesis is only to be accounted for by the theory 
that. the writer collapsed under the unwented effort of trying to 
frame a thought. 


Jail Birds with a Vengeance. 

In Lichfield, Connectieut, the Sunday School children sing in the 
jails on a Sinday. We wender whether the ee of this form 
of torture to the unhappy prisoners is legal. If it is, we trust that 
judges in passing sentence consider that once a week the unhappy 
eriminal before him will be torn to pieces by wild Sunday-sehool 
children, amid jubilant hymns dolefully intoned through the in- 
fantile nose. 








FUN. 


THE O’BLETHERUMSKITE. 


Tue O’Bletherumskite 
Was six feet in height, 
As became a great man of such iligaat blood, 
For his boast was to trace 
His illustrious race 
From the old Kings of Hrin, preceding the Flood. 


On his chin there appeared 
A curly black beard, 

Like a cocoa-nut mat in its texture, not hue; 
And his hair would have been 
Of a similar mien 

If the top of his skull hadn't pushed so far through. 
He was grand to behold ! 
A big chain of gold, 

To anchor his watch, on his stomach reposed ; 
And his eyes black and round 
Made you shake, I'll be bound, 


For they always looked fleree, barring when they were closed. 


At. the tavern where he 
Two nights out of three— 
To use his owa la e—* was wont to frequint !"’ 
Not a soul could slip in 
A word or a@ grin 
But he'd fiercely demand “if an insult was mint ?” 


He preferred much, for choice, 
To hear his own voice, 
And he seldom would suffer his taste to be baulked ; 
And he'd rattle his “‘r’’s 
Like Dublin street cyars, 
And scowl if one happened to sneeze while he talked. 


The last heir of a king, 
He'd spout and he d sing, 
And Mr. Macauley’s grand “‘ pome”’ would recite; 
How “ constant in moind, 
With the brawd flood behoind, 
And the foeman in front, braave Hoorahtius”” showed fight! 


The O’ Bletherumskite 
Would at times too indite 
What he called “ little thrifles poetic’’ himself ; 
But they never saw day, 
Or, if printed, they lay 
In unbroken repose on the publisher's shelf. 
But self-love and self-praise 
And self-satisiied ways, 
Lead the world at your ewm price your value to gauge ; 
And each poor silly chap, 
Who frequented the tap 
Of that tavern, believed him the man of the age! 


And Dick Firkin would try 
To cateh the great eye ; 
Bob Dunder would copy his style with delight ; 
And poor little Jukes 
Was persuaded that Dukes 
Weren't as beautiful near as O’ Bietherumskite. 


But, alas, for the day 
W hen the idol gave way, 
And the image of clay came down squelch to the ground! 
And Tommy McHale 
Came in trembling and pale 
To tell the sad tale of the fact he had fuund. 


For Tommy that day 
His adored fiancee 
Had escorted for gloves to a drapery store, 
When whom should he find 
The counter behind ? 
Faith, it startled him so, he igh sank on the floor— 


There. encountered his sight 
The O' Bletherumskite— 
The genius, the swell, the descend :nt of kings !— 
Peddling buttons and tape, 
And laces and crape, 
And trimmings, and braidings, and those sorts of things! 


And now nevermore, 
With his musical roar, 
The O’Dletherumskite makes that tavern resound ° 
The recitings are o'er, 
The * pomes ’ are no more, 
The O' Bletherumskite he can nowhere be found ! 


151 


A 


ee 


it 
? ih 
ye 

i 
Vy 
} 
He. 
/ it 
{| 












{[Aprit 11, 1874, 





Tl) Pil 
AN y 


ATTIRE TMT) 


es 


| 
| 


ee 
AS LIKELY NOT. 


y, my Lady, asof position. Either I am one of the servants, or J am not—either Iam above the servants, or J am 


James :—“ It is not so much a question of pay 
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not—either J am altogether their superior, or J am not. 


say that a man can 
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Chicag-eau de 
Cologne. 


Tue Chicago papers 
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Herald as those of the 
horses in a late handi- ae 
cap race at ee 4 
—vis :-—"* Swop,”’ Cologne. Still we 
“The Nameless One ”’ fancy thut in London, 
and “ The Cripple,” down about Bermond- 
and adds that “ Swop sey or Bow, we could 
give that man fully 
thirty—well, perhaps 
not scents, but stenches. 
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| dvice. 


SHARKsTOOTH, who 
is obligingly pe 
in accommodating 
“ officers and gentle- 
men’’ with the need- 
ful, was a. 
running moun e| “ Benepicr” writes 
other day on a two- to us enquiring if it is 


‘bus. Said the A. FRENCH COOK. true (!) that lage 
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Happy Man! 


conductor—“ Hold Cook :—“*T shall want my three evenings a week ——” Mistress :-—“ , i ; man’ 
tight, Sir!” Cook (with decision) :—“f must! I can't think of giving up ay french pense Ly an’t have that.” —T ™~ s : 
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OUR NEW COOKS. 
THEY DON’T KNOW WHAT’S GOOD FOR ’EM, OR THEY WOULDN'T HAVE 


S8t*f'*rd N*rthe*te :—“ WHAT EVER SHALL I PUT IN THIS?” 
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“OH, ANYTHING ’LL DO! 


Us!” 
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PERFECTION. 


Ici-bas rien n’est complet que la malheur.—Bauzae. 


I’ve lived upon this sorry ball 
Some fifty years or more ; 
Love, hate, joy, grief—I’ve tried them all, 
I’ve tried them o’er and o’er. 
And this doth my experience bring 
As the result to show— 
Misfortune is the only thing 
That's perfect here below! 


Who e’er of riches had his fill— 
There’s always more to heap! 
Of your last penny Ruin will 
But make the cleanest sweep. 
Wealth still its upward course would wing ; 
But smash can’t lower go! 
Misfortune is the only thing 
That’s perfect here below! 


The greatest happiness is crost 
With shades of doubt and dread ; 
But o’er despair, when joy is lost, 
No hopeful ray is shed. 
Like drowning men to bliss we cling, 
But sink beneath our woe ;— 
Misfortune is the only thing 
That's perfect here below ! 


Successes never seem complete, 
You wonder, will they last ? 

There’s not a doubt about defeat ; 
You only stand aghast. 

You ehanges on success may ring, 
Which failure cannot know ;— 

Misfortune is the only thing 
That's perfect here below ! 


Ah, well! I'll lay aside the lyre, | \7 
I fancy that it’s time, : 
Already you appear to tire, | 

And hate my idle rhyme ; 
Though far from perfect what I sing, 
It can’t be ill, you know ;— 
Misfortune is the only thing 


That’s perfect here below! 
| 





¢ 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tuer Oxford and Cambridge Chess Match came off on the eve of the 
boatrace, and the victory remained with the Light Blue, reversing 
the result of last year’s contest. The tournament took place at the 
City Restaurant, Milk Street, where the lists were most artistically 
pitched and adorned. Drapery of commingled light and dark blue 
decorated the walls, aud the room was lit with wax candles, striped 
with the same hues. Several chess notabilities were present, and 


watched the players with interest ; while in other apartments a blind-_ 
fold match, and a match of one player against twelve playing | 


simultaneously, attracted some attention. After the close of the 


contest, a supper, provided as Mr. Alexander Gordon 80 well knows | 


how to provide, awaited the hungry if not weary combatants and a 
few friends, and the evening finished off very pleasantly. 

A bittiard match for £1,000— exactly one pound a point—is a rarity 
even in these days, so rare indeed as to make both Stanley and 
Timbrell, the players, experienced as they are, very nervous. The 
latter proved the winner, as he got a long lead early in the game and 
kept it right through, though had the intervals been called sooner the 
result might have been different; for the lad Stanley, having rested 
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A LITTLE LEARNING IS A DANGEROUS THING. 


Boy, pointing to shop :—“ Loox yr ‘ERE, ALF, AINT THAT A DISGRAORFUL 
BIT O SPELLIN’ FOR REGENT StreEEr ? 


P.A.R.F.U.M.E.U.R! ”? 


writer's efforts are well seconded by the actors, for nobody seemed on 
| the night of our visit to know what he was about. Cleon must have 
| been written for the glorification of Mr. and Mrs. Saker, and as their 
| claim upon glory is small the piece succeeds proportionably. It isa 
| pity to see one or two good actors—notably Mr. F. B. Warde, whom 
| we recollect favourably at the Globe last vear—struggling to galvanise 
' such a corpselike production into vitality; and if this is Liverpool 

taste during the most important week of the year, the Liverpudlian 

mind had better regenerate itself at the earliest possible opportunity. 


A Warm Corner. 
Here is a romance in a nut-shell, or rather sentiment in a corn- 
bin :— 
\WiDow of good address would engage a bona-fide Christian MAN, with small 
capital, as manager in a corn business (sleeping).—State age, if single, and 
religion, by letter. 
The widow's gentle anxiety about ‘‘age, if single” is tenderly 
suggestive. So is indeed the gracefully conveyed information (which 
some might be weak enough to think needless in a mere business 
notice) that she is a widow of good address. And lastly, as no 


and recovered his self-possession, played with great pluck and | romance is complete without a mystery, comes that enigmatical 


resolution towards the finish. ‘The effort was made too late, however, 


mention of a “sleeping corn business.” Whether this means, that if 


and the money after all did not come to London, as was so confidently | the Christian man did not belong to the right flock, a straw mattress 


anticipated. 
Under the head of “ There’”’ a notice of a Liverpool Theatre most 


would be his lot, or that if the hayman were hymeneally eligible 
he might enjoy his oat-’um cum digitate, we cannot divine. But let 
us cut this chaff! 


properly falls in this paper; and perhaps it is fortunate for many of | 
our readers that the Alexandra is just now in Liverpool and not in | stitial ini bttihininhas 


London. 


backs, and in our own case the licensed victualling interests have 
reaped advantage from an incautious study of C/eon and an attempt to 
discover what it means. 
Study is that of calling a lady Kitty Doherty in the programme and 

Aigberth Garston in the dialogue, a performance undoubtedly 
Meritorious, but rather too esoteric for general admiration. The 


Laudable as is the curiosity which would tempt anyone to | 
8ee the absolute worst piece in the world, such temerity has its draw- | 


The only joke we can find after elaborate | 


The Reserve Forces! 


A sTATISTICAL journal records that — 


| The “reserve” of unmarried women in England between the ages of 15 and 21 
| ig set down by the last Census at 1,245,000. 





| Young L. Egibble, who is a bachelor and is doing his best to remain 
so, says this is absurd—unmarried women have no “ reserve,’ and 
would as soon propose to a fellow as look at him. 
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THE STATE OF EUROPE. 
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Russia prepares to travel. Spain is tranquil. Turkey quiet ; and England dresses for a very hot season. 
My diffidence was such, you see, 
DIFFIDENCE. That though he won, ‘twas not for me. 

Wuew winter snows were on the ground The boatrace, fancied I, might yet 

I thought that when the time came round Enable me to win a bet. oe 

That horse I would securely back Thus thinking, the express I took, 

Who'd likel e the Lincoln crack. With full desire to make a book. 

But though I fancied Tomahawk, But though I fancied Cambridge well, 

And often in his praise would talk, And heard they must bear off the bell, 

M diffidence was such, you see, My diffidence was such, you see, 

though he won, ’twas not for me. That though they won, ‘twas not for me. 

At Liverpool I'd often thought es 

That fortune’s favours might be bought A Correction 4 la Mode. 

And so to Aintree’s course I went, A conremPopaRY observes that “the new London daily, the 

On speculation well intent. Independent, so long spoken about, still remains in nubibus.’? We 
don’t think Mr. Newby has got anything to do with it, and as regards 


But — I fancied most, 
And abeut him boast, the ’bus, the street-boys will see to the supply for that ! | 
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LIVERPOOL DOCKS. 
A Mupp te. 


[A DRUNKEN and disreputable, yet only occasional, contributor of ours 
managed to get down to Liverpool lately, and has had the im- 
ertinence to send us the following, which we print in the hope that 
the Lancashire police may make short work of him, and so save us the 
trouble and expense of confining him in the private asylum we keep 
for our special reporters. Friends at a distance will kindly accept 
this intimation.— Ep. } 

On a calm and beautiful evening in the month of March a gentleman 
might have been seen, by anyone competent to recognise such a long- 
felt scarcity, wandering dubiously about the streets of Liverpool. 
Let not the gentle reader scoff, neither let him turn up the silent nose 
of contempt; the hero of our story was a gentleman, the place was 
Liverpool, and the evening was calm and lovely. Why, oh, why is it, 
that such a combination of events seems impossible to the biassed 
mind? ‘The obvious answer to such a question, in the absence of a 
better, is because the mind is biassed. There are other answers also, 
but life is short, and we will continue. 

The stranger was one who had seen many sorrows, and yet it was 
evident that they had been unable to dim the majestic powers of his 
mind, for his ample brow was as yet unwrinkled, while if a suspicion 
of grey tinged his long and lovely locks, the fire still remaining in his 
sunken eye, and the impetuosity with which he hailed a passing 
hansom proved that the hot blood still coursed through his veins like 
molten lava, or whiskey hot with sugar, if you please. In a voice 
tremulous with emotion he said, “ Drive to the docks,” and with a 
flush of the ancient fire which had once so well become him, in the 
days when the Truthful and the Beautiful were one, and when Liver- 
pool was but a little fishing village, unused to the chicaneries which 
are now inseparable from a town inhabited ‘chiefly by Americans, he 
sank back upon the cushions of the vehicle, and would have expired, 
had it not been for a sense of duty which told him that to live is the 
first duty of man, especially when in Liverpool. 

“And this,” said he, taking a crust from his wallet, ‘this is Liver- 
pool; and this,’ referring to the piece of provender, “ is all I shall 
have until I have discovered the exact length of the docks of the 
town.’ With this he gave one great gulp, as though his heart would 
burst, the tears welled from his eyes, and lay in little saline pools 
about the bottom of the cab, and with one longing look at the morsel 
which would be his reward when the task he had so rashly undertaken 
should be accomplished, he replaced it in the knapsack to which we 
have already referred, and which hung gracefully at his side, as with 
a martial air he was about to step from hiscab. Buta thought of 
his duty interfered, and with a recollection that his task was not yet 
accomplished, and a mental reminder that he had no money with 
which to pay the driver, he got back again, and murmured, in 
plaintive accents, ‘‘ Drive on.” 

‘Gentle reader, perhaps I may as well inform you what this is all 
about. The hero of the story, whose portrait I have endeavoured to 
draw for your benefit, was born of poor but honest parents, and early 
gave evidence of a great desire to embark in speculation. At an 
unusually youthful age he would toss for cabers, pancakes, kidney 
pies, and other small delicacies, and it is singular to observe that even 
in these days he preferred the Lancashire system of catch as catch can 
to the simpler Newmarket fashion of two out of three, or the sudden- 
death style peculiar to Whitechapel. As he progressed in life it was 
evident that he would do credit to his education. Comparatively early 
he tossed his father out of the window, and then made a book on the 
old man’s chances of recovery. Alas, for the degeneracy of the pre- 
sent age! Where now is the son who would do likewise, even among 


racing men? And Echo answers where, though what it has to do with | 


that cheap and yet expensive publication, considering our story is 0 
Liverpool, we are not aware. But with the remark that you can’t get 
much for a halfpenny, we will resume. In the fulnezs of time this 
youth learnt to lay the current prices, and though he abhorred 

utchering from the bottom of his soul, dear boy, and considered a 
labouring man as a low and filthy cuss, he succeeded in skinning the 
lamb, a process which in due course brought him to Liverpool. 








ing given him, and of the fact that even the oldest inhabitant has been 
unable to discover their length within ninety-nine miles, he laid two 
to one on the field, and commenced his voyage of exploration. 

Summer followed spring that year, autumn followed summer, winter 
whitened the ground, and the Grand National came round again; but 
still the measurement was uncompleted. Year succeeded year with a 
similar result, and to this day may be seen that once gay and gallant 
turfite, but the shadow of his former self, in his special hansom, now 
regarding the crust he dares not eat, and then vainly endeavouring to 
discover the dimensions of the docks of Liverpool. 


TOWN AND COUNTRY. 


[Ir has been often urged, and with some reason, that pastoral 
poetry must fail to be thoroughly appreciated by dwellers in towns ; 
while on the other hand vers de société, so to speak, that is to say the 
urban verse, must be unintelligible to the rustic. In the following— 
shall we say poem ?—we have striven to meet the requirements of 
both classes of readers. | 


Wuen the day is dying, 


And the { re } is falling ; 


When the winds are sighing, 


Pots is rn 
And the Pb = } calling ; 


When the shadows lengthen 
Neath the poe 2 } bright spots, 
And the outlimes strengthen 


or the { gimme, 20) 


newsboys’ 
When the { Shepherd’ 


Echo through the { —" 


air 
And the { § ou 


Homeward to repair ; 


Robert to his Mary 


on the sly \. 

Hastens | ome the rye J’ 
eae own the airy . 
Gliding { Scum the dairy } . 
( And rabbit-pie } ' 
( His love is nigh § ° 


} voices 


i; 


\ rejoices 


Joy — 


The Female Franchise. 

A uetrrer from the new Premier has just been published, in which 
he gives it as his opinion that the suffrage should be extended to 
women. He is too clever of course not to see that “ the silly party ”’ 
is sure to profit by the support of the sort of women that will vote. 





Auswers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
nied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.3 

Priaycorr.—The right to hiss anything you don’t like at a theatre was 
established by Magna Charta, if not later. Consult Hisstory if you don’t 
believe us. 

G. (Brighton).—“ Stamped,” because we don’t see why we should go 
to the expense of postage on unsolicited contributions. “ Directed,” be- 
cause we cannot waste time in deciphering half illegible signatures and 
addresses. 

W. S.—Answered long ago, and the MS. declined. 

Un Franeais.—There is more Nonsenser than Censor about the Lord 


in’s office. 





Wheth i h bout March | Chamberla 
er lambs are scarce in other parts of the country about Mar Oe ree catia’ fon ots Mail sihiidtin 


we are not in a position to state, but we do know that people go forth 
every year at this time for the purpose of robbing these inoffensive 
little things of their fleece, in the immediate neighbourhood of 
the seaport. But there is justice about, and the shearers often return 
shorn, the clerks of the course, the hotel-keepers, and the hansom 
cabmen being alone able to carry on the campaign ever successfully. 
Years went on, and so did the betting. Grand Nationals were run 
and won, hotel managers made fortunes, the world continued very 
much as usual, and still our hero continued his wild career upon the 
urf, until at last in the course of things he paid his annual visit to 
Liverpool. By this time he had got to believe that he knew every- 
soul? and in a moment of frantic impudence offered to bet that he 


— 


find eut the actual length of the docks. Heedless of the warn- | 


R. D.—You can procure back numbers through your newsman. 
“ Way Tue Porice 2?” .--You had better get six-and-eightpenny worth of 
a lawyer. 


J. M.—Old series or new ? 
Declined with thanks:—J. G. T., Newcastle-on-Tyne; Blowhard; P. 


H. E.;T. W. L. H., Tollington-park; G. S, Manchester; Old Tempus; 
R. G., Richmond; W., Liverpool; L., Leith; B., Bridgend ; 8., Leeds; A. 
H. H., Bristol; M. E. A., Manchester; E. R. Dublin; Yankee; A. H., 
Liverpool; D. C., Dublin; Cheltenham; R. N., Rusgell-square ; Cantab ; 
S , Doncaster ; W. L., Redear; R. G., Glasgow ; Mack, Woolwich; H. A. D., 
| Pendleton; J. M. T. N.; W. M., Islington; T. J., Cardigan ; Toots; A. H., 
King’s-road; Rustic; W. F. P. M., Challaston; A Wandering Hare; 
O. L., Camberwell; G. P. T.; Querist; W. W., Strand. 


| 
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A REFLECTION ON WATER. 


Scientific Old Party :—‘‘ EXTRAORDINARY THING, THAT HIGH TIDE THE 


OTHER DAY—QUITE IMPOSSIBLE TO ACCOUNT FOR IT!”’ 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 367. 


Over the Windsor slopes of green, 
Loud-cheered by those who love her, 
Through the Park rides our English Queen, 
While the skies are bright above her, 
And before her marches the little host, 
The gallant warriors, England’s boast, 
Who have won the fight on the distant coast. 


| 1. He’s always vain, ambitious and impressional, 

| This highly-gifted youth ; 

Thinks there’s no talent in the mere professional, 
| Which is not quite the truth. 
| 
| 
| 
| 


2. With you and me 
It wouldn’t agree 
To live upon this and nought beside ; 
But the “ nigger ’’ chap 
Thinks him blest mayhap, 


N 
aN 


If he gets sufficient to stuff his hide. 


| 3. Of versts there must be 
Some hundreds three, 
| South of Moscow, down 
To this Russian town, 
| Which stands on a stream, or shallow or deeper. 
| That seems in the end to flow into the Dnieper. 


| 4,In the map of Siam if you chance to scan 
| The coast of the Gulf of Martaban, 
Meet with this town you most certainly can! 


Or 


. A person who will persevere in 
Inflicting wrong on poor old Erin, 
To visit which though scarce would suit him,— 
His tenants possibly might shoot him! 


6. In this singular court 
The proceedings are short— 
A rope is run up to a bough or a rafter ; 
hen up the man’s swung, 
And, incontinent, hung ;— 
And the triak—wel!, that is proceeded with after! 


Sotution or Acrostic, No. 365 :—Failure, Success ;— 
Finis, Adieu, Iambic, Logic, Ukase, Rabagas, Em- 


Smart Youth :—“ Reason’s PLAIN BNOUGH—ADULTERATION Act. CAaAn’T press. 


DILUTE THEIR MILK NOW, AND CONSEQUENTLY THERES AN IMMENSE EXTRA 


QUANTITY OF WATER FLOWING TO THE SEA.” 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
APRIL. 

THe Cornhill, despite “Far from the Madding Crowd,” 
“ Livin ” and “ Elizabeth Barrett Browning,’ would be some- 
what dull, if, in “‘ The White Cat,” one whose name is associated with 
the early success of the magazine did not recall to us “‘ the touch of a 
vanished hand’’ in the grace, the humanity, the insight, which it 
must have been one of the pure happinesses of a great father to have 
lived to see develop themselves. 

In the Gentleman's, Mr. Moy Thomas gives an account of “ The 


- Great Trial at Bar,”’ very severe on the prisoner, and full of insinua- 


counties. Me é ee soe should re been stated fully 
or 2 A contributes a capita r on ** Locomo- 
tion in London.” pee. 

The Atlantic Monthly is varied and copious this month. Mr. Aldrich 
continues “ Prudence Palfrey,” and Dudley Warner is amusing in 
“‘ Baddeck.”” “The Cohansey Tea-Fight”’ is a lifelike sketch. Mr. 
E. S. Nadal has chosen an excellent subject for an essay, but, as he 
knows nothing about it, does not succeed. 

Temple Bar brings us to an imbroglio in “‘ Uncle John,’’ out of which 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


Correct Sorvutions or Acrostic No. 365, received 31st Marcl. 
Peggotty; Rodrigo; Ruby’s Ghost. 


it is not easy to see the escape. ‘“ A Chapter about Pets”’ is amusing 
if somewhat difficult to take without salt. ‘ Lamartine” is one of 
those excellent biographical sketches always to be found in this maga- 
zine. ‘‘ Horace without his Toga,” gets feebler and feebler, and the 
versification worse and worse—no wonder, when the writer invokes 
Walker as his mentor! 


In the Argosy, Johnny Ludlow brings his mystery to a somewhat 
lame conclusion in “Sandstone Torr.’”’ The other contents are up to 
the average of the periodical. ‘A Drive te the Land’s End,’ is 
interesting, if only for the truthfal illustrations. 


Good Things is excellent as ever. ‘ Harry Delane’’ is amusing, and 
“‘ Kakadua ” pretty, while the editor contributes a Cottage Song, and 
there ons articles on the high tide and pond life,which are thoroughly 
readable. 

In the Young Gentleman’s, Jules Verne’s “ Field of Ice’’ reaches 
an important crisis. The “ Lost Rifle’ is approaching a conclusion, 
and “ Uncle John’s Adventure’ is very readable. 

Chambers’s has a stirring story, “In Danger,”’ with short and inter- 
esting articles on “ Lights at Sea,’’ “The Sewers of Paris,’ and other 
popular topics. 


MENIER. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC NO. 368. 


A FORTUNATE man is Sir Stafford, I ween, 

For ne’er has Conservative Chancellor been 
Who a balance e’er took 
The right side of the book, 

So let's hope of his profits he will not be mean. 


1. You talk of all the places, 
Which a Tropic summer graces ; 
But show to me a fairer haven 
Than English lawns, well kept and shaven. 


2. The only one in all the world, I guess, 
It earns this title, and deserves no less. 


3. When descends on the Paeific 
The terrific | 
Storm-wind with its fearful shocks, 
I should hasten to the dry land, 
Ana prefer a sunny island, 
Sheltered by surrounding rocks. | 


4. Of all bores, the very worst bore 

That from Italy ever came o'er 

Are those droning and moaning 
Pipe-players, whose stoning, 

For one, I should never deplore. 


5. Though milk appears so placid, 
Within it lurks an acid; | 
But if you do not know it, | 
A chemist soon will show it. | 


6. You must look for this 
Among the Swiss, 
The smallest republic in Europe, I wis. 


7. I have oft heard it said 
Of Margery Daw, 
Who sold her good bed, 
And reposed in the straw. 

Sotution or Acrostic, No. 366.—Easier Sports :— 
Embers, Asp, Salvo, Tar, Emigrant, Rockets. 

Correct So.urions or Acrostic No. 366, received 8th April :— 
Akaysee; Slodger and Tiney; Kittens; Gyp; Annar; Boh; 
A—z; Smug; Trah; Nelly and Pons; Toggs and Weasel; D. E. 
H.; Pussycatsmeow; Winnie; Einna; Pollaky; Yerrip; Cliff; 
Guitar; 8. O. Y.; Kington; Leibig Family; Nolo; W. W. G 
W.; Bruin; Charley and Ti; Ozone; Fern; Peggotty; Charlié 
and Kate; Brice; Hoptop; Deva Tommy; Spheroid; Sidero- 

litai; Margate Vic; Cary Beacon; Pipekop; Sara; Faithful 

ommy; Boodels; Ardmore; Suffolk Dumplings; Lot-lot; 
Buggins and Muggins; Pipekop’s Pupils; Chookanook and 
Cooney; Foots Cray; Nevarec; Kit; Silvia; T. O. B. E.; 
Lindis; O. M.; A. G. Y.; Little Peacocks; Interum Guarantee ; 
Stanley Anglers; Little Aggelia; Bohemian; Crescent; Madcap; 
Your own James; H. A. T.; Making Lanterns; Bunch; Old 


Tom; Ruby’s Ghost. 
C. desires te communicate with Ruby’s Ghost. 
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THE RAIL (IN)-CONVAYNIENCE! 


Pity poor Miss Stilt! The heel of her irreproachable little boot is tightly 
wedged in the groove of the tramway—and one of those ugly, lumbering, roomy, 
comfortable, troublesome cars is rapidly approaching ! 








| a preference for Tomahawk, who cut down all opponents the other day 
at Lincoln. I may as well state here that Couronne de Fer does not 
| mean Sealskin Cap, as many seem to imagine; but fools’ cap it may 


SPORTING NOTES. 


Srr,— As there were no less than thirty meetings last week it was 
impossible for even me to be at all of them, but it being a festive 
season, when sporting writers are in the habit of receiving thanks for 
past services, and eleemosynary bouse abounds, you may depend 
was about. You may also reckon that I was observed. I consider 
it is useless for a paper to be specially represented on a racecourse or 
elsewhere unless the fact is published, and so, just for the good of the 
journal which has the honour of being connected with me, I made 
myself rather a central figure. That I also made myself ridiculous, I 
deny; and am quite sure that any demands upon you for my little 


losings will be more than counterbalanced by the fact that you have | 
upon your staff the only real plunger left upon the turf. So don’t | 


undervalue the blessings you possess, and remember, as the gallant 
and ancient horse-mariner said to me one day, that as long as race- 


horses can keep their heads out of water so long will the turf flourish | 
Which reminds me to keep well in my depth ; | has been generally supposed, but Honour, though why Honour should 


in these happy islands. 
and as it is not possible 
in the space at my command, I will just cursorily touch on the 
Guineas and Derby. For the former race Ecossais seems sure to win, 
as he is another of the best horses of the century according to the old 
gentleman mentioned above, who seems to be in the habit of bestowing 
this rank every quarter, or thereabouts. It is said that he (the horse, 
the Admiral) is trained upon bannocks and barley breo, and that the 
Eibtoch, the philibeg, and the claymore are kept constantly in his 
oose box to remind him that in the same race Rob Roy and Sir 
William Wallace will strive to win, also for the honour and Merry- 
ment of Scotland. As Ecossais runs in the Lombard interest, uncles 
must expect to be busy if he loses. At present, Ecossais also looks 
formidable for the Derby ; but though I object to hatchet-throwing as 


for me to do that and criticise thirty meetings | Play quoits is not stated. 





be for those who depend upon him. The name of George Frederick 
is not attractive, for it doesn’t mean anything to the turfic mind, but 
its bearer will be sure to run well and be near winning. Feu d'Amour 
is a pretty name, anda good many superstitious punters are backing 
him because they think it rhymes to that of the telegraph secretary, 
who always finds out the winner first, when the race is over. But 
we know better on this paper, and as the name of Aquilo reminds me 
that propkesying is dry work, I will leave the City and Suburban till 
my next. AUGSPUR. 


On Guard. 


Tue sculptor of the Guards’ Memorial has written to a daily paper 
explaining what it means. ‘The lady who presides is not Victory, as 


Now, victory is generally present at 
quoit matches, while honour is about as generally absent. [We 
have explained to this idiot that the things he calls quoits are wreaths, 
and he says that makes it all the worse, for Honour never confers 
wreaths, or he would have had one long ago. So we've owed him his 


not | money and let him go.—Eb. } 





Mere Surplusage. 
_ “Aw Advanced Ritualist’? wishes to ask us if Sir Stafford Northcote 
is in the habit of wearing a surplus when he receives deputations ? 





Tue Prayer IN THE Storm.—‘ Steward! Steward! do come here, 


@ rule, so far at all events as the press is concerned, I must confess to | steward !”’ 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 15, 1874. 
THE BELLE OF THE SEASON. 


Cour, cheer we the queenvof the fashion to-day, 
Let her fame be farcarried the wings of the breeze on, 


Her smile is enchanting,;sheramanner is gay— 
She's the Belle of tha Season—the Belle of the Season. 


Is she young? Well, I ownshe was younger when first 
She set her ambition-high honours like these on, 

Ere the hopes then in‘ bud: into blossomehad, burst 
For the Belle of thaSeason— the Belle 6f the Season. 


Is she rich? Wellyofidtete a fortune she's come, 
That she nevercouldshope-te inherit in:reason ;— 
For the first timednlifdéshepogsesses a plum, 
And she's Belleiof tha Season—she's Belle of the Season. 


Has shedovers? Aye;plenty, but some of the crew 
To honour and faith haveeccommitted a treason— 


Threw/over their old loves ta flirt with the new, 
Whb'ecthe Belle of the Season—the Belle of the Season. 


Wil hierreignbe pralonged? * Till the weathercocks change, 
THD the moon-tarne the tide, or the clouds sail the breeze on ; 
TH mane ficklomind féels a4longing to range— 
She'sthe Beallewf the Season—the Belle of the Season. 


—=---0-—- — 


Tue resolution arrived at by the barristers who frequent the Oxford 
Circuit,imreference:to Dr: Kenealy, shows how much people may have 
to do withilaw and equity andat the same time how little with justice 
and fair We have no wish to discuss the question of taste 
exhibited bytthe learned Doctor, during his defence of the now con- 
victed Claimant, but whateverthe did or said was caused by a devout 
belief in thedona fides of his client; and had he proved his case and 
retired sueeesefully, not one of the lawyers now so anxious to trample 
upon theifallen would have thought of :ostracising Dr. Kenealy any 
more thamthe Lord ‘Chief Justice of ‘England-would:i:have dreamt of 
appealingeto the fledgelings.who are never:seennin Court:exeept as 
listeperexand spectators. Barristers have before:mow been sent :to 

-owaeconseiences.s.2nd, anyhow, the. 

it have«prejudiced a case which is still subject-of 
inquiry. This is in itself a satire on the ‘‘contempt of court’’ grievances 
so often and so recently set up by those who fall into the error they 
complain about directly their own interests are at stake or their own 
feelings are affected. But apart from the question of law and its 
connection with justice, we should like to know how much private 
feeling, and professional jealousy had to do with the lead taken. in this 
matter, and how. many. of the “overwhelming majority”’ of votes 
came from barristers who never yet pleaded a case, and whose chief 
anxiety is to curry favour with the magnates of the circuit. And 
what amount of true gentlemanliness can there be in a body of men 


that so ruthlessly deprives one of its own order of ‘his living, and ruins | F 


not‘onty him but maybe his children, simply because he happens. to 
fall. under the. displeasure of a judge who was-—-though on. the 
victorious -side !—as partial as any counsel? ‘Truly,there is more 
human nature in lawyers than we had hitherto believed, after all. 


eee 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 

Kuve. Corrzr is not-so Essentially Dunn.as was expected. _ Is tryi 
to dodge the Treaty. — Better news:from, Bengal. Teciinoainncnion 
againet.with Hindu-rance. = King Oacabau has been good enough: to 

a present of the-Fiji Islands. We have ae islands 

en y- = Coalis coming down. But then the t 
18 going up! =< Application fora new trial in the Tichborne case. 
Oh! “When Arthur first in Court -began ” etc! — Rumours of the 
approaching wedding of the Prime Minister. “Aye, marry it is!” 
are. = Prince of Wales’s Theatre reproduces “ The:School for 
Scandal.” “Coram populi,” says the Daily Telegraph. ‘We: should 
have tried coram populo first, as being mare 


escapes with worse than a. > so much the better. — 
Vicar of Richmond gets into hot water for ‘building otis wall 
ae pr arent hig = onconformist portions of the Cemetery. 

it is not practically high enough or -low h to eff 
division in the next world, he had better pullit ion a oe, 


The Battle and: the: Breeze. 
ae Fact that the a boat got se ene Cambrid 
-Viver was somew reugh, proves well for . 
Blue that it blew light. a a 
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exactly the reverse:of what Dr: Kenealy-did+for: 


ermometer : 


My Telegraph. en 


grevely-upon Dr. Kenealy. Tf 
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“QUE JE SUIS: MALADE!” 


Rumnrie, bumble, bumble, went the engines of the Dover Packet as 
' she left the Calais Pier. In the cabin.sat six ladies, all of whom 
hoped for exemption from sea-sickness and prayed for a-speedy and 
comfortable passage across the Channel. 

The Dover Packet had been upon the sea about ten minutes when 
she gave a gentle squirm. It was not much of a squirm, yet it seemed 
to suggest to one of the ladies a train of profound and gloomy 
reflection. , 

There was present an elderly Frenchwoman of humble class, who 
evidenced a kind and benevolent spirit by distributing to all about her 
bits of ginger root, which she declared to be an infallible preventive 
against mal de mer. 

~The Dover Packet had been upon the sea twenty minutes, when she 
gave several prolonged and decided squirms. Two more ladies 
become seriously meditative, and the one first. mentioned lay down. 
But the old Frenchwoman still industriously chewed ginger root and 
loudly recommended its virtue as a preventive against. mal de mer. 

The Dover Packet had been on the sea twenty-three minutes when 
the squirming became chronic. All the ladies became pensive. 
Three lay down and covered their features with handkerchiefs, even 
as did Czesar his when he fell expiring’at the foot of Pompey’s statue. 
The old Frenchwoman gradually ceased to chew, distribute or recom- 
mend ginger root. 

The Dover Packet had now been on the sea twenty-five minutes. 
The squirming was unmistakable and incessant. Shesquirmed laterally 
and perpendicularly. The lady who had first lay down suddenly 
arose spasmodically and uttered an ejaculation. It came from the 
depths. It was not in any known tongue, but all knew its purport. 
Then she relapsed into profound silence, threw herself hopelessly back 
on the pillows and wanted todie. Again she roused herself and uttered 
another ejaculation. That came from the depths. Meantime, the 
horrible squirming of the Dover Packet went on continuously. 

The Dover Packet had been on the sea thirty minutes, when the 1. 
Frenchwoman suspended chewing, distributing and recommendin:: 
ginger root altogether. She commenced to droop. Then the Dover 
Packet reached a spot where it had left something at the bottom o! 
the:Channel, and seemed to be going down after it. At this, the oid 
Frenchwoman broke her silence by an ejaculation and an exclamation. 
The. exelamation was * Que je suis malade!’’ The ejaculation came 
from the depths. She appeared also to have lost.all faith in the virtue 
of ginger root as a»preventive against mal de mer. 

For the next sixty minutes the Dover Packet seemed to have left 
any amount of articles.at the bottom of the Channel, and at every deep, 
prolonged and: horrible reach she made to bring them up, the old 
Frenchwoman invariably remarked “ Que je suis malade !”’ 

As for the other five ladies, they reclined..in simple unadulterated 
misery. They lost all interest‘in earthly things. Their peace o? 
mind. was broken and destroyed. Remorselessly and ruthlessly, tho 
Dover Packet plunged and squirmed, dead and deaf to human misery 
and remonstrance. Existence was to six women a grievous burthen. 
i gossip, scandal lost..all their charms. A few. cynical men 
looked on in fancied superiority and smiled. They deemed themselves 
above any such weakness. One by one they went on deck. It was 
not. a; pleasant. night to remain.on deck. . There were rain and wind. 
The air was raw:and chill. Yet they stayed there along time. They 
were all looking over the rail tosee what the Dover Packet was trying 
to bring up from the bottom of the Channel. The few who did 
re-enter the cabin seemed to have met with adversity. They retired 
into .corners, and, turtle-like, drew their heads close between their 
shoulders. 

Meantime, the old Frenchwoman was involuntarily very busy. 
The failure of ginger root as a preventive against mal de mer was 
total and complete. She did not. hide sher. miseries. She saw no 
merit. She.reiterated the remark many times, “ Que je suis nvalade !” 
It was indeed so. Her organization seemed under process of 3 
thorough overhauling. 

The Dover Packet: was thorough: and persistent in its work. 

At last, we. lay quietly at the Dover Pier. It wasall over. The 
Channel was.a brief but bitter memory. ‘Che Dover Packet, as the six 
ladies tottered and stumbled up:the narrow gangway plank, grumbled, 
rumbled and hissed viciously at them through its escape pipes. A% 
the old Frenchwoman gained a.solid .footing.on ‘‘ Perfidious Albion,” 
she turned and cast all her ginger root.into the sea. 


Three Courses. 


A Spranisx correspondent observed the other day— 


eonnes of the nation.are fixed.on Bilbao. Close to that city, upon which 20° 
shells daily, are between 50,000 ‘and 60,000 soldiers—Spaniard 


Spaniard —to hehe or come ‘to terms, the latter being now very improb- 
“To. fight or-come to terms’’ the onlyalternatives ? Pooh; with 
a eee there is always a-third course. They could both run 
away 
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LARGO AL GAPPERINO. 


[ ACCEPT an engagement on this paper with great reluctance. This 
reluctance is not born of diffidence, for [am-thoroughly eompetent.. I 
cawmiove my readers to'tearsr to laughter, at my convenience. Ican 
nielt them with grief by'thewitchery of my logic, or stir them to mad- 
ness With a joke—make'them burn-with admiration of this journal, or 
fante*with indignation against a rival sweet. These, my‘friends, are 
mere trifles; they are the trieks of my'trade. The skilled writer holds 
pis reader’ in the hollow’ of his«hand, and can caress him-or spill 
him-out' as he likes. Any writer can tell you that. Nor is the 
reluetance of which I speak due in any degree'to the rascally 
remuneration offered. Believe me, I might be promised twice as 
much without feeling any more discouraged than I domow. No, no: 
the causes Of’my unwillingness lie far deeper. Stand'byme, amiable 
folk, while ‘T:tarnthem up. 

\J2am a’ born”megasinist ; atleast.the tendrils of yinfant mind 
felesedftly round’and round the momiént they ‘were put forth, finally 
clasping- their baby fingers about'the monthlyquill. ‘Perhapsithey |. 
were unsensciously directed by leading-strings of ssympathy*withi the 
monthiy*turse. -Who'shall say? We live, my good friénds,’in a 
m s world—a- world in which hidden influences*are:at»work 
anseon, politeriess forbidding investigation. Shall*we imitate the 

vilgar curiosity of Science? Shall we raise! the ‘hue and:ery-wpon 

Natare ? Shallewe stare at naked Truth? ‘I:have'been told' Pmight 

wiéldrwith. creditnot only’ themonthly, butithe quarterly; pen. It 

mayebey who: knows the limit of his powers watil, alas! hevchastrans- 
“i¢? “Who-can test'the length of his tether’ without »unecoiling 

it? Not I; woéryou, nor yet both of us. 
To one who'was tothe motthly manner born itis hard;very hard, 
to walk with bowed héad the lower plané of weekly literature. And 
below this level ? ‘Darkwess!. Despair! Death! The Daily ’Press! 

Perhaps it may come to that,for it-has come to this. 

“Thus it was—and is: More than eight years ago I wrote for the 
*“Psyohopomp, a monthly magazine of Literature, Criticism; Paleon- 
teldgy, and Art,” a’thoughtful<essay onthe exuviwe  of- oranges. 
Indulge’ the amiable vatity of’ an'wathor by supposing: this to have 
heen’amost meritorious article. It oot: v5 To my remons- 
trance the editor’craelly replied by‘sitence. -To my request that the 
marascript be'returned, he answered that it was destroyed. I had 
etained no copy. I wrote another article, in no way inferior to the 
first, and sent it to the Gynograph. It was rejected; but, taught 
wisdom by experience, I had kept a duplicate. This I destroyed. 

Again I converged my intellectual forces upon an engaging social 
problem, forwarding’the solution to that deservedly popular publica- 
ition—monthly, one’ Bobthe Coalhole. The-article did not appear, 
‘and the retained copy Iecommitted to the tlames, as before. 

*~But to mention particular magazines is invidious; I tried them all 
inteavny'and allim- vain. At cach repulse my life lost something of its 
gavour; bat I lived on. 

WWhat Lam about to relate isso surprising—so out of the course of 
‘aeture—that I hesitate: to setit'down. It is a fact of my experience, 
‘batSso: incredible that I doubt it-mmyself. My friends, I have read 
‘Gal liver-and’Munchausen, and‘I'believe*them. I. have studied: the 
Mil yepapers,;andagree with the views expressed in-theleaders. Mr. 
®tanley's:account of how he found oe ts a fow — 
ities, ‘bat these [hope my ‘growing* a in-time remove,or a 
Weast::sarmount. The Carlint:-sibviees* trons ‘Bilbao are undoubtedly 
true. Bat what:I have to relate: does, oe ran a lie of the 

or himself. 


« Be 


first mageiitude. ‘The reader must ja 

I ha@*sade name and: fame,not in: literatare, but in war. Dis- 
custed *with my ill success in the only walk L-eared to pursue, I flung 
myself into the Abyssinian: hoping for an honourable 
ipravetin«some dry, sechaded»spot.. ‘"yone must remember the 
‘emplditseofthe “ eer ae ? as my countrymen were 
5 to-vallme. Thewstory of how I\léd~my sanguinary troop of 


| ainstthe enemy's ironclads, and "brought off my entire force 
‘ithout the Joss’ of ‘a man,thas been.told in a score of languages; and 
(wéeer twice alike. But fightimg:did not fill the void in my heart; the 
(thanks: of Parliament seemed a*mockery ;.on the Victoria Cross I 
i duffered the:pangs of crucifixion ! 

+A Uthat: time there was a ragefor posthumous literatare; the 
{Periodicals would publish almost’ amything one might write, if one 
!Would ‘only die when it was written. Every number of every maga- 
izine~eomtained from one to a half#dozen posthumous papers. The 
{ no chance. I remember'being ji by a noes 
toa leading. magazine, thathaving indiscreetly handed in severa 
| papers he Sent fo bodily: fear‘dost the editor should:killthim.. - Here 
\avas Glearly my opportunity. Iwas weary of life; I. coveted: the 
iditinetion of print. My-mamewas nowso well known that-‘my “ last 
“words” would be eagerly-smatched:at, and printed with such 
' Captivating headings as these’t’“‘A» Voice from the Beyond” ; “ Hark! 
from the Tomb ” ; “ Talking Batk,” &c. 


‘took retired lodgings, stored my rooms with stationery, and for 
two months laboured night and day—worked the oil out of my joints, 





‘been ‘heard atnile ! 


the fire out of my soul, the hair off my head, and the flesh off my 
bones, preparing articles on all manner of subjects, but principally 
life, death, and immortality. I prepared three for each magazine in 
‘England. These articles, my'friends, would, I think, have delighted 
you. When all were finished I sealed and stamped them, addressin 
each packet to its proper periodical, and left them on my-table. 
made my will, wrote a lying entry in my diary explaining the motive 
of my terrible deed, and walked away in the night to' the most popular 
cemetery in London, imtending to commit suicide. I entered by 


‘climbing in over’ the-wall.. \L drewtthe deadly: steel from my pocket, 


métimy throat. “Now,’’ said I, “come 
ust:then' the moon came out and flooded the 
cemetery with light. 


Believe me ‘now, ‘friends, if-ever. In three minutes: every 
corpse in that-field had got upinits might clothes, taken a look’atthe 


smd placed the edge 
Death, come’Fame!”’ 


“weather, and:sat down beside:its tombstone to write a» posthumous 


article for: some: magzine! The scratching.of their pens could have 
: One yellow and fleshiess old rascal near sme 
nodded. familiarly’while arranging his paper, and remarked that the 
dead had never enjoyed such opportunities of! literary distinction in 
all their lives, and for his part he looked’ for nothing less than a world- 
wide fame if he were spared. 

It is' needless’ to: say that in'the face ofsuch: competition I relin- 
quished. my design,.and, broken by a second ‘disappointment,: resolved 
to seek im the weekly press a market for my wares. 

But’ l-was born a magazinist. 





MY FIRST LOVE. 


Wr metvone-evening in the dance ; 
And I—thewreenest. 6fiEtonians— 
Felt fasczaated bya: e 
She gaveune in the ** Galedonians.”’ 
‘The topics’ we converséd upon 
Were music and the-dramamerely, 
And yet my silly heart-was gone ;— 
It was indeed—or very nearly. 


Long after that unguarded hour 

I sent her photographs in letters ; 
And did the utmost in my power 

To grow as ardent as my betters. 
I wooed in poetry and prose ; 

In each I swore I loved her dearly ; 
‘Etold her truly, goodness knows, 

I did indeed—or very nearly. 


An early love is quite alone ; 
It brooks no seeond-hand revival ; 
And such a love'I-deemed my own 
Until I found’ Tchad a rival. 
I only hadamyself to thank ; 
Bat bremember, pretty clearly, 
Thatallbmy life:was made a blank ; 
It-was imdeed—or very nearly. 


And: Thave loved:and loved again ; 

Andhave not finished yet, it may be. 
‘My memory:can scarce retain 

‘Phe love Lmursed when half a baby. 
But, while I was a boy at school, 

I must confess (and quite sincerely) 
L-acted like a Little fool ; 

I did indeed—or very nearly. 


—[—]—S_=_ 


And likely to be. 


Some people are often said‘not to know what they really do want. 
Whatevermay be his other failings, the same complaint can hardly be 
urged against the constructor of this :— 

WANTED, in the house of@/ professional gentleman, a’ neat, cleanly, and 


industrious GENERAL SERVANT. Awidow, without iucumbraneepwould 
suit, and Irish not objeeted to: “ She must be able to eook:potatoes and plain joints 


thoroughly, an early riserysober, of good character, and not less than thirty years 
of age. The family issmall. No chiidren. :To sucha persona comfortable'piace 
is open, with kind tremtmemt, and £1 sterling» per month.—Apply at.the 
oftice, ——. 

We-know a widow*with6at incumbrance, who is also Irish, andbas for 
cooking thoroughlypshewwotld suit advertiser down to the ground. 
Only .the other/daysshe: cooked our dinner so thoroughly that she 
reduced the potateésto#eup, and carbonised a loin of lamb so that ite 
own mother woultimevér have recognised it. Still you can’t have 
everything in this-world—she is not an early riser, and she has been 
seen looking at a glass of gin, in a shop window. But she swears to 
nine-and-twenty. 
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RUSKIN AND REALISM. 
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** How much better, oh, Oxonians, is*this then the vain pursuits of rowing 
and cricket !’? 
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And your bird-slaughter become useful to man ! The sons of labour, havin ~.thing else to do, will go in for being amateur- 
gentlemen. A.d we shall all live happily ever after! 
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MY FRIEND JONES. 


Wuen I was a romantic youth, | 
’Gainst Jones my hate was keen ; 
For we were both, -to tell the truth, 
In love-with Ellen Green. 
Now dones was plain as plain could be, 
Dull; plodding, and precise, 
A stupid. drudge—while, as for me, 
Why I-was.rather nice ! 


Now Jones is: wealthiest, of Cits, 
And Ellen is:his spouse; 
While I am living on my.wits, 
And do not oft carouse, 
for Ellen, while a girl, had thought 
Her husband I should be, 
But.time.a wise experience brought, 
Shewmarried Jones—not me! 


She told.me frankly what she thought-— 
“ Don’t deem me weak or rash, 
I love you dearly, but I ought 
Of course.to marry cash.” 
I quietly resigned my hopes, 
So here the story ends :— 
And Jones.is: doing well in soaps, 
And we're uncommon friends. 


And when I look at Mrs, J., 
Who’s old, and fat, and red, 
‘“‘ Thank heaven she jilted me,”’ I say, 
‘“‘ And married Jones instead !”’ 
And thus:a happiness serene 
ft For sorrow past: atones ; 
To reseue me from Ellen Green 
| 


Was truly. kind of Jones! 
A COLLIsIon ! ’’ 


QUERIES FOR COMPETITION-WALLAHS. 


Tue following new code of questions (on subjects of general culture) 
has been drawn up for the benefit of candidates for appointments in 
the Civil Service :— 

Can all blacksmiths ‘‘ shoe the cud ”’ ? 

Was the demand of the Tichborne jury for extra payment part of 
Dickins’s ‘‘ Great Expectations”’ ? 

Is the Cryterion a ‘‘ House of Call’’ ? 

Do (Tichborne again) Mr. Dickins and his eleven colleagues repre- 
sent the “* Old Jewry”’? 

Has a cat-o’-nine tails any twenty-fifth claws ? 


Will the new Home Secretary transact business on the “ square ”’ or | 


on the “ cross”’ ? 

Can Mr. Darbishire (the Oxford coach) “ spar”’ ? 

Should not (in view of an “ execution ’’ at Eton) the line, “ As the 
twig is bent so is the tree,” be read, ‘‘ so is the boy, inclined ”’ ? 

Does the Freneh ‘‘ Septennate’”’ mean seven and eightpence ? 

Isn’t the Comte de Shambord a real bore ? 

Did “‘ Echo” answer ‘‘ where ?”’ or “‘ one Halfpenny ”’ ? 

Is the editor of the Globe the pink of politeness ? 

Did Harvey discover ‘‘ the largest circulation in the world’’? and 
did he discover it in Fleet-street ? 

Should photographers heave bricks ? 

If an Irishman lived over a well-known oyster warehouse in Maiden 
Lane, Covent Garden, would he enjoy Home Rule ? 

Which do you prefer, “‘ Ready-money Mortiboy’’ or Credit Foncier ? 

Has not Baron Grant a clear right to be styled “ Albert, the good- 
natured ”’? 

Why 
effect of closing the doors of the Princess's? And if John Knox had 
ae. Mary Queen of Scots would he have proceeded to “ ring the 

lle”? 

Is Admiral Rows a man of peace? 

Is tt true that when Captain Grubbe landed at Portsmouth he forth- 
with purchased a crusty loaf, and a pound of the “ best fresh,” and so 
made the butter fly ? 

Was the forthcoming “Sea of Ice” really written by the late Mrs. 
Alfred Gatti ? 

If the saloon-keepers besieged by the American whisky war- 
women “ offer to treat,’’ what are the ladies to do ? 

Was the text, “There is corn in Egypt,” a favourite text with 
John Bunyan? When corn is “in the ear’’ does it ever develop into 








should the announcement of “ John Knocks”’ have had the | 
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WHAT IT HAS COME TO) 


Matter of fact Traweller :—“ Now, Ma’am, IF YoU HAVE ANY PARTICULAR CHOIOR, JUST 
SAY sO:—WHERE AMI TO SIT, AND WHICH OF THE CHILDREN AM J: TO SQUASH IN CASE OF 








_@ bunion; and is Bunyan in the ear equivalent to having to listen 
_to the “ Pilgrim’s Progress’”’ read by your deaf aunt on a rainy after- 
noon ? 


Latest from Lord’s. 

A “younce Latin scholar’’ writes to ask whether, in view of the 
plenitude of peers made by the late administration just before leaving 
office, the motto of the Gladstone Government should not most appro- 

_priately be “ Finis coronet opus.’’ For shame, young man! You 
' will be telling us next that the Liberal Leader's estimate of their own 
merits was “lord-atory.”” Yes; and we know what you might further 
have the impudence to say :—that sensible architects generally rest 
their structure upon piers ; but that with cabinet-makers the peers are 
not made till the edifice is on the point of tumbling to pieces. Away, 
sir. Go and be funny in the House of Commons. They want a wag 
there, for Whalley’s wit, since Great Tichborne-street was doomed to be 
blocked up for fourteen years, has been sicklied o'er by the pale cast 
of thought. 


Quarter-day Earthquakes. 


A TELEGRAM from Algiers says :— 


A shock of earthquake was felt here at Cherchel and at Milianah to-day, and 
rents have been made in several houses. 


This occurred on the 29th of March. It is curious to notice that at 

about the same time there were severe shocks felt in many English 
| houses, where rents were found unpaid. This fact seems to establish 
| one or other of the scientific theories concerning earthquakes ; namely, 
| that they are closely allied to the rent of lands and tenements. 


| Literary Note. 
' Lorp AmBeR.ey is said to be engaged on a work on Buddhism. 
| We may hope, when that is completed, possibly to have from his pen 
| treatises on two others subjects of which his knowledge is equally 
_ extensive—Lithotomy, and Naval Manceuvres. 

And: still he is not Mappy. 
A scIENTIFIc paper states that— 


The most accurate map of the moon has just been completed at Athens by the 
Professor of Astronomy there. 


| If he is wise he will publish it. It will have an immense sale, to judge 
from the number of unrestrained lunatics one meets with. 
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LEAVES FROM SIR WILFRID LAWSON’S DIARY. 
Tue melancholy story ef John Pumpwater was revealed to me in a 
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LOOKING AT IT PRACTICALLY. 


Governess :—“ WHAT DID YOUR GODFATHERS AND GODMOTHERS THEN FOR you?” (4 pause. Question repeated ; another pause.) 
Elder Brother :—“ On wf you pieass, Miss Evpgrserry, CHARLIE DON’T KNOW; MY GODPA BOUGHT ME A SPOON AND FORK, BUT HIS 
GODPA DIDN'T DO ANYTHING,” 








tion, his bones and tissues became so saturated with water as to 

SPIRITUALISM. involve him in a worse fate. He could never be warm for fear of 

I prp not believe in spirits at all, evaporating, never cold for fear of freezing, never jump for fear of 
And fancied all mediums sinners ; splashing. His clothes were soaked, everything about him was 
But I entered my name in Mid Temple Hall, soaked, and he had no hope of ever being dry again. They took him 
And, in order to eat my dinners, to the doctors; the first of whom recommended powdering his body 

I chambers secured in Pouncebox Lane, with quicklime. This absorbed some water, and covered him witha 
With a laundress, who called herself Honour O’Shane. fine cement, but when he moved, the cement cracked and fell off, and 
his case was worse than ever. Another advised the free use of 

But when I had dwelt there a week or so, blotting paper, but when several reams had been soaked, he was so 
My faith about spirits was shaken; much diminished in size, that it was clear that perseverance in this 
The brandy and whisky and rum would go treatment would end in blotting him out altogether. At last, by the 


Till decanters were quite forsaken ; advice of an old practitioner, he was sent to London. There, the 
9 I felt aoe in a Lane, impure liquids supplied by the London water companies contained 

o medium could rival my Honour O’Shane. ape are matter to restore his frame, while the sight * 2 ap - 

op ante magni sewage water completed a conversion to alcohol for whic 

Bet T fond then Seah ae nf ay oxy’ his misfortunes had prepared him. He now drinks almost as much 
Yet Mrs. O’Shane never feared then i. intoxicating liquor as the rest of us, but he still has so much water in 

Though sometimes she spoke rather thickly : his constitution, that he is obliged to take his spirits neat, while the 
So I've banished all spirits from Pouncebox e only wine he can touch is the sherry of our refreshment bars. He 
: feels that he is saved, but has had a narrow escape. 


——— ee 
Sold Again. 


Ir is a sad thought for a woman, that she can never purchase a pew 
a ese dress! For as soon as she has bought it, it is (s)old! It is an equally 
John, while yet a boy, was inveigled into joining a Band of melancholy reflection for a man, that to overcome this grievous diffi- 


Which is rather a for old Honour O’Shane. 





tlt 


Hepe. In very early years he developed a taste for drinking. His eae ” “ 
ion for water was ao strong that he would prate of its excellences t in old te ome it oe aa adicge buy the dress—so that althoug 


ike a lover of his mistress, and resented the drinking of a glass of 
beer by anyene else as a personal insult to himself. In this, perhaps, Oe ee 
he did not differ from most teetotallers, but his peculiarity was that Hayti and Ate. 


believed all he said, and practised what he ched. He; Arrarrs in Hayti are still in a very unsettled condition, we learn 


became such a drunkard in water t he never could be said to be | from the Continental Herald. How can it be otherwise when the 
absolutely sober, and though he was safe from spontaneous combus- | political thermometer always stards at Heighty even in the shade! 
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_ the best way-to “ fine” Coffee Calcalli was to burn his capital about 
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A SONG. 
For Music. 


WREATHE red roses in my hair, 
Strew their blossoms everywhere ; 
If you tell me ’tis too soon— 
Roses do not blow till June,— 
Bring me onions, lettuce, rue,— 
Anything, in short, will do. 


ut me bind your forehead thus 

ith the gay asparagus, 

Let glad radishes combine 

With the beet-root’s crimson twine, 
And let: Brussels’ sprouts outvie, 
Blossoms.of the brocali. 


Add beside, at my request, 
Dandelions.to the, rest; 

Wreaths.and garlands thus-we bring 
As the harbingers of -spring. 

And when.we have dong.our ballad, 
We can make them, into.salad ! 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Messrs. JoycE AND FIELD, encouraged by the success which 
attended on their speculation at the Haymarket Theatre a few months 
back, have opened the Holborn, again relying on the comicality of 
Mr. J. S. Clarke, and in furtherance of their object have invoked the 
aid of ‘the prolific pen of Mr. H, J. Byron.” That witty gentleman 
has, in reply to the application, supplied ‘‘an original drama of domestic 
comic, and: melodramatic interest, in five acts.’’ So the programme 
calls it, though many were on the first night visibly inclined to treat 
the production as a splendid specimen of true burlesque, and laughed 
at it most consumedly. Indeed, there can be little doubt that,Mr. 
Byron’s intention 1s to ridicule the old style of drama in which villainy 
and virtue, comicality and crime, play. important parts, and no one can 
deny that he has succeeded. Mr. Clarke, asa needy lawyer, is of course 
very funny, as.Mr. Clarke always is; but he was hardly so successful 
as Messrs. Wainwright and Nelson, as the two thieves, impenitent and 
remorseful. In his dialogue, the author now and again repeats himself, 
andj “the.chronic state of bailiffs’ joke is more out of place in the 
mouthof:a country slavey of the most depressing class, than it-was in 
that of De Lacy Fitz Altamont. That the action is brisk may be 
guessed by the fact that the whole of the five acts,,including fairly 
long intervals between each, occupy little more than two hours; .and as, 
during nearly the whole time the piece is playing, the laughter is long 
and loud, there.can be no doubt that the’aim of actors, author, and. 
leagees is achieved, and that the success of the experiment is established, 
The play was originally called Black Mail, but, owing to an intimation 
that Mr. W. Phillips had arranged to use the same title, the author 
re-christened his: piece, and. called it the Thumbscrew. It would seem 
by this that “‘ first come first.served’’ does not apply to the names of 
new dramas. 

_A series of dissipations. peculiar to Eastertide have occupied our 
time to such an extent, that the task of understanding, or of attempting 
to understand, May, or Dolly’s Delusion, the new piece at the Strand, 
must be postponed, till an. opportunity for calm and serious investiga- 
tion occurs. At present it reminds us of the Milky-White order of 
domestic drama, without any of. the cream and with too much of.the 
domesticity. But it was hardly to be expected that constructor of 
bad burlesques could;at once transform himself into.a writer of good 
dramas. However, the acting. is far from bad, Miss. Swanborough 
doing: her duty cheerfully and with spirit, and Messrs. Terry, Odell, 
neon and Cox, fighting hard for success, and in eaeh case. nearly 
obtaining it. 

Messrs. Valnay and Pitron, after but one week’s rest, have com- 
menced their summer season at the Princess’s, a house which from its 
position should in their hands ensure numerous subscriptions as well 
as plentiful attendances of the ordinary kind. The merry laughter 
which is sure to re-echo through the Oxford-street house, will doubtless 
sound strange to anyone who visited it during the run of the play 
that Mr. Wills intended to be funny, but not so strange as the 
announcement just made, that the Lord Chamberlain has listened to 
reason and is prepared to remove some famous French plays from his 
Index Expurgatorius. 

As usual during a holiday season, the St. James’s Hall minstrels 
have started on an entirely new programme, to the delight of thousands 
who never seem to have their fill of Moore’s melodies or of Burgess’s 
sauce. The chief attraction of the Easter entertainments has been 
Lecocq’s “*Chceur des Cuisiniéres,” with words by Mr. H. S. Leigh, 
which are well worthy of that gentleman’s reputation. There are 
alsomany other new songs and all the old favourite singers. 


Acclimatisation. 

Tue doctors have very properly.ordered Sir Garnet Wolseley off to 
some warm spot in Southern Europe, in order to acclimatise, him 
gradually, and avoid risk from,too Salita exposure to our cold seagon. 

The idea, is an excellent one, and suggests others. Oflicera,y jng 
| from Ashanti—where the. ladies are so.lightly—not to say ali ly— 
clothed, will become gradually, recongiled and accustomed to the, l 
costume of. civilization by a visit, to certain of our Theatres, where, the 
style of dress more nearly approaches that of savage-land. 


Fox and; Geese. 

L’ Univers. Illustré shows the usual, amusing ignorance of 
matters combined with an affootanicth.ot kaqetae the minutest 
details in a biography of the Premier, It-saysthat idan, if he had 
not taken 

A secondary but. lucrative. place in the Cabinet on the Treasury Benches, might 
have sat on the woolsack by the side of his friend Fox. 
He might also have caught silly geese (in the shape of writers for the 
lustre) with his friend Fox, if circumstances had been equally 


favourable. 


Vive la Commune! 

Somz of our contemporaries are astonished at the fact that Roche- 
fort and his companions were not drowned when they adventured on 
the Pacific Ocean in an open boat. Ridiculous! How could they be 
drowned? They were born for quite another fate. 


Answers to Correspondents. 








responsible for loss.j 

W. W. (Burton-crescent),-- You have evidently been reading the old 
volumes of Fun. But we keep a memory on the premises. 

A Reapee.—Stop at that! Don’t try to turn writer. You're happier 
as youare. The public will be happier too, 

A Bacinner.—Let there be no end to you. Stop where you are. 

— (Heneage-street).—But how could we write to you when you don’t 
sign your name? 

T. H. L.—Suppose, before you begin attacking other people, you have 
the courage to give your own name and address, eh ? 

S. (Walworth).—We should publish poetry possibly if we got it. You 
haven’t tried us. 

L. T. (Bristol).—The first number of Fun was, published about half- 
way through this century. Is that near enough ? not try Doctors: 
Commons. 

Pirrirz.—More of a Foxite, as you are too clever to give your name. 

JANBERTOES.—Thanks for the suggestion. 

G.—Never in Fun. 

Declined with thanks :—Sperans, Hull; S., Foley-street ; Wobbler ; F.. 
Berwick ; Slowcoach; G. B., Birmingham; H., Liverpool; “R. T.; F. V. M., 
Rakgar ; J. C., Leeds; W. W., Liverpool ; Q., Bayswater; F.G., Islington: 
J. R., Camberwell; H. E. C., Bath; F. T. T., Egremont ; Arcades Ambo ; 
J. Yonkers; W. ©., Winchester; C. P., Derby; S., Cardiff; W. W., 
Birmingham; L. W. E., Commercial-rogd ; W., Burton Crescent ; B. W., 
Stourbridge; J. K., Dundee; Akaysee; M.A. P,; W. S., March; Old 
Jewry; T. S., Wimbledon ; H. W., Brighton; A Z., Limerick; 8., Leeds; 
Le Misérable; C., Fetter-lane; Luoaticus; A. J.; D., Peckham; S. M.; 
G., New York; Querist; M. P.; Toodles ; A Critic ; F., Barnsbury. 





‘‘Le coeur léger.”? 

‘‘ Hoory-root, man,” observed a gallant private to the assistant- 
surgeon of the “‘ Black Watch,’ when he was taken to the rear, with 
five bullet wounds in his body and three in his skull, “ I’m just a 
‘Black Watch’ that’s jewelled im echt holes.” Another surgical 
meera tion was needed to get the joke into the assistant-surgeon’s head. 

-B. The original Black Watch had a silver case, but it was pinched 
a its ‘Highland owner (to make it go faster) till it turned black. 

ence the name, “ pinchback.”’ 





Coffee-grounds. 


_ Driep seleskins, isinglass, a red-hot coal, and egg-shells are used 
indifferently by housewives who have never heard of a “ Percolator,” 
for the purpose of “ fining ”’ coffee. Sir Garnet Wolseley found that 


his ears, and make him come down with his gold dust, 





A Circular Note. 
A novz.ty in domestic economy is the “‘ revolving vegetable dish.”’ 
aruly we live in degenerate days—time was,—when the bottle went 
round 


[We cannot return u pted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accour- 
panied oy a stamped and directed envelope; and we do, not hold ourselves 
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ROUGHT TO HIS BEARINGS. 


Lady of House :—“ Wai, CHARLES, YOU SEEM TO PREFER ONE ANOTHER’S SOCIETY TO OURS.” 
Charles :—“ Very SORRY, MY DEAR, NO NOTION IT WAS SO LATE. GOT TALKING POL’TICS, YOU KNOW, EASTERN QUESTION, ATTITUDE 


or Russta, DON’T YOU KNOW, AND ER”—— | 
Miss Becky :-—“ Discussrne ror Supume Porte, Covstn Caarizs, I supPosE YOU MEAN.”’ 
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The People’s Monthly, which looks like a revival of the ‘People's 
CHATS ON THE MAGS. Mogedine. promises to become an addition to the cheap miscellanies, 
= and gives plenty of variety, without attempting too much in the way 


Art sat month reproduces three excellent etchings, Pg of | of illustration. 
, course, themselves more readil y than intings to 8 Pp oto- The “ M . oe . ~ 
; ic process. : al hibiti ysterious Island’’ is, of course, the leading attraction of 
gaat Hotiose Gf, the various bitions now open add to | tne. 67, James's, which also contains an interesting paper by Mr. 


able period: o the number, and maintain the reputation of this invalu- Mayer on “a half-forgotten claimant,” Provis. 
: The New Monthly contains the usual assortment of verse and prose, 
Quantity rather than quality seems to be gettimg more and more | 4). aii ! 
leiy’s. “whi e article of chief interest being an account of certain Bohemian 
abeetce - ‘rach chutes a8 it gave recently. "The chiet attractions are — a Week moves along with the story of “Jack's Sister,’ and 
—_o carr awe Farjeon, MoCarthy, and Grant.’ The verse is — * ate supply of reading, more or less light, in the way of 
In Micenitin, ‘Castle Daly” — ‘“*‘ Mendelasohn’’ are both con- P on Se 
tinued, latter. being particularly interesting.. Mr. Tyl i 
courses Y ast "on a oe Personal Government. 


upon Slang, a subject which just now seems to. be attracting 

renewed attentidn, as though he were infallible, yet he comes an Tas Timesseems to be in a curious state of uncertainty as to the 
awful purler (slang) every now and again. Mr. Burnand has at last | most appropriate name for the government at present prevailing in 
$ we can only say that if his time has been half as | France. One day our contemporary calls it the ‘‘ Septennate,”’ and 


dreary to him as to his readers, he must ‘have found himself very bad | another the ‘‘ Marshalate.” Might not, after all, the best appellation 
company ; for the existing French régime be the “‘ MacMahonnaise.” 


CHOCOLAT MENIER. 


’ Peinted by JUDD & O0., Phossix Wouks, St. Andrew's Hill. Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E. C.—London, April 18, 1874. 
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THE HUNTER’S TALE. 


« T’'vg sought,” the ancient hunter said, 
And gravely shook his silvered head, 
“I’ve sought, on many a distant plain, 
The wild Fandango,—but in vain !’’ 


* Old man,”’ I cried. with grieved surprise, 
“T fear me you are telling lies— 

I don’t believe you, and that’s flat ! 

There isn't such a beast as that!” 


The hunter gazed on me a while, 

And gently gave a patient smile, 

Then answered, not disturbed the least, 
‘“‘T never said it was a beast.”’ 


** You trifle, aged man,” I said, 
“Which ill becomes a hoary head ; 
You know you're telling me a eram, 
For no such fish as that e’er swam !”’ 


** Excuse me,” said that hunter grey, 
And smiled in a peculiar way, 

“< Believe or not, sir, as you wish; 
But, mind, J never named a fish! ”’ 
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‘* Grey-headed sinner !”’ cried I then, 
‘“ Most barefaced of mendacious men, 
Your obstinacy is absurd — 

Who ever met with such a bird ?”’ 


“Tt 7s a bird though! ”’ loud he eried ; 

‘*¢ Pooh, nonsense, rubbish!’’ I replied, 
Whereat he lost his temper cool, 

And called me instantly a fool. | 


At that I hastened to resort 

To strong expressions in retort ; 
And higher yet our passions rose, 
Until from words we came to blows. 
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’T were vain the fact to contradict 

That in the upshot I was licked. | 
He went and knelt upon my chest 
Till I, that I was wrong, confessed. | 


He bade me rise—I slowly rose— 
When what befell, do you suppose ? 


STAYING AND GOING. 


Mrs. Stumpy:—*TuHaT 18 THE A’MOND TREE, MY Lapy. Ir aways 
FLOWERS BEFORE IT LEAVES; IT LEAVES DIRECTLY AFTER IT FLOWERS; AND 


He cried—“ The bird I mean, by jingo, 
AFTER IT LEAVES :—IT STAYS THE SUMMER THROUGH JUST AS YOU SEE IT.” 


Is not Fandango but Flamingo! ”’ 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. | Something Short. 
. : : 7 We all know the story of the lady who, aware of Abernethy’s horror 

Booctstr for the Frevention of Cruelty is to prosecute ane ° | of chattering patients, went into his consulting room, put out her 
coursed a fawn with terriers at Epping this Easter. Hur ray the tongue, answered in monosyllables, and left with her prescription ; to 
should tremble — but it knows better ! w= A new Act. * the ' return twice, ence to observe “ better,’’ the next time to say “ well.”’ 
suppression of betting. Tattersall’s should tremble—but it —— | The doctor said she was the most intelligent patient he had ever had. 
better! = England is a country where there is but one law) W. gigina daily paper the advertisement of a laconic laundress, who 
for the rich and the poor. It is interesting to learn this. = Mr. | may be intelligent, but is scarcely intelligible :— 
ao, be , ae : ony! 2. Se vemeg i, “= LAUNDRY puree. neat = on avery ag wn Handy. Home fixtures, 

ie Pg ils. er’s mangle. wo machines. Po ; rice £40. iring. 
Rochefort and other Communists from New Caledonia. They were a. ry. Price £40. Retiring 
only scotched, not killed, and have sailed for England. Happy | what are “handy ’—the prices or the home fixtures? And if there 
England ! = The Premier has been down a mine and up a ladder. Jt | are poultry, what's that to do with it? Poultry don't wash, they dust 
is not stated in which direction he was looking for the angels, 0 | themselves. And what is “retiring ’’—the advertiser or the forty 
whose side he ranges himself. = Bismarck has got his way, and feels | ounds ?—and, in short, if so, why so, and if not, why not, and how 
better in consequence. Gentle soul! = The Saturday and the Spectator | otherwise, and generally advise upon the case? It’s quite a relief to 
have taken to slanging one another. Edifying spectacle—and 60 | pot 4 bit of legal circumlocution after that very laconic notice. 
deeply interesting to readers! = serene waanes have ae -” : 
quarreling among themselves. e@ wis e infant heir joy o e | Too M Cooks 
- i i . = The Vicar of Richmond | oo Many Vooks. 

ee te Taare Som of toe We see that Mr. Buckmaster is to lecture on “ simple and economic 


has *‘come down.”’ So will the wall. = Lesseps threatens to throw sim) 
up the Suez a Khedive says he'll oat it on, if he does. | cookery’’ at the so-called International Exhibition. The only 


Lesseps thinks better of it. = Budget:—slice for National Debt, | real “ economic cookery,” connected with a due regard to the Coals, 
lightening of local taxation, more money for police, penny off Income | that we ever heard of at South Kensington, was not in his department. 


Tax, and sugar and horses free. Not brilliant, but good enough for a | At the same time if his lectures are to be as thoroughly practical as 
Tory Budget. | they were last year, we shall expect him to give working men’s wives 


lessons on the cheapest way of making real turtle soup, as the 
; a materials for that are scarcely more unattainable by the women than 
Too lively a Notion! | those he employed when we last heard him. 


Tas advertiser holds out a novel inducement :— | qiaeieminideie tie cal 
LARGE commanding CORNER SHOP, Islington. Rent £45. Landlord paying To Parents and Guardians. 

all rates and taxes. Suited for clothiers, grocers, &c. Living rooms if | . : . : ; s 
required.—Apply, &c. | Turnx twice before making choice of a school in which the induce- 
“ Living rooms’’—no, thank you! Those who have dwelt in London | ment is held out, ‘‘ Diet unlimited.” A sound education should be 


lodgings know how unpleasant it is to have their rooms “alive.”’ | imparted without cramming. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 22,1874. 
THE LATEST THING IN BUDGETS. 


Wuart is this very novel plan 
Sir Stafford has to state ? 

Is he, intleed, the coming man 
To set finanees straight ° 

Let's leokvat what he has to show !— 
‘There’s‘half a million pat 

To pay the Nation’s Debt must ¢o,— 
There’smothing new in that! 


Some iecal taxes to relieve 
He gives a portion fair ; 
and Lunatics: receive, 
With other things, a-ehare ; 

A y off the Income‘T'ax, 
(Wheress:he might, that’s flat, 
Have altogether:eased our backs)— 

There's nothing new in that! 


veet’ner to provide, 

ff sugar’s fee ; 
senhentiiantangse now to ride 

By making horses free. 

House duty; hecan't yet reduee, 
Malt-kiln and brewer's vat. 
Hé:cannot from their bonds:set leose,”— 
There's nothing, new in that! 


—-— oo” 
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Beramwe is, we all know, avery wicked thing—not notithat exactly, | 


because, a crime in Bride-lane, it is rather a ‘virtaetthan other- 
wise at » Wewrest modify our statement. Betting is 
very wicked, when the transaction is in hard coin, so that (dramatists 
and worthy magistrates notwithstanding) the eventief\a race cannot 
mpel the-clexk y to rob the till tomeet Tiise ents. 
And bevting is: if not laudable, where youngye 


plunge without’ the means of paying if they lose, and silly young | 


perms con fritter away- estates und soil distinguished lineages 
Anderson, invconnecting “ Discretionary Investments’’ with betting, 
argues neither one way nor the other. We presume regular betting 
ageuts object more than most people to swindlers who spoil their 
business. Perhaps Mr. Anderson would make it criminal to employ 
workpeople, because there are swindlers who advertise “ Home 
Employment.” But for the sake of argument, we will say betting is 
very wicked, and is going to be put down by Act of Parliament. Its 
extinction will throw numbers of innocent printers out of employment, 
and damage newspaper properties, whose owners simply inserted the 
advertisements of my el ate which at any rate was not a crime till 
made so by Actof Parliament. In all other cases where long-standing 
interests and the livelihoods of many have been threatened the: 
abolition of any institution, compensation has been made. When 
Doctors’ Commons was extmguished, the proctors and others con- 
nected with the court did not go empty away, and even in the case of 
the Palace Court, when that hoary iniquity was stamped out by public 
indignation, the officers were compensa gome member of 
Parliament can be found to frame, and procure the insertion of, in the 
new Act, a clause which’ shall prevent » number of hardworking 
compositors from being thrown ,penniless into the street. Because 
some Scotch members are so unco’ virtuous, it is hard-that there shall 
be mo bread and cheeso—not cakes and ale—for these innocent 


——— 


The Great International. 


Tue Bazaar at South Kensington, despite the unusual number of 
Royalties — was unable to secure any of them for a d opening 
—— so began its like Cremorne and erville, on 

onday. So dull and is it, 80 eteeped in the comatose 
state which tion, that it might well take:a 
hiat frofa Rosh 
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Wool-gathering. 
Tas throws-a new light on = te houses :— 
GENERAL WOOLLEN . 
A sealants aueeentan tee. is open to ENGAGE REPRESENTA 
We have heard of a house of cards'and a wooden house, but a house of 
wool is a novelty, whose only. use would be as.a.residence for a rising 





Sweet are the uses of Adversity. 


Wuar a luxury would it be to the dyspeptic millionnaire if 
— wanted a dinner! ee 


FUN. 


-when the time came for handing the riband over to Mr. Savile. 


[Arnit 25, 1874, 





SPORTING NOTES. 


Sis,—There is, as I told you there would be, a great deal of dif- 
ference between a sculling match for the championship of the Thames 
and an eight-oared race between an Oxford and a Cambridge crew for 
the blue riband of the same tidal stream. I’ve been in the habit of 
reading about that blue riband for a good many years now, but I’ve 
never seen it, and I don’t think any one else has. There’s another 
blue riband, too; the blue riband of the turf, about which a lot has 
been written, and that hasn’t been seen since the late Baron Roths- 
child won it. He used it to tie up a few stray million-pound notes, 
which he poked away in an obscure corner, and quite forgot where, 
This 
isto be regretted, not at all on account of the money, which anyone 
can have who finds what it is wrapped in, but because of the historic 


and hippic, and hirsute and new suit, and dramatic and sporting 


associations that are involved in connection with this lost token. 

But with regard to the blue riband of the Thames, with which I 
commenced, the race for it is manifestly different from that for the 
seulling championship ; ; for, in the first place, sculling is open to all 
colours— both Green and White have been tried for the championship, 
though in justice to blue it must be admitted that both were found 
wanting; and there has been great talk of Brown, but only talk so far. 
In the second place, scullers only row one at atime; that is so far as 
each boat is concerned, and I missed very much the coxswains, who 
can always be safely blamed when a report has to be written of an 

t-oared race. In sculling you have to do all the work yourself, 
and it’s'no use depending on your friends—unless you're going to take 
a benefit after being beaten. But if I was a champion sculler I 
wouldn't be beaten. I would say, Perish the thought! and retire 
upom my laurels, or rather upon a public, where I would talk about 
the days when men could row, when in fact I was arower. But I'd 
rather be an eight-oared man, for then if successful I could claim all 
the glory, and if the reverse, I could put all the blame upon the other 
rowers. You will perceive that my attendance at the boatrace for the 
championship was not without its reward. In addition to the know- 
ledge given above, I landed my money upon Sadler, who I knew was 
sure'te win from the moment I saw him get well in front and keep 


And while I am in such excellent form, I may as well give my final 
selections for the City and Suburban. ‘There is also another reason for 
giving them, which is that, if I don’t now, I shall have to do it after the 
race; and much as you and my readers believe in me, they would not 
stand that; though, between ourselves, it would be much more likely 
to prove successful. Incidentally, I may as well observe that the City 
and Suburban is run in the open country, notwithstanding its name; 
is in fact decided on the same course as what used to be the blue 
riband of the turf before Baron Rothschild’s time. This race was 
instituted for the benefit of poor people living in the City and the 
Suburbs, and it used to be run early in the morning, so that they could 
taste the delights of horseracing before going to their daily work. 
Ultimately these poor people became so clever, that it passed into a 
proverb, and getting up early of a morning is now synonymous with 
getting ability. I mean to try it myself some day, Well, in time, 
these poor people grew rich, but they never forgot the race which led 
to their fortunes, and so in time it became fashionable. If it were 
not fashionable, of course I wouldn’t. notice it; and though I am 
neither rich nor an early riser, I have reason to ’ remember the City 
and Suburban with pleasure. Two years ago I predicted the winner, 
and other foremost horses, and last year 1 was very near the first— 
only a few inches off. So I want to see how near I can get this time. 
I’m told on the very best authority that Algebra will enable backers 
to trace a more direct line: to the winning-post than usual; but then 
a body will tell you of a moral certainty if you'll only take the 

‘toask him. Still this advices worth having, as it comes from 
,& man who has lost lots of money on the turf, and who ought to know. 
I’ve counted up the other tips given me, and find they amount to 
rather‘more than the horses: now in the race; so I’]l use my own dis- 
cretion, and, though this doesn’t amount te much, it enables me to 
select the animal I have already wn Algebra, and to take as sup- 
porters to. him Cantiniére and Spectator AUGSPUR. 





‘Oh, Stay!” the Maiden said. 

In the Continental Herald and Swiss Times we mect with the 
announcement of the return to Nice of a lady who describes herself as 
“Staymaker to Her Majesty the Queen of Greece.’ Oh, Aphrodite, 
and Pallas Athene, how odd it sounds! But, of course, as ‘the heathen 
goddesses could not prolong their: stays, they must expect to have 
sucvessers who will surpass them, though their rivals in their own 
time'could not outstrip them. 





A }uzzle from the Park. 


An idler in the Ladi: s’ Mile has remarked that the neatest carriages 
are most “ De eee out.” 
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THE COMBAT. 


We have received from a once esteemed contributor the following 
spirited tale, which he says he should like to have illustrated. If any 
artist will send us suitable illustrations we shall be happy to publish 
them separately from the text, which we deem too valuable to with- 
hold for even a single week from our readers, who, it is to be feared, 
get too little of this kind of writing. Ep. Fvn.] 

The Spirit of Quiet pervaded the deep serene: everywhere its 
presence was felt in slow pulsations of hush. It breoded over the 
universe in deathful repose. ‘‘See,’’ it said, *““how the formless 
shadows of unrest melt away beneath the magic of my spell! Yet I 
am not happy. Let me deliver up my soul—alas! Lam al/ soul—to 
retrospection, and recall the various incidents of :mry.career. Born 
of ssitent but honest parents, 1 found myself at:an early age per- 
edlating ‘through the porous tenuity of Space, an orphan of the 
Wmpyrean, striving to reach the material world. Space—I think 
enpon ‘the “frigorific monster with a shudder !—opposed wwith all the 
: of his terrible inertia the transtrusion of my “feeble young 
essence “through his tuby maze; but with copious resemree of trans. 
mitted » erance [| vanquished—yea, LI « ~came him! I 
settled upon.tke:warm convexity of the:eatth’ satmosphere, and 
wgave- my. thoughts to-victory. 

“Mien triumph! ‘The East Wind roseanihatreamed ‘beneath -me as 
T lay,ant allevasitumuilt. Vast invisiblewevesitosvercd’to my eyrie, 
breading »with jimaniithle crash, and as of 
my yvmagmetiam iin ifealte impotence of:geatiiatention. : va full 
‘ amabated, when, wernvwvi » Leaank 
in passeve exhanstientthrough my exultant venemy, sant owas ‘recerved: 
ypor'the besomdf acchaoid mist, fractaringymy: léftypropélier. hen 
Aollowed painfiileeyéles of acute suffering, smceedded by weary-ages of, 
convales¢ence. 

‘¢ But «why neeount all this ? 
with my ventripotent antagonist, whemsstilast. I reduced? 
—livedito reward my pretty nurse thexamerpheus :mist whem I ' hadi 
‘earmeilicto love with all the profounditmanguility df mymature. Ah! 
this-fatal passion! Shall I ever forget? ‘Shall:I mever: be free from 
the haunting memery of-a: nameless: crime’? 
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“THEN I'LL REMEMBER ”— 


Servant (returned from an errand) :—“ PLBase, mm, I couLpy’r or rr.” 


Mistress :—“* Get wat?” ne 
Servant :-—““THey SAID THEY DIDN'T KEEP IT, M M. 
Mistress :—‘* Keer wat?” ot 
Servant :—‘* WHAT YOU TOLD ME. TO FETCH, M M. 
Mistress :—“* WuHaT WAS THAT?” 

Servant :-—“ Donno, u’M—I orGeEr.” 





FUN. 





T livedl—diweil to:renew-the struggle’ |: 
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speakable horror of—but look! the wild Existences are bursting into 
| bloom! Too long I have neglected my function in the economy of 
| the Conditioned. I must act!” : 

The Quiet spake no more, but calling in its exfused energies—which 
came trooping to the centre in tumultuous myriads—reared its awful 
front and prepared to allay. (irandly and impressively its colourless 
cumuli piled themselves successively aloft; threateningly murmured 
the swarming sileaces within ; and at last the entire transpirency bore 
down upon the body of Thermogenesis gardening amongst its hot- 
beds of vitality below. For one moment the vivifactor gave ground; 
then blindly thrusting out its polypedal powers, grappled with its im- 
palpable foe, and laid bim low in the dust. 

But the struggle was not thus decided. Out of the Unthinkable 
swept down the dreaded Absolute, and in that paralysing presence 
further strife was impossible. There was a conscious relaxation of 
electrical endeavour—a visible retraction of tendencies; and with eurses, 
not loud but deep, the combatants separated and withdrew, leaving the 
field of contention palled in a cloud of doubt. 

Centuries later the circumjacent regions «@fveonjecture shot forth 
broad converging impulses of passibility, whieh, meeting, in the 
bosom of the gloom, commerged jinto a lumimems likelihood, and 
grew to an enormous Fact! 
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Left—Right ?P 

Tue Special Edition of the Meening Stantewtvon Thursday last 
should have won a decoration ffimet «atnighthoodifer the sub-editor, 
who wound up the report oftéirtisafierd Wi i) Budget speech 
thus :— 

‘The estimates of the different -aquroasfer! the were-a¢ follaws : 
Gastoms, 30,745,0007.; excise, 28,000j;000/;;:4and tax» ‘house duty, 2,369,000. ; 
\$mgeeme: tax, 5,500,000/.; telegraphs, : lL; Grawni B%5,0001. ; miscel- 
Ldamewus, 3,500,000. Total revenues%7 .; lawvingyus no leas a surpius than 
syG@2Q00i. Now what to do with this~was difficulto-eay. 

( Letti.gpeaking). 
‘Ehe way in which, while the iimterest ((amd ppennies) of the public 
would not fail to be attractehliby the ‘billy, :mothing was done to 
intetfere with the morning paper,ism sample — p, to which 
Sir Garnet Wolseley might fairly doff his cock t. 





COURT NEWS. 
Earlsteood, April 19. 


Sarp Lady May, 
Who felt quite gay, 
‘“‘ T don’t: know what to do to day, 
I'd ride in Park 
If ’twern’t so dark, 
or that you know’s my simple way.” 


Said Lady Sue, 
Who angry grew, 
“ 'm-not agoing to stuy with you. 
It's not, polite 
To say black’s white : 


I'd rather have some Irish stew.’’ 


Said Lady Bet, 
** L, scorn, your threat. 
Why was it that we ever met ? 
Mv love's forlorn— 
Why was I born ? 
My only hope’s im heavy wet." 


And so these three 
Went on the spree, 
Each one alone, alone was she. 
And what was done, 
}) know for one, 
For I was in each place to see. 


But I'll net split ; 
No, not a bit, 
‘That. each one went and took a fit, 
‘Then:softly cried 
“Ab me,” and died. 
No, ll not tell. For I'ma wit. 
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Light up! 
Cuicaco-wants to light her street-lamps 
hy electricity. Can't she be satisfied with 
the Kerosene, whieh once. threw her into 
such strong relief ? | 
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BLOW, WIND, BLOW! 


Harry :—“ Nursz, I wish A HIGH WIND WOULD COME.” 
Nurse :—“* Wuat ror, MY Boy ?”’ 


Harry :—“ Wnuy To BLOW ALL THE OTHER BOYS’ BOATS CLEAN OUT OF THE WATER—THEN THERE WOULD BE ROOM FOR mine.” 


LITERARY AND ARTISTIC GOSSIP. 

Tus poet attached for many years to the establishment of Mr. 
Warren (he subsequently en the service of a rival firm and 
composed the charming “Ode to a Boot,’’ beginning, “Sweet Phos- 
phor bring the Day—and Martin”) has bequeathed a number of 
manuscript poems of a most brilliant and polished nature to Professor 
Blackie, who is about to translate them into Greek hexameters, They 
will be published under the title of “The Anthology of the Under- 
standing,’ by Messrs. Blackwood. 

The forthcoming number of the Fortnightly will be a most striking 
one. The most prominent paper will be from the pen of the eminent 
pewat who lately demonstrated that women, being women, ought 
not to go to school, and will undertake to show the sexual superiority 
of dogs-meat over cats-meat, and of the masculine and robust muffin 
over the feminine and feeble crumpet. In a subsequent essay the 
doctor will prove that a Coat of Male is not a Petticoat. 

_In the Contemporary Review, Sir Henry Thompson will resume his 
discourse on the subject of burning peoples bodies and keeping their 
stomachs in pickle jars, by aski e momentous question, “Urns or 


Churns ? t not Cremation be utilised by conversion of the cream 
into cheese?" We intend to skim this article. In Macmillan, Pro- 


fessor Fawcett will discuss the question of body-burning so far as it 

affects the holders of Fire Insurance Policies. A correspondent, 

signing himself G. A. S., and writing from Barrow-in-Furnace, points 
out that the advocates of Cremation may meet with a retort. 

The proofs of Mr. Al on Swinburne’s new poetical drama have 

carefully read by the President of the Wesleyan Conference, the 

ee of the Pure Literature Society, the Editor of Good Words, 

: of the Royal Vi College, and the work of the 

ne eer Can oe anaes “ free vice.” It is not true that 


i his muse and altering Shakespeare a 
chaste 4 


aos as lard thou shalt not escape 
The astonishing pastel drawings of Mr. Chalkyfingers, A.R.A., 











‘‘ The Broken Plate,’ “Study of Maekerel,’’ ‘“‘ Lobster, Oyster Shell, 
and Blacking Bottle,” ‘‘ Head, after Guido,’ &c., will not be exhibited 
inside the Royal Academy, but on the pavement outside Burlington 
House. The exhibition will be gratuitous; but it is expected that 
Mr. Chalkyfingers will be presented with several bronze medals by au 
appreciative public. : 

e Council of the Royal Agricultural Society have offered a prize 
for the best model of a sowing machine for the use of farmers in the 
Eastern Counties—the machine to be constructed on the “ lock-out- 
stitch” principle. ; 

Mr. Gladstone's Homeric studies have been resumed with fresh 
energy and acumen by the illustrious scholar and critic. He has 
just “Rnished a new commentary on the Iliad, and is now busy on the 
adventures of Ulysses. His first chapter begins with the striking 
invocation, *O Dizzy!” 

Among the new novels to be published shortly, the following are 
announced :—“ The Origin of Speeches,” by “A Descendant of the 
Talking Fish”; “Old Aunt Sally,” by the author of ‘‘ Second Cousin 
Sarah ”; “Avoiding a Mother-in-Law: a Journey all Round the 
World, through India, China, Japan, and California,” by the author of 
“‘ Meeting the Sun”; “No Cards,’ by the author of “ Ought we to 
Visit Her?” “ Bonafide Travellers,” by the author of “ Strangers and 

ilgrims’’; “ Broken Bones/’ by Captain Hawley Smart, author of 
“Broken Bonds’’; “The Dishonoured Bill,” by “The People’s 
William”; “Another Dog of Flanders,” by Lady Barker; “ Deeper 
and Deeper still,” by Wider ; and “ The Real Remedy for the Indian 
Famine,” by the Hon. Spring Rice. 


ON A RECENT EVASION. 


Tue Communists escaped, some say, 

By getting leave to fish one day ; 

Others deny the tale—but, zooks ! 

One thing is plain! They took their hooks! 
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THE LATEST THING IN BUDGETS. 


Clever Shopman:—“SWEET THING IN BUDGETS, MA’AM; OUR OWN MANUFACTURE—AND ONLY FIVE MILLION 


AND A TRIFLE!” 
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Miss B. :-—“I DON’T SEE ANY GREAT NOVELTY IN IT—AND THERE’S NOT VERY MUCH FOR THE MONEY!” 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 369, 


Danu hangs the cloud in the Kast, 
Death and starvation are there— 
Hew shall the ill be decreased ? | 
Sand aid from every where,— 

| 


Hark to their pitiful prayer! 


1. Seldom, Christian friends, of virtue 
Do you have eneugh to hurt you; 
So you’re beaten, all and each, 
By a humble part of speech ;— | 
So. at least the bard would teach. | 


2. He leant upon the vessel’s side, 
His face was wan and pale. 

‘‘ Dost fear ?’”’ I asked, “ the ocean wide, 
Or dread a coming gale ?’”’ 

With hand his gastric region near, 

He'said, “Oh, no!—I feel it here !”’ 


3. The ladies of Ohio 
Said drinking was “ oh, fie, oh! ” 
And went and prayed 
Until they made 
The liquor-sellers cry “‘ oh!”’ | 


4. In the warm sunshine basking lay 
The lovely shores of Naples’ Bay ; 
The lazy lazzaroni closed 

Their nut-browm lids, and sweetly dozed. 
Until the singers came along, 
And: roused the listless, loitering throng | 
With unpremeditated sone. | 
d. oa a wood, by silence held in thrais, 7 
ere neither pool nor tiny brook was near, | 
A sound, as of some distant waterfall, | 
Whispering afar, came softly to the ear ;— 
What restless spirit is it that endows 


(erat) 
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With murmurous voice those still-complaining boughs? | 


6. Above me, on the second floor, 
Abides a damsel, called Lenore, 
And her piano is a bore,— | 
I wish some angel would bring me the opiate | 
That Mr. Poe turned sulky, cross, and mopy at! 


SotuTion or Acrostic, No. 367.—4 Royal Review :-— 
Amateur, Rice, Olov, Yeli, Absentee, Lynchlaw: 

SoLuTiown’o¥ Acrostic No. 367, received 15th April.—Nonecorreet, 

SipEROPOLI'TA!.— It seems to us to argue a lack of ingenuity and 
knowledge'the other way. 


Myr. 
SHOCKING 








We read in the South London Press that— 
At a dairy withim.a hundred miles of Battersea Old Church may be seen the 


following’ announcement : 
PurE MILK, 6D. PER QUART. | 


A Good Idea. | 
| 


DILUTED DITTO, 5D. PERSWART: 

SIMPSON, 4D. PER QUART. 
We ently. wish that some sensible legislator would tuke the hintiend | 
bringthean Act to commpel all trades thus pmblicly to announce the | 
natawe of the goods they ecll. We should then have the Gas | 
Cotmpanies advertising ‘“pure gas” at so much a quarter, “sulphu- 
retted”’ at a reduction, and “our genuine smoke mixture” at 
next to nothing. ‘The Water Companies would distinguish in a 
similar way between the unadulterated lymph, “ sewage-flavoured,”’ 
and “fine liquid drainage, specially adapted for gardens”; while 
the public would draw the line between unsophisticated gin and 
“ highly-turpentined Old ‘Tom.”’ 








Walker! | 


Such an engagement as this would be of a most temporary | 
character, indeed, if—there is much virtue in an if—honesty is the | 
best policy. We don’t think it is ourselves, though we cannot give 

+ much of an opinion, never having tried it down to test point— | 
ANTED at once, for a temporary engagement, a CLERK, who writes a good | 
hand and is able to abstract documents. 30s. per week.—Address, with | 
reference and previous occupation, W. W., 25, —— street, N. W. 


Thirty shillings a week for a man who can be as dishonest as 
the emer requires, would at the first blush seem to imply that 


the proverb is right after all; but it isn’t, for we'll give him eighteen 
pence more, and find him in plenty of work, more of course out of a 
spirit of contradiction than from any wish to benefit by the connection. 


Onewation.—“ A consume-ation devoutly to be wished.” 


ee 


re 


“ew 
, m os 
P ee ee, 5 .. 
Se eee Pe 





Mr. White:—* No, Str. 












cree 


+4 


NO 


>. 


REPAIRS AND DAMAGES. 


Green :-—* Mer witTH A RAILWAY ACCIDENT! 
! Gore In ror pamaass, I suppose ?”’ 
I HAVE BEEN GOING IN FOR REPAIRS!”’ 


DFAR ME, VERY 





A MATTER OF FACT. 


Tue sunset was glowing on meadow and hill, 
And the maid from her lattice. gazed down ; 

To see if the dressmaker called for her bill 
For turning and trimming a gown. 


Young Thomas, the sailor, just'come into port, 
While the maiden was looking, passed by ; 
But Thomas was bound to some plaee of resort 

His hunger and thirst to supply, 


That my tale is a tale of romance you may guess, 
But you blunder, if that’s what you think, 

For the maiden was only intent on her dress, 
And the tar on his victuals and drink. 


So the sunset died out over mountain and rill, 
And the moonlight came tender and cold; 

And the sailor remained at the hostelry still 
With his bumper of “ bitter and old.”’ 


While the maid with no love-dream to trouble her breast, 
Closed the window, and then, feeling bored, 

Having finished her supper, retired to her rest, 
And I grieve to relate that she snored. 


And the night wind was silent. the river was dumb, 
And the moon and the stars kept their state ; 

And the sailor wus sleeping and dreaming of ram— 
And that’s all that I have to relate. 











The Pen is Mightier than the Sword. 


Tuts well-worn aphorism leads us to the inference that when 2 man 
observes, ‘‘ You might have knocked me down with a feather,”’ he 
means—the goose-quill. 
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Up and away, we'll bring him to bay, 


A_BARBAROUS OLD HUNTING SONG. And bait him with dogs in the usual way, : 
Dedicated to Epping Hunters. Blow flageolets 
Up and away, ’tis dawning of day! And gay clarionets, _ 
Sing we a gaysome roundelay, To honour our joyferous hunting day ; 
hist coal rigadoons Tra la, la, la! 
On your hunting-bassoons, Pum! Pum! 
For we're going a hunting, as well we may! Oe SR et es 
Tra la, la, la! ‘‘The smile and the tear in your Eye.” 
Od te Pum!) Pam‘ We learn this curious fact— 
ee eet ree ae A rural hat its mini ° r a first- 
From the waggon in which he was lately housed, class on notice will t be 151b. of dried po bey Tale with neste; > cost 
So blow me a mort— 12lb. of onions more. 
a fa in eet We were puzzled to discover the reason for the substitution of onions 
*T would frighten the stag if he loitered or browsed, for a {no for some time. But we have come to the conclusion that 
Tra la, la, la! the Editor uses the extra profits for poetry, in getting up a tearful 


Pum! Pum! muse in preparation for solemn obituaries. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tus French Plays have gathered strength for the season, since 
their removal to the Princess's. Mawkish people (who will read any 
horrors‘in a novel) were set in a twitter by Balzac’s vivid photographs 
of wickedness in La Maratre ; but those who can appreciate the 
difference between the actress impersonating a character, and the 
character ‘“ possessing ’’ the actress, felt the power of Madame Laurent, 
on whose cheek the real tears stood in the impressive situations. She 
was ably assisted by Mademoiselle Kelly, M.Gouget, and indeed by 
the whole company. We trust thatj though frequent changes of 
programme: are necessary at assubseription theatre, the piece will be 
revived shortly. 

One! \great. drawback..to: the: attractions offered ‘by conjurers and 
illusionists: generally, isthe sanreness*which:pervades all performances, 
no matter ‘how clever, that-are:to:be:measured within ordinary bounds. 
An idéa;.also, that-all-thissis:very ingenious; but it's rather slow, is apt 
to enter the mind:in ‘the:midstiof the:operations,.and make all but the 
most’ feller ‘sightseer: wish:it* was: over. There:ismo fear of any 
such féeling:overtaking: anyone: who:attendsone of the séances of Dr. 
Lynn};forindependent of his: ability-as:axprofesser of magic, which 
is m he: possesses a: real. sense’ of humour and a large 
fund oft We wonld rather: not speak: of the Doctor's 
delusions anid delusions they are in the fullest sense of the word 
—becausewe'Tegard ourselves:as-completely humbugged. We left: 
the Egyptian: Hall. under the impression: that. we had’ seenuseveral 
strange sights; and that we had stued upon the stage;:andilield’'the 
key oftalockediand corded box while a:man. got in-and‘tied:himpelf up 
in ac saek:; and that: we had’ assisted: at some: other remarkable 
operations: We: have, however.:since: been assured’ by many unpres 
judiced: people—?.c.,. people who: have not: been themselves—that what: 
we believediourselves: to have seen is‘impossible; and:so:we'shall have: 
to go agaimiand:take ‘witnesses: 

People: who: 


celebritisxhas:descended:upon Baker Street, recently; for not onlyare: 
all the leading: lawyers connected: with ‘the late ‘Trial at. Bar—from the: 
Lord Chief Justice. to: the Editor ofthe Baglishman—to:be seen; but: 
the Ashantee war is duly commemorated:in waxwork. 

Mr. Hayes, in opening “The West End Box office’ in Regent: 
Street, meets a demand so obvious that it is strange it has not sooner 
been accommodated. 


Sweetness and (Pipe) light. 

Tue correspondent of a daily contemporary, speaking of the 
Zoological Gardens at Berlin, brings against some of the inhabitants 
a serious charge of poisoning valuable beasts. He asserts, moreover, 

Scarce 2 Sunday passes but some rare bird is found in agonies from having 

swallowed the lucifer-match heads with which these ill-disposed Berliners per- 
sistently supply the denizens of the aviaries. 
What, the wise, the educated, the glorious sons of the Vaterland 
commit such barbarous slaughter? Impossible! We cannot believe 
it. We know them better—they are too—well, economical. Goto 
any refreshment bar in the City, and when you have beheld the smug- 
faced, self-satisfied small Germans, hanging about there for three- 
quarters of an hour over their two penn’orth of beer, ogling the bar- 
maid silently all the while, as if she were a clock they would like to 
requisition, and vou will never believe that these people would throw 
away the heads of lucifer matches on birds. Not they. They might 
give them the useless burnt-out stumps. 





Political Rumours. 

Rumour, which is invariably wrong, gave many reasons for the 
removal of Mr. Lowe from the Chancellorship of the Exchequer; one 
among them being that in his new Department he would have opportu- 
nities of rewarding brilliant London University constituents with snug 
berths. It is whispered now that the real reason was that the states- 
man who proposed a Match Tax in order that he might let off a pun 
about ex duce duceliwm was desirous in his next financial statement to 
remove the duty from champagne in order to commit a Shaksperian 

leasaztry about “‘ Mumm Budget.’ We give these reports for what 
ey are worth, which is precisely nothing. 


Conservative Reaction. 
We are glad to see that Sir Stafford Northcote has taken a hint we 
ve him apropos of the Earlswood appeal for funds “ on account of 
mcreased claims.’ By the gift of an annual £480,0%, for maintain- 
ing lunatics, the interests of the supporters of the Tcr.cs are liberally 


consulted. 
Txoveut on HEARING THE Mapam Ancor Scotpine Dvurtr.—Pair of 
Ango-ra Cats! 


; e their second visits'to: Madame Tissaud's:for’|’ 
any lengthvof time are apt to see.an entirely freshi assortment: of; 
acquaintances, old: and new, when'theydo.go. Quite: an irruptiomof') 








LOVED LITTLE LOU. 
(After the Style of an Ethiopian Ditty.) 


Wuerr fragrant pumpkins squandered 
Their sweetness on the dew, 
My darling gaily wandered, 
Loved Little Lou. 
I oftem try to find her, 
But she‘has flown away, 
And left no trace behind her, 
And so I weep all day. 
(Chorus.) 
Ring—ring—softly ring, 
Ring for Little Lou— 
Softly ring—softly ring 
The bottom bell but two! 
Ting. ting! 
Softly rmg 
The bottom bell but two— 
‘The:bottom bell—the buttom bell— 
The bottom bell but two. 
Ring; ting, 
Softly ring— 
Softly ring the bottom. bell— 
Softly rimg, 
Ting, ting— 
The bottom:bell but two! 

(Chorus to be repeated ad Jit. Second verse. In first; snbstitut« 
“‘Tilies”’ for** pumpkins,” and “ sadly” for “ gaily”’ ; begin fifth linc 
with “Tis vain to,”’ instead of “ I often,’’ and:put “Tor” inthe place 
of “ But” in the next line,.and'then start fresh.) 


Quivering ! 
Tue Daily News tellsus that something or other— 
Is like Mr. Longfellow’s arrow that was: shot into theair: its tinal refuge is so 


‘far known neither to us nor to these who launched it. 


‘Whether one quotes poetry, or tells lics, agood’ memory is equally 


desirable. And yet.how often:do-our journalists; whether in lying or 
quoting, fall short in this respect. ‘Che final destination of Long- 
fellow’s arrow is no longer unknown, though of the final destination 
of those who misquote poetry we know nothing. We can only con- 
jecture that it is as unpleasant as that of those other gentlemen who 
ought to have long memories. 


A Nose-ender. 
Lovety apple blossom holds out the fair promise of delicious cider- 
cup in the future—a pleasing contrast to the reflections attending 
the sight of—the grog blessem. 





Gushers to Correspondents. 


{We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 
panied oy a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. j 

— (Lothbury).—You took the joke from one of our back numbers, and 
might as well have copied the sketch, too, while you were about it. 

RS PorsENA sends us no less than three copies of what he describes 
as his “lubrication,” meaning we suppose “lucubration,”—but of course 
the King of Clusium wouldn’t know Latin! 

P. R. M. (Ottawa).— You appear to have sent your MS. to us in error. 

B.—We think we should have detected that the verse was written in 
“irregular metre ” without a note to that effect. 

Nervous Man.—We wish you’d think of the nerves of others, and not 
give us a headache with super-scented MS. 

C. (Poplar).—We should cease to be pop’lar if we printed your “ poem.” 

— (Sevenoaks).—We really have no time to read what is unsuitable for 
our columns, and give opinions and advice in matters we have nothing to 
do with—and especially for people who don’t study our convenience by 
attending to rules. 

— (St. John’s-wood).—So you send your witticisms (stolen in this casc) 
round to all the papersat once. Your envelope was addressed to us, but 
the enclosure was not. 

W. R.—T hanks. 

Declined with thanks:—B. L, Manchester; O. R. I C, Aylesford; 
Weymouth ; Old Growler; L. L. L, Kensington; S8., Musselburgh ; Lowjee ; 
C. B., Lichfield; H. D.; Cricketer ; B. W., Camberwell; Old Subscriber; 
D., Sheffield; W. F., Commercial-road; 8S. P. G.; W. R., Maldon-road ; 
Fitz; C., Cursitor-street; K., Bromley; W. L.; J. D. S., Liverpool; B., 
Portsmouth; W. W.; O. B. M., Wallaby Trail; F. B., Everton; D. F. D., 
Southampton ; H. M., Sydenham; G. M.; D., Islington; From the First ; 
A Pittite; L T., Walworth-road; A., Chelsea; Pappy Pie; S. H.; F., 
Brempton; E. T. V.; Reader; An Old Bird. 
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A QUIET HINT. 


ees 2 a.m. 


Tedious Visitor (looking at his watch) :—“ Tempus rverr.’ 


Happy thought of tired Host (waking from a doze) :—“ Ou, pors 1r? THEN Txt sax coop NIGHT, AND BE OFF HOME!” 


y CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


APRIL. 


Scribner's Monthly clearly establishes, what we have somewhat 
doubted on this side, the the ability of America to produce fine wood 
engraving an SPome Of their school, nothing can be finer than the 
illustrations of “The Great South,”’ and they are beautifully brought 
up. The literary contents are scarcely as good as usual. 

Good Words a and the Sunday Magazine reach us too late for detailed 
notice, but appear to be quite to their accustomed standard. 

A very handy and Gaabehous British and Irish Press Guide has 
been forwarded | to us by Messrs. May, of Piccadilly. A new and 
useful ine, is. a dictionary . of ‘o interests, trades, sciences, 


professions, etc ae Passe ur representative organs attached 
of time Messrs. Dean complete 
ares the pe 


Within an 

their series cation of The House of Commons and 
Judicial Bench, a title which mi does not half cover the case, since 
the ma aiccniey of o = the Peers and sees serie Vico their sur- 
names, a ar moery terms, and last, but by no means 
least, a clear and consise guide to heraldry ! 

We are glad to see that Captain Mayne Reid is going to publish an 
ustrated edition of his famous Death Shot in penny numbers. The 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


CHOCOLAT 


re (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E. C.—London, April 25, 1874. 


[ Visttor bolts. 


price will place it within the reach of those boys to whom per- 
nicious publications only are accessible, but amongst whom there 
are doubtless many of those “missionaries of civilisation’’ that 
Livingstone scores to the credit of the popular Captain. 

REcEIVED : —Young Ladies’ Journal, Le Follet, The Westminster 
Papers, Chatterbox, Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Golden Hours, 
Gardener's Magazine, Gc. 


Grammar-cy! 
We hope that, by noticing this advertisement in the Daily Telegraph, 
we shall not get a flogging for the small boy who was entrusted with 
its compilation :— 


GRAMMAR SCHOOL.—REQUIRED, an active Young Man as 
“WAITER at we 28 5 on the . and can bake bread. Wages £20, with 
board and | Master, Grammar School, H—— - 


‘“‘ Required as i iten, and can bake bread,” is not quite the sort of 
ahianen to tickle the ears of the Head Master of a Grammar School! 
But if he tiekles that little boy for it, we trust he will do his tickling 


gently. 


Something like a Doctor! 
Ong who leaves his patients—in easy circumstances. 


MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 





— 


May 2, 1874.] 
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A TALE OF BLOOD. 


Pascor Wi1ks of Pottawottomie 
Was Professor of Phlebotomy ; 

One of those described as “ leeches,’’ 
In all mediceval speeches. 


een 


Now, true leeches make one bleed 
Only just that they may feed— 
Modern leeches bleed us thus 
That they may be fee’d by us. 
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Pascoe drained the veins and muscles 
Of the needed blood corpuscles. 
All his patients Paseoe lowered, 
It was just in that he so erred! 


And the folks at Pottawottomie 
Grew disgusted with phlebotomy, 

‘“* Kill or cure”’ they could endure— 
But not “kill” without a “ cure.” 
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Every patient, sad fiasco, 

Died upon the hands of Pascoe, 
And they vowed ’twas by his fault 
Each got “ lowered ’’—to his vault. 


So his treatment just to alter 
Some of them procured a halter, 
And removed from Pottawottomie 
Its professor of phlebotomy. 


Lowering people was all stuff— 
They had tried it long enough, 
And he needed some enlightening 
On the good effects of heightening. 


So they ran up Pascoe now 

To a middling tallish bough, 
Leaving in his sole possession 
This new branch of his profession. 


So the folks of Pottawottomie 
Of this teacher of phlebotomy 
Took a solemn sad good-bye— | ; | 
Adding “‘ How is that for high ?”’ 

=== ALL OVER, BAR SHOUTING! 


Wickep WaAGGoNnER’s WILLANY.— Putting his (s)kid | “ What ishe? A Hussar!” Not a bit of tt, very little husza left in him. 
under the wheel. | He's in the Blues, can’t you see ? 





True Conservatism. THE CRACKED MUSICIAN TO HIS LOVE. | 
{ 


Hreuw class jeurnalism seems to be something like virtue, especially Wuens the wild blue-fly builds its nest 
in Birmingham, where it is expected to be its own reward. We beg | ‘Aad sane ae needs Ua 
to call the attention of any aspiring youth of literary tastes to an | Where cataleptics can’t di gest | 
advertisement in the Atheneum, which runs thus. It may show | And therefore hate, their fo “ d, 
ee bright future there is in store for those who are successful | Within the forests’ pink arcade, | 
on the press. We'll sit and sing, my darling maid, 
ANTED, immediately, for a New Weekly High-Class Journal of Conservative Then come, sweet fair and forty, 
Politics, a SUB-EDITOR and CHIEF REPORTER, who knows something Bringing a pi— 
of the management of a Paper, and would give assistance in the Advertising Bri one © Fe 
Department. Toa Young Man of sobriety and energy, the Situation might offer : ringing a pl— 
eect ultimate advantages. Salary, 150/. per annum.—Address W., (Gazette Yes, a pianoforte ! 
r , Where through the treetops rabbits flit, 


, Birmingham. 
A sub-editor and chief reporter, who knows something about the ; 
management of a paper, who would give assistance in the advertising qe in men, ait | 
department, and who is a young man of sobriety and energy, ought to And Asph an ee detekale’ | 
be ashamed of himself if he undertook the disposal of such a salary, ania ie P codlend’s whielinn ites | 
and did not offer to feed the pigs, nurse the children, and lick his We'll sing our plaintive caracoles, | 
master’s boots, just to fill up his leisure time. The Gazette is conserva- Then come, my loved. Memnoaiam— | 
I'll play the oph— | 


tive indeed, so far as its coin is concerned, though extremely liberal in 
I'll play the oph— 


its offers of employment. 
‘The ophicleidophonium ! 








A Bunch of Fives. 


Five times five are twenty-five—one reason, possibly, for the 


amount of fighting over the noted “ 25th clause.” Quite at Sea. 


Ir is generally understood that the Board of Admiralty are 
comfortably housed at Whitehall. Few perhaps are aware that the 
Admiralty “ Pattern’’ Rooms pees it is fair to presume, guests 
would be received) are situated in a narrow dingy street at the back 
of the National Gallery. 





Rough Note. 
Tus “Storm Family” are advertised for in Tie Times. Can they 
be Mother Carey’s Chickens ? 


Lt ee 


“a Suggestion for the Adelphi. Quite the Don. . | 
To follow “The Prayer in The Storm”—The Storm in The| Exerzr boasts of a newly-discovered quicksilver mine. Wohope | 
Prairie. | the working will not prove a Quixotic enterprise. | 











= nl -_---.— oo, A il, 
Cr gem eeta eeate — 
a reer eeteneetnettceneen 


———a ow ~_— 


Se te 


LL ete ete 


rrr 
TT 





FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 29, 1874. 
CONTEMPT QF CGQURT. 


Trrep—and wanting found ! 
Principles unsound, 

Feeble measures ! 
Lollipops and hosses 
Putting us to losses 

Of our treaaumess 


Trade and commana, Serge 
Questiens only rip 

Thatnecd plumbing, 
Great deeds left:undone 


Which were half begun 
At yeur-coming ! 


Step. ree merely, you 
the Tory crew, 
‘Not geod-sailors, 
Not ‘to rule na aoe . 
Than, oh, Tooley Stree’ 
famed tailors! 


ing here and there, 


Ministers. you're not— 
Only just a lot 
‘Of mere tinkers! 
Great eee man, 
Scour the pan, 
Rest contented. 


No one of your set 


scheme 
Aun ie soeacaoat 





OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 

Bupeert remarkably mild and scarcely debateable. Flavour of a 
political tame rabbit, boiled. — Sugar duty abolished. No more stir 
about sugar in future. — Duty on horses abolished. Should be 
put upon two-legged donkeys, and then we could repeal the Income 
Tax. = Princess of Teck gave birth toa boy. Tecknically styled a 
Prince. = Bishop of Exeter decides against the reredos as “images.” 
But how about altar-pieces, for: pictures are images too! — New trial 
of Tichborne case refused. So much the better for the credit of the 
Bench and the Bar. -~ Great ‘“‘ bore’’ reported in the Severn. Mr. 
Whalley was at the House. — Meeting of Bishops at Lambeth. So 
many sees made a high tide in the. Thames next day. — Hackney 
election, Consegyative candidate, Gill. Is Hackney a fish that it 
should try to breathe through Gills? — Butt butts at another Irish 
grievance. But Butt won't get much out of Ben! — New issue of 
half-crowns from the Mint. This is going the half-bull instead of the 
whole hog. — Sir Garnet Wolseley is to be Inspector-General of the 
Auxiliary forces. Ought to be created Lord Wimbledon. = Weather 


fine. Good for the crops, if it does net go a cropper. 





‘‘ Ready, aye Ready!” 

In the days of our youth—alas, how long ago we know not—we 
used to hear of a very good boy who grew up, wrote for a paper, and 
made his fortune. We also remember another boy, who wrote a 
book and then went to heaven. We were not told whether the book 
was ever published, or if it was successful; but, judged by the follow- 
ing, it seems much easier to do either of the things mentioned in con- 
nection with book-work than to make money by it. 


To FRIENDS of LYTERARY MEN.—The. Advertiser. having consumed many 
months of Jabour and much m to PREPARE a WORK which will prove 


@ success. and preareny beneficial i i at the present moment is now 
for want of a little ready C. give satisfactory explanations 
and terms to one who will prove a “ friend in need.’’—-Address —— 


An advertiser who consumes his own coin might be fairly expected to 
become a little clogged, and from “‘ clogged” to “ crippled’’ is no such 
venience of imagination, Whether “ ready cash.” acts differently 

we are not to say; having never had any of 


from other 
our own, and never being to borrow any. Yet we are friendly 


A Compromise of Promise. 
Lorp Joun Maywnens, it is.said, pen defritively refused to reduce the 
ving 


price of telegrams to sixpence. regard to the nat f th 
service ee the “nimble ninepenee ?" would be the most, appro- 
priate charge. 





BUN. 
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A SINFUL FREAK. 


Ir was a wicked thing to do, certainly. Ihave often regretted it since, 
and if the opportunity of doing it again were presented I: should hesi- 
tate a long time before embracing it. But I was young then, and 
cherished a species of humour which I have since abjured. Still, when 
I remember the character of the people who were burlesquing and 
bringing into disrepute the letter and spirit: of our religion, I feel a 
certain satisfaction in having contributed) one feeble effort toward 
making them ridiculous. In consideration of the little good I may 
have.done in that way, I beg the reader to judge my conceded error :is 
leniently as possible. The story is strictly true. 

Some years ago the town of Harding, in Illinois, “ experienced a 
revival of religion,’”’ as the people called it. It would have been more 
accurate and less profane to term it a revival of Rampageanism, for 
the craze originated in, and was disseminated by, the sect which I will 
call the Rampagean communion ; and most of the leaping and howling 
was done in that interest. Amongst those who yielded to the 
influence was my friend Thomas Dobsho. Tom had been a pretty 
bad sinner in a small way, but he went into this new thing heart and 
soul. At one of the meetings he made a public confession of more sins 
than he ever was, or ever could have been, guilty of ; stopping just short 
of statutory crimes, and even hinting, significantly, that he could tell a 
good deal more if he were pressed. He wanted to join. the absurd 
communion the very evening of his conversion. He wanted to join 
two or three communions. In fact he was so carried away with zeal 
that some of the brethren gave me a hint to take him home; he and I 
occupied adjoining apartments in the Elephant Hotel. 

Tom’s fervour, as it happened, came near defeating its own purpose ; 
instead of taking him at once into the fold without reference or a 
‘character, which was their usual way, the brethren remembered 
against him his awful confessions, and put him on probation. But 
after a few weeks, during which he conducted himself like a decent 
lunatic, it was decided’to baptise him along with a dozen other pretty 
hard cases who had been converted more recently, and whom I knew 
fora set of designing imposters. This wretched ceremony I per- 
suaded myself it was my duty to prevent, though I think now I erred 
asto the means adopted. It was to take place on a Sunday, and on 
the preceding Saturday I called on the parson, the Rev. Mr. Narro- 
gage, and craved an interview. 

“T come,” said I, with simulated reluctance and embarrassment, “ on 
behalf of my friend, Brother Dobsho, to urge a very delicate and un- 
usual request. You are, I think, going to baptise him to-morrow, and 
I trust it will be to him the beginning of a new and better life. But I 
don’t know if you are aware that his family are all Plungers, and that 
he is himself tainted with the wicked heresy of that sect. So it is. 
He is, asone might say in secular metaphor, ‘on the fence’ between 
their grievous error and the pure faith of your church. It would be 
most melancholy if he should get down on the wrong side. Although 
I confess with shame I have not myself embraced the truth, I hope I 
am not too blind to see where it lies.’ 

“The calamity you apprehend,”’ said the ignorant lout, after solemn 
reflection, “ would indeed seriously affect our friend’s interest and 
endanger his soul. I had: not expected Brother Dobsho to so soon 
give up the good fight,” 

“T think, sir,’ I replied reflectively, ‘‘ there is no fear of that if the 
matter is skilfully managed. He is heartily with you—might I 
venture to say with us ?—on every point but one. He favours immer- 
sion! He has been so vile a sinner that he foolishly fears the more 
simple rite of your church will not make him wet enough. Would 
you believe it ? his uninstructed scruples on the point are so gross and 
materialistic that he actually suggested soaping himself as a pre- 
paratory ceremony! I believe, however, if instead of sprinkling my 
friend, you would pour a generous basinful of water on his head—but 
now that I think of it in your enlightening presence I see that such a 
proceeding is quite out of the question. I fear we must let matters 
take the usual course, trusting to our after-efforts to prevent the 
backsliding which may result.” 

The parson rose and paced the floor a moment, then suggested that 
he had better see Brother Dobsho, and labour to remove his error. 
told him I thought not; I was sure it would not be best. Argument 
might only confirm him in his prejudice. So it was settled that the 
subject should not be broached in that quarter. It would have been 
bad for me if it had. been. 

When I reflect now upon the guile of that conversation, the falsehood 
of my representations, and the wickedness of my motive, I am almost 
ashamed to proceed with my narrative. Had the parson been other 
than an arrant humbug, I hope I should never have suffered myself to 
make him the dupe of a scheme so evil in itself, and prosecuted with so 
disgraceful a disregard of honor. 

The memorable Sabbath dawned bright and beautiful. About nine 
o'clock the cracked old bell, rigged .up on struts, before the meeting- 
house, began to clamour its call to service, and nearly the whole 
population of Harding took its way tothe performance. I had taken 
the precaution to set my watch fifteen minutes fast. Tom was 











sthe.head.of my poor friend—that-head into the.hair of which I had 


ascended the pulpit, with the-ompty bow! in‘his‘hand, and was first-to 


sin no more!’’—and he flung the “earthen bow]: with-so true-an aim 


- iteay is wonderfully interesting. 


f 

* ¥ 
‘ 

¢ 

i 

7 * 


May 2,: 1874.] 





nervously preparing himself for the ordeal. He fidgetted himself into 
his best suit an hour before the time, carried.his hat about the room in 
the most aimless and demented way, and-consulted his watch a hun- 
dred times. I was to accompany him to the eharch, and I spent the 
time fussing about’ the room doing the most ‘extraordinary things in 
the most exasperating manner—in ‘Short, keeping up Tom's feverish 
excitement by every wicked ‘deviee I could think of. Within a half 
hour of the real time for service E-suddenly ealled out— 

“0, I say, Tom; pardon me, but that head of »yours is just fright- 
ful! Phease do let:me brush it upa bit! ’ 

Seizingthim by :the shoulders I thrust: himiitto atehair with his face 
to howealljilaid hold of his eomb‘and brush, got*behind)him, and went 
to work. He was trembling like a-ehild, and ‘knew nommorewhat I was 
doingtthan if he had been brained. ‘Now, ‘Tom’s!headwas.a cur osity. 
His their, which was remarkably ‘thick, \was like-wire. ‘Being cut 
rather hort jit stood out. all over this sealp like ‘the ‘spines on a 
pomegpime. Utthad been a favorite-complaint’of Tom‘#that he never 
oollddiomnything to that head. I-found no difficulty,—I ‘did some- 
thing *to\it, *though JI tblash to tthinkwhat-itwas. I didss mething 
whith II ‘feared the might discoverf ihe Jooked in the mirror, so I 
catilestly “pulled ‘out my «watch, sprung it open, gave a-sturt and 
shoated — 


“EBy Jove! ‘Thomas~pardon *the -odth—but we're jlate. Your 
wetth ois all wrong; look ‘at mine! Here's ‘your hat, old: fellow; 
eomeidlomg. ‘here's not:a moment:to:lose! ” 

: ing “his. hat’on this head, I pxlled |himrout of thethouse, with 
actual violenee. In five:minutesimore-wewere'in.the:mesting-house 
with eversso!much timetto spare. 

The services ‘that day, I am told, were specially ‘interesting and 
impressive, but I:hadia good deal:else-on my'mind—wasipreocuu pied, 
absent, inattentive. "They might have waried from the:sual ‘profane 
exhibition in ‘any :tespect, and to anyextent, ‘and Ihould not have 
observed it. ‘Phe first thing I clearly perceived was.a:rank‘of “ con- 
verts’’ kmnesline before the “altar.’”’ ‘Fom at the left of ‘the ‘line. 
Then the. Rev. Mr. Narrogage approaéhed him, ‘thoughtfully dipping 
hisefingers in a smallvearthern bow! ofvwater:as:ifthe:had ‘just finished 
dining. I was -much'#ffected : E:could: see nothing tistinetly for my. 
tears. My hanilirer¢hief was atimy tface—moest ofitinside. [was 
observed .to#a0biepasmodically sand I am ‘dbashell to:think\how many ' 

stakenly followed my example. 

“With some sdlemnwords, the/purportof whith I -dithmot-quitermake 
out, except that'they sounded like swearing, the-minister stood before 
Thomas, gave me a glance of intelligence, and then, with an innocent 
expression of face, the recollection of which to this day fills me with 
remorse, he spilled, as if by accident, the entire contents of the bowl on 







































sifted a prodigal profusion-of Seidlitz-powders ! 

I confess it, the effect was magical—anyone who was present would 
tell-you that. Tom’s pow simmered—it seethed—it foamed yeastily, 
and.slavered likeamad dog! Itsteamed and hissed, with angry spurts, 
and flashes! Ina second it had grown bigger*than a small snowbank, 
and whiter. It surged, and boiled, and:walloped, and overflowed, ‘and 
sputtered—sent off feathery flakes like down from a shot swan! ‘The 
froth poured creaming over his face, andgyot.itito his eyes. Ltwas the 
most sinful shampooing of*theweason. 

I.cannot describe the: sensation this produced, mor would I if [ 
could. As for Tom, he ‘sprangtto his feet, and staggered out of the 
house, groping his way between the pews, sputtering strangled pro- 
danity, and.gasping like a stvaniled fish. The other candidates rose 
also, shaking their pates'asifitoasay, “‘ No you don't, my hearty, and 
left the house ina body. Amidst‘ambroken silence the miuisster re- 


‘(Brethren and sisters,” sail ihe ‘With calm deliberate evenness of 
tone, “I have held forth in this‘tabernadle for more yearsthan I have 
got fingers and toes, and during ‘that time have ‘known mot gruile, mor | 
anger, nor any uncharitableness. sor Dod Grile;who put aap this 
job on me, I judge him not lest Ttbejudged. Let him ake #hat and 


that it was shattered in a thousand pieces against my skull. ‘The 
rebuke was not unmerited, I confessjnd.L hope I dsmveiprotited by it. 


——_—_—_— 
‘¢The Great Globe Itself” 
Tun Grand Duke Alexis—says the Lendon correspondent of a 
provincial journal— 
Has written an account ofihisttoumround she ‘world-whith ‘those who-have'seen 
Nota shadow of a doubt about it’! ‘Nothing ‘canbe more’ worthy of, 
notice—on the face ‘of the earth. 





Obvious. 
. Wuar:gems are “ far above rubies” just now ?—Why, Garnets, to 
sure, 
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THE PRINCESS BING-TI-BO; 
Or, Vervur ann VIcKepNgss. 


BING-TI bo was-a great princess— 

The Queen of the®kithies, and nothing less! 
And she stood on thertlec: of Ze Coal Black Rose, 
With a tear in her eye, and a ring in her nose. 


For in that vessel'about to depart 

Was the man beloved.of her trusting heatt— 
In a very long-saibyou could scarcety:piek 
Such a cross-eyedveoékswain as SquintingDiék. 


She sang soft strainsto‘the wavelet’s plash, 

And the twittering-#tring of the calabash, 

She vowed she'd with ‘him her crown-divide— 
And in truth sheworevery few garments beside! 


Bat Dick was deaf 'to'theiren’s lay, 

He'turned ‘his quid, andihertarned away ; 

dor Richard had lef: when he-sailed from'town, 
A wife and four orphans‘at\Hors!ey down. 


But Carpenter'Ben was:a:taress'fine 

As e’er spliced:main-bracewhile he crossedthe line, 
His heart wassoft to:aigirl:in distress, 

So he just heaved-to bythesaill princess. 


Said ihe, “ Young Miss;may/Domake-so ‘bold? 
Will you share my hometinthewessel's hold, 
Where'the long-tailed mat-aniiithe cockroavl free 
‘Shall shar@our revelsidlong 0’*we ? ”’ 


So with Carpenter Benifair Bing*ti-bo 
Agreed in Phe Coal Blabk Rose*toyo ;— 

She had\but one sorrow—anid#heti she hid— 
That Ben didn't squintesther Ridhard dill. 


‘But when they landed at Porttemodth Hard, 
grieve to say, as a truthful/bard, 

To judge from the way tthat/heiplayed ‘the trick, 
“That Ben was as wickedes Squinteeyed Wick. 


For he sold the Princess, did ‘Bea, 
For the trifling payment of fiveypound teu, 
And a bottle of rum, to a bow-legged man, 
Who was boss of a travelling caravan ! 


And cross-eyed Richard will often swear 

He wasn't well-treated iu that-atiair, 

And that Ben had no right-to part with the gal, 
Without handing-a share to her former pal. 


And cross-eyed Dicktis.an Admiral now, 
The reward of ‘virtue, as you'll allow; 

-But Carpenter Ben is:a carpenter still, 
Which it serves him right for behaving ill. 














Resistance. 
We learn ‘from’a scientific print that the term “ohm”’ is ‘derived 
‘from the name iof.a celebrated electrician, and furthermore that— 


The *‘ ohm’? is therunit of:resistanee, and is the acknowledged standard of ‘re- 
‘sistance throughout the-world. 


‘(Dhis iis another proof that scientific people are sadly wanting in 


‘practical ‘ommon ‘sense. Any Benedict can tell you that the real 
‘standard unit‘ofvesistance is the wife, who is going to'the opera, or 
to-see the Duchess ‘of Edinburgh,'and whose husband tells her, “ Oh, 
my dear, that dress you ‘had last-season will do.”’ 


From Dan ‘to ‘Beer 


Dan ‘Drowrrx, glancing ‘atthe advertisements the other day, was 
heard to sigh like a furnacea’very dry one. On being questioned, 
he said that he had just caughtsight of‘an advertisement, *‘‘I'v Buttleu 
Beer Travellers’’; ‘and was thinking ‘how’ many dozen ‘he oould travel 
through, if tried, with only:a few “ sojers”’ for convoy! 








Give iim ‘his Dues. 
No'one has a better claim to an attentive hearing on topics rulating 
to the’Suez Canal than ‘MM. dle diemseps. It would be both rude and 
impolitie4o say to him--Shat up! 


‘Taz Long Man of Wilmington,’ so well known to travellers on 
the South Coast line, wishes it to be understood that he has no @on- 
nection’ whatever with ‘the long firm.” 
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Mamma :—“ Look here, girls, I promised Polly a present when she had mastered ‘ the three R’s’ and she wants it now—because she can say ‘ we are, you are, they 


are!’ 


CONCERNING 
‘*GURLS.” 


A LEADER-WRITER 
in the Daily News 
grows tearfully elo- 
quent in deprecation 
of ae articles a 
inbelow specified : 
“the steel armour 
with which an Ame- 
rican girl's waist is 
contracted, the stiff 
bodice in which her 
arms and chest are 
pinioned, and the op- 
pressive bundle of 
skirts wherewith her 
hips are weighted 
and her feet en- 
re 
to ae Rain 

pro ow 
of the mysteries of 
female attire, it is 
always foolish to dis- 
close the dense ig- 
norance underlying 
the profession. As 
for ‘‘ steel armour’"” if 
that means es 
we fancy any of us 
can break a love- 
lance against it 
without crossing the 
seas; and as for 
small waists, Ame- 
rican girls, like 
American men, have 


Shall I give it her?’”’ 
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TRUTH WILL OUT. 
Mabdel :—* Yes! that young man is fond of kissing.’’ 
Mater:—*‘ Mabel, who ever told ode bach nonsense !’’ . 
Mabel :—“ I had it from his own lips!’’ 








| sengers 


them because they 
are born with them. 
The ‘stiff bodice’’ 
is an invention of 
the News writer, and 
more American wo- 
men die from their 
inveterate habit of 
wearing thin and 
few skirts than from 
almost any other 
cause; more even 
than are slain by 
the cucumber pickles 
and ‘ woffles’’ — 
whatever that mys- 
terious comestible 
may be— of which 
our contemporary 
believes their diet to 
mainly consist. Per- 
haps this acute ob- 
server has mixed his 


girls. 





Crying ‘‘ Stink- 


ing Fish!” 

A country watch- 
maker marks his 
street - clock “ Rail- 
way Time.”  Pas- 
suffering 
helplessly from con- 
tinued and flagrant 
breaches of punctu- 
ality will appreciate 
this at its proper 
worth 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC NO. 370. 


From his realm afar 
The Russian Czar 
Is coming—to be the season’s star ! 
So a banquet and ball 
In the grand Guildhall 
Will be given by the Mayor and the Council all. 


1. Across the stormy seas from distant Ind, 
Our ship is wafted by a friendly wind, 
And gladly we, our strife and peril o’er, 
Note the white line of England’s welcome shore. 


2. Go away! 
No longer stay ! 
Tell us why the winter lingers : 
We would not 
Wish you, I wot, 
At the tips of our poor fingers, 


3. It’s a very pleasant city 
In its usual condition— 
But what an awful pity 
That it had an Exhibition. 


4. Do not rest 
On my chest, 
Midnight torment, hated pest. 
I protest 
’Gainst a guest 
Born of food I can’t digest. 


6. If upon a rock you hap, 
Search the Admiralty map, 
Should it not 
Mark the spot, 
Yow are not to blame, my Cap! 


Sonvtion or Acrostic No. 368, Surplus Deficit :— 
Sward, Unique, Reef, Pifferari, Lactic, Uri, Slut. 

Correct SoLtuTions or Acrostic No. 368, received 22nd April ; 
—Jump Jim Crow; Spheroid; Anna R.; Double or Quits; Kit: 
Buggins and Muggins; D. E. H. ; Gyp; Sideropolitai; Peggotty ; 
Ruby’seGhost; Nell and Pons; Webb; Gynx’s Baby;;Cliff; 
Caw; Chookanook and Kuné. 


If C. will send a stamped and directed envelope we will send 
him Ruby’s Ghost’s address. 
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ETC! 


‘“TALK OF” 


Ttobinson :—“ Brown, LET’s GO TO THE Zoo NEXT SuNDAY, ITS A LONG 


TIME SINCE I WAS THERE!”’ 


Rarw TREAT FOR THE PENNY-a-LINER.—Meeting with 
an accident. 


Brown :—*To THE ZoO—BY THE BYE, TALKING OF THE Zoo, I'm 
BLESSED IF HERE ISN’T SmItTH!”* 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. | 


Ar the Queen’s Theatre a new lessee, author; and actor has made a 
plunge; and, as might have been expected of one who attempted | 
so much, he has got out of his depth. Fair France is as funny as the | 
absence of history and geography and the presence of Mr. West Digges | 
and. Mfr. Vandenhoff can make it, and on the opening night the 
audience entered fully into the spirit of the scene, and made cruel 
spert.of much of the dialogue, and more of the acting. Mr. Creswick 
and Mr. Stephens braved the storm gallantly, but it was of no use, 
and ‘ridicule reigned supreme. ‘This is to be regretted, as Mr. West | 
Digges, if less ambitious, would have been much more successful. 


_ Normandy Pippins, the successor of Topseyturveydom at the Criterion, | 
is bright, merry, and sparkling, so full of pretty songs and choruses, 
80 crammed with jokes and absurdities, old and new, and so excellently 
acted, that no one notices the almost utter absence of anything like 
plot. Everybody on the stage is placed in a more or less absurd 
situation, and all except those who are determined to see no good in 
the work of others must be amused by it. People who like a good | 
hearty laugh, and who can afford to dispense with “ the unities” in a 
Piece which makes no pretence to them, should go and hear as well as 
see Miss Hughes, Miss Holland, Mr. Clark, Mr. Fisher, and above all, | 
Fred Dewar, whose Chevalier is a perfect gem in its way. 

Mf. and Mrs. German Reed, driven from their old haunt, the Gal- 

lery of Illustration, have taken up their abode in St. George’s Hall ; 





_ but though the address is new the programme is familiar. It is, how- 
| @ver, also favourite, as it mainly depends on Mr. W.S. Gilbert's 
| AgesAgo, which runs as merrily as ever. Two slight supplementary 
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pitees;-one by Mr. Corney Grain and the other by Mr. B. Rowe, each 
of ‘which includes some good music, make up the evening's enter- 
tainment. 

At the Strand, Mr. Reece and Mr. Farnie have been strengthened | 
by the introduction of a new farce called .4 Crimeless Criminal, which | 


culated by the latter, which is about twenty minutes; and so the 
audience are enabled to prepare theniselves for the heavier items, of 
which Eldorado is still the attraction. 

The St. James’s Theatre will open on May 2nd, the principal item 
in the bill being the late Tom Robertson’s Progress. There will be a 
new version of Offenbach’s Vert-Vert, for which Mr. R. Mansell will 
write the libretto. 


A SPRING MORNING. 


Ros¥-FINGERED Dawn’s upspringing 
In her robes of amber silk ; 

’Neath my casement sounds are rimging— 
“Milk oh! milk!” 


Everywhere Aurora sprinkles 
Dewdrops from her fingers taper. 

Hark! a distant bell now tinkles— 
‘‘ Paper—paper!”’ 

Dash the Dawn, and blow Aurora— 
Drat each tingle, and rap-tap! 

Let me have one final snore—a 
Parting nap! 


- -—————- OC CSO 
—_— SO 


After the Warmin’. 
We learn from the Mirror that— 
M. Du Chaillu has left New York to complete his explorations in Norway and 
Sweden. 


Well, we presume that having had enough of the “ p’riller,” he is in 


| search of a *‘ Chin-chiller”’ ! 


Apvice To Fast Hunting Mew.—Never “run through” the pa- 


) 18 as slight in plet: as it is short in duration. The former may be cal- | ternal acres. 
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EVENTS OF THE WEEK 





May Day—A Fading away Spectacle. 








TO ASPARAGUS. Disinterested. | 
A Sonnet. cn a tat gga I eas ea nore sree Spex freedom So Sir , 
WRET s. + : arne olseley. ooks businesslike. ey hope that now 
8 ‘ a one , fy ate toe Sy ‘hoe a a Ashanti is opened i for civilization, the natives will forswear calico — 
Sa what strain of harpsicord or lute and not much of that!) for honest broadcloth. Of course the | 
ee now woo thee, loiterer, from thy bed. om of the Company will be given to Sir Garnet wrapt up in | 
Thrust up through earth thy welcome verdant head, some “ All-wool ’’(seley) cloth. | 
And let us loving! y observe thee shoot ee eters | 
Hasten ! and I to thee an ode will sing Con-save-atism. | 
As lovel as e’er you read, — At a recent meeting of the Manchester Committee for the relief of | 
And A butter in a boat will, bring the Indian famine, it was pointed out that the newspapers which had | 
To do thee dinner service and due suit. made reports intended to discourage charitable efforts in this country | 
Alas, that it should be so hard a thing were “all on one side in politics.” Exactly; they are on the | 
With a in — eae to wor i economical side—every body has heard of political economy. 
Because— me !—excep “ arrah, Gus! —_ $$$ —$________—. 
There is no rhyme in English to Asparagus. Tue Commonzst Lock-out.—A Padlock. 
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TURF TOPICS. 


Txosz who imagine: that the Newmarket Craven Meeting is so 
called because off the: want of pluck: showm by the stewards of the 
Jockey Club, the, bookmakers or backers; the jockeys, owners, or 
trainers, who have; thueearly not got theirnerves up to summer heat, 
had better leave off their, imaginations,.and not be in such a hurry 
again. They had, better trust to my guidance which, as I am 
informed by the editorand: many good natured friends, is free from 
any effort in the same,direction. Butaman who is engaged to write 
because of his sole;and exclusive knowledge of\ turf topics, of weight 
for age handicaps, of;maiden penalties; and:allowances to winners, can 
afford to despise. the; censures of the. worldiand;the dictates of. other 
people’s consciences». So,I will continue by. stating that the Craven 
Meeting is so called: beeause it is held:inithe:Crayen. week, and this in 
turn takes its name from, a. well-known: street; inthe Strand, which 
used. to be the head quarters of, the, Newmarket of: years. gone by. 
But Hungerford; is.no,longer a Newmarket, in. fact it-isnolongera 
market at allj;and the Craven. meeting and the Craven week: haye been 
in) due course, removed. to and, held: at: their present situation. This 
meeting wae.until, lately. celebrated for the youngsters. who attended:it, |. 
thus marking, their, staré: in life; but; the Charing: Cross railway 
station and) the: Jockey: Club-have.changed all that,.and, Hungerford, 
penny: ices, andiinaugural two-year oldracing, are alas! things,of, that; 
pas: which, willinever, nover again return to gladden the hearts:af) good 
old: turfites. with its;:bygene glories. But why should) [ talk; of the 

+? Beeamse, as,the editor of this paper has very wisely remarked, 

iam the, future: ever done: for any of us?’ While, and) I state 
this. om my own: account and .autbority, the past hag.done for-seme-of 
us: very considerably, Ah, little did my-mother think when:first.she: || 
cradled: mey, that: Ii should in: due course. of time.a:turfic prophet: bed. 
= is; omaceountof:the extra dry weather, But:there is heayyy web: 

From, Waremaxket, Craven to: Newmarket. Fitst.Spring:is but a.shep- 
—a, fits: spring; over: Epsom. with. its; City-and: Suburban and Great 

. then we stand:face.to face with,the:Two Thougand 
Ghineasy,.2. raee, which. isso: called: because. its: value, is: about four. 
thomsendi pounds. And. a very, nicelittle sum, toefom people wheive- 
nofttieem, brought up to extravagant habits.. Of courae.it seems small 


,inate:thet’s because. sporting: writers.earmsmek) a:deal of money, 
whet; they get: given them, In; faet)[’m quite tired of 
edxing, the things: I soumany” one’s know- 

. Besides, I‘ know people only send things to me. so 
as to get my autograph, and then they pretend they're friends of 
mine. But I’m going to use printed forms in future, for-all ameunts 
received under sixpence. And as I have got the certain winner of the 
Two. Thousand Guineas they will doubtless be in great request. I 
dreamt three nights running—and the . best. way. you can dream of a. 
race horse is running—that a Spectator would take a more than 

inarily active part in’ the contest. Still I fancy that Wadlow’s 
horse: will only spectate so far at least-as Ecossais is concerned; but as 
the City and Surburban is not decided as I write the third horse must 
be given in my next. But the winner has been, as shown, already, 


arranged by your racy reviewer, AvUGSPUR. 
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‘oT ll ’ave yer rat!” 

Ir brevity is the soul of wit, the concocter of ‘the following adver- 
may be complimented on the possession of unlimited humour, 
-and it is,unfortunate thatthe neglected education of the present day 

prevented its being recognised without our assistance. 
OST.—HATS EXCHANGED, Abbey, rearof pulpit, Sunday evening —Rectify 

“at —— Hotel, City. 

But,even brevity may defeat itself, and in the: present, instance we are: 
not told what was. lost. It couldn’t. be the advertiser's hat, for, if 
exchange is no robbery, what is exchanged, cannot be lost. No signal 
‘18 arranged on.so that recognition. shall be.mutual; but. that doesn't. 
much.matter, for:in.a meeting like that proposed hattitudeis.every- | 
‘ Dg, i 





Oh, Hamlet, what a falling-off! 
A poe has it appears for some time attached itselfto.the- Edinburgh ||’ 
igade, andhas been named “ Hamlet.” The-Sowsh-London: Prees- 


This canine namesake of “the melancholy Dane’? aecompanies the engines to 


E'UN. 


the public to consume, the greatest possible amount of liquor in. the 
shortest space of time—is indisputably a Quick-sot-ic. enterprises 


ted by a stamped and 
eee a: ti j 


emendation, 
word as “ Epithalmium.” We learnt.a little Greek once, 


X., Liverpoo 
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THE PERFIDIOUS PIEMAN. 


Marrua Louisa Jemima ANN 

Was deeply: in love with a piema—an ! 
(Don’t deem the rhyme a stupidity, 

It pictures:the damsel's timidity.) 


Martha Jemima, bewitching maid, 
Spoke-ofi herselfias “a kitching maid,’’ 
And loved; to the verge of insanity 

The above-mentioned type of pie-manity. 


Still near that caterer’s.shop she would 
Loiter and linger—aye! stop she would, 
Purchasing, stale ’uns-for;ha pennies, 
When she no: longer could: pay pennies. 


How: onthe wares of: our. friend, a lass 

All of hem wage could(thua.spend, alas, 

Has always.a mystery been;to us, 

Like—“‘ What,is the use ofithe spleen to us?” 


Yet she'd: buy tabby: anditortoiseshell, 
Rudely: enclosed in; asert:o’ shell,— 

No one-would think;thata crust it was! 
(Showing:how fervent:her trust it was.) 


Nor. wouldjshe cavili the. 

Though. ittsaid openly‘: 

Emptor”; but placidly swallowadiit, 
Heedless of; illness. that-followediits, 


ea man's sausage-rolleny, 

e-her as something, pasi.drollery, 
‘Though, the. strata,that ran in.’em. 
Plainly-conféssed blackeandstan in ’em. 


The pieman, who acted'sagaciously,; 
Encouraged her eating rapagiousl py; 

And swore, most perfidious of piemen, too, 
He'd lead her the altar of Hymen to. 


Now an old maid, who alwayschad:pets of cats 
He’s married—so plenty-be gotmof.cats ; 
And his profits most:certainly doubled are, 

And his dreams by his falsehood untroubled are. 


But it pierces your heart to hear Martha’s tone, 

As she whitens the front steps with hearth-a-stone, 
(At a rhyme so ill-tuned none would grieve as I, 
lf it didn’t express how to heaye a. sigh.) 


eee 


A Cross Question. 
SHorteninG the publican’s hours of: business,—in effeet. inducing 


Gushers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
- rected envelope ; and,we do, not. hold ourselwas |} 
or loss.j 


H. F. (Bristol).—Whoever gave you that as a;“‘new and original joke ” 





would rob his great grandmother’s skeleton of its set of false teeth. 


Lars PorseNna. crowns, the edifice with a post card giving another 
But without.it we should have known that, there is no 


— (Liverpool).—Everybody is tired of the Tichborne,trial by. this time, 


— except perhaps the jury. 


ConsTaNT ReapER.— We can take no notice of post cards. 
Caw.—Yovu’re a raven’ idiot. 

S. (Musselburgh).—We look for brain as well as mussels, though. 
Marrar or Facr.— Zant pis pour les faits ! 

Comiquxz.---Not required, thanks. 

H. (Surrey-street).— Much obliged for the cutting, 

S. R.—Thanks. 

Declined with thanks :—S. H., Sudbury; J. A., Holloway; R. G.; X. 
1; F. G., Tavistock-square; W., Camberwell; T. N., Brixton ; 


| fires, and renders t. service by protecting the hese from the feet of careless, 
_ Spectators. = ve 


His name seems scarcely well-chosen, 


W. K., Sutton; Old Subscriber; H. M. C., York-terrace; F. R., Barns- 
bury; O. R. 1. C., Arlesford; R., Glasgow; M. R. S.; C. P., Halstead ; T. 
J. M., Hull; G. F. H., Norwood; —, South Melford; R. H, Highbury 
New Park; B. M.; G. A. L., Croydon ;8,, Cheapside; W. D. E., Newport ; 
B. G. J., Dulwich; Z. B., Rotherham; H., Barnsbury; W. H., Stubbs, 
Southsea; W.; Boots; E. G., Southampton; A. B. C., Battersea; —, 
Liverpool ; B., Canterbury ; 8. M., Huddersfield; W.G. F., Ipswich; A. H., 
Birkenhead; W. F. E., Wakefield; M., Devonport; E. J. T. 8., Derby; C. 
W. J. U., Queen’s-gate Gardens ; E. S., Bloomsbury. 


for the original Hamlet was 
Noticeable for a desire to shuffle off “the mortal coil,’’ and was, if we 
are to believe Ophelia (and we never doubt a lady), somewhat given to 
iness in the matter of hose. 
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‘1 OOK BEFORE YOU 


Dr. Vain, running hard to cateh the train, meets the clothes basket at the corner and is compet to jump. 


he discovers his lovely Julia and her Ma, Lady Highnose ! 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


We have received the new Peerage, and Baronetage and Knightage of 
the evergreen, or perhaps we should say evercrimson Dedrett, revised 
by the editor with :his accustomed care and skill, and turned out in 
best.style by. Messrs. Dean and Co. 

Mr. Mendel-sohn, of Chancery Lane, has issued a group of portraits 


of the new ,. The likenesses are excellent, and must have 
been taken before ‘smiles of complacency at return to office had 
had time to vanish. 


‘As we'can say nothing very favourable of Eleanor and other Poems 
(Longley, Farringdon-street), perhaps the kindest thing will be to say 


Elegance and Economy 
and Co., Cornhill), is an excellent handbook for small house- 


"sno dy Hooper, who very wisely approves of the French 


. 
: * 


system. les her school the Anglo-French, combining the two 
manners as suited to English palates, and she advocates marketing 
_ for one’s sélf ce to our plan ef ordering what we want but 
_ receiving what the tradesmar pleases. _This is the sort of book for an 
_ unselfish husband to give his wife—with a view to benefiting by her 


Bravo, Luke Limmer! say we, on receiving Madre Natura, or the 


Moloch of Fashion from Messrs. Chatto and Windus of Piccadilly. In 


BOYS’ SUITS FOR ALL OCCASIONS, 
100. 6d, to 63s. In Stock for Imme liate 
Wear or to Measure. 
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LEAP.” 


When in mid-air (oh, horror ! ) 
Mem.— His Julia is now the wife of another. 








\this. treatise, aptly and ably illustrated, the well-known artist scath- 


ingly exposes the evils of the present fashions—more especially of 
tight-lacing. Girls should be made to learn it by heart, and act on its 
recepts. 

F Our old friend of the Argosy, Johnny Ludlow,,has selected some of 
his best stories, and arranging them in chronological order, publishes 
them in three volumes. Each tale is perfect in itself, but a general 
connecting link runs through the whole, so that like Accra beads, while 
each sing'y is valuable, the whole string forms a choice necklace. 
Messrs. Bentley send the book out in excellent form, and we imagine 
there will be a run on the libraries for it. 

Messrs. Warne and Co. are republishing in the cheap form of 
** Notable Novels,” those delightful novels of Captain Marryat’s 
which will be the delight of boys as long as boys exist. When they 
can get Newton Forster, Frank .Mildmay, or King’s Own for sixpence, 
there is no excuse for the lads buying “‘ The Infant Highwayman,” 
“The Baby Burglar,” and other pernicious trash of the sort. 

Mr. Egglestone’s new story, The Circuit-Rider (Routledge and 
Sons, Broadway), describes the early struggles of the Methodist 
teachers and preachers in the wild settlements, where Orthodoxy and 
Rowdyism made common cause against the fervour of the new religion. 
The narrative is, therefore, thoroughly interesting, but we miss much 
the touches of quairit sly humour with which previous books from the 
same pen havé overflowed. 






NEW, NOVEL, AND ELEGANT DESIGN&: 
IN BOYS’. COSTUMES, 
21s. to 3 Guineas 
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DANCING DAYS. 


THe band strikes up a lively air, 
That sets young toes a-prancing. 
I steal away and take a chair 
To watch the others dancing. 
I once could shake a nimble toe— 
Its lost its spring (you know, Ver 
Non semper viret)—be it so! 
My dancing days are over ! 


I still can watch while others skip, 
And think how erst I hopped it, 
Ere goutty toe, rheumatic hip, 
And feeble ankle stopped it. 
What need to envy lad or lass 
Because they live in clover, 
While I am munching chaff and grass— 
My dancing days are over! 


Let happy youth enjoy its spring— 
It will not last for ever! 
In vain to its delights we cling, 
Time forces us to sever. 
So let them laugh while laugh they can! 
Who wishes them at—Dover, 
Or further—is a soured old man, 
Whose dancing days are over ! 


But I am growing grey and old, 
And looking-on is dreary ;— 
I feel I’m getting tired and cold, 
And find the fun is weary ; 
From slippers and an easy chair, 
Ah, why was I a rover; 
Would I were now at home, for—there !— 
My dancing days are over ! 


I envy not the merry lot, 
Who gaily skip and caper ;— 
But, oh, I miss my pipe and pot, 
ba fire, and evening paper. 
Good night! I’m off! Nor will again 
From my fire-side, by Jove, err. 
Let others dance. To me it’s plain, 
My dancing days are over! 


Tus Licutr Fantastrc.—Will 0’ the Wisp. 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Tue Tories are not ungrateful. The Licensing Bill is to be 
amended — The Czar will lunch with the City authorities. They 
will make him a City-Czarn. = America has been out-inundating our 
high tide. “‘ We air a great country, sir! ’’ = London School Board is 
still occupied with the great denominational education question. That 
is ‘only another way of saying that it is doing nothing emergetically. 
== Hackney has very properly declined a Gill-ty Tory. = The Jrish 
Flag has been warned. A flag should be attached ‘to a staff, not a 
shillelah. — Lady Stradbroke is much incensed because labourers 
won't accept as charity what they might earn by toil. If strikes go 
on, what will become of Lady Bountiful ? = Professor Tyndall got up 
a cliff at the Isle of Wight. Got up a tree at the same time, and had 
to be lowered by ropes. — Grand Ball to Duke and Duchess of 
Edinburgh at the Mansion House was a success. A civictory! — 
Diockens’s Hitchin miser is dead. Tom Tiddler’s Ground has got the 
upper hand of him now. — The Swiss are going to revise their Con- 
stitution. Surrounding countries will please take notice. — The 
Dutch find the Atchinese not to be sneezed at. The taking of 
Holland was nothing to this “ little war.’ — Lesseps and the Khedive 
still at loggerheads about the canal. The herd of Suez Shareholders 
are on a steep place and had better look out. = Suicide at Paris by 
somebody wearing a McCarthy-Ludgate hat. Advertising ingenuity 
is not exhausted yet. At the same time, we'll stand some of 
MoCarthy’s largest to lots of people if they will only make paragraphs 
of themselves. 








An ingenious Marylander has invented what is described as an 


“improved Nut-Lock.” It is odd what fancies inventors take! 


’s the use of locking a nut P—it isa crib anyonecancrack. Asfor 
& walnut, a child could pick that. 


VOL. XIX. 
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PREVENTION BETTER THAN (COLD WATER) CURE. 


Teetotaller :—“I’vyz TAKEN NOTHING STRONGER THAN WATER FOR THE 
LAST EIGHTEEN YEARS AND J’m NEVER THIRSTY.” 
Beer-drinker :—“ No Mong AM I—NEVER LET IT GET SO FAR AS THAT.” 








THE CONTRAST. 


Lapy Ame tia is tall and fair, 

A coronet gleams in her golden hair ; 
Betsy is short and rather thick-set, 
And carries her hair in a cabbage net. 


Lady Amelia can sit and play 

On a trichord piano the live-long day ; 
Betsy performs, from morn till e’en, 

On a patent lock-stitch sewing-machine. 


Lady Amelia, as fits her rank, 

Has lands, and stocks, and cash at the bank ; 
Betsy—beyond one sixpence bent— 

Has to earn every shilling for food and rent. 


And now—shall I marry Amelia fair, _ 
With the coronet binding her golden hair, 
Or Betsy—known to her friends as Bet— 
With her hair drawn back in a cabbage-net ? 


Amelia—only for ornament made— 

Should the mantel deck, ’neath a tall glass-shade ; 
But Betsy—I think they should call her Bess— 
Would a poor man’s fireside comfort and bless. 


And Amelia—and that’s why she shan’t be my wife— 
Couldn’t sew on a button to save her life; 

While Betsy would whip you one on, like winking — 
What's life without buttons ? Worth nought, I’m thinking. 


One’s Meat—another’s Poison. 


Wuar is that which would be a blow to a barrister and liberty to a 
prisoner? Being disbarred. 
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‘'| OOK BEFORE YOU LEAP.” 


Dr. Vain, running hard to cateh the train, meets the clothes basket at the corner and is compelled to jump. When in mid-air (oh, horror! ) 


he discovers his lovely Julia and her Ma, Lady Highnose ! 


{Mem.— His Julia is now the wife of another. 








TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


|| this treatise, aptly and ably illustrated, the well-known artist scath- 
‘ingly exposes the evils of the present fashions—more especially of 


We have received the new Peerage, and Baronetage and Knightage of | tight-lacing. Girls should be made to learn it by heart, and act on its 
the evergreen, or perhaps we should say evercrimson Dedrett, revised | precepts. 


by the editor with his accustomed care and skill, and turned out in 
» the best.style by Messrs. Dean and Co. | 

Mr. Mendel-sohn, of Chancery Lane, has issued a group of portraits 
of the new Ministry. The likenesses are excellent, and must have 
been taken before the smiles of complacency at return to office had 
had time to vanish. 

As we can say nothing very favourable of Eleanor and other Poems 
(Longley, Farringdon-street), perhaps the kindest thing will be to say | 
nothing at all, | 

Little Dinners, and how to serve them with Elegance and Economy | 
(King and Co, Cornhill), is an excellent handbook for small house- | 
holds, by Mary Hooper, who very wisely approves of the French | 
system. Sho styles her school the Anglo-French, combining the two 
manners as best suited to English palates, and she advocates marketing 
for one’s self in preference to our plan of ordering what we want but 
receiving what the tradesmar pleases. This is the sort of book for an | 
—- husband to give his wife—with a view to benefiting by her 
study of it. 

Brave, Luke Limmer! say we, on receiving Madre Natura, or the 
Moloch of Fashion from Messrs. Chatto and Windus of Piccadilly. In | 
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Our old friend of the Argosy, Johnny Ludlow, has selected some of 
his best stories, and arranging them in chronological order, publishes 
them in three volumes. Each tale is perfect in itself, but a general 
connecting link runs through the whole, so that like Accra beads, while 
each singly is valuable, the whole string forms a choice necklace. 
Messrs. Bentley send the book out in excellent form, and we imagine 
there will be a run on the libraries for it. 

Messrs. Warne and Co. are republishing in the cheap form of 


| “ Notable Novels,” those delightful novels of Captain Marryat’s 


which will be the delight of boys as long as boys exist. When they 
can get Newton Forster, Frank .Mildmay, or King’s Own for sixpence, 
there is no excuse for the lads buying “The Infant Highwayman,”’ 
“The Baby Burglar,” and other pernicious trash of the sort. 

Mr. Egglestone’s new story, The Circuit-Rider (Routledge and 
Sons, Broadway), describes the early struggles of the Methodist 
teachers and preachers in the wild settlements, where Orthodoxy and 
Rowdyism made common cause against the fervour of the new religion. 
The narrative is, therefore, thoroughly interesting, but we miss much 
the touches of quaint sly humour with which previous books from the 
same pen have overflowed. 
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DANCING DAYS. 


THe band strikes up a lively air, 
That sets young toes a-prancing. 
I steal away and take a chair 
To watch the others dancing. 
I once could shake a nimble toe— 
Its lost its spring (you know, Ver 
Non semper viret)—be it so! 
My dancing days are over ! 


I still can watch while others skip, 
And think how erst I hopped it, 
Ere goutty toe, rheumatic hip, 
And feeble ankle stopped it. 
What need to envy lad or lass 
Because they live in clover, 
While [ am munching chaff and grass— 
My dancing days are over! 


Let happy youth enjoy its spring— 
It will not last for ever! 

In vain to its delights we cling, 
Time forces us to sever. 

So let them laugh while laugh they can! 
Who wishes them at—Dover, — 

Or further—is a soured old man, 


4! 
4 


Whose dancing days are over ! . UB Ny 
WN 
ry 


But I am growing grey and old, \- = 
And looking-on is dreary ;— 

I feel I’m getting tired and cold, 
And find the fun is weary ; 

From slippers and an easy chair, 
Ah, why was I a rover; 

Would I were now at home, for—there !— 
My dancing days are over! 


I envy not the merry lot, 
Who gaily skip and caper ;— 
But, oh, I miss my pipe and pot, 
My fire, and evening paper. 
Good night! I’m off! Nor will again 
From my fire-side, by Jove, err. 
Let others dance. To me it’s plain, 
My dancing days are over! 


Tug Licur Fantastic.—Will 0’ the Wisp. 
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PREVENTION BETTER THAN (COLD WATER) CURE. 


Teetotaller :—“I’yz TAKEN NOTHING STRONGER THAN WATEB FOR THE 
LAST EIGHTEEN YEARS AND J’m NEVER THIRSTY.” 
Beer-drinker :—** No MoRB AM I—NEVER LET IT GET SO FAR AS THAT.” 








OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Tue Tories are not ungrateful. The Licensing Bill is to be 
amended — The Czar will lunch with the City authorities. They 
will make him a City-Czarn. = America has been out-inundating our 
high tide. “‘ We air a great country, sir!’’? = London School Board is 
still occupied with the great denominational education question. That 
is Only another way of saying that it is doing nothing emergetically. 
== Hackney has very properly declined a Gill-ty Tory. = The Irish 
Flag has been mae A flag should be attached to a staff, not a 
shillelah. — Lady Stradbroke is much incensed because labourers 
won't accept as charity what they might earn by toil. If strikes go 
on, what will become of Lady Bountiful ? = Professor Tyndall got up 
a cliff at the Isle of Wight. Got up a tree at the same time, and had 
to be lowered by ropes. = Grand Ball to Duke and Duchess of 
Edinburgh at the Mansion House was a success. A civictory! = 
Diokens’s Hitchin miser is dead. Tom Tiddler’s Ground has got the 
upper hand of him now. — The Swiss are going to revise their Con- 
stitution. Surrounding countries will please take notice. — The 
Dutch find the Atchinese not to be sneezed at. The taking of | 
Holland was nothing to this “little war.’’ — Lesseps and the Khedive 
still at loggerheads about the canal. The herd of Suez Shareholders 
are on a steep place and had better look out. = Suicide at Paris by 
somebody wearing a McCarthy-Ludgate hat. Advertising ingenuity 
is not exhausted yet. At the same time, we'll stand some of 
MoCarthy’s largest to lots of people if they will only make paragraphs 
of themselves. 








Off his Nut. 


An ingenious Marylander has invented what is described as an 
“improved Nut-Lock.” It is odd what fancies inventors take! 
t’s the use of locking a nut ?—it is acrib anyonecan crack. As for 

& walnut, a child could pick that. 


VOL. XIX. 


THE CONTRAST. 


Lapy Ame LIA is tall and fair, 

A coronet gleams in her golden hair ; 
Betsy is short and rather thick-set, 
And carries her hair in a cabbage net. 


Lady Amelia can sit and play 

On a trichord piano the live-long day ; 
Betsy performs, from morn till e’en, 

On a patent lock-stitch sewing-machine. 


Lady Amelia, as fits her rank, 

Has lands, and stocks, and cash at the bank ; 
Betsy—beyond one sixpence bent— 

Has to earn every shilling for food and rent. 


And now—shall I marry Amelia fair, 

With the coronet binding her golden hair, 
Or Betsy—known to her friends as Bet— 
With her hair drawn back in a cabbage-net ? 


Amelia—only for ornament made— 

Should the mantel deck, ’neath a tall glass-shade ; 
But Betsy—I think they should call her Bess— 
Would a poor man’s fireside comfort and bless. 


And Amelia—and that’s why she shan’t be my wife— 
Couldn't sew on a button to save her life; 

While Betsy would whip you one on, like winking — 
What's life without buttons ? Worth nought, I’m thinking. 


One’s Meat—another’s Poison. 


Wuar is that which would be a blow to a barrister and liberty tu a 
| prisoner? Being disbarred. 
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EXHIBITION OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


Specia, Carmiave or tHE SpercraL Pictures ny our Speciat Cor- 


RESPONDENT.—ACCOUNT OF THE PR#-PrivatE VIEW. 
TERRIBLE REVELATIONS. 
Mysterious Absence of Mr. J. M. Whistler ( from Chelsea.) 
Gallant Conduct of Miss E. Tuompson, the Crimean Heroine. 
RASH ATTEMPT OF MR. RICHMOND, 


Strange Proceedings on the Part of Sir F. Grant, P.R.A. 


Touching Remorse of Mr. F. Holt, 


Mr. Alma Tadema is more an Ancient “Rum ’un” than a Dane. 


Curious Diseovery of Mr. Ernest Gambart in an Antique Studio. 
MR. BACCANI IS NOT TOO LATE, 
INcuURARLE Onstixacy or Mr. E. C. Barwes. 


Glorification of Red Heart Rum in connection with the North West 


Passage, by Mr. J. FE. Millais, R.A. 
R xwewrep Incarceration or Mr. E. M. Warp, R.A. 


Extraordinary Surgieal Operation by Mr. T. Faed, R.A.: a Scotch 
Lassie cut into three distinct halve:, and admirable behaviour of her 


Father uader the circumstances. 
Ercetera.—( There is a goodish deal of etcetera in the Exhibition.) 





Tur pages of Fon halve, from year to year, been enlivened by 
criticisms more or less eloquent, erudite, virile, vivacious, wise, and 
witty on the principal works exhibited at the Royal Academy ; but it 
may be confidently said that the Editor has never yet seleetod for this 
difficult and delicate task 4 gentleman so fully qualified from every 
point of view (including writing and freezing point, point. lace, 
potatoes and point, and Point de Galle), to discharge his onerous and 
ill-remunerated functions ‘as the individual who now honours the 
public by addressing it. Bland, passionate, and truly affable, First 
Cousin (by the uncle’s side) of Mr. J. M. Whistler (of Chelsea), ex- 


colour grinder to Mr. Calderon, R.A., Egyptian Hall keeper to Mr. 
E. J. Poynter, A.R.A., lion’s provider} to Mr. Britom Riviere, 
gaoler of the dark cell to Mr. E. M. Ward, and purveyor of Japanese 
curtains to—a copious Urdu, Sanskrit, and Penmny-Icelandish scholar, 
deeply clad in the patristic theology and the origin of pea-shucks, a 
Bollandist, a Cryptcomeben. a Polygamist, a member of the Hindoo- 
Koosh, the Association for the Adulteration of Food and the Grocers’ 
Detection Society, the gentleman in question has yet a further claim 
to the esteem of his contemporaries, the reverence of artists, and the 
appreciation of the public. He is the greatest artist of the day unhung. 
Conscript Fathers, it is time that I should relinquish the pusillani- 
mous use of the Third person, Iam that Man. You, sir (I mean the 
Editor of Fun), did well to appoint me to the proud post which I 
intend so adequately to fill. I know, sir, that vizere forte anie 
Agamemnona (which, being translated, means that the son of Phithenes 
had four aunts who were all vixens), and that other critics have pre- 
ceded me in the enjoyment of your confidence and your cheque book. 
But where are those critics now? Echo answers: “sacked.’”’ Dod 
Grile, sir, was all very well; but he took a fiend’s delight in finding 
fault with Sir Francis Grant, P.R.A., and Mr. H. O’Neill, artists for 
whom I entertain an infantile fondness. You bade him “ wash up,” 
and begone. Augspur was better, but he was too racy, and would 
insist on calling the catalogue the “c’rect card.” Ruskin you were 
obliged to get rid of. That accomplished but eccentric scholar and 
critic had a habit of writing his copy on the backs of postage stamps, 
which he gummed down so firmly to his envelopes, that no hot boil- 
ing tears on the part of the printers could put his adhesive communi- 
cations into print; and as regards Mr. Algernon Swinburne ;—well, 
sir, Mr. Swinburne did his best, but he persisted in composing his 
critiques half in Attic Greek, and half in Provencal French, and the 


_ public deemed them “ rather too rich.” There was one man, indeed, 


who was inthe good old times your Art Critic—one man to whom 
all bowed the knee—a man, whose prodigious erudition, caustic 
humour, power of invective, indomitable flow of animal (and alcoholic) 
spirits, and child-like innocence, rendered him at once the delight of 
the young, the solace of the aged, and the admiration of all. Need I 
siy, sir, that Tallude to the late lamented Colonel Guido Vaux? Alas! 
that I should say late; but such is the melancholy fact. We shall 
see that beneficent and bulbous nose no more. We shall not hear any 
longer the resonance of that rich and rosy voice. Squeal, ye nymphs, 
and bellow ye Fauns, for Vaux is dead. Where lie his honoured 
remains?’ Ah, where? Where, as Coleridge beautifully asked in the 
case of Sir Arthur Oullan, is his grave ? 
“ Where is the grave of the gallent Guido ? 
Where may the bones of that good knight be ? 
On the banks of the Prah, by a jungle side, 01! 
Under the shade of an old gum tree. 
His eword is rust 


His body ie 
And his soul’s not very warm in dust.” 


FUN. 


[May 9, 1874, 


[This is all very well; but we fancy that we read it all, anda good 
deal more, two days ago in a leading article in the Daily Deliriyy, 
on the death of Mr. Crammer Skewerer, the eminent (Sunday) photo- 
grapher of the New Cut.—Eb. Fun.] 

But I will proceed, sir, to business. Furnished with your instruc. 
tions, your blessing, a card of admission to Burlington House, and a 
crisp bank note to pay my fare underground from the Temple Station 
to Charing-cross, I duly presented myself at the Pra-Private view of 


the Royal Academy Exhibition—that is to say, the Inspection pro- 
vided exclusively for gentlemen; the peep before Varnishing Day, 
before the Private View, fashionably so called; before the visit of 
Royalty, and before the Saturday night’s banquet takes place. There 
were a good many gentlemen, and more than one lady of the press 
present. The Academical authorities had, by a curious oversight, 
omitted to provide lunch for us; but, en revanche, there was nobody to 
worry us for our sticks and umbrellas, and there were no savage ‘old 
gentlemen, of an Academical cast of countenance, to glower at us as 
we made our pencil marks on the margins of our catalogues. Let me 
hasten to admit that the Exhibition is, on the whole, a very fine one: 
and for many years past I have not gazed upon a collection containing: 
so few pictures of which the painters instead of their works deserved 
hanging. There are really great works at the Academy; not many that 
belong to that which may be unreservedly qualified as high art ; but, on 
the other hand, there is an almost total absence of utter daubs, wit) 
the inevitable contributions of the atrocious Squibob. This miscreant 
has no less than nine pictures on the walls, all hung on the line, all of 
immense size (his portrait of Coffee Calcalli, bewailing the loss of his 
umbrella, is seventy-seven feet high by eighteen broad, and painted 
entirely in ivory black and Liebeg’s essence of meat), and his pre- 
posterous productions are marked by the arrogance, the inaptitude, 
the inability to meet his pecuniary obligations, and the gross ingratitude 
to his best friends, which have long rendered the name of Squibob a 
byeword of contumely and a reproach. Squibob is hung, forsooth, 
while I——but no matter. I wish J had the hanging of him private? 
at 8 a.m., with nobody but Mr. Jonas and the chaplain to see fair. 
He should know what it isto be “ onthe line” with a vengeance. 

Millais is very fine this year. His picture of the “North West 
Passage ’’ is one of the most powerfully painted interiors I have ever 
seen; and the head of the old Arctic navigator, which reminds you 
half of Michael Angelo’s Moses and half of good old George Cruik- 
shank, is wonderfully grand. But the navigator’s daughter is the 
same hard-featured Scotch lassie we have all seen so often, and liked 
so little in Millais’ pictures. The nautical gentleman has a glass of 
grog at his side, unmistakeably compounded of Red Heart Rum (my 
dear old Colonel's favourite tipple). The grog is splendidly painted, 
but the spoon is somewhat shaky. As I was dwelling with in- 
finite admiration on these details, I heard a piercing scream behind 
me, and turning round saw a gentleman in a waterproof coat, a 
hat built in watertight compartments, and wearing a Waterloo 
medal, fall down in an epileptic fit. He was carried out by four 
water-bailiffs, and borne into the adjacent apartments by the Royal 
Geographical Society, where, after sundry administrations of 
draughts from the water-shed of Central Africa, he presently re- 
vived. I learnt subsequently that his name was Wilfrid Lawson, 
and that he had come to “do” the Exhibition for The Band 
of Hope Review. That glass of grog was too much for him. There 
are, besides the ‘‘ North-West Passage,’ two splendid landscapes by 
Millais, “‘ Scotch Firs,’ and ‘ Winter Fuel,’’ and some portraits, of 
which I like the full length of a little Master Rothschild the least. 

Fildes’s great picture of the ‘‘ Casuals’’ is the noblest work he has 
painted, and is a surprising advance on his former works; and the 
mention of his name leads me to proclaim without further parley the 
Five Artists who, to my thinking, have sent the five grandest pictures 
to the Royal Academy this year. They are :— 

Millais—*‘ North-west Passage ;”’ 

Fildes—* Casuals ;”’ 

H. Hardy—* Ulysses ;”’ 

Alma Tadema—“ The Roman Studio;” and last, but not least, 

Miss E. Thompson—“ Calling the roll after an engagement, Crimea.” 

Were I Commander-in-Chief I would forthwith nominate Miss E. 
Thompson Honorary Colonel of the Brigade of Guards. She has 
painted the pluckiest and most. powerful picture these old eyes have 
seen for manyaday. J. D. Watson in his “ Only been with a Few 
Friends,’ Briton Riviere in his “ Orpheus,’’ Barnard in his ‘‘ Band in 
St. James's Park,” Israels in his “ Anxious Family,” and especially 
McWhirter in his “Out in the Cold”—the best donkey ever drawn 
since Bewick’s time—very closely approach the standard of the sur- 
passing excellence which the illustrious five I have named (could your 
Augspur do more, quotha f) have attained ; but they do not quitereach it. 

Sir, I obtrude [You do—Ep. Fun]; of me there is, for this week at 
least, satiety. I shall resume my pen on Wednesday next. I shall 
speak of Frith, of Leslie, of Graham, of Vicat Cole, of Orchardson, of 
Pettie, of Yeames, of John Gilbert, of Perugini, of Sant, and of 
Squibob. Squibob, beware! Your Unnune Critic. 

P.S.—Squibob is my brother-in-law. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 371. | 


Tue sun’s aloft, 
The air is soft, 
And early blooms are blowing, 
It is only May, 
But winter's away, 
And the pleasant season's glowing. 


1. Fling it up and you shall know 
How the wind is like to blow; 
But throw a stone up, and no more 
Will you then know than before. 


2. ‘“* Nokes outdoes Stokes in azure feats 
Put blue into his line,” 
Writes Browning «propos of Keats. 
What is the blue divine ? 


3. In mist and in fog, 
Q’er marish and bog, 
It hovers, 
Till the presence of death 
Its terrible breath 
Discovers. 
4, Once mid thousands of its kind 
It bowed before the wintry wind, 
Now in a somewhat altered form 
It wrestles with the howling storm, 
Where ocean howls in fury blind. 


5. Dig it, and turn it, and hoe it, 
Rake it, and reap it, and mow it, 
Hide what you're anxious to keep in it, 
Dig your last bed there, and sleep in it. 
6. A thunder of hoofs on the sward, 
A flash of bright colours goes by, 
But to whom we the prize should award 
I’faith l’ve no notion—unot L! 


7. Every twelvemonth only once 
Will you meet with this, you dunce ? 


SoLuTion oF Acrostic, No. 369:—Judian Famine :— 


If, Nausea, Dram, Improvisatori, Aspen, Nepenthe. 

Correct So.utions oF Acrostic No. 369, received 29th April: A PLACE FOR EVERYTHING. 
- : b. H.; 8 id; G ; 36 ’s eyes; Brice ; . , 
ee Lees Sateen: 0 Beare pen; See Mistress :—“ Wat are you poIna, SANDERSON ?”’ 


Old Cockalorum ; Sideropolitai; W. W. G. W. 
Man :—“* A WAS THINKING A WHEEN SALARY ’’—— 


Mistress :—“‘ Bur ALL MY BEAUTIFUL FLOWERS, WHAT HAS BECOME——”’ 











at ti - as a . k they commonly Man :—“ Gin 11'S THAT DURRT 0° CRAWCUSES AN’ SNOWDROPES YF’RE 
a » 7 — oY , , , ” 
are sent to, and return irom their work—1n cages. SPEERIN’ FOR, YELL FIND THEM A’ 0’ THE TOP 0’ THE MIDDEN! 











| And serve ’em right for being so wicked as to want to bet.” Ai 
EPSOM AND NEWMARKET. | which they both laughed and went away, Welching looks like being 


Ir was delicious to rise on the lovely morning of the 28th, big | a profitable employment after May next year, and I should advise al! 
with the knowledge that I was going to Epsom; that the hamper was | parents to take advantage of the opportunity offered them by Mr. 
ready, and that fortune always favours the brave. And who would | Anderson, and apprentice their sons to a profession whieh has the 
fardels bear when he knew that the guinea hamper could be procured | benefit of parliamentary patronage. It is already easy and lucrative, 
at a moment’s notice, and contained all the virtues of a medicine chest, | and, under the guidance of the member for Glasgow may eventual, 


anda yard and a-half of Porous Plaster? N * I, thoagt, I aare | become genieel. 
the remotest notion of what fardels are. And was there not also | ,, 2 " 

the knowledge that I was representing the press, and was part of | f = x d A <2 ne ~ o> oer Sep rosenraet and the 
an institution without which even racehorses would not be able to keep | *¥0UTS. SS oe N o = ae See sane 
their heads above water? There was; though I failed to see the | Pleasure and profit, but I do object to nick men * as at present 
water which engulphed them without us. But I have the fact that | governed. i ee it ” wrong Bakeaye to ; hes are He gg me 
they would have sunk had we not been present, on the authority of | heaven-sent an th ee, —e ae ma ane mouch 
the head steward of the Jocky Club, who was there soliciting orders, | basi ae nee ‘ a Oe ees a > Se an ee hy ae an S- 
seaanath to tell I couldn't ase onyeteng Ate een eee eee | otherwise, and they are masters of the situation. And as I have 
a leadid and a0 7. bee — he ae : — Fa Mixtu re, as 1 | discovered why they think so, I'll tell it you, in confidence of course. 
aac a = _ = s | srcanee | pea _ racing a yt on £0 ees ane Sen Sages 
; - . Peel an miral Rous can have their long contemplated match, to 
When the City and Suburban _ er : pane ore Rther carry each other at 8st 10lb over the full Beacon course and thereby 
stood Stand, so as to make. 7 oe > > tter. While I | Prove whether or not the present breed of racehorses has deteriorated. 
upon my brow. ‘This is allegorical, gt ee I know they | Admiral Rous is favourite because he's regarded as a perfect Bryant 
a there two welchers come one cane C; ull and asked me . and May at match-making, and though I don’t know how the race is to 
lend hin helt — “= ee font aan such being | va semen, © es —s rs - ree spares son Yo08 sey ig 

. es er a Pee ° > | which was found too much Ifo » J > Park I » ané ‘ 
their generalconduct. So I thought Fg juss oe ea ae _to come off when common people have left off going to see the races 
.. = gotg long — — <a ninepence each. next | 2% eer P That = «4 vat ‘F acorns to preeent — 
; Ss, which amounte , rs | pects ; but meantime we have the Two ThousandGuineas to loo er, 
they said that times were bad, and then, mazk my vee eri agen’ | coe as I have before told you, Ecossais will be the winner. Spectator 
= Mr. Anderson's Act would be the pai og. of i. roca will fulfil his mission, and be second, and it is not at all unlikely that 
> ee Oe, - t ea —" pend - oe ae oo ave | Reverberation will be third. I was going to write some verse, but it’s 

wan a wan re ; 

anaes hae: no we shall’ave it all our own way. | dried up somehow. AvGEPUR. 








to come to:the racecourse. 
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THE STEER ? 


Stroke :—“ Now, Besstz, 1F You'LL sIf DOWN TO STEER LIKE AN ORDINARY MORTAL WE'LL HAVE A GOOD HARD ROW.” 


Henswain :—“ Is THIS BOAT A HERRING ?”’ 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue revival of Généviéve de Brabant at the Opéra Comique is very 
naturally attracting large audiences. The Gens d’armes are as 
amusing as ever, and the acting and singing have rather improved 
than deteriorated during the respite afforded to the company by the 
irrepressible Fille de Madame Angot. The bouffe is preceded by a 
couple of short farces, but the event of the evening is the quadrille of 
the Clodoche quartette. The leader who has lost none of his activity 
or quaintness is ably seconded, and the dancing of his lady vis-d-vis in 
blue and amber, with a pince-nez, is really a work of genius. Inshort 
the whole performance is chic—which is a French word that luckily 
covers a multitude of— indescribable things. 

Pride, *s new comedy, recently produced at the theatre 
with which his name was first popularly associated—the Vaudeville— 
is about the nearest approach he has yet made to his success, Two 
Roses. Though not so good by any means as that play, Pride yet 
bears sufficient resemblance to it to show us that the author has not 
en the cunning which lifted him suddenly into the foremost 

of living dramatic authors. The dialogue is bright, sparkling, 

and not unfrequently poetic, and though the plot is slight and some- 
what inconsequent, it is both interesting and amusing. Had Mr. 
Albery been satisfied with a little less effect there would have been no 
to complain about his want of constructive power, yet we think 
shown a knowledge of his audience by taking the very ground 
to by several critics. We don’t believe that the old gentle- 
had just before shown such a high d of feeling would, 
taking money on which he fancied he had some irregular 
allowed another man to accuse himself of the theft; we 
that the self-accused would forget all about it; nor do we 
ohn Smith would have been able to avoid detection so 
the matter of that neither we nor anybody else believe 
bility of most accepted situations. Of the acting it 
to speak. Mr. Warner and Mr. Farren played admirably, 
enhaneing a already h, and the other showing 
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y given is in due course of fulfilment, | 


while Messrs. James and Thorne again proved themselves far above 
the burlesque work with which their names were originally associated. 
Miss Larkin was very good as the “lady housekeeeper’’ ; and Miss 
Bishop deserves praise as the Schoolmistress; but it would have been 
better for the piece had the part of the heroine been entrusted to a 
better actress. 

The attractions of that old-new building Crosby Hall have lately 
been increased by the opening of a new luncheon bar and a commodi- 
ous and airy smoking room, both decorated in the most appropriate 
and gorgeous margner. It is almost impossible to be in Crosby Hall 
without launching out into such expletives as “gramercy’’ and 
‘* ifackins,”’ and our notice is therefore brief, as a matter-of-fact editor 
is rac ong to strike out all the local colour we have put inte our 
remarks. 


Moderate in all things. 


A GOOD-NATURED temperance orator in Massachusetts the other 
day, made the genial remark, “‘I have helped to bury every man that 
ever sold me a drop of liquor except one, and I am arter him night and 


day”’ It is obvious that the Temperance cause, like the soul of John | 


Brown is “ marching on.’ Hitherto its advocates have been content 
with the falsehood that every man who drinks must be shortlived, but 
now it seems that to sell drink to others is to be considered as certain 
to bring one to an early tomb. Well, ‘‘ whom the gods love die 
young,” and it is perhaps better to rest in the grave than to be 
running about after one’s benefactors in the character af an amateur 
undertaker. ; 


‘‘Taken at the flood.’’ 
Tus Echo of 18th April reported— 
The tide was at its highest at three o’clock this morning; but, although much 
above the usual marks, it fortunately receded without exceeding them and no 
damage was done. 


Every excuse may be made for the the reporter in the small hours—so 
we will only remark—Highty Tidey! 
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CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
MAY. 
Twas Cornhiti. is good this month: Tlie author of “ Far 
adding Crowd ” is thoroughly conversant with the ceca the 
reno t; and itis a study to observe how little its turns and 
forme have*altered since Shakespeare. The other papers, notably 
«The Breneh Press,’ are interesting, and “ Arachne in Sloane Street”? 


js exeotlent, 

Tm the Gentleman’s “Clytic”’ at last comes to an end. Mr 
Buekatian—revealing himself as author of “ White Rose and Red” 
an@itherefore of “St. Abe’’—contributes a fine poem; and we have 
anwattiele* of interest about Edgar Allan Poe's early work. Mr. 
Jereol@'s' brief memoir of Shirley Brooks is tender and touching—far 
pettarethan the sort of shopboy’ estimate that appeared in the same 

| a@month ago. Mr. Senior, as Red-Spinner, gives a season- 
abiaeMiay-fly flavour with a fishing paper. 

The: Mirror, though somewhat weighted with “ By Secret Ways,” is 
thoswaghly readable, and offers a variety such as no other magazine 


Taithe: Young Gentleman's “The Field of Ice’’ continues to be the 
mais attraction, but the- number is on the whole quite upto its’ 


iaemitlands: is: somewhat more varied than uswal, and is nene the 
worse for it—nior-indeed for the absence of a story which was'only not 
tediousewherrit took to caricaturing the dead. 
‘* Soft!” 
Titosepeople: who happen to see the fly sheet of the Daily Telegraph 
nusthave been startled the other day whén they read this— 


) some’ Governesses: Benevolent VOTES ‘i j 
WASTED) 20 NW. in EXCHANGE for Idiot. 


Areidiots*marketable commodities ? and, if so, fer‘what purposes are 


theyrusedi?” We» pause anxiously for an early’ reply, as we have” 


several-im hard who yearn: to: be useful, and forwhom, with their 
works®and“copyrights; allfuily secured; we will take‘ the smallest 
possiiliéretmrny and guarantee to ask no questions: 
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A Cool Suggestion. 
_ THe Continental Herald and Swiss Time¥ says that att’ Ameren 
journal, apropos of the intention to make the icy island of Alaska a 
penal settlement, pronounces’ it to’ be a casé of “ Reffiteratory’ as 


Reformatories.” it is at any rate a new system, for hitherté in’ 
punishing criminals the object has been to “ give it them hot’ 


; That's Flat(-tery) !: 
_ No wonder that jewel robberies are of comniéon oceurrenieé ;—where 
is the pretty girl who has not had her photograph taken ? 


Auswers to Corresyondents, 


[We cavmmot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless thet’ D 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do’ aot o ouraiieed 
responsible for loss.) 

wae oF Faet.—Then why not spéak the truth—and sign your 

O. J. F.—We are amply suppliéd: 

Ber. Try another line of buzzynesy. 

Miss Steak.—Go to a nunnery—no! g6 and get more; and bé more mi 
taken still. 

H. P. (Crogstéy-strect).— Why ask if a thing: is “‘ possible}? which you 
say’ has been done ?. ' . = _ 

Lars PorsENA is angry because he talked about an-“ Epithalmium.” 
we suppose! Let us remind him'that “ anti-cad#” don’t write ahonymousty, 

Liperat Roor.— You can’t make your bough’ in our pages! We don’t 
use anory mows contributions. : 

N. T —Alrenily received: : 

Declined with thanks:—G., Liverpool; 8. T., Highbury; F. L. D. ; M., 
Birminghim’; J. T. G.; T. G., New North-road; W.. Camberwell; J. J: 3 
C. C. C., Cork; H.W. S:, Portsmouth: Stoicus; Shorehain's G; D., Hoxton’ 
R., Leeds; George The Firsty First’; A Wither; F., Baths W. O., Birtiiti 
ham’; J. P. D., Brighton; E. G., Leominster; B. B.; F., O18 Toad tree 
B., Finchley; O., Stroud; L., Ruksél-ronds W., Hampstead-road ; W. F. 
BE. Wakefield’; P., Oxford ; Wary Cusss Rigduim Funnidos; F., Glasgow’; 
W., Canibridge: B., Liverpool; H. Hi, Croydotis Ecossais, Damfries; 
H. B. Bi, Adelphterrace ; H. J. T:, Aldersgate; M., Hampstead. 








THE GENTLE. CRAFT. 


A paRD is weak erotik you'll find, 
A huntble catgut-twangler- 
But for'a'man of simple mind 
Commnierid'me'to an angler. 
He'll fish'and'fish' the whole year round 
Devotedly fanatic— 
To cateh otie fish that weigt# a pounds 
Ané@'ther hisjoy's ecstatic. 
For twelve long months for such a catch 
Who'd be on banks a dangler ?— 
But ’tis a fearful joy to snatch 
To the co. tented angler. 
And off he goes and “ weighs it in ”— 
For breakfast has next morn it. 
A cat, the thinnest of the thin, 
Though fond of fish, would scorn it. 


And after that he goes about 
The anecdote to retail 
Of how he caught that one-pound trout, 
With every little detail. 
And rival brothers of the craft 
Will listen to the story, 
And puff their pipes, and round him waft 
A baccy cloud of glory. 
And all about the how and when 
He'll argue like a wrangler. 
There seems no bliss for mortal men 
Like that which waits an angler. 
And when he’s old and bald and grey, 
His childrens’ children dun him 
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To tell them of that fish and say 
What great renown it won him. 

More blest than men who write for books, 
Or versifying mangler 

(Whose lines have rhymes instead of hooks, 
The simple-minded angler. 

So with this epitaph no doubt 
His mild existence closes— 

“The man who caught the one pound trout 
Beneath this stone reposes.”’ 











te ee 





(May 9, 1874, 


ed a 
+3 


aN 
WL 
a 
ny 
NUE 
P| 


eee | 
PSSA 4) cea ial 


Ma 
ae) 


HAA 


NNT 
eH Ge 


At) * i 
vv a , 
yy { \ Hh 
ad i 


ee 





TURN AND TURN ABOUT. 


Labourer :—“ Burry, BLAMED IF I DON’T THINK THIS MEAL’S A BIT TURNED!” 
Betty :—“Turnzap! A-counsz IT MUST TURN IF YE WILL KEEP ON STIRRIN’ IT WI’ THE LA ADLE!” 


New use for Barometers. The Other Side. 
Our old friend the Globe, writing a learned article on the Indian| Ir is said in an American paper that it is an ominous sign when a 
Civil Service Examination lately concluded, describes in glowing terms | man who has been married scarcely twelve months, begins to betray 


the eomforts provided for the candidates. Amongst others we read | an abnormal interest in the causes of lockjaw. A young wife writes to 
that— us to say that this is all very well, but that the matter is even more 


A barometer carefully consul f the | Serious when the husband betrays an abnormal interest in the where- 
aie ted every hour moderates the temperature of the abouts of the latchkey. 


As the writer goes on to be very critical about the quality of the ee oe eee 

papers set, we sup that he =e universal genius quite capable of “ Happy the Man.” 

answering any and all of the questions. Will healso answerthese two?| Prorzsson Goitpwin Smirn says the Canadian colonists are the 
—1l. What is a barometer, and how does it regulate the temperature of | most contented people on the face of the earth. That is manifest; if 
a place? 2. Will the fact of the barometer being aneroid and not | they were not they would not be very long in getting away from 
mercurial make any difference in this respect ? Canada. 


“WEAR-RESISTING”’ FABRICS, xx 


.| GENTLEMEN’S, BOYS’, AND YOUTHS’ CLOTHING. 


TO MEASURE OR READY MADE, 















| ~“C" CLASS. | “D” CLASS. Suit for Boy 4 feet in height. 
| eit SAMUEL BROTHERS, |" c=" | c= 
Sroasers 0 16 ‘ 25s, 30s. 6d. 
Suit 2210 0 20, Ludg ate Hill, Prices ascending or descending according 
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| DOUBLE ACROSTIC NO. 372. 


Tue chesnuts and the elms are out, 
The ash still lingers as in doubt, ae 
But May’s fair brow glad flowers crown :; 
And in The Mile and down The Row 
There’s such a bustle and a show 
To tell that London's come to town. 


1. With sash, cocked hat, and feather 
And halbert, altogether 
He’s a beadle very splendid; 
And he shows what wicked men did 
In the famous revolution 
To the sacred institution. 


2. This troublesome lad 
A habit had 
Of kicking up shindies 
And breaking ‘‘ windies,”’ 
And he carried a club 
His foes to drub. 


3. Go to the Tower and view them all, 
The crown, the sceptre, and the ball; 
But do not copy Colonel Blood 
Lest you be sentenced by ‘‘ my lud.” 


4. Had Cesar, ’stead of scorning, 
But taken heedful warning 
He on the day 
Had stayed away, 
And robbed our Shakspeare of a play. 


5. He drove a mighty nation 
To a cruel civil war, 
And the sole retaliation 
They can heap on him therefor, 
(Since the past can ne’er be undone) 
Is to make him sing and caper— 
But never out of London— 
Never! vide daily paper. 


6. Though she did have snakes for curls, 
She’s no worse, in men’s opinions, 
Than your stuck-up modern girls 
With their jute and dead hair chignons. 


_ Sontvtion or Acrostic, No. 370.—Civic Feast :— 
Cliff, Icicle, Vienna, Incubus, C! art. 


Corrgct So.utions or Acrostic No. 371, received 6th May :— 
Kington; Muffies; Two Owls; D. E. H.; Ozone; Nell and Pons; 
W. F.B.; Sideropolitai; Bul; Spheroid; Little Fog Bird; Gyp; 
Dido Dumps; Peggotty; Brighton Cats; Love; Your Own 
James ; W. W.; Pussycatsmeeow; Lindis; Fishergate; Original 
Kittens; Billiboy; Slodger and Tiney. 
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MAKING ENDS MEET. 


| Squire :— WITH THAT LOAD TO CARRY, TIM, YOU'LL LIKE THE END OF 
YOUR JOURNEY BEST.”’ 

Tim :—“ PLAISE YER ’ONNER, AN’ I LIKES THE BEGINNING AV IT BEST— 
FOR THEN I’VE HAD LEASTER OF THE LOAD AN’ HAVE MOST CHANCE OF PICKING 
UP THRIFLES FROM GENTLEMEN LIKE YER ’ONNER.”’ 
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OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


ARRIVAL of the Czar. 


Our old animosity dis-Czarmed. = Mr. Cross 


Sporto-Dramatic Criticism. 


| Tue Illustrated Sporting and Dramatic News in a powerful article 
which must have made the dramatic critics of London and the 


t oposes to throw a sop—or a nut-brown toast—to the Licensed | provinces tear up their copy and turn over new leaves, or else send in 


ictuallers. 


late Premier on the dissolution question. 


ended by being brayed. = The O’Gorman in a discussion on Iris 
Railways, ran off the line, and mentioned Connaught and a Con-naughty 
Urbanity and Ogormanity are clearly not identical. = ‘three best actors, and leave the rest “nowhere.” 
There are so many spigots that his 


presence in the House is a necessity. = United States President vetoes 
the currency Inflation Bill. So many green-backs already that he | went in an easy winner amid the acclamations of the audience. 


Finckn 


ey returns Fawcett. 


Publicans and Sin——no, Winners! = One party is 
‘| beating the other in Spain. More faction than satisfaction in the 
news. — Game Law Bill for Scotland rejected. Mustn’t make game 
of Scotland—without a surgical operation. = Mr. Smolley and Mr. 


Whallet—or some other fellows equally unimportant—attacked the 
Began by braying, and 


their resignations, says, ‘‘ There is one journal we believe in London, 
the proprietors of which will not accept a stall for its dramatic critic.”’ 
This comes of mixing up the dramatic and the sporting elements. 
The writer evidently knew, as we know also, that the proprietors of 
that journal, object to their critic being stalled in a manner that 
affects his stable mind, and so they will allow him to take nothing 
but a good loose box and a few thistles. There he can browse at his 
leisure, and doing his criticism in his own fashion, can “ place ”’ the 

Thus: Enter 
| Brough, followed by Emery, who took up the running for a short 


| distance, but Toole coming on with a rush, made all the pace, and 
The 


cannot find “stomach for them all.” — Another voided election at | yinner was secured at a high figure by Mr. H. J. Montague, and is 


Wakefield. 


Roebuck, apropos of Labourers’ Strike, condemns ‘“ paid agitators.’ 
Possibly because he is an agitator that’s never paid. — New oyster- 
bed discovered off Shoreham. ‘They’re bringing ashore ’em as fast as | 
they can. — The Swiss have sold the Duke of Brunswick’s jewels, | 
ae have a Gemmi of their own already. = German Emperor talked 
mu 


of peace when closing the Parliament. 


a eather would be fine if the wind would let it. 
x beasterly. 

‘J ——————————————— 
: Arrival of the Nightingale. 


. Tar is a pleasing but injudiciously worded fact :—the nightingale 


not a rival. 


VOL. XIX. 


That looks like an early | 


war, bless his guileless heart! — An absurd craze about mad dogs is | 


valent. The dogs are a deal more sane than the humans. = | 
Wind Easterly, and | we should have thought that a knowledge worth anything of drawing 


How shocked the Vicar must be! — The amiable Mr. | ¢,) th, present to be seen at the Globe. 


. | 


Lor! 

Lawyers are always asking for something they are not likely to get, 
_in witness whereof, to wit, as evidence, and notwithstanding, we take 
| the following— 
AW.—WANTED, in a solicitor’s office, a CLERK who writes a good hand, and 
who has a knowledge of drawing costs and bankrupty. C2mmon law clerks 
| need not apply.—Address, &c. 


costs would have naturally led to a complete ignorance of bankruptcy. 
| Also, in the face of such a desire for the uncommon, that common 
' clerks would not have required warning off. But who, especially in 
the face of recent legislation, shall dare to say what shall and what 
| shall not be wanted to assert the majesty of the law ? 


‘in. 
i “ Se » 
es ee ed". oro eeee_ee__ee__eee_ee_e_—_——————eeee———————————————————————————— 

















FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 13, 1874. 
LION-TAMING. 


Ax amiable and friendly beast, 
That would not harm you in the least, 
The British Lion. 
He will not thrust a single claw 
Beyond the cushions of his paw, 
Or glance awry on 
A visitor and friend O Czar, 
As warmly welcomed as you are. 


He can be fierce, you recollect, 
He’s brave and so deserves respect, 
This lion British, 

But when the creature isn’t teased, 

He loves to gambol, just as pleased 
As kitten skittish. 

He worships your fair child, O Czar, 

And hails her sire, who rules afar. 


So stroke his head and pat his side, 

And smoothe his tawny shaggy hide ; 
The British lion, 

A faithful guard, will watch beside 

The daughter of your love and pride, 

Prepared to fly on 

The man who breathes a word, O Czar, 

Against our fair imperial star. 
——_o—_ 

Te is rather hard; just at a time when the magistrates are almost on 
strike for higher wages, that one of the most important of their body 
—one of those whose high place is at Bow-street—should have shown 
himself more than usually imbecile. Mr. Flowers, notwithstanding 
his-mormal difficulties, must have known that no County Court case 


could ly meet the requirements of William Hill, a constableof 

E division, who had po manoentncteNeed with 
regandito a young lady, and who had taken such advantagevof his 
wearing ‘the i conan as it is every citizen’s duty to oppose. 
The 


of the sergeant at the station to “square it” we can 
but the conduct of the magistrate demands explanation. 
With regard to the particular case of Hill and Miss Clarke, however, 
we have little to say, a in so far as it leads to the exposure of a 
fast-growing public scandal. The men of the E division stand alone 
in the bad odour of a reputation for abusing the power entrusted to 
them, and the present case is only an exception to the general rule in 
that it has found its way before the public, whereas the majority of 
instances, probubly by means of such propositions as that made by the 
sergeant in charge, are “‘ kept dark,’”’ or helped through by means of 
hard swearing. This curious and unnatural condition of affairs might 
not perhaps be so manifest, were it not that the E division have charge 
of the most important branch of the police system, which contains the 
chief office and the principal thoroughfares, and that their opportuni- 
ties for levying edi gean pales exhibiting intolerance, brutality, and 
cnpidity are exceptionally large. May we venture to express a hope 
that the present arrangements may be altered now that a constable 
has locked a young lady up for asking his sister-in-law, a dressmaker, 
to do her work properly; thata sergeant, acting as inspector, has pro- 
posed that the matter shall be “squared,” and that a magistrate, 
sitting in our chief police-office, has regarded the case as one suited 
for a County Court. 





NEWS ITEMS. 


We publish the following bits of news, not so much for their falsity 
ifittrinsic worthlessness, as for the viciousness of the writer's style, 
andthe stupidity of his diction. It is hoped they will be accepted by 


our numerous contributors and other persecutors, as a practical answer 
to the that we sometimes reject articles, not from caprice, but 
because of their badness. 


Aw old man whose name, for no very obvious reason, is Moses Jane 
Bidwell, and who lives in Sheffield, thought he heard burglars in his 
house one night last week. He has no wife, and keeps neither 
children nor servants, so he had no one to advise him what to do about 
it. After thinking it all over as well as he could, he dressed himself 
and left the house by means of a fire-escape, going directly to the 
nearest police station. There was an inspector there, and the two 
had a quiet comfortable game of cards. In the morning Mr. Bidwell 
veturned to his dwelling. His worst fears were realized; the 
burglars had been there. But finding nothing to steal they had 
taken compassion on him, and left him.a small quantity of silver plate 
te govon with. 

Every one knows the Vicar of Snakesnorton. He has been missin 
for more thana month. He began by missing certain thoughtful 
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attentions to which he had been accustomed, and ended by missin 
an excellent curate and a wife. 


Last Friday was the seventieth anniversary of the birth of Chris- 
topher Columbus Tit, the author of a popular work, in seven volumes, 
entitled, ‘‘ A Few Disjointed Remarks and Random Reflections on the 
Attainment of Conciseness of Style in Literary Composition.’ He is 
now engaged in preparing a new edition of this useful work, with 
important additions. He is a contributor to all our contemporaries. 

At a Conservative banquet at Leeds, the other evening, a ginny old 
gentleman in a mackintosh suit, created considerable disturbance by 
fetching his umbrella to the table, and using it to indicate the dishes 
with which he desired to be served. On being remonstrated with he 
threatened to leave the table, and it is proposed to take legal proceed- 
ings against him for intimidation. 


THeEneE is a horse in Reading which some years ago swallowed a 
large convex lens. The glass has lodged inside him, its surfaces 
parallel with his sides. Having been able to eat very little since the 
accident, the animal has grown remarkably thin and transparent, and 
on a sunny day the lens, which has a focal distance of some four feet, 
sets fire to such combustible articles as happen to fall within its 
jurisdiction. The shadow of that horse, vague and unreal as it is, is 
watched with greater apprehension in a dry season than the black 
umbra of the densest hippopotamus. 


An advertisement recently appeared in the columns of a disgusting 
contemporary, setting forth the advantages of marrying Mr. P. Q. X. 
In another column of the same disgraceful sheet there appeared a 
minute and comprehensive catalogue of the merits of Mr. Y. V. Z.., 
who also is in want of some one to pluck away his boots when he is 
drunk. For applying to both these appeals Mrs. Bertha Sandwich, a 
widow of Surrey, has been arrested and charged with an intention to 
commit bigamy. The facts do not seem to warrant so grave an 
accusation, and the magistrate says he will forgive her if she will 
move over into Hampshire. 


Some bones have been found in a cave, near Hastings, which are 
believed to have belonged at one time to Sir Fothergill Funk, who 
came over with William the Squanderer. The supposition is 
strengthened by the fact that there were no flesh on them; it being 
matter of history that Sir Fothergill was rather thin. 


A sum of three hundred pounds has been raised by subscription for 
the Taptwister memorial, which will probably take the form—not a 
very handsome one, it must be confessed—of a bust above the poet’s 
grave in the Church of St. Grillover the Great, in Little Penurie-street, 
Mucksquoller. Mr. Taptwister is not yet dead, but he has bought a 
gallon of “‘ non-explosive lamp oil”’ and it is thought best to be ready. 


Tue stipendiary of Eelpaddock tried three separate cases of poaching, 
simultaneously, last Monday, and was victorious in all. A blindfold 
trial has been arranged for next month, after which it is proposed to 
try a trespasser by telegraph, and a debtor by photograph. The 
stipendiary is confident of his ability to convict in every case. 


Tue news editor of a provincial contemporary says this is the worst 
world he ever saw for the newspaper business. Events seldom happen 
seasonably, and are never the sort of events to make first rate 
emotional reading of. He thinks a slavish devotion to truth is killing 
all the journals in the country. It is not hurting this one we can 
assure him, 
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Hap I been king of Cariboo— 

I might have been, and so might you— 
I ne'er had lent 
My full consent 

To calling chalk a condiment. 


To wean the nation from such themes 

I might have shown them passing gleams 
Of anchorites, 
And trilobites, 

And other entertaining sights. 


But since this simple sort of thing 
Occurs not to the reigning king ; 
The Cariboos 
Do what they choose, 
And hold on chalk eccentric views. 


But they can’t prove, howe’er they talk, 
That pepper is the same as chalk. 

Such heresy 

Would not suit me 
And hanged each mother’s son should be. 


SucGEsTep as A SuITaBLE SPHERE OF EMPLOYMENT FOR WoOMEN.— 
Set them up as—Money-changers. 
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EXHIBITION OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
SECOND SPECIAL NOTICE FROM OUR UNHUNG CRITIC. 
Gorrespondent is the Non-recipient itati 
aa to the Royal Academy eeeare a 
He ScornruLtty Discerimass' tur Non-Prorrerep Invite. 
“BQUIBOB IS ASKED TO THE DINNER.—HIS SPEECH. 
; His Disgraeeful Exhibition of Himself. 
Hex 13 ‘Removep (ow a Srretcuer) sy rue Pouce, 
Squtbob’s Pieture of the “ Frog's March.” 


‘hp g Aceident’to Mr. J.D. Watson. He stops out too late “ with 
© . afew friends,’ andon returning home is received 
with a warming pan. 


| fe. H. Sracy Manns, A.R.A., anp THE Mason’s Srrixe. 
Oumpar warison between Mr. Marka, Mr. George Potter, and Mr. Paul Potters 
~ S@kaarp Scottiex Lanpscare, “ Tue Mutt,” sy Sauinon. 


Your Uishung’Critic is Challenged to the duello by Mr. Whistler (from 
‘Ohelsed). He declines the ganguinary arbitrament of the sword. 


He explains. Mr. Whistler is placable. 
Wexurvat or Dop Gaite. Tuey nave Darks. 


the finest painters of the day; and I have no doubt tha 
Academicians would like to consign his work to the coal seit ad Bae 
lington-house, and so hang up Squibob’s portrait of Graham Sacksby 
Esq., Perpetual Vice-president of the Benevolent Chummies’ Society, in 
its stead, but that they dread the power of public opinion, and the 
unbiassed freedom of your unhung critic. Let not Mr. Leighton, 
however, be dismissed without the asknowledgement that his 
Clyternestra (I was taught, sir, tospell the name thus: Klutaimnestra) 
cur oun Yo is a hin — and austere amposition ; the colour 

ough sombre, and the drapery learn 
pedantically and heavily cast. 04) a. 
_ Talking of portraits and wearing apparel, you should see the 
of Mr. Thomas Fairbairn by Mr. Holman Hunt. It is a 
wonderful piece of realism; the necktie is marvellous; the double- 
breasted waistcoat phenomenal in its trathfulness; but Mr. Fairbairn 
‘issaid to be not only a very eminent but a very wealthy man, and 
surely he could afford to give more than sixteen shillings for his 
trousers. That is the figure at which they are quoted by the unerring 
ncil of Mr. Holman Hunt. By Watts, R.A., there are most magni- 
ficent specimens of portraiture. His Martineau is worthy of ‘Titian. 
Sir Francis Grant's picture of the late Lord Palmerston is in all 
respects so admirable that it deserves to share the: honour of interment 
aie ok with the remains of the deceased statesman in Westminster Abbey. I 
| «, &c., &c. would bury it very securely indeed. Lehmann has a noble portrait 
[-wexanxep last week that I should speak, inter alia, of Frith. His | of Sir James Fergusson; and Mrs. Jopling, who was once Mrs. 
txpictorial panorama of “ Blessing Little Children,” an episode in | Romer, exhibits a portrait and a couple of genre pictures, all full of 
ae annnal procession of Our Lady of Boulogne, is undeniably a | power, but the gracefulness of which is marred by their being painted 
ery fie; work, most cleverly composed, and executed with almost | in the Japanese style. E. C. Barnes comes notably to the front with 
jhimitable dexterity of finish. The effect of daylight, too, is superb. | his ‘‘Obstinate Man,” a humorous and well-painted scene of city 
M cannot help fancying, at the same time, that Mr. Frith has been | tavern life in the last century ; and Mr. Baccamé (whe has managed 
niafortunate in his.subject. The drama depicted is of an intensely | to be in time this year) deserves great praise for his exquisite portwait 
ious nature, atid thus addresses itself only to one section of the | Of Mrs. Morant. Richmond, jun., has beem vaultingly ambitious 
community; and there are phot of narrow-minded and ill-condi- | with his thundering picture of Prometheus, and, overleaping himself, 

tioned fanatics about, who will be sure, when they see the pieture of | has fallen down on the other side, and on his nose. 

‘the: good bishop. blessing the pretty little damsels, who are voudes au John Callcott Horsley, R.A.,has a very large Scriptural picture, 
ison, ta 1 out something aboat ‘No Popery,” and the Battle of | excellent in intention and intensity of purpose; and E. Armitage, 
Ar The contribution of Mr. Frith which pleases me most, | R.A., is a little more cheerful than is usual with this somewhat 
ia the t-picture of Richardson’s “ Pamela,’ demurely writimg a | solemn artist, in his “ Vision of Fair Women.” HH. Stacey Marks 


letter to: those: but humble parents to whom she was such a com- | made me laugh so heartily with his ‘“Oapital and Labour” and his 
: “Pamela” is a —_ perfect example of , | ‘Chapter of Rabelais,’ that. I was enabled to get over at once the fit 
A. 


famale loveliness. E. M. Ward, —Prison Ward, Galleys | of the dismals into which I had been thrown by the depressing com- 
‘Scaffuld Ward, Guillotine Ward, I don't think he has yet | positions of Mr. Johm Rogers Herbert, R.A. 














-himself as nea Ward, and depicted the scourging iteadaiiiie 
of Titus Oates; but who, for all that, isan excellent historical painter 
of the dramatic and graphio line, exhibits a very solemn and touching A NAUTICAL SONG. 
of Marie Antoinnette in the prison of the Conciergerie the ‘Ss Biteats 


lle 





might’ before her execution. The unfortunate queen has just partaken 
of part of a roast fowl (admirably roasted by Mr. Ward, who, in this 
department, seems to have been assisted by Mr. Cooke, R.A.), and 
then, covering up her feet with a “toralium” coverlid, has gone to 
wleep. It is not generally known that the luckless daughter of Maria 
"Theresa had been, in her early days, extremely fond of picking a little 
bit of chicken, with which, however; she preferentially took “a wee 
bit of ham.’’ I hear on the highest authority, that when the miscreant 
Squibob saw this picture on Varnishing Day, he observed that there 
twas no reason for Marie Antionnette to have a fowl for supper, seeing 
that she was sure to have a chop for breakfast in the morning. 
‘A.-Moore has a splendid study of a transparently draped female 
standing on the sea shore. ‘“Shells”’ is the title of the picture, 
numbered (936) in the catalogue. I usually refrain from appending 
mumbers to the pictures mentioned, because it leads to so much vanity 


ion the-past of the artists, and, besides, it raises the price of coals so. 
(A. Moare, bh er. can scaréely be vain, for he hasso much genuine 
eT aeee : f real genius who’ was comovited, 


us; and I never saw & man Oo z¢ 
~ oug, who died of disappointed ambition because he was not 
allowed te contrivute the auction summary to the Zcho m the 
iSpensérian-stanza. He went to the Straite of Malacca, and became a. 
4 un” there. A. Moore's shelly young lady isexquisitely drawn, 
(a@iimost.eunningly coloured ; but she should have been Wada Veritas 
ether hand, the 


tion. On the 
RE eee eae Me F Leighton, B. A., should have 


“Antique ine Girl,” by Mr. F. Leiyhton 
Rbleitorct foc nond to foot, and that very completely with the 
‘thickest Ulster overcoat, or the warmest waterproof proourable. She 
fis vagy badly drawn—her knves, for example, are atrocious, her beveo 
tead of being convex; her skin resembles tawny kid 
'for,gloves, instead of human epidermis; and finally she is enenite 
‘there is not a bone in her body, sir. She tried to stand upright it ut, 
(for want of an osteological scaffolding within her, she looks as mp 
-and flaccid as a Marionette behind the scenes, or Squibob of—&c. : 
have conversed with him for about five-and-twenty minutes throug 


the medi bamboo cane. Mr. Leighton’s ‘ juggling girl” is 
not Ssine: aa is only “ making believe; ’? she is not antique, and 
she is not decorative. A. Moore’s heroine, from Shelley, has no J a 
glery about her at all; and she is redolent of the — ven - 
antique decoration. I hold, seriously, Mr. A. Moore to be one 0 

















To sail the seas is my delight, 
And bend a bowline on a bight, 
To fish the cro'jack yard, and haul 
On topsail lifts, true bliss I call. 
I'd fling mynabblin’s to the crowds, 
To scale the giddy futtock shrouds 
So yeo heave ho! 
Stand by! Let go! 
While skulks and lubbers.sneals bolow. 


An everlasting joy pursues 
The sheets, the buntlines, and the clewa, 
Amid the ratilins gaily strays, 
And keeps on sliding down the stays, 
And through the deadeyes and the sheaves 
Unending bliss for ever reeves. 
Spite rain or fog 
Let's heave the log, 
And toast her in three-water grog ! 


The cockroach om the giddy truek 
Shall note us, envious of our luck, 
Shall grovel on the lower deck 
And whip a lanyard round his neck, 
Or with a Matthew Walker knot 
Shall end his most unhappy lot. 

So haul away! 

Cast loose! Belay: 
(For that’s the sort of thing to say). 


Hurrah! till crmel Fate forbids 
I’ dwell ’mid marlinespikes and fids, 
And dissipate all thoughts of gloom 
With bobstays or a stunsail boom. 
If Life with sorrow crowns my cup, 
I'll send the mizen-topsail up, 

And with a sneer 

The chafing gear 
I’ll calmly bid to disappear! 
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LION-TAMING EXTRAORDINARY. 


A GRAND INTERNATIONAL PERFORMANCE. 
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A TALE OF AMBITION. 


Gustavus ANASTATIUS CorE 

Sold candles, lollipops, and soap, 
And called himself by no verboser | 
Description than the name of “ grocer.” | 


But when he his Aminta courted 
To other titles he resorted ; | 
For somehow Jane Aminta Wheeler 
Preferred him as a “ general dealer.”’ 


Then wild ambition seized his soul, 

His fancies swelled beyond control : | 
He wished to vie with other shops, | 
Combining cheese with lollipops. 


And next to bloaters he aspired, 

To trade in firewood he desired 
Because, at Cupid’s shrine a kneeler, 
He'd styled himself a general dealer. 
Alas, for the result of that! 

Bloaters proved dull, and firewood flat, 
Cheese wouldn’t rise—Gustavus set, 
And figured soon in the Gazette. 


O woman, woman! Fickle sex, 
Man’s faithful heart so prone to vex. 
Swift was Aminta to discover 

She didn’t want a bankrupt lover. 


In bitter phrases and ungracious 

She gave the sack to Anastatius, 

And wedded Jeremiih Sickles, 

A simple traveller in pickles. 

The moral of my humble tale 

Is—woman’'s false and Fortune’s frail, 

And Love, whose heart deceptions lurk in, | 

May turn from soap to pickled gherkin. | 

But I must add—they say that Sickles, | 

With broomsticks his Aminta tickles ; 

And Cope, whose luck has quite turned 
reund, 

Paid twenty shillings in the pound. 
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NEWMARKET AND CHESTER. 


Smr,—Does it interest you to know that the racing world is once 
more in full swing, and that one of the three great three-year-old 
events of the season is already over? I suppose it does, although you 
pretend:it:does not, out of deference to the House of Commons and the 
promoters of the Betting Act, who read Fun regularly, and writhe 
I said. that the racing world is in full swing, and I meant it, 


risib] 
though owing to a defective education, and the recollection of a course 


of y and the use of the globes, which were extras at our 
school, I am not able to say how it’s done. But metaphor is the 
parent ef prophecy, and synonym is always suggestive of success 
among sportive scribes, and so if you doubt my word you will cause 
me to shed bitter tears, which cannot be done at the price, and will 
have to be charged in the account as “expenses.” But amid all my 
Joy have ene great and insoluble grief, a grief which even sandwiches, 
§ dressing, and the bitter already referred to, cannot alleviate. It 
1s that yon should have engaged, on his own account, that disreputable 
old man J had already discharged from my service, and not only made 
lim thevaxt critic, with whom you never interfere—a post for which I 
am, owing tomy sporting and dramatic knowledge specially adapted— 
but that you should have allowed him to vilify the character of his 
original fosterer. But no matter, and so I will dissemble. 

How pleasant it is to rise on a beautiful morning with the conscious- 
ness that you are about to enjoy yourself; that you are going to 
race meeting, and have nothing to do with the expenses, which will be 
paid as.seon.as ever the account is presented ; and that you have made 
& book so cleverly that no matter what wins you can’t possibly 
lose and may land pots of money. Pots isthe word most properly 
used on this occasion, because I have noticed that people who win 
money on the turf invariably keep it in pots, most likely with the 
notion thatit will grow into more. Thus, a sovereign properly planted 

t in time produce a crop of fivers, yet the chance is obviously 
.”’ T trust none of my readers will say yes, asa matter of 
course, to these remarks, because, however easy it may seem to 
them now to have everything arranged in the most perfect manner, 
they should remember that I, and I alone, 
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am the inventor of the only | ed | 
led or over-estimated win- | not advertise in this paper. 
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ARGUMENTUM AD ABSURDUM. 


Fare :—“ DRIvE ON FASTER, CaBny!”’ 
Jehu :—* Can't, Sik; STREETS IS GREASY.” 
Fare :—“ THAT's JUST WHY YOU OUGHT TO SLIP ALONG ” 








“for champagne grows by what it feeds on. That is why the best » 


called dry champagne. Steward.a couple of pailsful more! (Pails are 
| always used by the Jockey Club, for old association sake, to say 
nothing of their holding more than anything in the bottle and jug 
| department.) . 
It is my firm impression that the stewards of the Jockey Club and 
_ the hostellers of Newmarket wish to serve the great British public as 
the farmers of that neighbourhood have served the big British 
_labourer—bar’em out. The first provide as little sport as possible, 
| and the second charge till they’re nearly black in the face. That is as 
| black as brass can ever be. Both are far from civil, and I shall have 
_ to warn the Jockey Club people off the heath if they are not careful, 
_and take my own provender, which will be the ruin of the tavern 
keepers. I trust, sir, you have observed that of the three horses chosen 
| by me, two of them, Reverberation and Ecossais, were placed, and I 
| think you might stand something to commemorate the occasion. | 
| don’t boast—I never do, as you know,—but I do challenge the world, 
_and defy all sporting writers to come on, one up and the rest down. I 
should prefer them all down, derry down; and trust your opinions 
| are the same. If you don’t quite understand this, yours is the loss, as 
it’s lovely from the turf point of view, and with a little salt will go 
_down admirably, which reminds me that I am, yours in a whirl of 
| delight,—success and sherry cobblers making me rather mixed, 
AUGSPUR. 


| P§.—I reopen this to say that at Chester, which is noted for its 


.| charging, as you've doubtless heard, and I’ve experienced it, the Cup 


| horses I like best are Mont Valérien, Lydon, and Bertram. (You're 
lon a pony to nothing over whichever of the three you like to seleet, so 


| don’t be objectionable.) - 


Making a Note On’t. 


| Iw the parish church at Whitchurch have been found the bones of 
the famous Talbot, who fell at Chatillon, France, in 1463. ‘At the 
| back of the skull was an opening, apparently caused by a battle-axe.” 
| This is very interesting, certainly, but the most singular fact is, that 
| neatly pencilled on ome side of the skull are the name and address of 

the deceased nobleman’s hatter—which we suppress because he does 
You see what shifts our ancestors were 





ae ga tego gate Dy remember that writing in | driven to because they neither carried memorandum tablets nor wore 


ning modus. Please make that note, 


k, and that the thirst | clean cuffs. 


_ | the moment of triumph and success is dry wor 
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‘‘A Fellow-feeling Makes us Wondrous Kind.” 
To THe Eprror or Fun. 

Srm,—The initial letter of my postal district, W., will, I trust, prove 
a sufficient guarantee for my veracity in the following anecdote. As 
I passed Hanwell Asylum a few days since, some half-score of the 
pitiable inmates were indulged, under a warder'’s watchful eye, with 
the recreation of potato-planting in an adjacent field. One poor 
fellow beckoned me to the hedge-side. “I have discovered,” he said, 
“the great secret of the connecting link between the animal and 
floral worlds.” It4s" (whispering) “the Camellia.pard ; now give me 
& pipe o’ bacca!” I readily complied and on 

ORE IN SORROW THAN IN ANGER. 





















~Gazatr Guns ix Tux Gastronomic Worip.—“ Barrel’d”’ oysters. 
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THE PARSON SEASON IN THE STRAND. 


Military Chaplain. Pet Curate. Rural Dean. 


Comfortable Living. Ascetic. Curious. 


Difference of Opinion. 


Tue Khedive objects that M. de Lesseps wishes him to pay too 
heavy a price for a Canal-etto. M.de Lesseps objects to the Khedive’s 
“Isthmian games”; while Europe, generally, is inclined to think that 
were M. de Lesseps to carry out his threat of closing the canal, it would 
be an act of political Suezide. 


P.S. We have received a letter from an idiot who refers to a rumour 
about the port at the Red Sea end of the canal being blocked up, and 
who asks whether the port is Sandeman’s (Port has ceased to be a 
desert wine.) 
| A Creature of Impulse. 


THe impulsive donkey who fancied that he was in for a penny, 
found himself in for a pound. 
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ALL’S WELL! 
(As Sung at the Royal Academy Dinner.) 
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By his vain hope buoyed up teo soon 

In fickle April’s showery noon, 

On Royal Academic ground, 

The painter walks his morning round, 

Until his footsteps he doth stay— 

The porter stops his onward way : 
“Prythee, what cheer? My picture! quickly tell,” 
“Your work, ’tis out.’’ “ Out!—what a sell.” 






































Or with anxiety so deep 
That robbed his midnight hours of sleep, 
Lest cruel council’s verdict spoil 
His hopes of kudos for his toil. 
Doth nature’s student humbly go 
To where the book his fate should show. 
“‘Prythee, what cheer ? My picture! quickly tell.” 
“ Your picture—In.” ‘ Hurrah! All’s well.” 
eee 
A Growing Success. 
Tux Swiss Times, which owing to its rapidly increasing circulation, 
had to add to that title the larger name of the Continental Herald, has 
y been obliged to double its size to meet the demands of the 
lic. We are glad to note the change, for it is an excellent paper, 
ut we fear it will soon get too big for Switzerland altogether, and 


. i ° 


_ Will require something more extensive than the Lake of Geneva for 


damping down its paper. 
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Sat Upon. 
_ Somznony, advertising for sale seven cottages at Bow, inserts as an 
inducement to possible purchasers, “ Let to standing tenants.” We 





E 


to.see the advantage. When the tenants get tired of standing 
might take to running. Besides, if they insist on standing, 
“yay little hope of the landlord ever having to give them 
or rent. 
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Force of Habit, 
A capriovs M.P. makes a practise in the dining-rooms of the 
House of rising to order. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

CovuLp a management distinguished for taste, care, and liberality 
command, as easily as it does the best scenery and appointments, a 
company to meet the numerous requirements of such a comedy as The 
School for Scandal, the revival of that piece at the Prince of Wales's 
would be faultless. It is possible, indeed, that the very perfection 
with which it has been put on the stage makes us notice the few—and 
they are but few—instances, in which the characters are not realised 
as could be wished. It is needless to say that Mrs. Bancroft’s Lady 
Teazle is an admirable creation—for our part we believe if she elected 
to play in tragedy she would succeed (in fact hor power of pathos was 
often shown in the Robertsonian plays), because genius has no 
limits. Mr. Coghlan and Mr. Gollette sustain their parts admirably, 
and general praise must be the deserved mecd of a company, which 
long accustomed to the most modern and natural school of comedy, has 
80 successfully undertaken one of the most artificial pieces in the old 
artificial school. 

Mr. J. L. Toorz, previous to his departure for America, has, in 
addition to his impersonation of Hammond Coote in Wig and Gown, 
at the Globe, been giving a series of exhibitions of himself in 
favourite parts. Ata morning performance he appeared recently as 
Caleb Plummer in Dot, and Simmons in The Spitalfields’ Weaver. In 
both of these he was highly successful, the extreme opposites of the 
two characters mecting with due recognition. In the first piece Mr. 
Lionel Brough played Tackleton the toymaker in a manner worthy of 
the highest commendation; and Mr. Sam Emery’s John Peerybingle 
was a real histrionic gem worthy of rank with his other Dickensian 
portrayals. _ As Dot, Miss Carlotta Addison was true to the original, 
the blind girl Bertha was ably represented by Miss Cooper, and Miss 
Eliza Johnstone, an actress we see far too rarely, was a clever Tilly 
Slowboy. In the afterpiece Mr. Montague, as the nouveau riche, ably 
seconded the efforts of Mr. Toole to secure laughter, and both were 
cleverly assisted by Miss Addison. There is in Ze Spitalfields’ Weaver 
an excellent opportunity for the exhibition of what are known as 
“Adelphi guests,’ an opportunity of which the management most 
certainly availed itself. Before leaving these shores for America Mr. 
Toole intends to take a brief run through the provinces, where he is 
sure to be warmly reeeived. 

That long-enduring animal the donkey, once so despised that it was 
alleged that you could not find him in the dictionary, seems to be 
obtaining recognition at last. Not only is he the subject of an 
ingenious puzzle just put forth by Messrs. Dean and Co., of Fleet 
Street, but he has had his special show at the Crystal Palace. The 
exhibition was not large, as might be expected of a first attempt, but 
it contained some very fine animals, and it has bestowed on large 
numbers of non-competing bipeds a glorious opportunity for cracking 
rude jokes at the expense of their friends. 


The Absolute Worst. 

A PARAGRAPH informs us that, “ The Esquimaux has returned to 
Dundee, with upwards of ten thousand seals, calculated to yield one 
hundred and thirty tons of oil.” This is an evident error, for all the 
seals we ever saw were made of wax. [We have acquainted this 
youth with whacks of a different kind, and have advised him to try it 
on at other offices. 





Gushoers to Correspondents, 


ted MSS. or Sketches, unless ave accom 


[We cannot return unac 
; ected envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 


panied a stamped and 
pomeasilie Sor 1oss.j 
SHREwsBURY.—Good, but unfortunately anonymous, and so claimed by 


W. P. B. 

T. H. (Carlisle).—You had supped on pork, and dreamt of the poster of 
Captain Mayne Reid’s Death Shot, before you penned those “ comic” lines. 

C. D. (Poplar).—It wouldn’t be pop’lar, and you’re out of your el’ment. 

Kino Log.—Evidently that sort of cattle-log that has just had its show 
at the Crystal Palace. 

H. (Exeter).—Much obliged for the sample of quicksilver, and congra- 
tulate you on your discovery. We have always found silver—and gold also 
—too quick everywhere. Even coppers are expeditious, witness “the 
nimble ninepence.” 

F. G. (Highbury).—Your lines don’t run smoothly. How can they, 
with so many more feet than they ought to have? 

B. R.—We baven’t made up our mind. Try your hand at it! 

Tiryrus.—Thanks for the suggestion, under consideration. 

Declined with thanks :—George ; S., Walsall; F. G., Leeds; A., Ludgate- 
hill; W.S., Norfolk; J. C., Hull; An Old Subscriber; G. W., Lough- 
borough-road; W. B. R., Leyton; H. B. 8.,Stockwell ; T. R. T., Brighton; ~ 
G., Liverpool ; Gamma, Cambridge: G. M.; R. H. B., Sonthampton ; W. C., 
Finsbury-park; M. A. B., Kensington; N., Buckingham Palace road ; W. 
R. S., Tottenham ; G., Walworth; J. J., Islington ; Agricalturist; F. M., 


Plymouth ; C. B. N., Leeds; A Striker; Wearifoot ; P., Wellington ; 8. 8., 
Hackney; Ganger: M., Homerton; R. W., Margate ; The 
Loser ; M. M.; D. F.; U., Liverpool. 
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Worthy Rector (to his wife) :—“Yxs, THis, MY DEAR, 1s Mr. 
THE DISTRICT VISITING, HM?” 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


MAY. 


We seldom remember a better number of Temple Bar than this 
month’s. “Odd Volames” and “Republican Prisons” alone are 
worth the price of the magazine. 

Seribner’s Monthly is again to the fore with some exquisite Southern 
views, and a large and ‘interesting table of contents. It should take 
the which the: Overland once seemed assured of claiming for 


The. St. -James’s brings us: but a short instalment of Verne’s 
“ Mysterious Island’ and’ several: papers we could have with- 
out a aig h, to make room for more of the chief attraction of the 
In 


Good Things there is a delightful paper by the author of “ Lilliput 

Levée”’—* At School . with Kakadua’”’ is more brief 
than.we could ‘wish, but “‘ Harry Delane”’ is capital. 
_ Good Words has an excellent article on “The Zoology of Dust.’’ 
Captain White o what will prove, we think, a valuable work on 
“The West Coast,” and Dean Stanley contributes his admirable ser- 
mon he delivered in the Abbey the day after Livingstone’s funeral. 


. the Poets.” <“ 








REMARKABLE ee oes no more extraordinary 
publication, certainly few more instructive, clever, and amusing, 

has ever been placed eecenrenly before the world, than the: ninth 
volume of Messrs. A. Linas anp Son’s bi-yearly Magazines, this 
rot iey «| “ Forjos ‘anp Fasurons.”’ Wail may the Standard ex- 
claim that “tas an example of trade enterprise, it is indeed a susprising 
on.” Contributed to by such world-renowned authors as 

| Paul, R. Reece, L. H. F. Du Terreanx, Philip Richards, Pal- 

gtayé Simpson, and H. I. Montagu, the 100 pages of stories are well 
_caloulated to while away a summer afternoon. And then the Fashions! 
Forty ill represent the new styles for the season, in Kensing- 
ton attire, for gentlemen and their sons; the Kensington Suit at 2, 23, 
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COMPARISONS. 


STODGE, WIFE AND NINETEEN CHILDREN-—GLAD TO INCLUDE HIM IN 


Mrs. R.:—“ An! VERY HONEST AND MARD-WORKING BEOPLE NO DOUBr. I SHALL BE GLAD Te vistr Mr. Stops.” 
Stodge :—“AYE WE BE HARD-WORKING ENOUGH, AND WE BE HONEST, BUT YOU HAIN’T FIT TO MIX ALONG 0’ SUCH AS US, MUM.” 





The ing serial in Chambers’s is intensifying in interest, and bids 
fair to set us a psychological puzzle. The short papers about the 
Bradfield Inundation, the Black Watch, and the “Out West’’ danger- 
ous classes, are full of pleasantly conveyed information and maintain 
the repute of this veteran of the periodicals. 


Those who have read the stirring romances of Paul Féval, or recall 
the story of the Duke’s Motto, will feel indebted to the editor of the 
Penny Illustrated Paper for producing a translation of his “‘ Three Red 
Knights’’ which, added to the ordinary attractions of a cheap illus- 
trated newspaper, should meet a public want. ; 

In the Sunday Magazine “The Canterbury of North India ’’ will be 
widely read as a record of one of the not too numerous, sensible, and 
practical missions to foreign parts. The Riverside Visitor tells the 
story of “‘ The Rasper” clearly, but the character seems a somewhat 
improbable one. 

We have received a quaint little song, Oh, no we never talk in French 

D’Alcorn, Oxford Street), written and composed by Miss Amy 
eddie. The air is melodious and sparkling, and the notion a happy 
one. 


Evrnontous Term ror Groa-siossoms.—Gill-yflowers. 








3, and 3} guineas; Kensington Coats, from 20s. to 80s.; Kensington 
Trousers, 14s. to 28s.; and last, but far from least, the Kensington 
Novelties for Juveniles, excelling for elegance, substantiability, and 
good taste, the productions of any house in the world. ' All these are 
profusely illustrated in “ Fot1os anp Fasutons,’’ wherein the readcr 
will also find a full and explicit price list, and a graphic epitome of 
Massrs. A. Lrngs ano Son’s equitable and thoroughly simple system 
of business. Directions for Self-measurement are enclosed, and Patterns 
of any required fabries wi'!l be sent with the book, a// Gratis and Post- 
Free, by A. LYNES & SON, Mercuayt Tartors ayp Boys’ CLorHIERs, 
Corner or Hotyweut Lang, Suorepitcu, anp Kensinaton Hovsz, 
71, Lupeatr Hitt, Lonpon. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTiC, No. 373. 


He fought for the party 
With zeal truly hearty— 
They were floated to power on oceans of beer. 
So to pay for that zeal 
They are anxious to deal 
First of all with the Licensing Measure severe. 


ee Se 


1. This wise law 
{f would draw 
In gold letters upon vellum, 
To rehearse, 
Of this curse, 
St vis pacen, para bellun. 


— 


2.“ It's black,” quoth Counsellor B. 
“ It's white,” quoth Counsellor 

And there they jwined this, because, I wis, 
They truly could not agree. 


at 2 ce 
- 
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3. In chignons often this and jute 
“or real hair they substitute. 


4. A railway to Vesuvius’ crater 
for sight-seer’s delight would cater - 
Bat how about its usurpature 
By this resistless force of Nature ? 
5. Pelt him with ‘ copy’ 
Long¢-winded and sloppy , 
Write and ask why 
He doesn’t reply ; 
(rive him hard names, 
Pile up your blames: 
Always pursue him with pitiless bellow, 
“ Hang him! he’s only a newspaper fellow! 


a 


6. The man who's deep 
Will ever keep 
An implement in pickle 
And trust in fate, 
Or soon or late, 
His enemies to tickle. 


Sotoyion or Acrostic, No. 371.—Summern Weather - 
Straw, Ultramarine, Malaria, Mast, Earth, Race, Yeur. 
Correct SorvutTions or Acrostic No. 371, received 13th May: 
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DRAWBACKS. 


—Bideropolitai; Hector; Auburn; Ismeer; Gyp; Pill-box; Master Henry :-—“T say :—WOL % ‘OU ” — 
Spheroid; Margate Vic ; Ruby's Ghost; Little For Bird; Slodger sk tee JOUN—WOULD NOT YOU LIKE TO HE A FAT 
and Lage! € Ginx’s Baby; Gosberton Partridges ; Pussycates- a AAKE ME; 

meecow ; a, -—_ =o a - = a a ys | Old John :—“ Wet, xEs! Master Henny, —on.¥ Iv TAKES SUCH A LONG 
Famil y; Little Aggelia; Brice; Nell an ons; KH. A. C.; ‘urk ; > AN s auc : ee : Te ee : ; 
Reiphton Cats; T. A. M.; Fern; Pipekop’s Pupils; A. E. B.; | pie ot JT Is SUCH A DEAL OF TROUBLE TO GET TO BE A LEAN OLD FELLOW 


—-+--—- 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 
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| or stupidity on the parts of any of the principal performers, while the 
house was well if not uncomfortably filled. Vert-]'ert, which is the 


Messrs. VALNAY AND Pitxon at the Princess's lose no opportunity of | préve de résistance, should attract, not because its dialogue is either 











had rather not see again. Horace’s maxim is that Medea shall not 
kill her children coram populo. She has even less'right so to kill herself. 
Apart from this effect, the character of Blanche de Chelles with her 






Caprice, was admirably rendered. Mademoiselle Kelly as Bertha made 
much of her part, MM. Gouget and Dalbert took their ré/es well and 
Lecourt’s weak pianist was really comic. There are some 
Powerful situations, and the piece is well mounted; while the costume 
Blanche in the first act should be “a joy for ever,” if satin and lace 








1h Schey are more laughter-moving that in Tricoche et Cacolet, but 
ey which—povr des raisons—is not likely to be murdered in an English 
tion. 






thenty as disastrous as that of Mr. West Digges’s at the Queen's 





being sorry for what he had done, the manager set himself vigorously 





ised the first night’s attempt. And with considerable success 
Spparently, for on a ssolad visit we noticed no manifestation of fear 








VOL. XIx. 





inscrutable loves and hates, her sacrifice of a passion to a passing | 


wa but imperishable, for it was “a thing of beauty” beyond doubt. | 

@ hope for an early revival of Gavaut Minard et Cie, in which Didier | 
and 

| opening of Mr. Fairlie’s company at the St. James's, though | 

not tend to a similar result; for instead of closing the house and — 

to work, and rectified the most egregious of the errors which had | 


keeping their public aw courant with French theatrical events. | wise or witty, or because it gives rise to anything marvellous in the 
Availing themselves of the appearance of Mademoiselle Favart, they | way of acting or singing, but because in it are an ammount of figure 
have produced Le Sphinx, in which a death by poisun, studied in the | and a scantiness of costume rare even in these days. ‘I'he figure is 
hospitals by Mademoiselle Croizette, has been the latest Paris sensa- | generally neat, sometimes extensively developed, and the costume is 
tion. Many of the minute details of horror which the latter | never gaudy—that is if gaudiness consists in excessive decoration : 
introduces are, we are told, omitted by the former actress, who however | there is nothing excessive here. Mlle. Savelli is a fair actress and an 
succeeds in realising death with terrible vividness. It is a piece of | excellent singer, and she is pretty well supported by one or two of the 
acting to be seen once as a marvellous work of art—but one that we | company ; still it would be better if several of the young women could 


lose sight of the fact—even if but apparently—that they and their 
| legs are only on show. 

' Inspired by the genius loci, our reporter, dpropos of the Crystal 
Palace Show, referred last week to an ingenious donkey-puzzle as 
| issuing from Messrs. Dean and Son, whereas it is published by Messrs. 


| Perry and Co., of Red Lion Square and Cheapside. 


Wool-gathering. 

| Ir is stated by the Deutsche Wollen-Gewerbe Organ that a certain 
chemical bath (for which it gives the recipe) will impart a beautiful 
| white to wool. Unluckily our wool is getting too white as it is, and 
the only Bath we have ever heard of in connection with hair is a city 
| where heods are reported to be shaved. 





Important. 
A ton list of the Czar’s suite, beginning with Lord Nczoowoff and 


ding with two Cooks anda Page appeared in the 7¢/egraph the other 
any. Swans that catalogue was eae omitted the name of the 


_ Imperial pilot—Koodentkeepamudbankoff. 
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FUN. 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Muy 20, 1874. 
SPIGOT AND BUNG. 


“One of the earliest measures of the new Ministry has been one to relieve the 


licensed victuallers from certain restrictions in the Licensing Act.”’ 


Tue Church in a storm 
Is needing reform, 
Education is stranded, the sand-banks among! 
Education and Church 
Must be left im the lurch, 
While we march to the watchword of “ Spigot and Bung!” 


The Navy's, they say, 
In a very bad way; 
And the Army by grievances feels itself stung. 
Bnt Army and Navy 
M in their gravy, 
While we march td the war-cry of “ Spigot and Bung.” 


There's Capital strife 
Deelares to the knife 
With Labour; and Commerce by strikes is unstrung. 
Let Labour be hanged, 
And Capital banged, 
While we march to the watchword of “ Spigot and Bung.” 


Our foreign affairs 
Demand special cares ; 
Agricultural Interest’s withers are wrang. 
On neither we ought 
To lavish a thought, 
While we march ‘neath the banner of “‘ Spigot and Bang.” 


But of topics that need 
Attention indeed 
The list is too lomgite be said or be sung ;— 
But we care not a jot 
Per the whole of the lot, 
While we march to the watchword of “ Spigot and Bung.” 


— -0 -—-—— 


An action recently brought before the Court of Excheque: against 
the Corporation has let in a little light on that most deplorable jiasco, 
the New Bridge at Blackfriars. The contractors demand a large sum 

*in addition to the original estimate, because it was discovered that the 
plans and specifications on which it was founded could not be acted 
upon, and the work had to be continued in a totally different style. 
This accounts possibly for the lamps that can never be lighted and 
can always be broken, and for the pitch and the paving, which com- 
bine to render it almost impossible for a horse to draw a load up the 
incline, and more than probable that it will fall in going down the 
other side. The bridge is a disgrace to the City, and a peril to all who 
cross it otherwise than on foot. But what can be expected of a 
structure begun on one plan, and subsequently “continued on a 
totally different plan!’ The Corporation gained the day—and per- 
haps does not think it shabby to refuse to pay money, the expenditure 
of which it does not question, that expenditure being caused by no 
fault of the contractor. Had the Lord Chief Baron and Barons 
Pigott and Amphlett been compelled to drive over the Bridge on the 
ar to Court, without doubting their impartiality as judges, we 

er think they would have given it against the Corporation. 





Trop de Zale. 


Lavy Srrapproxe, in her otherwise acute reply to the Bishop of 
on the Labourers’ Lock-out question, speaks of Man- 
aAS— 
The well-known market where all that is most costly, récherché, and priceless is 
sure to find a ready sale. 
We are unable to “cotton” to this statement. 
the sale of a priceless article might be effected. 


In Dublin, possibly, 





u “A Burnt Child.” 

Iw hia American lectures, Mr. Proctor is repeating his famous illus- 
tration of the distance of the sun from.the.earth. This consists, it 
may be remembered, in the statement that if a child with an arm 
ninety-one millions of miles in length should have no better sense 
than to stick its finger in the sun, there: Would elapse a period of one 

and thirty-five years before it would feel the heat. This may 

, Forail en any insteetin, bak ie, ort. gf inet the. child would 
never feel it at all; for to save its arm from being broken it would 
| ;and before the next morning it 
would certainly have plunged the finger into somebody’s cold eye. 


a 
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EXHIBITION OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


Tuirp Spectauisstmistic Notice rrom Our Ununune Crrric. 
ARRIVAL OF THE CZAR! 
Visits the R.A. FPichibition. He thinks“ Knout’’ 
Picture. 

We meditates long over Mr. Millais’ picture of the North-West 
Passage, and remarks that if he were not Alexander he would be that 
old Ship Captain; that he wishes he had “half his complaint ”’ in 
the way of the society of a nice gal (too Scotch though) and plenty 
of Red Heart Rum; and that if he were not a Rugged Russian 
Bear, he would straightway become a Polar one, and fit out an 
Arctic Expedition at his own expense. 


i. 


of Sit hob s 


“Tr MIGHT BE DONE” (murmured His Majesty), “ano Savison snounp 
Do ir.” 
Squibob to be sent to Siberia as the premicr pas towards doing it. 
WHuoLxesaLeE ADULTERATION OF TeA py Mr. Perverni! 
Mr. Val Prinsep goes on the turf, and brings his pigs toa New Market, 
AcRIMONY OF AUGSPUR ON THE Sunsecr! 

Mr. Watis’s “ hims” and Mr. Watts’s “hers”’ im the way of Portraits : 

and very fine Portraits they are. 

The S—e—y for the S—p—n of V—e sends a Deputation to the R.A.’ s. 
requesting that the performers in M. Carpeaus’ “ La Dame’’ should be 
provided with high-heeled boots and dress improrers, or at least with 
“ eouestrian tongs,” * Chamois leather and black feet.” 


GENERAL ARTISTIC CATACLYSM. 
Flight of Squibob. 


The Miscreant threatens to reply to the strictures of your Unhung 
Critic.—&e., &e., &e. 

You may remark, Sir, that the bold, curt, tart, trenchant, sting. 
ing, pungent, epigrammatic headings to my unique criticisms 
(strictly original as those criticisms are, and not to be con- 
founded with pictorial notices in what I may term the I O Unique 
style) have seldom if ever any reference to the _ reconditely 
erudite and abstrusely «esthetic appreciations which appear in 
detail beneath. Sir, why should they have any reference to that 
which comes afterwards? When you go toa public dinner do you 
find that the meagre repast which the waiter (if you slip half-a-crown 
into his hand) heaves over your shoulder, and sometimes plumps into 
your lap, has any visible connection with the appetising bill of fare, 
printed in mauve ink, propped up against your hock glass? Sir, did 
you ever ‘‘run”’ a Horse-Opera, conduct a “Side Show,’’ or travel 
about the country with the “‘ Illusions of a Conjuror,” or a lecture on 
‘‘ Bivalves in their Relation to the Biography of the Laundresses of 
Great Men?” If you have ever been in the profession (J have) you wil! 
very soon acknowledge that it isn’t the “‘ play’’ but the “ programme” 
which is the thing; that the placard outside, and not the performance 
within, brings forth the refreshing shower of pennies; and that the 
business of a showman is primarily to get the public into his show. 
Unless they have paid their money they must take their choice between 
seeing what they shall see, or going away to make room for the next 
party. My fond love for you, and my ardent imagination for the 
myriad readers of Fun, deter me from adopting in its entirety the 
untradesmanlike (or the too-tradesmanlike) device of the showman. 
Both the inside and the outside of my Critical Entertainment are on a 
par in the way of Truth, Beauty, Sweetness, Light, and the plentiful 
use of the Preterpluperfect lime, and let Squibob, or any other man, 
deny it if he dare. 

Have you seen Mr. Eyre Crowe's pictures yet of the ‘‘ Spoil Bank,” 
the “‘ Dinner Hour, Wigan,’ and the “ Foxhoundsin Kennel?” With 
respect to the last-named word, an asinine critic (Squibob, I suspect), 
in one of the pretentious dailies, observed that Mr. Crowe’s kennel! 

resents ‘a vast area of upturned tails.” There docs not happen to 
easingle tail, either in a prone, a supine, or a gyrating attitude 
visible in the whole clever picture. I much like the solemn appear- 
ance of the animals, which look as demure as though they were 
attending Cathedral service in some “‘ Aisle of Dogs.’ I should like 
a pert to make some more sketches in the vicinity of Barking 
reek. 

Israels is a Dutchman, avery clever Dutchman, but a somewhat 
melancholy one. His “‘ Anxious Family” is a very fine picture, but 
too much overshadowed with the texebre. Has sorrow Mr. Israel’s 
young days shaded? Hasn't his ship come home? Has he been 
down the Clara-feminia Mine (Bogus County, Coinerado, U.S.A.) and 
found nothing m it but liquidation? Has he anything the matter 
with his liver? Then there is Bource, likewise a Dutchman, I fancy ; 
likewise intensely clever ; and likewise the victim of a chronic attack 
of “the miserables.”” His picture of ‘“‘ Ruined’’ so depressed me, that 
I went away from the Academy with a dejected determination to pay 
my tailor. I thought better of the weak notion, however, and invested 
capital in the purchase of the last new number of the Contemporary Re- 
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view. That is the kind of literature, Sir, to make a man feel lively, no 
more pills or any other drugs when you have taken a sufficient dose 
of your Contemporary. It is almost as good as the Saturday Review on 
a wet day with the beer out, and a.mam in possession. 
ff I kaew Mr. Marcus Stone (he used to kuow me once, but he has 
grown proud because he has got a new easel) I should call upon him, 
and thenk him for his charming picture of “ My Lady is a Widow and 
@hildless.” He draws about tive hundred times better than he was 
wont todo; and his colour grows, every year in purity, lucidity and 
fiaymony. I would buy this picture; only Mr. Stone might de:line 
teeell it to me. ‘T was-ever thus, from childhood’s hour. 1 am always 
wanting to buy thimgs,and nothing can exceed the liberality of my 
offers. But holders-arefirm ; and they want money endelivery of the 
goods, and other heartless formalities. One of these unsympathetic 
insects told: me the other day that he allowed discount for cash. Now 
I want.cash; and anybody can have the discount who chooses. 
Here-are-some pictures—just half-a-dozen—which you ought to see, 
and whtich you should be co lled to see, if I had the compelling of 
Mrs. J a, ** Belle Japonaise '’ and her “ Five o’cloek 
Toa” which, albeit Japanese in treatment. and full of wsthetic theine, is 
gotatall in the teaboard style. By the way, Mrs. Jopling-Romer’s 
works ave so full of the true tea-spirit that, if I had a cold in my head 
Imight call her “the late Mrs. Robur.” What has become of Robur? 
Next, look at all Mr. Tissot’s very able, bright, and skilful pictures— 
the “ Ball on Shipboard”’ is the best—but sorrowfully admit that the 
“Binesoat-boy on the Steps of the National Gallery” is not a 
guncess. “Tis not good at all, Mr. Tissot; and notwithstanding 
the seffron-hued petticoat and flame coloured legs of the young 
gentioman from Newgate-street the entire tone of the perform- 
ances cold and cheerless. Besides, nobody has a right to paint 
. journeyman bakers, and the bluecoat-boys except Mr. 
» Crowe. Mr. Jopling’s large full-length portrait of ‘* Midge,”’ 
& delightful picture of a pretty fair-haired young damsel in the 
watemoolour room is very good to look upon. “ Midge” is 
“@plendacious ” in that velvet and silk, to which a rich amber-hued 
sexyegn forms a most delicate background. I should like to go upon 
a cguise with this “ Midge” and visit all the toyshops and all the 
cooks’ previous to settling down to steady scientitic study at the 
| Polytechnic Institution. I wonder what “ Midge’s’”” mamma is 
Bandsomer no doubt than the little lassie in that mater 
vier. I would call on Midge’s mamma, only I have no cards, and 
would not probably be at home to unhung critics, and the 
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COOK’S PERQUISITES. 


In longitude six thousand ninety-two, 
Latitude nothing, the good ship, Salt Beef, 

Caught in a gale, the worst that ever blew, 3 
Was stranded on a coral island’ s-reef, 


Her back was broken, 80 she went im halves, 
ihe crew and captain perished, every hand;—~ 
Only a pig, sume chickens, and tweeal 
And the one passenger, escaped to land. 


King Bungaree, with all the royal suite, 
Was waiting to receive him on the beach ; 
And seeing he was-plump and nice to eat, 
Received him graciously with courteous speech. 


The suite, who thus their coming banquet eyed, 
Their gastric regions rubbed with grateful paw, 

And wondered it the king would have him fried, 
Or boiled, or roasted,—or just eat him raw ! 


The hungry passenger their meaning caught 
AS hinting dinner in some maaner dim, 
And smiling at the notion, little thought 
That they meant feasting ovn—~and not with—him 


But, as you draw a fowl] before ’ tie drest, 
The suite proceeded first, of everything 
Lhe pockets vf their victim to divest, 
And laid their plunder down before the king. 


The monarch started at some object there— 
Then seized the prisoaer’s hand and cried aloud, 
“ Bo, bingo wobli! Chungum rageadare. 
Howinki croblob? Boo! Owchingadowd!” 


Which meaus—“ Unhand this kindly gentleman. 


Observe those coupons! Note that small green book! 


Put out the fire—hang up the frying-pan ! 
We mustn’t eat him. He hilienamie Cook ' 





OUR SHORTHAND WNOTES. 
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_ young man from the Gas Company has jus: called with a disagreeable 


dukes and marquises being guaranteed in all ite storice—often con- 


Paris, and, amongst other things never seen by the vulgar, he notes 
that “jackasses, with ears of fabulous length, are driven in small 
‘herds from door to door, where they are milked, and the product 


‘\of the poet, and the fact that he did not write for those who sit in high 
Bees, may be a sufficient excuse.for the cogrespondent’s ignorance of 
chiis existence, but so that the new naturalist shall know better in future 


we'll give him a reference. 


his a pity Rae Wilson, Esq,, was not in a position—as he would be 
Row —to 


|e ta togt of all, that jackasses had not only taken to giving 


Tux French President has gone on a tour of military inspection. 
Le Septennat c'est la paix, = ‘the Ministry at Athens has resigned. 
Greek won't meet Greek! = The attempt to assassinate Pi-y-Margall 
is. declared to have “no political significance.” Signitied a good deal 
to him, we should say ! = Debate on the New Licensing Act. Con- 
servatives will not act on the Cross to the Publicans. = A tremendous 
scrimmage at the last Drawing Room. Miss Thompson has been 
commissioned to paint “ the Roll Call” after it. — We have seen the 
last of the annual so-called International Exhibitions. The ex- 
authorities will retire to the Hospital for Incurables. = ‘The Czar has 
Czarrived. = The prizes at the Donkey Show were distributed by 
Lord Shaftesbury. Further comment is unnecessary. = Atlan-tick 
ran up to ‘wo Thousand Guineas. No greenbacks—but some backers 
looked green. — Intense heat at New York. Wish they'd tologuanh 
—beg pardon, cable—some of it to us, a3 our weather's remark-cable 
cold. = Colonel Hogg to be made a Knight on account of Chelsea 
Embankment. Will appear in armour in future. — Ashan-tea party 
at Geographical Society. Plenty of cream—of Society. = ‘he late 
Home Secretary was not present at the debate on the new Licensing 
Act. Aber-daren’t! — Carlists have been defeated with severe 
(car)losses. = The Eisteddfod season has set in with its usual severity. 
Lhe spouting of Wales has already been reported by the look-ont. = 
The Premier continues singularly silent. As the Americans would 
say, the boss does not locute. — Ihe Czar finds our English spring 
bly like.a Russian winter. — They ran the Czar on a mudbank 
in Flushing bim. Dutch notion of doing things Helter Scheldter. 
SS eee 
Where there’s a Will. 
Tux other day Mr. Charley moved the second reading of a Measure 
described:in the papers as— 
OFFENCES AGAINST THE PERSON BILL. 
Mr. 0 was, we remember, specially elected for the annihilation 
of the ex- ier, but we do not think the Speaker should allow him 
to describe his victim as *‘ the person, Bill.’ 













uct off at the main. 


message about cutting the trumpery cheniical 
uros it. As for me, I 


Asif anybody wanted to burn gas! Squibob— 
have always been passionately fond of Uzokerit. 





Good lac! 
Tu London Journal, as the recognised organ. of the upper classes— 


tains some novel and interesting item of information. We were about 
to say intelligence, but that is not a peculiarity of howt ton, being 
reserved to the police, who hunt dogs and defend defaulting dress- 
makers. A correspondent of the London Journal has been describing 


served to invalid customers.” ‘This is a remarkable physiological fact, 
and yet we have good poetic evidence that it cannot be. The obscurity 


. . . . +» At the usual hour of eight 

Down tretea donkey to the wicket gate 

With Mister Simon Gubbins on its back,— 
«Your sarvant, Miss—a werry springlike day— 
Bad time for hasses tho’! good lack! goed iaek! 
Jemny bedead, Miss— but l’ve brought ye Jack, 
Fe doesn't give no milk, but he cam bray. 


poet's statement ; and it would certainly have been 
¢rusher for the-author of “ Whims and Oddities,” if he had learnt 


eed 


Rly periodicals. 








Objectionable. 


~ Is this style of advertisement to become common ? apnea One ae ea me 
A’ GARDENER. No objection to a cow. Aged 25. Married. Highest re- ‘¢‘ According to his Folly.” 

oe RepiyinG to a fool, the Rev. Opry Ward Beecher writes of danc- 
ing that “it is wicked when it is wicked, and not wicked when it is 
not wicked.” ‘The Rev. Henry is probably very wise when he is 
wise; evidently he is extremely silly when he is silly. 


er's going minutely into his likes 
He will be giving his 
us with his views on 


We have an objection to an advertiser's | 
and dislikes as regards the brute creation. 
Opinion about monkeys next, or favouring 
elephants. 


{May 23, 1874 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


No. II. 
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THE TRIUMPH OF BACCHUS. 


From a Bass (and Allsop) Relief. 
WITH APOLOGIES TO ANY OF THE OLD MASTERS WHOM IT MAY CONCERN. 
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a Scatheless. The rabid mo:.ster, baulked of his prey, barked again still 
sca 
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A MAY MELODY. 
Comp, "tis May, y 

Let's be gay, | iY | qd 
Leaves and blossoms all burst forth, Oe. ‘lean 
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Let the wind 
Oharige its mind !— 
Vie il’s-blowing from the Rast. 


Sunny gleam 
Shed a beam 
Where. ‘mith blossom fair and hricht, 
Drops:of dew 
Eaxth bestrew— 
Leftithere from the frosi last night. 


Ripples break 
Stream and lake, 
Ruffled by the passing breeze: 
May, we wish you 
Jay—A-tischew ! 
Hang it !+Let « fellow sneeze! 
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An’ Escapade. 

Tue directors of the Farthing Rush- 
light Gas Company attempt to justify a 
notified increase in the price per thousand. 
In the necessaries of life the purchasing 
power of a sovereign is gradually decreas- 
ing, and clearly, they argue, gas, above | 
all things, should not be pcrmitted to 
eseape. 

CreuationaL Comparison : — Urn, 
Karnes, Ernost. 


SO 


THE CANINE EPIDEMIC.—GREAT EXCITEMENT. 


By Our Own LINER. 


TARS. 


a 


Great consternation was manifest in the neighbourhood of Penton- 
ville and Bugnigge Wells a day or two back by the appearance of a 
toy terricr dog, unmuzzled and unled, and evidently in a state of rabid 
insanity. 
contractors, whose works round about the metropolis are well known, 
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by UN. 215 

















Ile was" first seen in the vicinity of Cubitt’s, the eminent | 


and whose employ’s—a body of most intelligent workmen, over a. 


thousand in number — have had a very narrow escape; and had not the 
gates of the works been at once shut by the intrepid watchman, who 
bolted himselfiin, though dinner hour was close upon the.strike, the 
consequences might have been most disastrous. The dog was first 
observed to be barking in sharp, shrill utterances, indicative of 


i 
' 


both rabies and hydrophobia, at the greengrocer’s boy, who was then | 
going his rounds, and whose master is respected throughout the Gray’s | 
Inn and Bagnigge Wells roads, as well as in the contiguous streets, | 


for his civility 4ad cheapness, as well as his desire, by punctuality and 
attention to business, to merit a continuance of the favours he has 
already received from his patrons and friends, and the public 
generally. The boy, whose mother is a widow and takes in washing, 
which she executes with promptitude and despatch, threw down his 
baskets, which contained goods to be delivered in Percy Circus, Gran- 
ville Square, and Baker Street—for his master has a very extensive 
connection—and fled. ‘The dog gave two shrill barks, which more 

ever showed he was mad, and made towards the children of Mr. 
srown, who, in happy ignorance, were playing in front of the door, 
little dreaming how imminent was their fate. Mr. Brown is a 
licensed Victualler, whose constant study it is to do well by the public, 
and his beer is drunk by the best families in the neighbourhood, while 
his Speciality in spirits is the celebrated unsweetened Old Tom, also in 


much request among the gentility of the vicinity. As soon as she saw | 


the danger in which her loved offspring were placed—for one of the 


Xathinking little creatures had unwittingly run forward to stroke 


What it called the “ pitty ’ittle sing,” Mrs. Brown with great presence of 
mind, shricked loudly; but as her husband had just gone out with a 

en of his well-known port toa customer, the position of affairs 
remained unaltered till the barman rushed bravely forward, plucked 
the children from the path, and dashed in with them, happily 
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A SLIGHT MISAPPREHENSION. 


M, yee 5 ° 25" * 
‘iss Swan (to her canary) :-—“ Ou, you DARLING! QOOME AND KISs ME, THEN ! 
Young Lavender (who has not observed the cage):—“On, sox! Can ‘1; nengevK my 


[Mem.— LHe believed them when they were) boxed. 


| more in the way of canine insanity, and curling his tail still tighter on 
his back—a sure sign of rabies—pursued his dread career. 
Fortunately, the police office is close handy to Mr. Brown’s estab. 
lishment, and on his return with an order for an additional dosen of 
wine, the first being so much to the taste of Clerkenwell connoisseurs, 
he without waiting to supply it—the first time he has ever been 
known to be neglectful of business, and certainly his feelings do him 
honour—went with some friends, all well armed, to the Enspector at 
the station, and obtained the services of Active, 34 X, whe at once, 
having left a pathetic message for his wife, who is neaxr her confine. 
ment, started upon his perilous journey. By this time the whole 
neighbourhood was aroused, and Active, who had been joined by 
Intelligent, 35 X Reserve, both of whom are much respected, was loudly 
cheered, and both were cordially invited to drink suegess to thei: 
important undertaking. Arriving at Mr. Brown's well-known 
hostelry, they at once retired to plan out what may be called the 
campaign, and their deliberations were of such a one cheracter that, 
though of course admitted to them, we feel ourselves pledged y. 
At the expiration of am hour spent, we must admit, ve y, 
though much business was got through, the officers anpatiedan 
taking a cab in the direction the dog had gone, in accordance with 
the regulations recently in that case made and provided, while the 
other went round in a totally opposite way so as to circumvent the 
malignant terrier, should he come unexpectedly from any unknowi 
and unguarded quarter. Up toa late hour nothing more has been 
heard of either the officers or the misguided animal. 
Latest ParricuLars. 


The neighbourhood has now resumed its wonted calm and peaceful 
aspect, the inhabitants having mostly retired to bed, and Mr. Brown's 
having just closed. On inquiring at the station we found that a large 
stock of nitrate of silver and several cauterising implements had been 
laid in, and that the Inspector and officers on duty were all muzzled. 
The police are still upon the track, but are expected to return shortly, 
as their turn off duty has arrived. 








Touching Pitch. 
Qvorr-playing is a perfectly unobjectionable pastime ;—why then 


are there so many disc-claimers in connection with the game? Ys it 


because ‘“‘ the clay” in warm weather requires so much moistening? | 


eae See 


a 
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DON’T YOU WISH 
A TALE OF THE 


Hope deferred. 


Coal Holeiness. 

Tux city of Prince Bladud has suddenly woke up from the semi- 
t state which has characterised it since the days of Beau 
ash and Sam Weller, and one at least of its inhabitants seems in- 
clined to get as far in front of the world as Bath chaps are generally 

behind it. Says the local corresp »ndent of the Telegraph :-— 
A large coal merchant has written to several of his customers in this city, who 
coals of him for brewing and other purposes connected with the 
and sale of beer, regretting, whilst thanking them for custom, 
he is unable to serve them, as, being an abstainer and a Good Templar, he 
conscientiously supply coals fur the manufacture of the articles of such u 


conscientious scruple 
: no amount 


this large 


is one thing; purseproud intolerance is 
good bad. or indifferent Templarism would | 
erchant to behave like an ass until he could 


JIN. 


YOU MAY GET 
ROYAL ACADEMY. 
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The Visitor's departure. 


well arrange to do so. Unless, indeed, as is very probable, he has 
always been an uss, and has begim to bray as soon as ever he could 
afford to keep « conscience. 


Hoss-tensibly. 
Somrnopy advertises in this form in the Telegraph :— 


OUSE WANTED (Hampstead or Highgate), with garden and stabling for 
two horses, &-v. 


“Garden and stabling for two horses’’ woull appear to mean 
“ paddock and stabling,’’ unless, indeed, the garden is required for 
horses of the radish order. 


Our Construction. 
INDISPENSABLE QvuaALtriIcaTion IN Ironctap. —To “ wear’ well. 
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MUNCHAUSEN WITHOUT HIS BRACES. 


Jr you could have known Farley Doble you would have warmed up 
| tothat.man ! As for me, I adored him. He could so sweetly and so 
' proa@ly lie; the mendacity rippled from his lips with such ‘a liquid 

flow, falling withse musical a plash—spread out amon gst the hard reali- 
ties with.an en ment so gentle, and rose above the tops of the 
tillest-facts with such regularity of superscension—that listening to 
hime was almogstas good asa funeral. ‘he fellow’s imagination took 
a fivesbarred fact like a bird; and as for mere probabilities he simply 
purst through them without over so much as blinking his eyes. Such 
a man doos nes .€9me ence ina century! He told me this, one day, 
ahoubadog. = = 

A Mes. Toek, living near Leamington, has one of those small 

smooth dogs about the size of two-and-a-half rats, and in figure some- 
thing like-@herse—I'm sure I don’t know what you call them. She 
wasaunptised-one:day to see the creature sneaking about-the house in 


~ obsenare . as if very much ashamed of itself. Examination 
OT Seen of a tail, the bleeding stump of which looked as if 


the. jpart had been pinched off by a gate. Being questioned, 
the ele Laat gave an evasive answer by violently sowtidies the 
whole hinder part.of its body as if to say, O it doesn’t matter about 
the tail ; you: see how well I cam wag without it.’ The lady, how- 
eveltty, ated. a, Rigorous searchfor the hon. member, and soon found 
it uuderchrewmetances that left no doubt as to the cause of the injury. 
‘The awimal had made an u ineursion into tae kitchen 
anthim the absence: of the tutelary deitess had leaped. atop of a table to 
preyapom the obsolete comestibles from the dining room. In turning 
abouttamenget the dishes it had unluckily got its tail mto a lobster 


sc hae! 

atked Mr. Deble afterward why he hed not said the dog got its 
ta he clawiof a living lobster. He was quite t htiml for a 
moment, then muired if lobsters could live for any considerable time 
out of the water, and being assured that nothing was easier for them 
he brightened. wpa bit and said. “The fact is I feared if I related 
this thing as it actually occurred your ignorance of the habits of 
lobsters might lead you te suspect me of lying.” That was character- 
istic: he thought I would deem it less imprebable that a lobster salad 
should pinch off a dog’s tail than that there should be a living lobster 
on a kitchen table. 

He came to my house once with a long story about a man who in 
trying a new-fangled scythe cut off both legs at the thighs. The 
accident occurred in a field at some distance from the man’s house, and 
when he was quite alone; but taking a leg under each arm he started 
across the country for home. In surmounting a fence he accidentally 
dropped the legs, which at ence cut away as fast as they could, 
arriving at the house a quarter of an hour before him. The man’s 
wife was enjoying her siesta when the legs put in an appearance and 
began kicking at the door for admittance. Very much annoyed, the 
woman got up from her couch and searched for a missile. Nothing 
offering but her husband's bootjack she flung that out of the window 
at her disturbers ; and when the man arrived, what should he see but 
one leg standing in its stocking on the jack, holding it down for the 


‘ 
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other'to draw‘oft its boot! Such is the force of habit. ‘The spectacle 
reminded the man ‘that he had walked all that distance across the 
stubble barefooted. 


You will hardly believe that when he had finished this ridiculous 
tale Mr. ‘Doble attributed my evident incredulity to mere caprice, 
being quite unconscious of any inherent improbability in what he had 
Telated. But far from being offended he went on for a full hour, 

| Varying and embellishing the fiction, in the friendly hope of suiting 

€ somehow. 

| It was Doble who told that yarn about the eels ; though perhaps you 

hover heard it. ‘I was spending the winter in Scotland,” said he, 

“with my friend Sandy MaeSimpleton, and one day we agreed on a 

day’s fishing in Loch Porridge, which was frozen to a depth of nearly 

wo feet. This lake at that time contained but one kind of fish called 

| fumpers, from their obesity. ‘They were peculiar in shape; about 

| #ighteen inches in girth in the middle, and tapering rapidly toward 

| the head, which was remarkably small, with asharp nose. When we 

| Were about to go upon the ice I casually remarked that we should 

aft bably catch some fine eels, as it seemed a good day for eels. 

3 looked astonished, and offered to lay ten sovereigns to a shilling 

t I booked the bet; then going 

4 © the ice we cut a big hole and dropped in our lines. Of course 

| We aught nothing but Jumpers. .Sandy began to chaff me, and 

| ing annoyance I took my tackle and went to another spot, 

here F soon pulled out an eel as long as a man, and sent it whirling 

~ Scross the ice to Sandy’s feet. I never saw a man so surprised ; but 

| When I had repeated this a dozen times, and he had critically 

cf ined every ee], he simply put up his tackle and went home with- 

vod os word. “tt was very simple: instead of cutting a block out of the 
| F wanted my eels 


had séeretly bored a hole through with an auger of the size that 
“ Having more than I.-needed I put most of them back in the water, 


there was not.an eel in the lake. 
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@nd now the lake is full of ecls, which 
lumpers, The eels are called 
at their origin.” 

Another of Doble’s fish stories was this. 
a remote corner of Italy when he came upon a wide pool of what 
looked like liquid amber, or Bass's ale without its toga. He inspected 
the liquid, and found it oil—whether cod liver oil, hair-oil, or petrokum 
he could not determine. Desirous of knowing all he could about « 
remarkable a lake—not that he was unfamiliar with such—he got out 
his fishing line, baited the hook with @)bit @f meat, cast it in, and 
pulled out a fine herring! In half am home he had landed a waggon- 


load of them. 
When Doble had got to that point in his magrgtive I interrupted hin 


have quite exterminated the 
‘lampreys,’ a word which hints feebly 


He was travelling once in 


with the simple remark that the herring, being @ salt-water fish, could 
not possibly exist in oil, adding, to argoment, that I had 
tried them in that element a thousand times. He gave a quick furtive 


glance at my face from the corner of ‘his. eye, to assure himeelf ther: 
was no hope, then began groping nervously .with his hands about th 
sides of his chair, as was his mannet whem.eornered: and finally , 
getting his idea, replied with perfect comfidenece: 

‘You are quite right—they were sardines.” 
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THE ROMAUNT OF AN AUNT. 


I wap anaunt. I never saw her face, 
(iver felt oe pressure of her fond embrace. 

xcuse the tear that pearls my drooping lid). 
She married young. I don't knew why she fia 
I only know my aunt (her name. was, 
Was married young, and settled in Havannah. 


And she was fair. The fact I can’t recall, 
Because I ne'er set eyes on her at all. 

(Excuse the sigh which bids this bosom heave) 
Ere I was born it was her lot to leave, 

And since, of course, I, therefore, never saw her, 
In glowing terms I don’t know how to draw her. 


She married young. And, for that matter, I 
Have strictly followed her example high! 
Well! I have now six daughters and a boy, 
And slender is the wage of my employ ; 

And, though she lives so far across the water, 
Aunt Hannah is my mother’s father’s daughter. 


She is reputed rich. She therefore might 
Assist me when the money market's tight ; 

I don’t know where she lives—or if she’s dead. 
She never writes, too, must in truth be said. 
Does she suppose that I’ve no expectations ?— 
Oh, the hard-heartedness of one’s relations. 





GAushers to Correspondents. 


{We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do sot hold ourselwes 
aaah 3 Sor 1oss.j 

B. (Dundee).—We do not undertake to do anything of the kind. 

Scuoo.Boy.— Stick to your lessons in writing and spelling. Your thesis 
that “ girls isent is good as boys ” because they can’t “ whisel,” is not such 
a “posur” as you think. Some girls do whistle, but they’re none the 
better for it, that we can see. 

W. S.—We can’t make you out! Yousend your MS. in a letter marked 
“Private” and with no address, and “ expect to hear of its fate in a week 
or two!” 

J. (Laurie-park).-- See our rules above. 

M. (Highbury-park).—Enclosure omitted. But it probably is of ne con- 
sequence, thank you. 

HarpsHir.—To dress up an old joke like that proves you belong to the 
Navy. 

Sei SraGER.—We should say there’s very little chanee. 

On His Own Hook.—Very neat indeed. We were wrong. — 

W. W. (Highbury).—But that is not the correct translation of your 
own Latin even! Then why should “the public be much obliged for its 
insertion ?” 

C. (Weymouth) —Many thanks. 

B. (Stoke Newington).—Thank you. . 

Declined with thanks:—P., Leyton; G. D., Islington; W., Liverpeol ; 
A Labourer; R. 8. V. P.; L. A, Wimpole-street ; 0. M.D., Regent’s-park ; 
Bertie, Sidmouth ; W. B., Keatish-town; M., Canonbury; R. W.; Ben, 
Weymouth; R. W. C, John-street; D., Birkenhead; Wallaby; A., 
Birmingham; W., Sheffield; The Choetaw Chief; M., Leeds; The 
Wandering Wangdoodle; C. J. B., Winchester; M, Shepherd’s-bush ; P., 
Hayward’s-heath; L, Liverpool; Spes; P., Seething-lane ; E. Grege; s, 
Highgate-road ; C., Brixton-hill; Fanatic ; EK. B.; Tipitoff; W., Waterloo ; 
E. H., Cambridge ; Lofty Language ; B., Camberwell ; Rogalar One ; “Our 
Westry ;” S. M., Finsbury; W., Peckham ; R. P., Notting-hill. 
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NO RECOMMENDATION. 


Gushing Party :—“ Tuerr’s A view Now! Maeniricent! Surety you’Lt ADMIT that DESERVES PRAISE! ”’ 
Practical Self-made Man :—“ Wxu1, I pon’r KNOW :—IT HAS MADE NO EFFORT TO DESERVE IT. DIDN'T MAKE ITSELF!” 








France (which he admits he did not see) to its author being outside 
CHATS ON THE MAGS. ** the Shermad circle” he talks nonsense, poe what is more is guilty of 
; = . the very sin of which he so often accuses newspaper critics—that of 
Tur Saturday Journal offers an admirable first number. A telling noticing a piece he has not witnessed. 
wrapper combines with its imposing size to make it attractive at first | — Cook’s Excursionist is full of information as to trips for the Whitsun- 
sight, and the illustrations and literary contents fully answer the | tide holidays, and points out, as if it were the most ordinary thing in 
¢ tions raised. . : Sai life, how you can get tickets and coupons for a tour round the world, 
e chief feature of Once-a-Week is “ Jack's Sister,” which is rather | or to any place on the face of the globe. No wonder that even in the 
lugubrious this month. There is, we fancy, a growing tendency | new and imposing building at Ludgate Circus the Post-office has had 
towards continued articles in the fend” which will deprive it of | to be removed in order to give “additional space for the department 
is first requirement of such a periodical—variety. Still what there | for the issue of tickets’’! 
good. . ‘ ‘ 549 Received :—TZhe Young Lady’s Journal, Town and Country, Young 
, We must give s — mention this month to The Biue, the Christ 8 | Folks’ Budget, London Society, Le Follet, Gardeners’ Magazine, Colburn’s 
i a's inert, or an admirable translation of Horace’s Vizi | 74, Monthly, Tinsley’s, Golden Hours, Sunday Magazine, Leisure Hour, 
into | ch, by J. D. W. Asa double translation it is one of | 77.0 Journal 
the best ee we have seen since the days of the long-to-be-lamented | : ee 
; ju fs : 
Art this month wisely adheres to the reproduction of etchings. Glorification. 
The People’s Monthly gives a wide choice of papers of interest, but is | Says a weekly paper, “The glory of a good man is a good con- 


a little inclined to give them in too brief instalments. It is ‘remark- | science.” It is evident that the writer does not possess such an 
article, or he would know better. Speaking for ourselves we say that 


the glories of a good man are his friends and the bottles that they 


5 As done though considering that it is a sixpenny magazine. 
give him. 


a rule we'agree with the dramatic critic of the W cstmiater 
Papers to a great extent. But when he attributes the failure of Fair 


| “WEAR-RESISTING”’ FABRICS, x0 


GENTLEMEN’S, BOYS’, AND YOUTHS’ CLOTHING. 


TO MEASURE OR READY MADE. 















| ag” CRASS. “D* CLASS. Suit for a Boy 4 feet in height. 
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Painted by TUDD & CO., Phooniz Wonks, St. Andrew’s Hill, Dootces’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E. C.—London, May 23, 1874. 


















—— 


stand w 





May 30, 1874.] 








A REASON. 


You ask me why I do not fling 

My fingers o’er the lute and sing ; 

You think a lover's hopeless suit 

Has made of me a minstrel mute. 
Ah, no! ah, no !— 
It is not so. 


EE, 


You fancy that some heavy loss 
My path of life has fallen across ; 
You deem that shadows round me cling — 
That they forbid me still to sing. 
Ah, no! ah, no!— 
It is not so. 


You guess that friends beloved of old 
Have turned out treacherous and cold; 
And you surmise that thence my lute 
Is rendered obstinately mute. 
Ah, no! ah, no!— 
It is not so. | 


You theorize that things are bad, 
That I’ve lost all I ever had; 
And so no more with jocund voice | 
In cheerful harmonies rejoice. | 
Ah, no! ah, no!— 
It is not so. | 


Nor love, nor grief, nor wrong, nor ill 

Have bid my tenor voice be still : — 

1’ tell you why I cannot sing— | 

{t’s this confounded English Spring. | 
Just so! just so!— | 
Sore-throat you know! 


Ups and Downs. 


Tue goings-on of the Money Market are always very | 
mysterious. The Standard the other day recorded avery | 
curious fact thereanent :— 

The speech of Lord Derby on Monday has created an uncom- 
fortable feeling in business circles by making unpleasant reali- 
ties so plain. A fall at the Bourse arose in consequence. 

This is similar to the case of the Irish labourer who, 
when questioned about his accident at the hospital, said 
that he fell from the middle of the road into the first- 


floor window. EYE. 


REVIVAL OF TORTURE IN ENGLAND. 


THE coming into operation of the New Judicature Act, so the 
Attorney-General told Mr. W. Williams in the house the other night, 
is not to be postponed. ‘‘The new rules are being framed and will 
shortly be before the public.” Ugh! imagine the disgust of Dr. 
Broomback's pupils when they hear that the Doctor’s man-servant has 
been engaged in tying up a new assortment of birches. An expectant 
(and pensive) public are, however, entitled to hope that when the 
new rules are framed they will be glazed as well—in other words, 
that they will be made sufficiently clear for the commonalty to under- 

hat they are about. For aught the public know at present of 
the nature of the legal rod with which they are to be scourged, the 


Tew rules may be couched in old Law French; for example, take the 


following—rumoured to have been “framed” by an eminent “ black 
letter lawyer” :— 
Raeeuz cxxxvitt.—Nonobstant le passing de cet Act, le sharp attorney, le 
n, le Fogge, le Quirke, le Gammon et le Snap, continueront de charger 
deux guineas pour un writ de summons qui costez le lawyer cing shillings, 
et de screwer autant de costs out of le defendant qu'il luy sera possible. 
La Loy ne troublera lui méme pas ung brass farthing pour les interests de la 
defendant ; mais iltakera precious bon care du creditor, et particuliérement +] 


. amilera trés benignement sur le sharp attorney, et it convertira in ung mere 


Sarce le taxation de son Bill de costs; et altogether, La Loy et la justice 


Continueront leur aimable et plaisant petit game de stripper le plaintiff et le 


Gefendant & la skin, et de sucker leur sang, et de reducer eux a ta bank- 


ruptey, d la misery, et a la despair. 








Hang it! 

Tux other day the Zelegraph observed that on a certain occasion 
: tion a executed with dificulty.” We thought Calcraft 
had been suspen—no, superannuated long ago. Perhaps his successor 
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CASTA DIVA. 


Dick (to friend about to marry) :—“ Pootry 1s sHz? Wet, wot's ‘sR 
CAST 0’ FEATURS ?” 
Harry :—“SuHe AIN'T GOT NO CAST IN HER FEATURS—THAT'S IN HBR 
Her FEATURS IS STRAIGHT ENOUGH.” 








LINES. 


To a Russian AIR. 


I am a glittering Iskovitch, 
And I conduct myself as sich ; 
Though mujiks on my troika scowl, 
And disappointed Nevskois howl ; 
Ya houp! I carol. Here we are! 
Long live the Czar. Long live the Czar! 


Let kazakins with misplaced zeal 
From porozniks their joy conceal ; 
No cloud disturbs my smiling face, 
Gladly my izba I embrace ; 
Ya houp! I carol. Here we are! 
Long live the Czar! Long live the Czar! 


[Note by author. These are all the Russian words I can think of: 
And Idon’t know what they mean, but they seem appropriate just 


now. | 


Tips for Tender Consciences, 


Ist. WHEN you tell your servant to say that you “are not a tome,” 
you merely request him to assert that you are not a dook. If his 
assurances to this effect induce visitors to believe that you are “ not at 
home,” you are not answerable for the misunderstanding. 

2nd. When you say to Mary Smith, “That song you sung was 
charming!” you really mean that it was eo—when sung by Anne 
Other. 

3rd. When you say to an unwelcome acquaintance who has been 
away, “ My dear fellow, I am so glad to see you're back !’’ you only 
make a statement equivalent to saying to him, “I'm rejoiced to see 


your back.” 


3 ; ; has not had sufficient experience as yet. | 
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' PUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 27, 1874. 


BRITANNIA’S OPINION. 


My Lord Mayor Lusk, 
From dawn till dusk, 
You’ve proved unfailing ; 
With civic best 
Each foreign quest 
To London hailing. 


With joy and pride 
You hailed the bride 
Of Edinborough, 
The Russian Czar 
You made'a star 
With greeting therough. 
' You've made your reign 
| The City’s gain— 
or back your hand drew! 
Kneel, if you please ;— 
But, from your knees, 
, ——— 

Tr ie gratifying to learn that Mr. Herbert, M.P. for Coutity Kerry, 
is * of the privileges of the House,” and. objects to its members 
‘* hemg sneered at in the press.” It would, ee @ breach of 
privilege to suggest.to the Honourable Member that he would deprive 
the of one reason for sneering by main a jiidicious silence 
in , or accepting the ship of the Chiltern Hundreds. A 
vo gentleman thay have made an excellent Lieutenant of the 
Colditcame, and even been a good Instructor of Musketry, and yet 
be unfitted to issue orders to the press, or teach the journalistic idea 
how'teshoot. It wae-a little unfortunate that in drawing attention to 
a paragraph which alluded to the irregular proceedings of a raw 
Parliament, he should’ have been “somewhat out of order’’ in the 
motion he founded om the grievatiee; and should have practically 
admitted that helearnt most about “the proceedings and votes” of 
the House of Which hei#a-DMember, from the very paper he tried to 
condemn. ; ion be needed for the-deserved censure 
passed by a free"press#em-an inexperienced assetnbly; it will be found 
later in the debate 6f tlie same overlie Mr. BE. J. Reed, a new 
member, with an insolence of speech whith he has not apparently 
unlearned since he was an Admiralty official, used language, which may 
be Parliamentary, but is not gentlemanly, towards Sir E. Watkin, and 
went so far as to talk of “the writings of a half-crazy Admiral,” 
justifying his words when the House expressed its disapprobation. 
We are inclined to think that the press will have not only to sneer at, 
bat to censure, members of the House of Commons so long as County 
Kerry and the Pembroke Districts are represented as they are now. 


The Enigma of the Sphinx. 

Tue lady who does “ dramatic criticism’ for the Drawing Room 
Gazette ia either very ingenious in adapting French morals to English 
notions, or somewhat slenderly acquainted with the French language. 
In noticing Le Sphinz, ‘she explains that Blanche de Chelles, madly in 
love with De Savigny, 

Decides to save and sattifice herself by matrying Lord Astley. 

She then relates how Bertha— 

Implores her husband i i 
ae -~ Sapien meg to try and reason Blanche out of her design of marrying a 
Bigamy being the exclusive property of English novelists and 
dramatists, we may just mention that Blanche has no intention of 

Lord Astley, or anybody else, ey married! Of 
course the finnle,of. the \piece;:as designed by the author, and as 
understood by the critic, isthe same. As Didier, in Gavaut, Minard et 
Cie, observes ‘‘ nous sommes. dévenus peres—duméme enfant !” 


Overpopulation. 

Our excellent conten the Continental Herald is not forgetful 
of the fact that it is,also the Stwiss Times: It devotes a uceats to 
“‘ Reforms in Vaud.” . Is there any room for reform in that pleasant 

© ‘pocket-canton ? We cannot see it—except it be to repress, in 
interests of the present inhabitants, such overcrowding as would 
} a at Pavorney/ is which 
_ overcrow e - the 

tuihet to yir aila a ‘girl. ee 


eee 


The. Way to goon Swimmingly. 
Frank .Buekland ‘to Scotland Yard;—=no man is better 
dc | 
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AUGSPUR’S ADVENTURE. 


Srr,—As you seem rather anxious to know why I did not send in a 
congratulatory article last week with regard to my suecess over the 
Chester Cup, which, as you say, was unique and undoubted, as well as 
unctuous, I will tell you. In the first place you may be even too 
successful—I dare say you have discovered that—and though backers 
don’t mind reaping the reward of one’s brilliancy, they don’t care 
about being constantly reminded of it. Itis not only in the turf 
world that this feeling is prevalent, for I remember before I became a 
successful sporting prophet being very forcibly reminded of people’s 
objection to such truths. I told a man that he owed me everything ; 
so he gave me some of it back, and it was a long time before I rubbed 
the marks off. It was still longer before I could sit down with any 
degree of satisfaction. And in the second place, I don’t think it at all 
fair that when I bring in copy, showing what a success there has 
been in the paper, you should make me stand drinks to the entire staff 
or refuse to put itin. Drinks for fifteen hundred comic writers, each 
one of fifteen-hundred-drink power, is rather too much for even a 
prophet of my calibre. 

But these are not alone the reasons of my silence about the great 
and unequivocal success I made over the Chester Cup, that Roodee race 
which once a year causes the Cestrian cats to grin with delight as they 
gaze from the city walls upon the fleeting joys of jockeyship. No, I 
have had an adventure, which I will hereby relate to you. I was 
riding from Chester in a first-class carriage. You will please note that 
I said first-class carriage, because it will be found in the bill. Well, 
there was only one other occupant in the compartment, and I was for 
a long time too busy reading my last article, and noticing that all the 
best parts had been cut out, to look at him. When I did, however, a 
terror seized me, and I began to tremble. As you are well aware, sir, 
it takes something to make me tremble. The most powerful spirits have 
failed, though they may have made me stagger; but on this occasion, 
I was, as Homer and Virgil say, flabbergasted. There was the man 
opposite me, with a great bundle of banknotes which he was 
smoothing out, and every one of them was for a million pounds. 
There they were, a hundred of them at the very least, and still more 
were to be seen poking out of every pocket. My attention was called 
to their being million-pound notes by one of them being blown from 
the heap, and going nearly out of the window. I caught it in its flight, 
and, as a gentleman is bound to do under such circumstances, looked at 
and read it. Iatonce smelt it and found it good; then, rubbing my 
eyes, said, pale with wonder, “ You’ve had a narrow escape of losing 
this.” ‘It wouldn’t. have mattered much,’ replied the stranger, 
‘‘there’s plenty more. Here’sa couple for yourself, and don’t bother a 
fellow while he’s calculating his winnings.” 

Agitation, as well as a desire not to offend so: mighty a personage, 
kept me silent while he went on with his calculations. At last he said, 
after packing up the notes and putting them into his waistcoat pocket, 
“Two hundred and thirty-eight millions, and two you've got’s two 
hundred and forty; not a bad day’s work, [ should think, eh? And 
how do you think I got it all? This time last year, I was as poor as 
you ; but fora long time I have persistently backed ‘the. tips of a ian 
called Augspur, doubling and quadrupling the money as fast as I got 
it, by putting all the winnings on again for fresh races as advised by 
him. These were only thousands when the Telegraph reporter 
saw me going to Newmarket. Now they’re millions. Did you 
ever hear the story of the horse who was bought for a farthing the 
first nail, a halfpernny the second, and a penny——”’ 

I couldbear this ‘no longer. I started up from my seat, threw my- 
self upon the breast of the stranger, exclaimed, “I am Augspur,” and 
was proceeding to embrace him like a long-lost brother, when he said, 
quite calmly, “Excuse me, I hate scenes, and detest cuddling. Be- 
sides, you're rumpling the front of my. shirt. Here’s two millions 
more for you; and now, good morning.” The train having by this 
time reached London we both got out. He faded from my vision ; 
but the four million-pound notes are before me as I write. Such is 
the triumph of virtue and vaticination. AUGSPUR. 


- [Augspur must have had-a difficulty in getting his notes changed, 
for he most certainly borrowed half-a-crown from the publisher when 
he left his copy. We have seen the I. O. U:—Eb.] 


Coal up! 


Tue Fairoak.Company,. sinking in Canneck Chase, are reported to 
be #uccessful because “ both the shallow and deep coals have been 
struck.’”’, As if there were not enongh strikes in the coal trade already ! 


Obtuse. 


_ Tue Rev. Ward Beecher has refused the-offer of a six months’ tour 
in Europe, all expenses paid, recently made to him by his congrega- 
tion. How curious it is that some people will not take a hint! 


Take your Hook’! 
ASSOCIATION FOR ANGLERS.—The Catch Club. 





I asenanennne 


" 


 *brute’ which seemg:to have 


-“Mrrcuert Hewayx the other night described the farmyard. 





AD COR MEUM. 


Wr’ ve toiled together, you and I, 

Through hot and cold, through wet and dry, 
These years, twice twenty. 

And you seem weary of the work 

And I, although I’m not a-shirk, 
Have had just plenty. 


Well, I must credit you with this,— 
You seldom say that aught’s.gmiss, 
While I am pumping 
The copy: out apace, butthen, 
As soon as I lay:by-the pen, 
You setup thumping ! 


Hts not exactly what you ought, 

Gonsidering the time.we've fought 
efight: together :— 

But Pl admitthatryou know best, 

Andif-you'd rather thump than,rest, 

, \ -T will neti blether! 


Although, I ewn, you sometimes keep 
Me wide awake-when I would sleep, 
And:take in fuel ; 
Don’t think I would. ebjection name 
To any privilege:you claim— 
I'm acto. cruel. 


For me, go:far, with-kindly zest 
You always have performed your best— 
And I have tried you; 
‘Nor. contd I—let me clearly state— 
Withyvanything co-operate, 
Were I denied you! 


Bat don’t you think, ’twixt me and you, 
That we’ve done all we ought to do ? 

We've worn life’s gleam off, __ 
We've spent our youth, we're past our prime, 
And somehow it seems almost time 

To shutshe steam off. 


fere, on the sofa, let’s recline— 

Zhear you now, oh heart of mine, 
Beat with persistence ! 

Why toil ao fiercely—pray you, stop 

‘hese palpitations-wild! Let's drop 
Out of existence! 


[ESS SS 
I thank thee, Jew. 


imitations, in which some M.P.s find it easier to indulge than ip-argu- 
ment, as "e inarticulate animal noises.’’ ‘The chairman thozenpen 
called on him to withdraw the word “animal ’’—why, it ismot easy to 
see since man happensito be an ‘ animal’ always, and not invariably a 
been the term the chairman ran his head 
against. But anyhow Mr. Henry withdrew the expression. Next 


time he wants to repeat. the observation we should recommend him to, 


ibe the noises as He-bray-isms. 





A Modest Demand. 
‘Herz is indeed a curiosity of advertising ! 


d- 
AN lete DENENG ROOM FURNITURE, for a bachelor, secon 
W hand ee perplete alee.a. bed room with curtains, direct from a private house. 


Write initials, &o. ya 
What is a second-hand modest bachelor? Possibly a retiring 


Widower ; but how can wehave a bedroom with eurtains direct—or 


a @en._circuitomsly--from a private house! 






| marble. 


Te a a 
Code-a! 


“We learn from a contemporary that— 

a * 

he King of Siam is reported to have engaged an American 
, to translate the Indian Civil.Procedure Code into 

being introduced as the law of Siam. 


been done in Alabaster the Code will no doubt be graven on 


gentleman, Mr. 
, previous to 





EE 
” 


, Too True! . 
_ 4, How acceptable would have been Miss E. Thompson's “ Roll-call 
|) our gallant soldiers in the Crimea when they were short of biscuit. 
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SCHOOL-BORED! 


Ir has been aptly said that those who manage their own business 
worst are most likely to cavil at the conduct of their neighbours, and a 
recent report:from a police court for protection shows that the saying 
is not applicable to private individuals alone. No one in his sober 
senses would think of accusing the Londone@chool Board—either in 
the actions of its committee or its sukerdinate officers—of being a 
success, yet it seams determined, if it canmet maintain its dignity by 
the fair and ordimary means of superiority-and general excellence, to 
exact some sort of-reeogmibion by means of petty end gpiteful persecu- 
tions. An application for protetion-qvas made the other day to a 
magistrate by:@-achoolmistress. “Rain stared her in the face, for her 
pupils were ‘driven to leave her achool bythe board officials. Can 
anything be smuch more iniquitous han tho paltry jealousy which 
interferes withithe functions of government; which prevents officials 
from attendimg te important duties,.and finds vent in the persecu- 
tion of an unoffending and doubtless conscientious woman? We 
think not, and jathediaterests of our fellow ratepayers, who have to 
support a lot of le that are worse than burdeps, we ask that the 
matter shall be reetified. The unfortunate part of the business is that 
the case quoted is by.mo means exceptional, nor are the persegutions of 
the London School Boand police at all confined to similar:practices. 
Oblivious of their regl duties, they prowl, and poke, and pry among 
respectable folk, far\ better educated than themsel¥es, and shove their 
thick heads and impertinent noses into cineles whereany kind of intru- 
sion is insult. Surely, if: Shakespeare's ideg as to angels’ grief at,the 
fantastic tricks of Jacks-im-office be carrect, there must have “been a 
good deal of sorrow in heaven since ‘the inatitution of the Landon 


School Baard. 
ee 


A DEED OF DARKNESS. 


Ir was a night well fitted for the deed! 
And as I hastened my dark Jamp to trim, 

There were no-sounds.but moana,that oft proeeed 
From night-winds-wrestling-with the pine-tree limb. 


I screened the lamp as-from the houge.I stole, 
And crept on tiptoe down the darkling path. 
Revenge was crying loudly to my soul, 
And in my breast I nurtured thoughts of wrath. 


Hark ! was not that the screech-owl'’s fitful cry 
That #rembled on the bosom of the wind ? 

Wa. matter! Those who deeply hate as I, 
Must fling alarm and pity both behind. 


A mothi! perchance the fatal moth that bears 
The grinning skull upon itg¢down impressed ! 

Hence, idle fears! Begone, ye, passing cares, 
A fearful purpose fills my Scien breast. 


It is the spot! But is the-victign here, 
My hated foe, whose life my wrengamust pay ? 
Like fate s dread finger pointing straight and clear, 
My lamp directs one solitary ray. 


Yes! I behold him! Stir note~'tis in vain! 
Ah, who may tell the savege joy I feel, 
When, ne’er to crawl upon this getth acain, 


My hated foeman writhes beneuth.my heel! 


Nay, reader! Be not with such;hoprer thrilled — 
Phere is no guilt—no crimein, deads like theae! 
My hands are bloodless! I have:only killed 
The slug that ravaged *mid my englhy peas! 


—_—_————o = 


Meetings of Last Weak. 

Art the Anthropological Society, Miss Wallington read-a-paper on 
“The Physical Capabilities of Woman,” with seme reference to 
‘‘ Motherly Dases;’’ and Mr. Wake d@iscoursed on ‘* Cannibalism,’’ 
illustrated by gamples of the virious jgints. At the Zoolagieal, Mr. 
Hudson diseoursed on ‘The Habits of the Beroughing Owl’’ with a 
view to the extension of the ballot. At the Meteorological, Mr. 
Strachan reed a paper on “ The Weather ef Thirteen Winters” as 
illustrated by the present genial season. Af the New Shakespeare, 
Mr. Hales dissertated on “ King Lear asa of the Kelt,” with 
models of mended kelts kindly lent by Mr. Fragk Buckland. 





Elopement Extraordinary. 

A Mr. Ropstns of Falmouth who was about to leave for America 
proposed to take a keg of powder with him. Through some mistake 
the powder went off first. It took the roof of the house with it, and 
since the last report has not been heard of again. Need we add that 
the police are on its track ? 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC NO. 274. 


Wir blare of trumpets and beat of drums 
Lo! the Czar to the City comes! 

Not for name, or fame, or glory, 

Does he seek the Guildhall hoary, 

Shrined in story,— 
But for leave a trade to ply | 
In the precincts round thereby ! 

| 


1, On the poop the captain took his stand 
With his speaking-trumpet in his hand. 
And the helmsman heard what the skipper said 

And turned to the wind the vessel's head. | 


2, Where one’s sense one almost loses 
*Mid the Strand’s loud roaring, | 
Rimmel’s shop sweet smells diffuses, 
O'er the tumult soaring. | 

| 


3. I have some upon the tree 
If the frost will let them be, 
More sweet than peach they seem to me? 


4, Land of the “ nutmegs made of wood 
And clocks that wouldn’t figure,” 
You were the first that understood 
This word's intrinsic vigour. 


5. It was a brisk but favouring gale 
That filled my shallop's swelling sail, 
And caught my hat before I knew it— 
This is precisely where it blew it! 


6. I said “ Will you be mine, 
And let our lives combine ?”’ 
Her answer she imparted, 
And I am broken-hearted. 


. 7. The poet said ‘ He swore, 
Whose anger banged a door.’ 
And many we're aware 
Will do—not say—a swear ! 


Sotufton oF Acrostic, No. 372.—Spring Season: | 
Swiss; Prentice, Regalia, Ides, Negro, Gorgon. | 
Coknrct Sotvrtons or Acrostio No. 872, received 20th"May :— | 
Fern ; Pussycatsmeow; Northover; Ruby’s Ghost; Spheroid; 
Nevarec; Gyp; Pollaky; Lazy One. 
Leibig Family :—When in time and correct you are inserted. 


e , 





OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. | 
Frencu Ministry out. Nothing but an out and out coup d'état will | 


do. = Ozar at Crystal Palace. Thought it better than the famous  ,, 


ace of ice on the Neva, eh? Oh, Nevah! = Czar did not go to the | 
on Sunday. Great disappointment of the other bear who sits on 
& Pole. = Czar lunched with the Mayor, and received the freedom of | 
the City. Will in future be able to trade there. Will probably deal | 
incaviaré for the million. — Czar—but that’s Czar-nough! — The 
‘election ‘of a large majority—say three—of Independent Municipal 
candidates to the administrative Council of Geneva. Immense cheering, 
heard beyond the boundaries of the vast territory of Switzerland. = 
“Prince Florestan”’ is acknowledged to be the work of Sir Charles Dilke. 
Phis is satisfactory. Now it wil! be valued as a puff of himself. For- 
er it threatened the literary reputations of several passable authors. 
= Mr. Whalley was counted out the other night. But how do you count 
out zero ? = The Spaniards are—well, they continue to be Spaniards. 
== Guatemala has licked a British Consul. As Britain can probably 
lick’ Guatemala easily, Guatemala will be licked. Otherwise, we | 
should apologise. — Chili punishes an English captain for capsizing | 
his ship by deck-loads. Mr. Plimsoll would also punish him, but as | 
Chili isnot Plimsoll, Chili will get it hot. = The cost of Tichborne | 
Prosecation over fifty-five thousand pounds. The Doughtys are | 
indéed' a dear family. — In consequence of the Czar's visit everything 
is Russian. The most ordinarv calf is calling itself Russian leather. 
== Wind still in the East. ‘Wish the Czar would arrange that Eastern | 
difficulty. = Cvar—bless the Czar! N.B. This is not a quotation 
from the Russian National Anthem. 


a 








A Case for Rap-aration. 


A SUBURBAN ‘postman was “pinned” the other day by a ferocious 
108. Vnaccustomed ‘to such sharp practice, the poor fellow felt 
Db ed.’’ 











A REASON WHY! 


Susan :—“ Ou, Rosin, Rosin, HOW CAN YOU BE 80 CRUEL, AS TO GO 
AND STEAL AWAY THE POOR LITTLE BIRD'S NEST?” 

Robin :-—“ Lawk’s, Miss, I punno!—I Hinks wr MUN BE ‘cos Pex 
FAND 0’ NEBW-LAID EGGS. 


%? 


THE NAME OF TERROR. 


**The magic effect of Rollissons’ Cantharikopho upon all such vermin as Coek- 
aches, Beetles &c., is marvellous.’’— Vide papers, 


Sarp the Cockroach to the Beetle, 
‘‘ Pray you, read this scrap of paper, 
Where it says that this to eat’ll 
Soon produce our final caper— 
Canthariko- 
Pho! 
Foe 
To all of our tribe, you must know! ’” 
As the word that Cockroach uttered, 
He fell lifeless, with a bounce. 
‘‘ This must rise,” the Beetle muttered, 
‘‘ From attempting to pronounce 
Canthariko- 
Pho! 
Oh, 
It makes me feel very’so-so !”’ 


And that Beetle’s babes next second 
Were left orphans, tearful-eyed ; 
For grim Death had simply beckoned, 
And the Beetle went and died. 

Canthariko- 
Pho! 


No 
Rival to that can you show! 
. Go! 


oe ee 0p rm eee 


Dose all the vermin with Canthariko- 
Pho ! 
Ho ! ho ! 
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AMERICAN JOTTINGS. 

A GENTLEMAN out West, who has altercated some, is about to settle 
down in domestic life. He has been so riddled with bullets that he 
says it would be flying in the face of Providence to waste an elegant 
rushlight shade so clearly suited for the convenience of an infant. 

There is a judge in Nevada who refuses to listen to argument from 
a shot-gun. His plea is that it scatters, whereas a anaeT gore 
oT point. So, he admits, does a4 bowie; but he thinks a 
six is apt to revolve round the question at issue. 

A lamented citizen of Montana, whose passion for horses led him 
out to the end of a convenient bough, and whose ultimate views of life 
were taken through a slip-noose, declared it to be his conviction (which 
was unanimous) that this world is all a hemp-tie show. 

A gentleman of Francisco who—without an introduction—inad- 
vertently attempted to gouge a fellow-passenger in a street car, was in 
imminent danger of the ones ings of Mr. Justice Lynch. 
ny he had about the pigtail of the last Chinaman he had 
killed, on the production of ba - proof of his patriotic spirit, he 


was unanimously acquitted. The w- authorises a local 
_ journal to state that Panerenenee He Cyeston wil lesve the missing 
_ @ye at the office, drinks be scored up for him at the nearest bar. 


‘Odd Rabbit ’em! 

Tus Globe, speaking of the scarcity of rabbits in Denmark, says that 
the Government has sent an ¢ to purchase thousand in order 
to “ re- ” the Danish isles. The Sear population” will 

nly have “more of the antique rum ’un than the Dane,” as 
Horatio observed on a melancholy occasion. 





Less than Skin-deep. 
‘THe Globe has discovered something wonderful in the International 
Exhibition :— 
There is a small case shown containing 5,650 of those wonderful skeins manu- 
factured from the membrane of the ox for the use of gold-beaters. The frames 


aré’ shown on which the skeins are stretched for manufacture, but as exhibited 
they afford the spectator little idea either of their real use or of the method of 
P n. : 

The same remark will apply tu the reader, but doubtless the printer 
oon lost the thread of the narrative—he should be more careful—by 


Urn or Amphora ? 


In a Dorset paper there is an advertisement of an auction at Wey- 
mouth, which puts cremation to the blush and bids it pale its in- 
effectual fires. It states that on a certain day there will be sold— 

About 50 Dozen of Choice Old MADEIRA and PORT WINES, of 1834, 1847, 
1858, and 1858 Vintages, and immediately after the sale of the above.—About 80 
Dozen of Old PALE Gentleman, deceased. Will be offered in convenient Lots. 
Bottles will of course drive urns from the field, and no cellar will be 
complete henceforth without some dozens of ‘‘ Old Pale Gentleman, 
deceased ’’—especially as convenient lots will be offered. 


Worthy of Record. 

“Hzap and Book—Two shillings,” is the tempting offer to the 
student in phrenology exhibited in a stationer’s window. It is rare 
indeed to find an author who appraises himself at so moderate—and 
presumably correct—a figure. 
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STRAWBERRY LEAVES. 


A Few Suggestions for a Second Letter from a Noble Duke to the 


Agricultural Labourers. 


My friends, ’tis all through grace you hold 


Upon the soil your places; 
Don't put your claim upon a cold 
Commercial basis. 


The farmer loves you as a pup 
Doth love a bone; abolish 
This state of things,—who ll set you up 
And give you polish ? 
The battle’s ever to the strong, 
Of time the weak are knocked out ; 
’ Tis wicked to persist so long 
In being locked out. 


You say your pay’s too small for such 

_ Unintermitting labour. 

Consider ;—each man gets a8 much 
As does his neighbour ! 


You say your fare so meagre is 
That you of work can do nought. 
If farmers don’t complain of this 
I don’t think you ought. 


And if they do don’t funk and shirk, 
You’ve got them in your clutches ; 
Eat Jess and less, and go to work 
At last on crutches. 


I lay you this advice—go con 
The odds, and all be takers. 

It must be sonnd; ‘tis based upon 
Ten thousand acres! 


I know myself to be the friend 
Of ev’ry worthy peasant 

Who to his business will attend, 
And make things pleasant. 


It touches me to hear them cry— 
To hear them sob and groan out; 
7 farmers locked out theirs, though 7 
ut locked my own out. 


So heed not what your leaders do, 
Your forces when they’d marshal ; 

Heed me ; employing none of you, 
I’m quite impartial. 

Your Union? That I greatly fear 
Must be conceded lawful ; 

But as to joining it—Look here, 
Tis quite too awful ! 


Cables of wires if one but try 
To rive, they can’t resist it ; 

A single wire—all strength apply— 
You can’t untwist it! 

You've all observed, I daresay, what 
A light thing is a feather ; 

Then how much lighter is a lot 
Of them together ! 


If social corner-stomes shall rock 
Unquietly for gilding, 

How can His Grace, the Weathercock, 
Support the building ? 

No longer pain your loving Duke 
By obstinate behaviour,— 

Whales thus with disrespectful fluke 
Distress their saviour, 

Who comes with just harpoon to make 


An equitable treaty 
’Twixt them and those who have a stake 


In spermaceti. 
Farewell! I trust when starved to death 


You'll go to Monkey-nutland, 
Still blessing with your latest breath 


Yours truly, RurLanD. 





For Them. 


Wuat is the difference between Miss Braddon’s last novel and the 
first bottle of wine? Miss Braddon's novel is ‘‘ Taken at the Flood,’ 
and the ‘earliest “‘ skinful ’’ of wine was “ taken after the Flood.” 





Rather Di-Czar-tening. 


. We shrink from inserting under the head of “ Here There, and 
Everywhere ” an account (which would be better described as “ Here 
There, and in Several Places at the Same Time’’) forwarded us by 
our representative at the Reception of the Czar at Guildhall. A brief 
extract from his reportof the Lord Mayor's speech will suffice :—* We 
instinctively refuse to disintegrate the continuity of elective sym- 
pathies adumbrated faintly by scintillations of an intervaletudinary 
concurrence of the descrescently corpuscular asymptotes which 
indescribably dehortate the subcutaneous cohortations of sublunary 
incandescence. Yet, while so doing, we allow no intromittent 
superorganisation of cacchinatory and retrolusive prelibations of 
conglomerative acephalosity’—but that’s about enough. We sent him 
away in a cab, a stertorous sleep, and the charge of a constable. We 
shan’t send him anywhere else—unless the Czar will give usa free 
pass to Siberia for him. 


Flagging Conservatism. 

Tus Globe figuratively wrings its hands over the sad decadence of 
the times, because on such occasions as the passing of the Czar through 
the City the flags hung out in the street are regarded as mere 
decorations, and nobody looks out for “ the white lion of the Howards, 
the bloody heart of the Douglas’”—which by the way was never on 
their banner—‘and Marmion’s falcon,” &., &c., &c.! It may 
greatly surprise our heraldic contemporary to learn that there is no 
call for anybody to gush over such bunting as is displayed in London 
streets as a rule. The flags are the ordinary signals of the 
commercial code borrowed or hired of the captain of some merthant 
ship in the Docks. So that when our contemporary feels affected at 
the sight of a triangular red flag with a white ball on it, it is merely 
the letter F'.—the first letter of the name of a large family with which 
he may possibly claim near relationship; and when tears spring into 
his eyes at the sight of a square red flag bearing a simple yellow cross 
in it, he is touched by the letter R, which is the initial of Rubbish! 


Capital. 

Tue Czar arrived in London, but we are grieved to say he did 
not carry out the arrangements sketched out the other day by the 
Echo in these remarkable words :— 

According to published arrangements the Emperor of all the Russias will be in 
England on the 13th May, having arrived in London the previous evening at nine 
p.m. 

Our contemporary has not explained how the Czar was to be in 
London the night before he reached England, which may possibly 


account for his failure to carry out the scheme. 





Ansfoers to Correspondents. 


We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, waless they are accom 
had by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
ble 


respons j 





for loss.}j 

G. (Oxford).—No, thank you! Cremation is rather a benefit to the 
living, so let those who wish have their urnings after death—“ peace to 
their ashes,” as the doctor said when he prescribed for a family with the 
measles. z 

J. (Mark-lane).—That style of thing was worked-out by James Smith. 
Not the Smith you know, but one of the authors of Rejected Addresses. 

S. D.—Gracious goodness! it gives one the rheumatics to think »! 
Croquet just yet! 

U. P. (Edinburgh).—We don’t read postcards ; but po ssibly your com- 
munication may have amused some of the post-office people through whose 
hands it passed. 

S. Ft is **quite unnecessary to state” that the riddles are of you: 
own composition. Riddles !—but we won't be sieve-ere : 

J. L. W. (Chancery-lane) says “if enclosed is worthless do not send me 
its value.” Unfortunately we cannot accede to the request. The enclosed 
was worthless, and we must therefore send him nothing! 

GIASSING- SPECTRE.— When the gas is laid, we hope they will proceed to 


lay your ghost. 


S. (Cheapside).—We spell it Czar because we don’t know any better. 


But you can spell it in any way you like after the fashion of a compromise 
vert en a aan and a sneeze. > your hand at that / 

J. R. (Reading).--Much obliged. 

Troclined ae J. F.; T., Paisley ; G., Islington ; R. M.” 
Leeds; An Agricultooral Labourer; 8., Birmingham ; D., Liverpool ; W. N 7 
Barnsbury-park ; Ancient Mariner ; C. M., Pancras-road ; Mac, Cambridge; 
J.P.;A. BR, Kilburn; J. F,, Carlisle ; W. B., Edinburgh; J. F. P., Cole- 
brooke-row ; X. Y., Beulah Spa; M. G., Wellington ; R., Bath ; Old ae 
A. Y., Burntisland ; J. F., Preston; Rooster; P. L., Tollerton ; W. 3 
W. G., Paddington-green; Constant Reader ; A. Dauber; ae ; 
Miss F., Regent’s-park; Funny Man; o. wi. Badger ; Quart-pot ; W. 
W., Herne-hill ; L. A., Westbourne-terrace ; A Plain Party ; G., Islington . 
S. W., Camberwe!l-road ; A Tram-meled Man; Chunks; G. D. R.; N. E, 


Kennington. 








——— ee 
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A CLASSICAL CHARIOTEER. 


J Hero :—“*I say, WHAT'DOOSE, D’YE MEAN BY OPENING THE TRAP IN THE CAB, AND SAYING ‘REMEMBER THOU ART MORTAL’, EH?”’ 
Cabby :—“ Cona’ROR IN HIS CHAR’T, SIR!” 


- 








A cat sat on a wall—a wall ; 





SKETCHES FROM NATURE. It sat — pons bag bry ms fall. 
» ma ou, 
A DUCK swam on a pond—a pond ; That Semeene pe 
"Twas no brunette. It was a blonde. To come whenever it should call. 
anes that _— fact, It was a cat upon a wall. 
exac 
I know a other fact beyond, You ask me what I would—I would 
it was a white duck on a pond. By — like pe have understood ? 
m not aware! 
An ass fed in a field—a field; But folks declare 
My reason absolutely reeled . Observing Nature’s facts is good, 
= see that ass So I determined that I would. 
onsuming grass 
And with a relish unconcealed. 
It was a donkey in a field. A just Pun-ishment. | 
ae Ong of the officers on the Marine Court of Inquiry held at Bombay 
A dog gnawed at a a ne, with reference to the loss of the Chaldea has been reprimanded for 
The ee Seuewed, own. observing “if the ship hadn’t Called-heah she wouldn't have been 
_ Untired, unawed , sci Siaradltieiinjaaticaiebibbahcheatuleiithiinite 
By victual quite as hard as stone. Question For INnp1AN Howpers or Grain.—Rice-wm  teneatis, 
It was a dog that gnawed a bone. amici 2 









REMARKABLE MAGAZINE. —Perhaps no more extraordinary | 3, and 34 guineas; Kensington Coats, from 20s. to 80s.; Kensington 
pedlication, certainly few more instructive, clever, and amusing, Trousers, 14s, to 28s.; and last, but far from least, the Kensington 
has exer been placed uitonsly before the world, than the ninth | Novelties far Juveniles, excelling for elegance, substantiability, and = 
valume of Manassas. A. Lines anv Son's bi-yearly Magazines, this } good taste, the productions of any house in the world. All these are é 
season ree “ Fotios axp Fasnions.” Well may the Standard ex- | profusely illustrated in “ Fotos anp Fasntons,” wherein the reader ‘a 
claim that “‘as an example of trade enterprise, it is indeed a surprising | will also find a full and explicit price list, and a graphic epitome of 
ease Contributed te by such world-renowned authors as| Messrs. A. Lynes ano Son’s equitable and thoroughly simple system 
| Paul, R. Reece, L. H. F. Du Terreaux, Philip Richards, Pal- | of business. Directions for Self-measurement are enclosed, and Patterns jg 
grave Simpson, and H. [. Montaga, the 100 pages of stories are well | of any required fabrics will be sent with the book, a// Gratis and Post- 
calculated to while awayasummer afternoon. And then the Fashions! | free, by A. LYNES & SON, Mercuayt Tartors ayp Boys’ Ciorurgrs, an 
Forty illustrations represent the new styles for the season, in Kensing- | Conner or Hotywett Lanz, Suorepitcu, AND KensineTon Hovsz, 
ton attire, for gentlemen and their sons ; the Kensington Suit at 2, 24, / 71, Lupcare Hiit, Lonpon. 


ee LLL LLL LLL LLL LLL LL IS! 
, _ Pxinted by JUDD & 0O., Phooniz Wosks, 8t. Andrew's HI), Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street. EB. C.—London, May 30, 1874. 
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Aaep 46. 
At a Card Party. 


ed in pleasant. spots and thou 
Wa ioving \ me of thy wont, 
Then we thought love would last, but 
w 
= We don’t. 
Our love was wide as skies above, 
oung lovers never love by halves) 


Our love was likest to the love 
Of calves. 


Yes, 1ové was sweet and each fond kiss 


TO BELINDA JANE. 


Was sweeter than the fabled honey, 
The one sad thought that spoilt our bliss 
Was money. 


We thought thereon, our hearts grew sad 
Our fates we vainly execrated, | 
0 fate that changest all, I'm glad | 
I waited. | 


For now, Belinda Jane, I’m bald, 
And thou’rt an aged maiden lady, 
Thine age that side of fifty called | 
The shady. | 


0, that last evening on the sands 

When heart in hand we kept the tryst. 
Now we hold hearts within our hands— 
At whist. 


— o 








Poor Creatures. 


Somz people never know when they are 
off, The unmarried pioneers of a 
ement in Arkansas met recently 
a resolution that “the great need 
of the town was forty smart marriageable 
women.” They will be having another 
meeting shortly in order to pass a resolu- 
tion that their great need is a divorce 
_ eutt, or a repeal of the law which forbids 
aman to dispose as he pleases of his pro- 
perty—in the shape of a wife. 


well 
new 
to 





Nothing New. 


A contemporary observes, as if it were 
startling fact, that—‘‘There was a 
‘spout in the English Channel a few 
|ago.” Why, there have been no end 
Water-spouts at Exeter Hall lately, 


a the présidency of Sir Wilfrid Law- 










How to do It. 

Ws are gravely informed by an evening 
Peper that—“ A Paisley weaver has com- 
ved Suicide by hanging himself.” We 
© 8ee how he could well have com- | 
ea suicide by hanging any one else— | 







OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 

PARLtAMENTARY Holiday. Beer being in, the Whit was out. = 

ur fleet has been colliding and going on shore. Awful conse- 

r: ces of a Tory Government! = The Lords and Commons who 80 
| ly disapprove of Betting will adjourn for the Derby. Our 
Se is gracefully consistent. (There's a ‘dis left out there 
_ Somewhere.) — Difficulty in forming a French Ministry. If it were a 
* now, the President would have wood enough—but, mare! = 
| EMs. Dromedary has dislocated a hump. Will be mended with a 


| Phantom board. = Idiotic police and public are killing | 


there are a million 


dor 
: for one mad dog = the 


_ Suspicion of madness. And yet ae 
-_ human fools that deserve death more. = Mr. Burnand inforr 


‘ ° ’ le say 
m4 ly hich opinion of Mr. Burnand. And yet people 
rama ii cre fealeas! — Mr. Bennett, of the New York Herald, 


fh 4 ia the cleverest playwrights of the day. The author of that piece 
| a E has just proved himself a good walkist. Webster will be superseded 








a 
———— 


VO. 43x 







uAwK AND SFARROW 2 


- | by Walker in future. — Mr. Bright docs not believe in the Permissiv 
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DERBY DOTTINGS. 





————- > 








Bill. Britannia’s rule is not a T-rule. = Usual assorted assaults on the 
public by the police. It is time the bobbies were bowled out in this 
run-’em-innings. = Duel arising from sham pain of the Count of 
Montebello came off. Metternich scratched. ‘These fiery Gauls should 
not be allowed to carry toothpicks. — Weather improving. Being 
summer, it is not more severe than an old-fashioned spring. 








Ou, the ingratitude of some people! Look here— 
A blacksmith has been fined at Aberdeen for assaulting a labourer. His 


| defence was that the complainant was pressing drink upon him for the purpose of 


| Daily Telegraph that the author of Here's another Guy Mannering 38 | 


making him drunk. ee 
T iativ ing d we should hope 
We are glad the unappreciative being was fined, an F 
nobody will ever offer to stand him a drink again. — Perhaps he w ill be 
sorry when he has to find himself either sober, or in liquor. 


Serve Him Right! 
| 
| 
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DERBY MEMS. 


, iminary —2. Bell(e) of the course.——3. Curious study of the impression left on the retina by an equine transition at direct right angles, to 
a — ee satliiee of ths eee If it doesn’t come to this sort of thing what is the use of taking off the duty and if not, why not ? 








THE FOOL’S SONG. 


JINGLE! Jingle! 
Let the bells tingle, 
Laugh at the male and female swelis ; 
Jingle! Jingle! 
. Married, or single, ee 
igamous, agamous, le ve bells! 
Though you're sitting a-cold by a lone fireside, 
Make the folks laughter, whatever betide. 


Jangle! Jangle! 
Let the bells wrangle, 
Some fight ’gainst foeman, and some ’gainst their lot. 
Jangle! Jangle:! 
Off at an ang e, 
Laurels some, quarrels some haply have got! 
Though fame and affection are vanian ed for aye, 
Make the folks laughter, let happen what may ! 


Tinkle! Tinkle! 
siesta al act we 
in his eyes who wo ug provoke ! 
Tinkle! Tivkle! 
Let not a wrinkle 
Show on the visage that utters a joke! 
Though a grass-covered hillock where daisies outpeep 
Marks the spot where your heart and your hopes are asleep. 





Room for Improvement. 


Heng is an ambitious youth, considering that he is not even a full- 
grown ninth part of a man! 
ro ) MAS STER TAILORS.—A Young Man wants to go as IMPROVER on best 
A fellow who wants to improve on what is best is too good for this 
world and should be improved off the face of it! ° gd 





De-cider-dly Wrong. 

Tue Sherborne Journal contains the following rather extraordinary 
challenge, issued by Mr. Job Gill of Netherbury :— 

If any two men will come to my house (of respectable character, mind), and 

will bring one sovereign each, to be placed in the hands of the correspondent of 
the Sherborne Journal here, I will place one and a half sovereign on each 
sovereign to cover the same; and if the said two men will drink two and a half 
hogsheads of cider each, from a Monday morning six a.m. to the following Satur- 
day six p.m., each Y will be entitled to the stakes. Mr. Gill guarantees that 
not only the cider shall be good, but that the parties accepting the offer shall have 
as much bread and cheese as they may desire, and a bed to lie on every night; but 
should they become quarrelsome and abusive, and the police be compelled to 
interfere, the sovereign each deposited to be forfeited. The offer is open for two 
months to come. 
For Gill we should read Gallon, and we are glad to learn the fact that 
his house is “ of respectable character.’’ At the same time, we can- 
not but regret that we don’t like cider enough to take a trip to 
Netherbury, in order to try the patience of Job. If he will make the 
stakes steaks and the cider champagne (they are initially the same 
things) we will be on hand within the two months. 


Woman’s Rights. 


We have heard long since of the sexes of plants, but we were not 
aware that gardens shared the distinction :— 
(5 4RDEN (Small Male) stocked, to Let, with House and Stable in Town. Entry 

immediately, &c. 

We should rather like to take that garden on trial. Our horticultural 
experience goes to the fact that gardens have the obstinacy of the 
other sex and never will do what you wish. They won’t even make 
their own beds, which is certainly a feminine employment, as is also 
sowing, which they expect to have done for them. 


Shell out. 


A scLENTIFIC paper devotes some space to a description of the mode of 
making imitation tortoise-shell. Surely the cheapest and best sub- 
ee for the real article would be the shell of the well-known Mock 

6. 
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Have you there 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 3, 1874. | A lock of hair, 


MOMUS’S DIRECT TIP. 


Hatr a mile, half a mile, half a mile are, by 
Custom, the distance that’s run for the Derby. 


Would you back 
The proper crack 
That wins when neither spur nor whip stir 
Try our tipster, 
Who with antic 
Strange and frantic 
Puts you on for gains gigantic, 
And will show, 
If you would know, 
Whence the wind that wins will blow, 
For your special delectation 
Like an echo’s replication ! 


Round about the caldron go 
While ingredients in we throw, 
Whence the prophet old and wise 
May discover the replies 
To rely on, 
| If you'd try on 
Putting stakes uncommon high on. 


Flame of love, and crown of steel 
Will assist us to reveal. 

Fruit of glen 

Where outlawed men 

Others’ nuts cracked now and then. 


Put in that! Yes, put in that! 
Now, by George, the broth grows fat ! 


Leaf of oak and acorn cup 
Stir it up! yes, stir it up! 
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A WARNING. 


if 


| That a red man’s weapon tore 

From the white man’s skull of yore ? 
Put in that! Yes, put in that! 
For the brew it comes in pat! 


A. and V. and D. and T.—— 
What initial shall it be ? 

Leaf of rose, and lump of lead, 
And a monarch’s severed head, 
Scot and lot, and prince and peer, 
King and exile, saint and seer 
What a mixture have we here! 


Read the rhyme aright 
Lo, the name’s in sight ! 


Ossification. 


™ Tuts is a temptation, we feel sure, just about the time of the 
erby :— 
BICXCLE.—TO BE SOLD, cheap, cost sixteen guineas, lancewood spokes and 
wheels, in splendid condition, The price of horse-flesh being exceedingly high, 
this offers an excellent opportunity to young men from the country. Apply &c. 
Possibly the Chancellor of the Exchequer—the present one of course 
for a recent one is a rabid, we mean rapid bicyclist himself—having 
taken the tax off horses may contemplate putting a duty on bicycles, 
which would more nearly approximate their cost to that of horseflesh. 
We wish he would! We don’t bicycle. 


"Allo! 
A PROVINCIAL journal says :— 
The Alloa coopers are only working half-time, and the brewers are brewing three 
times a week instead of daily. 
| In other words the coopers in question cannot afford their usual 
Alloance of beer. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 375. 


Sxrn of satin, eye of fire, 

Shapely limbs that will not tire, 

That’s the creature we admire, 

That's the animal we back, 

He’s the picture—he’s the crack! 
He’s of course no common hack, 
But his name if you would seek 

You must wait until next week. 


1. An animal small, 
That dwells in a wall, 
Whose loving call 
Once frightened folks all. 


2. Heard, but never seen, 

Mid rocks or woodlands green ; 
| ‘* Where does it dwell?” you cry 
And “‘ Where ?”’ is its reply. 


Ss 


i 


AIh > : 
SS 
\) 3. No longer urchins weep 
; While calling ‘“‘ Sweep !”’ 
For climbing boys we now 
Do not allow. 


4. A traveller went 
To Burton on Trent 
To see the spot 
From which he got 
| The bitter beer that crowned his lot, 
And foamed so gaily in the pot. 


5. Bow, Roman, bow your head ;— 
You’ve been defeated, 
And though you bitterly dishonour dread ; 
The shame you meant t2 deal your foes, instead 
| To you is meted. 
|  Soxnvutron or Acrostic, No. 373.—Witler, Reward: 
War, Issue, Tow, Lava, Editor, Rod. 
| Correct SoLuTions or Acrostic No. 873, received 27th May: 
Ruby’s Ghost; Peggotty; Margate Vic; Spheroid; York Dol- 
hin ; Bondellis ; ; Little Fog Bird; Pa and Betsey Leibig ; 
uilac ; Charley an a 





Willing-ly ! 


Little Spyfens who has been invited to take a seat stands on the hamper to get Wuere those who would abolish street advertising 
@ better view, with above result; he gracefully goes through into the luncheon, should go :—To the wall. 








St 





= Pe iy Ua 
é; ; 7 se: 5 Hy Woe 7 Ys 
$\' , a+ S| Teh TYAMMA LA 
E | 4 = \ uns == i} ipa rae 
1 / | , 7 i 
\ Yt ALLA LY 


Ld ; 
Zi RY) j Wh 
' — 5 f Te Lh A ha 
i a Za 4 3 
i 


7) fhe fi AA TAT 

' - if = : 4 LZ as ga ay 

~ a” - 2 5 C ar TAUB y ( ] 4, \ 

ee ee ee — \_ |: Rie AL 
th -- | \\ EAB m\ 4) | ! eA Heo , 
7s / Do ee? az ViSs<= ga SSS YADA / WW 
- - " j er eM . _ Gar - , STA ‘ 

_ 7, 4 Ne “ < . }\ = ag AL 


dt 7 phat ER : 
VY Ee 

| ’ rf 7 eat 
| | Wie: CPE 
| 7 Wp! 
| | Ae 1 MAG AY 
| \ } ’ . \ \e y Z 
| 


AL 


i p—&e., Ke. 
Sal ispuRY.—Mild.. Harpy.— &¢., § 


, WARE , ~ oa, 9 . 4 ; ‘ Hi od) “Ly - c | | e 
rt: , ) 1 WA + oF % e t “2 , sa sa W/Z WY / 2 . yy \ 
‘ \ : fj / OU . oe mr pee, hy, Lik |) f 
/ ie Ce tA i ; , VM MA 
4 iy i i } ee ee N/ SHAG ee f Sa , fae 
4 /) (i 3 } = \ at , A TRALT. 

Lf : f F , I / ane E= P - on fy 
or - , 





WML Wb) f 


LMA 7 ) 
VL LILA 
_— Y/Y Va) Seta fg | 
‘ N N WM a LLL fe YU 
\ a 7 


VT AMT 
+) ' 





/ *™ 


f, TT) 
N AS 
: Hy oat 
U X pA \ 
P Vy fer, \\ By 
x 4 
\ 4 
_ . 4 
tiie! o ~—w 


‘ 





\ 

\ 

i. 

, ai, 
Cposs.—India Pale Ale.. 


NW 





iN 


CUP. 


The Dew qome Brewed.. 


yyy 


i, y 

A Ce Y) MY) “d 

¥ jp ih RNS » 
4 NA 04) 

MT SUS yp) 


») / 


: - ‘ 
\ ; = f z 
. , , ) JA 
ps ; ‘ ge s i 
2 ay. J ‘7 S id i \ ” ~ ‘ qy i 
p - ‘aan pif I : oa .. Sa r 7 j 
, nf = x ' = 7 ' / 
eee p se : No . SLA |} 
4 . 4 =s j / -_ > ; ’ Noe / 
/ N 8 : Z , BH 4 / ‘i Laser; \ 
a _* y . 8 a / " sa" “ \e oo \ ‘ P 
a - 7 nd = ‘ , . 4 / 4 . \ / 
a. = af ~ ~ PT \ oe | ~ \\ ,;*-—F 
re ~~ e f y » . 4 — A } P 
f y y > = _—— | 
‘ ; i A . é 2 } i , } ' \ 
( i 4 Se y , ~ id fo : 
( “a . i {| J Tan ta wt n y = -—2e ( i . \ t ; 
. ' ’ '} i, wad ~ - _ . . > . 
JZ ‘ h f ie iit nt = -.. 2 S - . ‘ \\ 
» . : / if ee 7 j y f 7 ~--\\e ‘ } o 
- “4 ‘ iS} ee = \ 
} a < Te, ~ . . _— m Y 
‘ : ‘ " 
c ese : Ad ‘ j U y a ry “A C 
“ 1 ~ PL . . PS 
‘ 5 a ? y f : y z . 
J Lh a 5 , 4 / 
- / s SS , y - 
F “ 3 ‘ A . 
, : 7 . i , SF 
¥ j a H . a 
i / - ' t = 5 . iP 4 - 
‘ ” - . Cee S iF , , 
\ ” ; / a . ? 
*. ’ -* ‘ 7. , 
: -- ete ¢ Z 
- - " > . 
i . 





4 
a \ é 
as \ 
\ 


‘ 





- 
s eo 
~ Sy 
~ 
ee 
nnn tact 
sce tt cE 


—- ———_— + 











me of the 


pokes and 
ear hs 
of course 
t—having 
on bicycles, 
f horseflesh. 


Ns Ms SS SY ~~. QQ 


~ , SS 
RA 


> Sy Save 


N 


LO 
YD 


* > ae. EST NN 
wee, 
ns SY, "os 
\ RAS 
a 


THE RACK FOR THE 


The Dew off Ben Dizzy, , Premrer.—Shilling Claret,,GLapstonr.— Old and Bitter, ,Carrns.—Scotch Ale, ,. Lowe.—Swipes. .] 
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dog’s life; but I like it; not keeping another one at home for Sundays 
and Bank Holidays. I am tired of being bullied and badgered ; of 
oe ginger-beer bottles laid athwart my rails, and halters in my pew; 
and of receiving souvenirs from affectionate and anonymous friends in 
the shape of packages of picrate of potash, fulminating mercury, 
and tea adulterated with iron filings, birch brooms, lead ointment, and 
thermometers cut up small. 

Allow me, Sir, in parting, to relate you a Fable, which, I flatter my- 
self, I shall be enabled to put in a style which shall rather take the 
shine out of AZsop, La Fontaine, Florian, Gay, Pilpay, Northcote and 
the rest, and shall cauge Dod Grile to expire withenvy. Sir, once upon 
@ time, there was an Old Man, of poor but dishonest parents, who had 
& Donkey with the which he purposed to traverse Southwark Bridge 
on his way to the Crystal Palace there to compete for the prize offered 
for the most educated asses. He tried all conceivable means within 
his imperfect ken for getting his Donkey, his Only Son, and himself 
across that Bridge. He carried the Moke; he made it carry him; he 
lent itto his son ; he paid twopence more and caused it to ascend a ladder ; 
he put it in a hansom cab, and bade the driver drive slow ; he made it a 
ward in Chancery ; and he hit it over the head with an Old Shekarry. 
But not one of these modes of procedure succeeded in satisfying a certain 
body of exigent critics called the B. P. who sate on the parapets of the 
bridge, contumeliously swinging their legs therefrom; who unanimously 
declared at each attempt of the Ancient Coster that that was not the way 
to get a donkey over Southwark Bridge; who pelted the Proprietor of the 
Animal ; who shillooed him ; who vituperated him as an Old Savage and 
an Old Pump ; and who called upon the police to “ run him in” :—only 
the police were too busy, eating cold rabbit pie, down an area in the 
Southwark Bridge Road. At last the donkey addressed himself to 
speech, and quoth he, “ Brother—burn my old shoes, but you must 
be an ass. Do you think that you will ever succeed in satisfying the 
B. P—that is to say the Britidh Public? The very best advice I can 
give you is to get inside, and pull the blinds down. The old man 
wept, and did; and they all went off to the Donkey Show, like 
winking. 

Does this fable, Sir, require a Moral? If it do, the article will not 
be supplied by— Your Unuvne Critic. 

P.S.—The real truth of the matter is that Messrs. Chatto and 
Windus have just sent me an early copy of Mr. A. C. Swinburne’s 
** Bothwell,” and that the whole of my critical faculties are absorbed 
by the examination of that colossal work. 


EXHIBITION OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


FourtH (AND Last) Spxctauisstmistic Notice FRoM ovuR UNHUNG 
OrirTI¢. 


Departure of the Czar. He grants a Complete Amnesty to the Poles. 


Figal Aceomplishment of Mr, Millais’ North - West 
Passage. 
RED HEART RUM ONCE MORE TRIUMPHANT. 


Anguish of mind experienced by Squibob because it did not occur to 
him to paint “ The Game of Polo,” “ Mareo Polo Returning from 
his Travels,” “ Portrait of Mr. Pollaky” (with a distant view of 
Ewa Green), “* Apolo Charming the Brutes,” and “ Adven- 
tures of a Lady in Search of a Polonaise.”’ 


Mr. Richmond’s Prometheus to be re-bound (in calf) and hung on tho 
somewhat too denuded limbs of Mr. Leighton’s “ Antique Juggling 
Girl,” whom Messrs. Maskelyne and Cooke. declare to have been 
painted with a very bad “ medium.” 

Troy Re-Taken once more: avery “weighty”’ picture by 
Mr. Solomon Hart, R.A. 


EXTRAORDINARY Wri Casz. Ticunornge Ourpone. By Mr. G.Smirn. 
Curious Picture of English Nursery Life: 
* The Roly-poly Pudding Call,’’ by Squibob’s Youngest Niece. 
&e., &c., &e. 


This, Sir, is the Last of the astoundingly phenomenal critiques of the 
Royal Academy Exhibition of 1874 which will appear in your widely 
circulated journal. It is in vain that you offer me further cheques. 
Chequn a son gout. I like cheques (not “ crossed’’ ones, those I never 
can persuade myself are on “ the square’’) ; but there is an end to all 
things; and your sumptuous remuneration fails any longer to “ fetch” 
me. Untold gold (might the halfpenny you disburse for crossing 
Waterloo Bridge be qualified as ‘tolled’? copper?) would no longer 
tempt me. Uncut brilliants I spurn; shares in the Jemima Matilda 
mine I would rather not have; and you had much better not offer me 
any sacks full of the new half-crowns. From the Exhibition of 1874 
your Unhung Critic must henceforth be irrevocably divorced. But 
why, Sir, you may ask, do I abandon the task of art criticism in the 
full tide of the unheard-of success which my unrivalled notices have 
created ? Why dol cry nolo episcopari—which being translated means 
that there is no probability of alate Chancellor of the Exchequer being 
made Bishop of London? Is it that my right hand has lost its 
cunning ? Squibob shall know that the hand in question, with 
sundry supinator and pronator muscles thereunto attached, is as 
strong ’as ever:—strong to defend the weak; strong to smite the 
unjust, till Right prevails, and Might, in the shape of rampant 
Squibobism, is trampled beneath the arméd heel of Justice. A heel 
isn’t a hand; but no matter. Magna est veritas et prevalebit. No, 
Sir; I relinquish my functions; I offer my démission ; I hand in my 
checks (not my cheques, bien entendu) simply for the reason, Sir, that 
my life is a valuable one; and that the life in question has been daily 
and hourly threatened ever since the first of these notices appeared in 
your remarkable journal. I have been menaced by anonymous letters, 
cablegrams, Post Office telegraphs, post cards, public advertisements, 
posters on the hoardings and chalk-scribblings on the pavement, to say 
nothing of obscurely malignant paragraphs in the Weekly Stadbder, 
the Hebdomadal Bloodhound, the Familiar Serpent and the Illustrated 
Chronicle, with Dgaru—cruel, complete, and instantaneous. I am 
forsooth to have my brains blown out by | 

The family, friends, creditors and admirers of Squibob, because I 
have spoken my mind about that deleterious insect. 

The Mother-in-law of Mouldymugg, N. R. A. (Not a Royal Acade- 
mician), because I hinted that Mouldymugg’s picture of the “‘ Catsmeat 
Man ”’ was too filling at the price. 

The pawnbroker of Joof’s, N.S.M.A.R.A. (Never So Much as An 
Associate), because I have decried J.’s “ Portrait of a Gentleman,” 
which is simply that of the Lombard | wren in question, who 
urges that he has a lien on the picture and that its chances of ultimate 
sale will be spoilt by my observations. ‘ 

Mrs. Miffkins, who, while admitting that her husband is the worst 
of mankind, bitterly resents my having presumed to say that Miffkins’s 
drawing of the antique torso beneath the white waistcoat of private 
life is not strictly accurate. : 

Add to that, Hungrypuff who threatens to invite me to dinner and 
to give me something which shall warm me, afterwards ; Captain Creeper, 
and Sir Charles Smyler who talk of horsewhips in connection with a 
landscape by that distinguished amateur the Earl of Itchen, of which 
I was constrained to say that I did not think much; Almond 
Rocket who wants to garotte me because I didn’t take any notice of 
the portrait of his friend Abernethy Biscuit, M.D.; and Miss St. Vitus, 
the ballet girl, Leper = apatenicelly Sneereaoee becemee . made lems of 
Fleabitt’s picture of her in jacket, her diamonds, her Dutch pug, , 
and her rh or hair. This is in I decline to write any more Royal | come to an end. If it could have been squared it might have been 


Academy criticisms in Fun. I have but one life, Sir, and it is a | alive still. 


| eer 


EARLSWOODIANA. 


‘THERE was a man who went to bed 
Because his drink got in his head ; 
And yet he stood upon his feet— 
It isn’t so with bread and meat ;: 
So if he’d taken them instead 
He'd not have had to go to bed. 


Another man was taken queer. 

Through drinking nineteen pots of beer. 
Now if he’d only drunk eighteen, 

As sober as a judge he'd been. 

Why cannot man with reason steer 

His way through nineteen pots of beer ? 


Still these two men a moral point : 

They show the times are out of joint ; 
They show that folks will drink their fill, 
Although it makes them very ill ; 

They show that they will have their glass 
The same as I show I’m an ass. 





So it a-Piers! 
In the following advertisement the name of Y. Z. is assumed as a 
disguise. 
(QOUNTRY APARTMENTS REQUIRED by gentleman and lady in a farm- 
house, or Gravesend Terrace Pier, with attendance. Not to exceed one 


hour from City.—Address, with full parti Y¥. Z., &e. 

Country apartments in Gravesend Terrace Pier would hardly be 
sought by the wise-headed; but if they were, the limit of time must 
be absurd. Either the Pier is within one hour from the City or it is 
not, and in the latter case the Corporation would be powerless to 
make any alteration—even to oblige the Czar! 


Mathematical Intelligence. 
Tus Circle—despite all that Euclid could urge to the contrary—has 
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A BIRD’S-EYE VIEW OF THE DERBY DAY. 









THE RACE AT LEFT BOWER. him. The judge, with watch in hand, was growing impatient, when 

«Ty's all very well fer you Britishers to come out yer to Californy the colonel put in an appearance a mile away and bore down upon the 
and go assin’ about the country tryin’ to strike the trail o’ the mines crowd. Everyone was eager to inspect:his mount; and such a mount 
you've salted down yer loose carpital in,” said Colonel Jackhigh, as it proved to be was never before seen, even in Left Bower! You 
setting his empty glass on the counter and wiping his lips with his have seen “ perfect skeletons’’ of horses often enough, no doubt, but 
coat-sleeve ; “but w'en it comes to hoss racin’, w’y I’ve got a cayuse this animal was not even a perfect skeleton ; there were bones missing 
ken lay ones all the thurrerbreds yer little mantel-ornyment of an here and there which you would not have believed the beast could 
island ever panned out—you bet yer britches I have! ‘Talk about yer have spared, “Little,” the colonel had called her! She was not an 
Durby winners—w’y this p’isen little beast o’ mine ’ll take the bit in | 2¢h less than eighteen hands high, and long out of all reasonable 
her teeth and show *em the way to the horizon, like she was takin’ her | Proportion. She was so hollow in the back that she seemed to have 
mornin’ stroll and they was tryin’ to keep an eye on her to see she been bent in a machine. She had neither tail nor mane, and her neck, 
didn’t do herself an injury—that’s w’at she would! And she haint | °8 long as a man, stuck straight up into the air, supporting a head 


i i , ‘un in all her life; she’ without ears. Her eyes had an expression in them of downright 
eee ar PIO PTPM BOP GAUSS 12 all hee life; she's insanity, and the muscles of her face were afflicted with periodical 


“©, very well,” said the Englishman with a quict smile; “it is convulsions that drew back the corners of the mouth and wrinkled the 


1 _ My animal is in tolerably good | UPPer lip so as to produce a dismal grin every two or three seconds. 
pone Arata sam ay Ry mag pel Seve the race as for In colour she was. “ claybank,” with great blotches of white, as if she 
any stake you like, up to a hundred ounces.’’ had been pelted with small bags of flour. The crookedness of her legs 

“That's jest the figger,” said the colonel; “ dot it down, barkeep. | ¥5 beyond all comparison, and as for her gait it was like that of a 
But it’s like slarterin’ the innocents,’ he added, half-remorsefully, as blind camel crossing diagonally over innumerable deep ditches. 
he turned to leave; “it’s bettin’ on a dead sure thing—that’s w’at it Altogether she looked like the frightful result of Nature’s first 


is! If my cayuse knew w’at I was about she'd go and break a leg to experiment in equifaction, carelessly left alive after the production 
make the race a even one.” of the more satisfactory beast. 

So it was arran that the race was to come off at three o’clock| As this outrageous libel on all horses shambled up to the starting 
| next day, on the i flat, some distance from town. As soon as the | post there was a general shout ; the sympathies of the crowd changed 
) news got abroad the whole population of Left Bower and vicinity | in the twinkling of an eye! Everyone wanted to bet on her, and the 
| knocked off work and assembled in the various bars to discuss it. | Englishman himself was only restrained from doing so by a sense of 
The Englishman and his horse were general favourites, and aside from | honour. It was growing late, however, and the judge insisted on 
the unpopularity of the colonel, nobody had ever seen his ‘ cayuse.’’ | starting them. They got off very well together, and seeing the mare 
Still the element of patriotism came in, making the betting very | was unconscionably slow the Englishman soon pulled his animal in and 
nearly even. A race-course was marked off on the plain, and at the | foolishly seciatel the ugly thing to pass, so as to enjoy a back view 
appointed hour everyone was on the spot except the colonel. It was | of her. ‘That sealed his fate. The course had been marked off in a 
arranged that each man should ride his own horse, and the English- | circle of two miles in circumference and some twenty feet wide, the 
man, who had acquired something of the free-and-easy bearing that | limits plainly defined by little furrows. Before the animals had gone 

istinguishes the “ mining sharp,” was already atop of his magnificent | a half mile-both had been permitted to settle down into a comfortable 

with one deg thrown carelessly across’the pommel of his | walk, in which they continued three-fourths of the way round the 
Mexican saddle, as he puffed his cigar with calm confidence ii the | ring. Then the Englishman thought it time to whip up and canter 
result of the race. He was conscious, too, that he possessed the secret | in. But he didn’t do it: as he came up alongside the “ Californy 
sympathy of all, even of those who had felt it their duty to bet against | Lightnin’ Express,” as the crowd had begun to call her, that creature 
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| onion will bring tears into the eyes of the Society of Antiquaries. 
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A HOLIDAY’S FINISH. 


Landlady (to Potman) :—“ Jor, PUT THIS LOT OUT.” | Potman :— He sAyS HE HAS FOURPENCE.” 


Landlady :—“ THEN DON’T BE 80 ROUGH. ASK THE GENTLEMAN WHAT HE’LL HAVE.” 








turned her head diagonally backward and let fall a smile. The | 

encroaching beast stopped as if he had been shot! His rider plied whip, Answers to Correspondents, 

and forced him again forward upon the track of the equine hag, but 

with the same result. The Englishman was now thoroughly alarmed: | _ [We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sket ches, unless they are accom- 

he struggled manfully with rein and whip and shout, amidst the | nied by @ camp ed and directed envelope, and we do not hovd ourselves 

tremendous cheering and inextinguishable laughter of the crowd, to | responsible for Loss. J 

force his animal past, now on this side, now on that, but it’ would | “By anp By.”—But we are not buyers. 

not do; prompted by the fiend in the concavity of her back, the pre- | Kappa.—It looks more like hatter nonsense. 

posterous quadruped dropped her grins right and left with such | - F.—Anonymous contributions are of no use. cle 

seasonable accuracy that again and again the competing beast was| (New Brunswick) observes that “ clergymen in their leisure moments 

struck ‘all of a heap”’ just at the moment of seeming success; and eomamnane seme meneente.” TS) Ee one — ae = ae 

finally, when by a tremendous spurt his rider endeavoured to thrust | (p~PIDS Vlcit 8° op an ae — 7 Se 

him by, within a Ste Benen lengths of the winning post, the incarnate the nonsense to us while they can compel their congregation to listen 

nightmare turned squarely about, and fixed upon him a portentous J.F.8 (Alfred-street).—-Please to refrain from sending us jokes which 

stare—delivering at the same time a grimace of such prodigious | are not your own. ‘ 

ghastliness that the poor thoroughbred, with an almost human scream ‘J. D. (Kensington).—-The Annual is not an Almanac, and the Almanac 

of terror, wheeled about, and tore away to the rear with the speed of the | is not the Annual. Besides, the one isn’t the other, and furthermore we 

wind, leaving the colonel an easy winner in fifteen minutes and ten | don’t see why the one should be the other—or indeed, if it comes to that, 
We hope you see the point of the 


seconds ! why the other should be the one. 
And, by the bye, you can have both, which is an ad- 








SSS argument. 
vantage. 


LUCUS A NON LUCENDO. | HLM, Prines of Wales’s-road).— No stamp. W. P. B. 
Jn a watering-place you are certain to meet, R. W. C.—The answer was intended for you, but out of regard for the 
Far away from the sea—in some quiet back street— | feelings of the rejected we try as much as possible not to indicate addresses 


With a Lodging or Boarding House— f the two— closely. 
a i. eee © oe wee C. (Edinburgh).—It is not given to all to be clever and original, but 


With no view of the sea, th i ‘Sea View!” 
eee oe Vow: anybody can be honest—with an effort. 


‘This misnomer, however, is reckoned no sin 
. ; : 2 ; Declined with thanks:—G. F. D.; S., Liverpool; Toots; R. M.: F. L., 
te whose business is taking you in ! . Walworth; An Aspirant; Missess, Dorset; A Joskin; J. R. R., Hailey- 
8 case, at least, no deception will grieve you, bury; L. W., Hull; F. J.S., Dalston; B., Highbury; H. L., Rotherhithe ; 


For a house so-called “Sea View,” will never deceive you! W.L. F., Shoreditch ; J. R., Stoke Newington ; J. B., Liverpool ; J. H. C., 
Edinburgh; A. W., West Brompton; Jim; H. R. B., Dublin; H. H., 


ini Thornton-heath; Davidson; Marker; W. H., West Croydon; G. B, 

i Ae A Matter of Up-inion! | Somes a H., Southampton; S. L. M.; A. R., Shepherd’s-bush; G. H., 

AN onion discovered in an urn buried at St. Astier in the time of St. | Southampton; W. W., Camberwell ;S. D., Croydon ; G. M.; M., Regent’s. 

Louis has been planted and is growing into « healthy plant. This | park; N., Waterloo-road; R. B, Finsbury; W. P., Peckham; Undying 
| 








One; R., Leeds; EH, Cambridge. 
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THE DERBY DIFFICULTY. 
Ex Onze Can’t O anv A GAN. 
I.—Tue Can’r O. 

I taver mi are aware of the great difficulty which attends 
upon the prophet ee, eu hi eyé in fine frenzy rolling, he sits 
down to demolis Derby. That's not exactly what I mean, but 
then I’m tere what Ido mean this morning, for not only is 
my eye rolling, but m head foals to have more brains init than T hed 
befor yined pabsible, and each single and particular brain gives o 





ular ache which I could very well dispose of, 
poor. This comes of being clever. i know 
7 Will say that it comes of being something 

40 iit mé. 

Is ques: the Detby difficulty requires a deal of 
inking, Mally since I've been rich, is not 
9 settle th 

? 










id 






















at's a beneficent providence 
er. Thinking gives me a fit of 
ection; and then, though 


ection { plange for relief into final seleo- 
. weak and bad I'll admit, to oblige 

one knew whata turn I’ve had, he'd sa 
. That's let a little of the steam off, 


ity about the pronuncia- 
he great authority on the 
ization, calls it Durrerbyy. 
m, and he knows. I call it Darby, 
the Earl of that ae ae ae 
show—says that my pro- 
Wy; 80 he doesn’t know after 
s Because it should be so. 
ion. It is because the 
ts, Darby and Jones, who 
year sed to be always seen 
the course and the 
called Jones, for it’s 
wntait to give all th ) e of the founders of the 
psom meeting. It’s as well though to that something is given 
away at Epsom. It doesn’t often happen, even civility having 
generally to be purchased from any one of the Jacks-in-office who once 
a year regard themselves as most undoubtedly the apples of Epsom. 
You, kind and candid reader, may think all this is nonsense, and if 
you are not in the secret of true turf eon you may also fancy 
you are right. But you are wrong for all that. It’s part of the 
secret of prophecy. All the while I’ve been writing the foregoing 
I’ve been working myself up to a pitch such as only the favoured few 
can understand, and this more especially as I mean to let that as yet 
unhung critic, and the equally unhung but equally deserving editor, 
see what I can do without their assistance. Them, indeed! I could 
ive ‘em two stone four and a licking any day, at anything but 
imbibition. I'd write their heads off only the wood’s so hard; and as 
for giving the tip direct, where is the soul who will dare to expose his 
halfpenny rushlight in the blaze of my triumphant torchlight ? 
Breathes there the man with soul so dead, that never to himself has 
said, was that prophet Augspur born, well does he earn his 
wri corn ?—whose heart has ne’er within him burned, when he has 
heard thow A spurned the proffered bribe to deal in puff, and 
heaea hiss ray, “That's not enough?” If such there be, go mark him 
reli, him I will never a ; high though his titles, long his 
name, I can see through his little game; and I’m prepared to bet like 
bricks, ; 






al od 


that I'll name the winner and the following six. That’s what 
f *. . | Taf wattage be bl aay ori ae Sos whee 
or i iti Q show ’em where's 
the prophet and where’s the loss. So here goes. i 


Il.—Tue Can, 


A considerable interval is supposed to elapse between the conclusio 
of the last chapter and the Gohuibontement of the present. It has in 


CROSBY'S BALSAMIC GOUGH ELIXIR. 
I ci 












i ded eminent physicians, and b 

R. ROOKE, Scarborough, author of the “Axri-Laxcer.” Tt 

has been used ¥ the Bog al i nap toe Asthins, Brynghitis, Con. 
% in! e ; 

Blood, Shortness of Bresth, aod all affections ef the Thaoet set check 

chgmisy, and whelenalo by 948.2, CROSDY: Chom, Seattorceh: 

o? valida Sheet had Coscny’s Bote Tester eee 


THE Lunos ann Are-Vessezs,” 
all Chemists. 





fact elapsed, and so all is now seriousness and solemnity. The bottle 

is empty and the brandy’s gone, vanished like a vision of the past is 

‘the vein of humour with which I used to be identified, the world is all 

| beforé me, the horses are ready, and wo’s me. The editor is prepared 
to cué out all the jokes, for, as he says, “ If a sporting writer can’t be 
businesslike only once a year we may ag well do the work ourselves 
and save the money.” Such is the gratitude of the great raco—the 
human race, not that of Epsom; such the magnanimity of the re- 
dactorial mind when prompted by_ the inanity of the Unhung. 
Having made this explanation, which I consider due to myself and my 
readers, I will get on. 

Let us imagine that we are upon the course at Epsom, and that the 
show is just about to begin. The cellars underneath the Grand Stand 
are full of the money which has been taken at the doors, and four 
policemen have been suffocated by incautionsly getting under the 
* shoot’’ through wien the glittering shower is deposited. Never 
more will they keep the course, never again will they chase the canine 
culprit. For them will the information be given in vain; new mouths 
mf eyour their cold mutton, new boots st sound on their beats. 

eir names will live in the annals of 
itt will make their funeral oration. The paddock is as full 
‘the hoarse resounding ring Sieoce the sound of 
many voices. it do they say? They ef “ Three to one on the 
field, four to one bar one!’’ Mysterious words, so full of meaning to 
the learned, so unimportant to the uninitiated! Let us lay the lessoa 
well to heart! . : 
Whose is that stately figure wnich 


picturésque Bg of the medimyal 

venerable be oating in the balmy breeze, is allowed to pro 

in the midgt of the well cleared course ? Whose is that martial bear- 
ing, whose tha$ flashing falchion-like eye? ose but that of 
Augspur, ee seer and yellow-boyed-up pro) et? And what does he 
behold ? He beholds the horses led forth by their owners and trainers, 
he sees them go to the post, ho hears the slashing of the whips, the 
thunder of the hoofs, the shouting of the winners, the rejoicings of tho 
multitude, the halfpenny echoes of jubilant millions. He does not 
hear the losers—he never does. He is deaf to the call of time when it 
comes from those who will persist in losing spite of his advice, and in 
opperition their own interests. And serve them right. 

e prophet sees all things—he gees the winner and the two next 
horses; he sees the numbers up, calls the successfal animal by 
namé, and pats his rider on the back, as to slow and melodious music, 
they go triumphantly to weigh out and receive the reward of merit. 
He gives a favourable opinion of the judge’s conduct, has a couple of 
bottles with the stewards, and refuses an invitation to dine with the 
clerk of the course. No, Augspur never dines out on the Derby Day, 
he has his own private party, and proud and happy are they who get 
invitations to the spread. Many a proud form supplicates in vain, 
many a sweet voice pleads fruitlessly; the linc has to be drawn 
inexorably, and as he does everything else with most marvellous 
precision, so does the great literary and sporting luminary draw it at 
the proper moment, even as he now draws that other line to the full 
extent of the bow. 

So far, to avoid appearing egotistical, I have adopted the 
ictorial and descriptive style; but now I will resume in the old 
familiar manner, and tell my readers, what they so much wish 
to know. And so that all cripples may take due warning [ will tell it 
them in verse. 
There’s Rostrevor, there’s Aquilo, Coutonne de Fer, and more, 
With Tipster, Tomahawk, and Trent, and others half a score, 
Who — nti van when near that place which tries both nerve and 


8 — 
I mean the fatal Corner, with it’s no less fatal hill. 


But these are only horses who go first to make the pace— 
The way to win a Derby is to run a waiting race. 

And so, among that second flight which at the Bell will tell 
Are Feu d’Amour, George Frederick, and lot’s say Boscobel. 


Yet there are others still who’ve got a chance to reach the goal 
unning well, Atlantic’s heart is;whole, 


| 


But their @ Force, and Superin- 
tendent Mo 


as the Stand, and 


alone, clad in the ancient and 
sporting prophet, and with 
allowed to promenade 


ee 





George Frederick is r 

Glenalmond’s aro hard to place the yellow as of yore ; 

These three go flying past in front—what can a prophet more? 
AUGSPUR. 


DR. ROOKE’S 
AN'PI-LANCHT. 


fae who wish to preserve health, and thus prolong life, should 
read Dr. Rooke’s ‘“‘ Anti-Lancet,” or, ‘‘Handy Guide 
to Domestic Medicine,” which can be had gratis from any 
Chemist, or post free from Dr. Rooke; Scarborough. Concerning this 
‘book, which contains 168 pagés, the late eminent author, Sheridan 
Knowles, observed :—‘* I¢ will be an incaleulable boon to every perso 
| who can read and think.” 





—— 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 376 


Nor subject nor serf 
This year of the turf 
The blue ribbon can claim. 
The prize has been won 
By Royalty’s son 
Of the Hanover name. 


1. You may say what pleases you 
And I shall not answer “ Pooh! ’’— 
But your words I disbelieve 
So not ‘‘ Pooh!” but this receive. 


2. Hapless pair 
Whirled in air 
As Dante wrote and Doré paints. 
Did the bliss 
Pay for this? 
If so sinners o’erpass saints ! 
3. There are, we know, 
Both weal and woe 
And sometimes they together go: 
’Tis sad, we feel, 
With one to deal | 
Who had no ‘ who!’ to stay his wheel. 


4. Of old, we're told, this party’s home 
Was nothing but the rolling foam : 
If sen-sickness existed then, 
And he was like most other men, 
He must have been delighted when 
He left the wave for sand or loam. 


5. Just this of garlic, so our chef observes, 
Just this of garlic 
Flings a mild halo round the gastric nerves 
And twines the palate’s ganglions into curves. 
Few things there are, lick 
A dish which not beyond the limit swerves 
Of this of garlic. 


6. Recent occurrences in Court reveal 
That he is nothing but a baby eel. 


Sotution or Acrostic, No. 374 —London’s Freedom: | 
Luff, Odour, Nectarine, Dodge, Overboard, No, Slam. | 


Correct SontvtTions or Acrostic, No. 364, received 3rd _ 
June :—Sideropolitai; Gyp; A little Fog-Bird; Pimlico Tom | 
Cat; Leibig Family; Smug; Boh; Pollaky; Spheroid; Cliff; 
eee Spigwiffin; Guitar; D. E. H.; Chookanook and 

une. 





OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Srr Witrrip Lawson opposed the adjournment for the Derby. 
Wouldn’t have done it, if he hadn’t been sure he would be defeated. 
= The Queen will receive the House of Convocation after her return 
from Scotland. As no date is mentioned, may we suggest the First of 
April? = A report set afloat of the attempted shooting of the Prince 
of Saxe Weimar. It was only the report of a toy cannon. — More 
insurrrectionary movements in Spain. Will anybody ‘‘be surprised to 
learn’’ that? — Mr. Carlyle is made a knight, by the German 
Emperor. We hope he will bear the infliction with the philosophy of 
—old clo’. — There is a rumour that the Queen goes to Potsdam for 
the confirmation of her grandson. The Prince will be confirmed. 
The report isn’t. = France called to the bar of the House of Commons, 
and admonished. Unluckily it was not the country, and so luckily 
the Ambassador has not demanded his papers! — Lord Macdonald, 
convicted of cruelly whipping a horse, explains that the animal was a 
jibber. But if we are to whip every gibbering animal, biped or 
quadruped, whipcord will become as dear as coals. = Great row in 
French Assembly, Everybody wanted to punch the head of some one 
else. Ignorance of the modus operandi preserved the peace. = A 
gentleman’s gentleman has been fined for being disorderly and | 
swearing. And yet they say the nobility are never interfered with in | 
England! — Another mad dog gallantly killed by a policeman. In | 
other words a sane dog gone astray hunted to death by four hundred 
wild idiots! ‘‘ How long ?”’ = During a fog three Princetown convicts 
escaped. The warders had a pleasant afternoon’s shooting on the 
moors. We area highly civilized people, but we don’t often get a | 


chance of winging human beings. 











A LOWER DEPTH. 


Gallant Officer (to volunteers in a heavy marsh) :—“ Form Four perP— 
CONFOUND IT ALL! FOUR DEEP, THERE, I say!”’ 
Voice from the ranks :—“ ALL RIGHT; WE'RE TOO DEEP HERE ALREADY.” 





JEMIMA. 


I'm rather old and stout and grey 
But while this hand can pen a rhyme, & 


Few verses still shall softly say— ‘ 
‘ Jemima.”’ 


Like Horace ‘ Militari’ once 
And won the spolia styled opima,— 
You don’t know Latin? Little dunce— 
Jemima! 


Yet to survey all womankind 
From London right away to Lima; 
No nicer girl than you I find, 
Jemima! 
I love you wildly !—all the same, 
I own— the truth is not a crime—a 
Slight disaffection for your name, 
Jemima! 
It bothers bards, I must admit; 
But I will add, some other time, a 
Few verses more to what I've writ, 
(Provided Cupid lends me wit), ' 
Jemima! 





Knocks et Preterea Nihil. 


Tue Americans are accused of shooting and stabbing, but there 
| appear to be some knock-down 


blows going about there :— 
he has so much business he has recently 


ee 


ee ee 


| A New York auctioneer announces that | 
worn out two hammers, and is now on the second end of the third. | 


Fast-idious. the 
it himself in ha-meritorious manner, or else |} 


Sprrzp is undoubtedly a desideratum in our ironclads;—why, then | This auctioneer must acqui Pos 
should any exception be taken to their being “ light at heel” ? | all sale must be clipper-rigged at New Xork. 


iii inne, amen 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 10, 1874. 


THE SLOW CAB-INET. 


Wuen the Liberals lately departed from power, 
Arose a new Ministry after their fall, 
With the beautiful motto, “ Two shillings an hour, 
At a pace we may fairly denominate crawl’’— 
There was a haul 
Nothing at all 
The Conservative policy —“ Nothing at all!” 


No more legislation of harassing sort, 
To keep us all rolling about like a ball, 
But rest joined with thankfulness peaceful—in short 
The Conservative policy—nothing at all! 
Nothing at all, 
Nothing at-all, 
The Conservative policy—nothing at all! 
But one may hawe:too much of an excellent thing, 
And even great happiness sometimes will pall, 
And overboard now we're desirous to fling 
The Conservative policy —nothing at all— 
Nothing at all, 
: Nothing at all, 
We're embarrassed with too much of—nothing at all. 








_———-- weet 


WHAT IS BEING DONE. 

Ir is pleasant to be able to note that the old saying, “ Highlanders 
shoulder to shoulder,” has an equivalent in the Trish tongue. The 
compatriots and friends of the late John. F. O’Donnell, an industrious 
journalist, who, in the intervals of his labours, penned poems that 
made it a regret that he had given to the press-what was meant for 
finer ses, have organised a subscription for his widow and 
children. Mr. Sullivan, M.P., is treasurer of the. fund, which will, 
we trust, be a large one. 

In Manchester-street, Gray’s-inn-road, a new Hospital for Diseases 
of the Throat and Ear has recently been established. When-wesay that 
Sir Julius Benedict and Sir Mi Costa ane vice-presidents of an 
institution so valuable tothe struggling members.of their profession 
we have said enough to commend it to a public, which, whereas singers 
require attention for overworked throats, stands sometimes in need of 
an operation for the improvement of its ear for music, 

Mr. James Rendle, whose plant-protectors have proved so useful, 
has extended the idea which suggested them. He has proposed to the 
Society of Arts, which, without donbt, will adopt the suggestion, the 
construction of portable crystal palaces suited for provincial 
exhibitions of art and manufactures. The annual International Show 
in South Kensington is.a failure, but there is no difficulty in seeing 
why. In the provinces, taking one city one year, another the next, 
and so on, the Society of Artscan promote those objects which it has 
at heart, far more successfully than was done by the clique at South 
Kensington. Mr. Rendle’s scheme is excellent—and, what is better, 





is prewiactie ! 

Now that the fine weather is coming on, and people are beginning to 
ran about, all the world (avec sa femme) is beginning to gaze towards the 
Continent. We don’t believe in twin-boats or short passages that con- 
dense all the roughness of the Channel into thespace between Dover and 
Calais. Give us the Newhaven and Dieppe route, by which the traveller 
to Paris gets the lovely Norman scenery thrown in, with civility and 
comfort. But—let us be truthful—Newhaven is rather a dull place 
to stop in when the train brings you there some time before the start- 
ing of the boat. It may be useful to travellers to learn that Mrs. 
Alice Page’s Prince of Wales’ Inn “commands an extensive view of 
Seaford Bay and Newhaven Harbour.” We should not much care 
for that view, if there were not, besidea, a prospect of convenience and 
attention, very welcome to those about to cross, or just escaped from, 


the perils of the stormy deep. 


Airey Nothings. 
' We publish this cutting from a provincial paper ag a hint to a lot of 


people :— 
A young girl living in the service of Mr. Goodlass, farmer, of Sk , commi 
suicide the other day by drowning. Her alleged reason for he bab ons thet 


* nobody liked her.” 
There would be many vacancies for very deservin le if this 
on a little oftener. We may eel add for 


reason were on] 
the benefit of those of them, who evince daily a marked objection to 


water, that the drowning part is not imperative. They might read 
the Spirit of the Prese, or take some other means of getting lead on the 


brain. 





“ Aw o’ER TrrnHooT Tate.’”’—The Indian Famine. 


FUN. 





[June 13, 1874, 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tux Princess’s Theatre will not unfortunately hold everybody ;—and 
yet everybody should have been there during the brief period when 
Balzac as rendered by Got was to be seen, for such a combination of 
two geniuses is not often met with. In the production of 
Mercadet Messieurs Valnay and Pitron have added something consider- 
able to the debt of gratitude already due to them from the British 
public. M. Gotis one of those great artists who do not represent but 
are the characters they assume. From the moment when he comes on 
the stage—and be it remarked that the character is an arduous one, 
and he seldom quits it when once he has come on—we are interested 
in his machinations, his wild desire to make bubbles look like solid 
gold. We admire, as ifit were the inspiration of the moment, not the 
carefully contrived situation of the dramatist, the manner in which he 
treats his angry creditors, from whom he extracts more coin and 
confidence instead of restoring what they have come specially to 
demand. There are touches in the part which onlya Balzac could 
conceive, and which Got alone can render. When his future son-in- 
law on whose wealth he has counted to retrieve his fortunes turns out 
to be a ruined rouwé trying for rich marriage, and when that hopeful 
youth trying to excuse himself because his estate is simple a waste of 
sea sand says, “‘ Avec des sables on fait du cristal!” the way in which 
Got’s face—speculator to the last—lights up as he says “‘ C’est wre idde 
is simply a revelation. When, instead of the sham millionaire, on 
whom he had counted, the real nabob turns up with cent mille Ceuws in 
place of trente mille francs, Got’s acting is almost tragic in the fearful 
joy with which he handles the notes—“ Three hundred thousand 
franes!—I see them! Ifeelthem! Ihave them here!” ‘There is, 
too, something pathetic in the way in which,—having forced a loan on: 
the roué because ‘“‘ he has an idea! ’’—he, the lifelong debtor, flings up 
his hands, and cries “‘ 4h, je suis er€ancier !’? Itis needlessto say that 
M. Got is admirably supported by the company generally; but it 
would be unfair to overlook how, without giving the part undue 
prominence, M. Didier realises Violette. ‘The mere movement of his 
hands in the scene where the long-enduring and much-swindled 
creditors come in a body to demand a definite answer is “a liberal 
education’’ for our English actors. In Les Jurons de Cadillac which 
preceded Mercadet he showed his unlimited comic power, and divided 
the honours with Mademoiselle Wilhem, an actress whose equal our 
stage would find it difficult to show. 

“It is immortal,’ said Dénon to Napoleon dpropos of a bust he had 
brought from the Pyramids, subsequently explaining that he meant it 
might last for five hundred years. Well! we all think Za Fille de 
Madame Angot is immortal. But it is possible that she may vanish, so 
those who are wise will pay her a visit at the Philharmonic before her 
younger sister Giroflé arrives. The long run of the piece has not 
wearied the company, who act with great spirit and with the con- 
fidence born of experience. Miss Julia Matthews is excellent as 
Mademoiselle Lange, and the Clairette of Miss Louis is full of chic 
somewhat unusual on our stage. The incidental ballet by the Alcazar 
dancers is of course “rather French,” and done with spirit, though 
the best danseuse,a lady with Cambridge ribbons, is in the second 
instead of the first flight. Popocatapeti (if we may be allowed to spell 
the word correctly, in defiance of the programme) is amusing, Mr. 
Temple’s imitation of the great Irving being decidedly clever. 

The eight Scandinavian lady minstrels who recently gave an open- 
ing matinée at St. James’s Hall, seem destined to be very popular 
here, not only on account of the novelty of their entertainment, but 
because of the marvellous sweetness of their voices, and the artistic 
manner in which the parts are arranged. They seemed themselves on 
the occasion of our visit to enjoy the melodies immensely, and the 
enthusiasm with which they entered upon their task was quite 
epidemic, the audience manifesting delight in many ways, and by their 
demands for repetition being apparently very anxious to prolong the 
entertainment. The concert, which was purely experimental, was such 
a success that a continuous series is in contemplation. 

Messrs. Fradelle and Marshall, of 230, Regent Street, whose gallery 
of celebrities attracted considerable attention last year, have determined 
upon a fresh novelty this. They are about to publish an album con- 
taining a complete set of portraits, taken by their new enamel process, 
of the present House of Commons. We are not informed, though we 
believe, that all members possessed of any decided peculiarity will be 
doubly enamelled and taken in character. Mr. Whalley, Mr. 
New te, and Sir Wilfrid Lawson will probably have a series to 
themselves; Mr. Smollett will appear as Bottom, to Mr. Gladstone’s 
Titania ; and altogether the work will be.as.unique and uncommon as 
can be expected of anything connected with the Commons of 1874. 


Fiddlededee. 


Mas. Pratamopr says she has recently read in Romish history that 
there was a Nero who fiddled on one string while the city was 
burning. She says she can't see how anybody can call him an ’ero. 
She prefers to side with those who named him Pagan-ninny. 
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A LITERARY RIOT. 


DOD GRIGE '!EXPRESSES HIS DISAPPROVAL OF PER- 
SONALILIES \IN JOURNALESM. 


I xwew'l should find him—mine enemy-— at theZoo ; he lives there. 
Not-that his unseasonable existence can propetiy be called life, how- 
ever. So I went-to Brighton. ‘Fhe Zoo, yorsey, is not in Brighton. 
Don’t tell ne, sir! I hnewwhat'Iowas about, well enough. ‘The 
Britannia Tavern is not im‘Antwerp. Liudgate Bar is not in Dieppe. 
The Cremorne Gardens are’nét'in' Leamington. Yet people go to all 
these towns if they can persuade ' themselves they'are wanted there. 
And mark this: the officeof the Society for the’Free Dispensation 
of Pea Soap without Inquiry ‘is wot in tastings! Dod Grile, sir, 
knows his‘own mind; the ‘Aquarium is in Brighton. Now let the 
heathen rage! 

I found'Mr. Henry Lee quite easily, and he very*readily gave me a 
card of admission to the Zdo—a card that would admit me on a 
Sunday. (I'am sorry to add that he afterwards hinted a wish to show 
me through the Aquarium; tke best’ 6f men will seldom do you a 
favour without tagging on some perfectly monstrous condition of 
acceptance. I laughed in his teeth.) This card was what I had gone 
to Brighton for. Armed with it I entered the Zoo, feeling perfectly 
confident I should find whom I sought. You can always find a man 
by looking for him, if you don’t bewilder your mind by looking in the 
wrong place. Had I lived in Athens, Diogenes would hardly have got 
his lantern fairly alight till he would have found me. In L ndon I 
have been found by Rheumatism. My thirty-second year has found 
me in debt. The dawn of day has frequently found me—I hardly 
know where. Oh, it is easy enough to find a fellow out. 

‘Proceeding toward the heart of the Zoo I met the Greater Elephant 
—going to chapel I suppose. Iseanned him narrowly through my 
eye-glass. It wasn’t He. I cawght an evanescent glimpse of the 
springing Kangaroo. No; I have'no quarrel with kangaroos. They 
don’t indulge in personal allusions! Zhey don't write obscure fables! 
They are not jealous! I felt a hot breath on the back of my neck, a 
fumbling and groping in the tail-pocket of my coat. I turned—the 
man I sought stood before me! He was simply clad in a long flowing 
robe of white foolscap, inscribed from neck to foot with closely written 
characters in a thousand languages, under the heading of ‘‘ Things I 
Know.” Running my eye hastily through the list | detected several 
important omissions; I found the joints of his armour! Springing 
quickly backward I put up my hands in attitude of aggression and 
defence ; if you don’t mind the risk you can learn how it is from 
Augspur—of whom anon. Mine enemy did the same. The storm 
which had long been gathering in the heavens muttered portentous 
thunder. a 

“Tell me,” said I, with a dextrous feint—“ tell me why’’~he 
stepped slightly aside averting his head and exposing his ear, at: which 
I instantly let drive with .great fury as follows: ‘* What is the 
difference between Edgar Allen Poe and an alarming telegram from 
Bilbao?”’ 

He threw out his hands before him, wildly, helplessly and con- 
fusedly. 

" One,” I shouted, “is the writer of a ‘Raven;’ the other is the 
ravin’ 6f'a Reuter!’ 

The wretch dropped his hands and his head—he reflected deeply 
and dejectedly, and at last, leoking appealingly into my triumphant 
eyes, murmured in doubtful tones, ‘1 give it up.” It wasa elear 
miss ! : 

Then gathering all his strength, “ Why” said he, “ should you not 
turn off the gas before retiring ?”’ nae 

“ Because ’’ said I without a moment's hesitation, “ it ought to have 
@ month's notice.’ He had considerable difficulty in recovering his 


uard. 
on Fiend!” I shrieked; ‘“‘ what is the fate of a child that perishes 
from a surfeit of mother’s milk ?”’ ee oo 
He turned and fled along the gravel walk, not observing in his con- 
fusion that it was circular. In a few seconds he met me face to face, 
and‘ I thundered ‘‘ Cream-ation!”’ a , 
He now reeled and staggered like a failing’ peg-top, stammering out 


a. multitude 6f imperfected whys, and whats, and whens, but without 
‘him 'time'to-rally I planted this terrific smasher. ‘‘ When is a 
beitt: 6f' sack most unlike a sackbut ?” 


‘Whkerevwas' no défence, and the answer laid him out limp— crushed, 
aD tmeensibie! So'tremendous a “ facer’’ end ee a-giant ! 
Ajpéliee-constablewho had been industriously committing 
the au ‘wear by now came and ‘raised ‘him, ‘mop 
élammy perspiration from his pallid face. 

Who is! tite! poor man ?”’ imquired the polfeenran. = 
mete he eae turning contemptuously upon my heel, “ is what is 
létko£ ‘Our Unhung Critic.’ “Rum hint in.” / 

‘ts’ this monrent a pitiful-looking Objeét who had been hanging 
about the hippopotamus tank, obtaining biscuits and apples by per- 
sonation, came shambliny idly up to the scene of action. 
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O, it’s you, is it?” said I, with a chilling sneer. Nothing could 
be more opportune. You've been at it too. On sixty-five several 
occasions you have dragged my name through the mitedéf your dull, 
horsey, and ungwatwmatical effusions. You have emitééd pon my 
literary reputation @m/imcessant stream of red slang. Now, caitiff, 
tell me who was the ntost eonfident lover that a woman ever fad ?”’ 

The wretched Objeét’feebly muttered something about the Old 
Man. 

‘* No, sir,” said I severely ; “it was Adam.” 

The Objeet was: visibly distressed, and by way of avetting his @eem 
thought he ‘would ask something himself. So, bracing himelf Re 
began: “ Why "=-— 

‘‘ Becanse,’ I:replied with relentless persistence, “ he know ) five 
could not reject his suit, seeing he hadn’t any !"’ 

At that momént a gnat flew into my eye, causing me to wink. On 
raisimg my lids I gould see no Object. But extending in a straight 
line from where ‘he had stood toward the Fun Office was a rapidly 
lengthening streak of bhae ruin, consisting, near at hand, of dust, 
gravel, and thesmalleér mammalia; beyond this, where it crossed the 
Park, of turf, iron fences, uprooted trees, perambulators, and frag- 
mentary nursemaids ; still further along, of paving-stones, hustling 
policemen, broken waggons, pulverised building materials, eeneral 
merchandise, chimney pots, and toppling church spires! Augspur was 
making his best running. 





FRIENDSHIP, 


My ¢apital is one pound six, 

And, if you nee: it, half is yours. 
For when a friend is in a fix, 

That fact one’s sympathy secures. 


I'd walk to China or Peru 

To‘serve you, should ocoasion need ; 
Indeed, sir, in obliging you 

To any length I would proceed. 


Let's talk it over—come, and dine. 
There's nothing like a quiet chat 

About these questions. As for wine, 
You shan’t cowplain for want of that. 


Nay, death to me shall be as sport,— 
If that, what you desire insures ; 
I'll take the risk of it—in short, 
My house, my’ purse, my life are pours ! 


Yet, lending, Shakspeare doth defing 
Oft loses you both loan and friend. 

I feel compelled to draw the line 
And néver an tmibrella lend. 


OUR TIPS. 

Tur ‘Premier years ago in one 6fhis Brightest books discoursdd on 
the moneteny of immortality whieh afflieted the Olympian deities ; aad 
we cain a certain way sympathise with them when we have every 
year to call the attention of the public toa fresh imstance é6f the 
correctness of our prophecies anent the Derby. We are always right, 
and our innate modesty renders # painful to reiterate the predfs o: 
thefact. In our hieroglyphic we’ have-given the three first Horses in 
order. The Prince of Waless feathers with the initials G. F. at the 
top of our picture point directly to the winner. Next in prominence 
is the Iron Crown, beyond which stretches the Atlantic. What mor: 
could be desired ?—except that readers who have made large fortunes 
by attending to our hint, should refrain from sending us cheques and 
notes which we must now, asever, decline to accept and have the 
trouble of handing over to deserving charities! We have only 
to add that Momus as usual put the matter plainly by telling these 
who put on the pot that the broth would grow fat by George. 
Augspur may speak for himself, for he also indicated the winner, 
which, considering that he is our professional sporting-writer, and 
therefore knows less about such things than anyone else, is a remark - 


able triumph. 











Biow it! 

Ir i asserted that a trumpeter of the 20th Hussars has committed 
suicide by blowing out his brains with a carbine loaded with ‘Ment 
cartridge.’ We should have thought he might as easily have - blown 
them out with his trumpet! 





“cc 4 tara °°» wee ‘ 
Mex. ror Mirrary Mey.—Better be quartered’ with your 
regiment than “ decimated.” 
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HUN. 
ONLY HIS DUTY!I—A TALE OF THE MAD DOG MANIA. 
SymMproms or ALARM. 
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Tue ScapEGoar. 





ENCOUNTERED. 





Tue Prestrven Cirizen’s GRATITUDE. 
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CAB-INET. 


Mrs. Britannia:—*COME, DO WAKE UP, AND MOVE ON, OR I MUST GET OUT AND DISCHARGE YOU.” 
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AFTER EPSOM RACES. 
A Lossr’s Lecture. 


Wuen returning from the races, 
Having backed the winner well, 
Did you look into the faces, 
Which another tale could tell ? 
If you did, and felt no pity, 
Then another year may you, 
When retiring to the City, 
Find your turn has come to rue. 


When retarning from a meeting 
With your money left behind, 
You'll not give much cordial greeting 
To your friends of ev’ry kind. 
You'll not scoff or be disdainful, 
Nor regard yourself as great. 
Ah! the lesson’s very painful, 
But it’s useful—and that’s straicht. 


Both of losings and of winnings 
T have had my little share ; 
T have had my lucky innings, 
Been familiar with despair. 
And the lesson has been taught me, 
Which I never should have learned. 
Had it not been dearly bought me, 
Had it. not been dearly earned : 


That however much the present 
May seem gilded-o’er and grand 
*T will not always be so pleasant— 
Fortune may withhold her hand. 
And I hope that all will ponder 
O’er this self-asserting fact ; 
If they don’t, then may they wander, 
Under Anderson’s new Act. 





True Patriotism. 


THE newspapers report ‘“‘the escape from the French 
convict settlement at New Caledonia of an ex-Com- 
munist colonel named Contently.’’ These rebellious 
rascals are not even content to contently act in 
accordance with their own names, and the ex-colonel 
explored his way out if only to prove how untrue was 
his designation. After all, though, the inhabitants of 
New Caledonia are only following the example set them 
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THICK AND THIN. 


Showman (to somewhat attenuated individuals) :—“ ALY, ALIVE, ALL ALIVE, 
THE GREATEST CURIOSITY OF THE HAGE. STEP INSIDE, GENTS, JUST IN YBR 33 a 


by the natives of the old country of a similar “ ilk,’”” who 
LINE; COMB ALONG, SIR. “ERE, "ANG IT, THERE AIN’T MUCH OF YBR: I'LL 


are-never so proud of their native land as when they are | 


far away from it. ‘‘’Tis distance lends enchantment to 
the view.”’ 


THE CONTENTED COCKNEY. 


Let the cedars of Lebanon squander their shade 
On the Palestine youth or the Palestine maid, 
To the rose that is queen of thy valley, Oashmere, 


Let the nightingale sing what the rose cannot hear. 


I opine that the rose and the cedar must be 
Some particular plant and particular tree. 

But they carry no sentiments, tender or grand, 
To the soul of a gentleman born in the Strand. 


There is grandeur in plenty to capture the eye 
‘Where the proud Himalayas mount up to the sky. 
There is food for the fancy as well as the sight 
Where the broad Mississippi careers in its might. 


But thy mountain, oh Ludgate, though scarcely sublime, 


Hath a charm of its own and is easy to climb; 
And the best river scenery waits my command 


In a view of the Thames from a street in the Strand. 


On the peaks of the Tyrol the hunter is heard | 
As he mocks with his jodel the cloud-loving bird ; 


And the peasants in France and the gipsies of Spain 


Love to carol or dance to some pastoral strain. 


Let the gipsies of Spain and the peasants in France 


Go ahead—but I neither can carol nor dance ; 
So I listen, contented and calm, to a band 
Of those tuneful ‘Teutonics who favour the Strand. 


Let the mountain and river, the cedar and rose, 
To the optics of others their beauty disclose. 
Let the gipsies and peasants and gay Tyrolese 


PASS THE TWO ON YER IN HALF PRICE.”’ 


But the soul of the bard, though by limits confined, 
Is at least sympathetic and yearns for its kind. 
There are ample materials always on hand 

For the pen of the poet who sticks to the Strand. 








A Strange Occurrence. 


A VERB is a word which means to be, to do, or to suffer. This is not 
an original observation ; it is Amurraykin, and is called forth by the 
following tender “ personal” from the D. 7.— 7 

JERSEY .—I saw you Saturday night, and thought looked displegeed, If 
bw so, I am sorry, and shall not aes again. ine byrente are to be forgot. 
Why any one should be sorry for having seen Saturday night we will 
not be so presumptuous as to attempt to determine ; but we should like 
to know how the advertiser managed to occur once, and attained 
sion of the power not to do it again. All communications will be con- 


sidered strictly private. 


‘*‘ Name! Name!” 
An Irish report of a proceeding which can scarcely be called Irish 
comes from the Northern Police Court of Dublin. We are told that— 
A brute named Carr was sentenced yesterday to six months’ imprisonment for 


Surely, instead of being called names and sent to prison, Carr 
ought to have received reward. ‘The owner must, we feel certain, 
have been glad to get rid of a feature which required to be called 
either Matthews or anything else. It is not stated if Carr swallowed 
the nose, but it will take something strong to make people swallow the 


name. 


_——_— —— ~<a, 


having bitten off the top of a woman’s nose named Matthews. 
{ 


Grow as fond of their dance and their song as they please. 
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COMMENCEMENT OF THE FISHING SEASON. 
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TrRiuMPHANT Return. 






Hurlingham, please copy. Judgment by Chance. 


Tue warders of Princetown Prison, near Plymouth, have recently | Tose who expressed surprise that the Lambeth magistrate the other | 
had a very pleasant day’s sport. Three convicts escaped during a | day refused to grant a summons against the police constable who had | 
heavy mist, and were pursued by men, mounted and afoot, armed | charge of the gate at Kennington Oval did not look far enough into | 
with loaded rifles. It speaks well for the prison dietary that the | the matter. The applicant was a betting man, who had first been | 
fugitives were able to make such capital running that their chance of | knocked out by an untoward winner and then turned out by the | 
escape was considered sufficient to warrant the warders in firing upon | constable. Naturally the magistrate refused the summons, for he | 
and seriously wounding them. Compared with the shooting of half- | could hardly be expected to side with one who was continually | 

lucked pigeons, this sport offers great advantages to the Hurlingham | speculating upon Chance. 
Calhenn and - they have few - them such op senities of 
exercising that legitimate calling as the ex-Roger had, but still are wate 
swells, it is not aopostide that they might induce the Legislature to Operatic. . 
have a few convicts kicked-up a /a battwe for them every now and| A New operatic light has made its appearance at Berlin in the 
then. We lay the suggestion before them, without any desire for the | person of a tenor, by name Link. [This may bea pun, but it is not 
service of plate which will prcbably be offered us as a testimonial. word-torchering. | 
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THE FAST WALKING MATCH AND THE DERBY. 


For a man who is neither selfish nor conceited—neither opinionated 
nor strong on himself—I must admit to some little glow of satisfaction 
at having discovered that the fastest time on record was going to be 
done in the walking match for the championship at Lillie Bridge. I 
am not allowed to say how I discovered it, for Stockwell's trainer 
might object to its being known that he obliged me with the informa- 
tion, and Perkins's principal backer might feel that the confidence he 
reposed in me had been misplaced. However, I knew that something 
great was going to be done ; and so, true asthe needle to the pole, I was 
atmy post. I trust you see the connection of ideas between pole and post, 
and at the same time must beg you to notice that expenses are always 
heavier at walking matches than at:any others, pecause of the intervals 
allowed for refreshment, by Benson’s double-Dutch clock which is 
fixed upon such occasions. forthat especial purpose. The day was 
hot and dry, particularly dry, andiso when the men came out to com- 
mence their journ-y, I, in the:interests.of humanity, and for the good 
of the paper, stood them:a. potiof shandygaff each, which most likely 
accounts for the fast time made. Shandygaff is a wonderfully 
quickening beverage, as its-etymology proves, and this is the reason 
why a pailful is always given in the paddock to each of the Derby 
horses, Well, on the strength of the drink I was asked to be referee, 
butas. I, had just invested all my money on Perkins—whose name I 
may. as. well say suggested the cool tankard. found so pleasant—I 
declined; aud divided the duties between the four representatives of 
the stakeholder, who all came prepared to see fair, and who saw it 
this: time if ‘never before, There was one to hold the watch, one to 
tell’ the time, one to see that the course was clear, and one to see 
which; way the wind blew; and I am not only proud to say, sir, that 
all these important functions were performed with regularity and 
despatch, but am glad that an old established sporting paper, which 


me ae 


hasn't been to sleep for fifty years, should be now wide-awake enough, 


to see the necessity of having two reporters to each pedestrian. Well, 
the end justified the means, and when Perkins won, I in the name of 
the press.in general and the sleepless four in particular returned 
thaobes to him for his excellent: and wonderful performance. Sir, to 
walk. fair heel and toe, and cover three miles in 21min. 46sec. isa 
task. which even the big-footed contributor once associated with 
this. journal could not have accomplished; and though after 
aang at your, boots I fancy you might succeed if you had them 
mended: and put up. a bit at the heels, we will for the present give 
credit where credit is due, and drink success and shandygafi to 
Perkins and Stockwell, not forgetting the Nunquam Dormice. I 
shall have to go into training myself if they don’t soon stop all this 
im provement in pedestrianism. 

Had it not been for the walking match I should have gone to 
Epsom before the Derby Day, and have pitched my tent at Tattenham 
Corner for the week; but it was not to be, and so I waited till Wed- 
nesday morning and flatter myself that on the way down I created a 
sensation. I flatter myself that a red hat anda bright (and tight) pair 
of blue breeches, gold epaulettes, jack boots and spurs, a green 
feather, a pink umbrella, and a nose-and-hair-a-penny enabled me to 
do justice to the paper it is my duty to represent, and to show the 
great British public that now and again one may be merry as well as 
wise. As I sat. on top of the hansom permitted me by the office, I 
sang the simple lays of my youth, or played the airs upon the penny 
trumpet, and after one or two stoppages to give entertainment to man 
and beast—and my cabman was a beast—we reached the course. 


Sweet Epsom, loveliest village of the plain, once do I behold thy 
ups. and downs again. Epsom is called a village of the plain because 
of the appearance of its inhabitants. But once a year Epsom is 
beautiful, when the weather permits, and all is mirth and money- 
making. I should like to be a clerk of Epsom course for one season. 
Not that I want money; but I should like to see whether I couldn't 

ather it in as it accumulated round me without considering it my 

uty to be churlish and ungentlemanly. I think I could, but those 
who've got the chance are not the sort of people to give it up to any- 
one else; and so I will get on: There was, as there always is, a greater 
crowd than usual, the hill was paved with carriages, and the Corner 
was crowded with champagne bottles, which were to be afterwards 
taken to the Telegraph office by the ‘‘ Own Commissioner” who packed 
them there for “the Eve of the Derby,” whoever she may be. It 
seems, however, that she didn’t, want them, and there they were, 
labelled “largest cireulation’’; and 1 must say looking very 
dangerous as the horses came tearing along, each one striving to secure 
the best position, and all looking very much mixed. But when they 
were well round the Corner.it was evident that royal blood and pro- 
phetic foresight would be paramount at the finish—that George 
Frederick would win, and that Augspur would be immortalised. 

Sir, the Prince of Wales did not send for me to his private box as 
he has done to Jess worthy and important individuals for the purpose 
of congratulating me—but my success is none the less evident. Jt 1s 
palpable; and I say palpable advisedly, because it is to be felt in the 





pockets of those who take my advice. I know that you will say I am 
only boasting ; but turn to the last number of Fun. And what will you 
seethere? You will see this at the very finish of my article :— 

Yet there are others still who’ve got a chance to reach the goal— 

George Frederick is running well, Atlantic’s heart is whole, 

Glenalmond’s trying hard to place the yellow as of yore ; 

These three go flying past in front—what can a prophet more ? 

Cheque-bank cheques, only, taken from grateful clients. Post- 
office orders to be made payable at Chief Office, and stamps to carry 
sixpence in the pound extra. Old boots and; kitchen stuff to be 
addressed ‘to the Editor ; but the other things must be specially marked 
Avoerrr. 


A ROMANCE, 


Wuen first I met Louisa Ann 

I was.a very happy man. 

I saw. and loved her—verbum.sat. 
My sorrow is not due to that. 


No obstacles were in the way. 
She'd no relations to say ‘* Nay.” 
No one to murmur at my plan 
To marry dear Louisa Ann ! 


She did not hesitate—not she! 
She owned that we might married be. 
Against my love arose no ban 
From my adored Louisa Ann. 


She did not all too early die, 

Nor—if it comes to that—did I. 
Unchecked ‘the course of true love-ran : 
I married my Louisa Ann. 


There the romance however ends. 
Vear reader, you and I are friends. 
You don’t like my Louisa Ann— 
No more do I—I never can! 


K 9. 


Tue police had better pause in their operations against the dogs ai 
London lest they find that the latter may turn, not to rend, but to 
show that “the friend of man” has become more useful than his 
enemy the helmeted officer. In an action brought against the owner of 
an alleged ferocious dog at Highgate the other day, we are told in the 
course of the report that 

. Pri ld-gardens, H , wife of a pho her, produeed 

ents oe that this candene by the a appt ow: that 
she did not see this herself. 
A dog who can do baby linen—we are not learned in the technicalities 
of dressmaking—must be an acquisition not to be lightly parted with, 
and if one could only be reared to do coats and trousers ag well he 
would be kindly received and considerately treated on application to 
the publisher of this paper. No dealers. 





Answers to Correayondents, 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless yp accome 


panied by @ stamped and directed envelope; and we do mat 


responsible for loss.j 

Tomaroo SpicwiFFIN.—The only originality we can discover in the 
contribution is the spelling of “unsucesful.” But it didn% want a 
genius to do that! ; i 

J. J. (Edinburgh).—We don’t think questions of religious belief are 
fair subjects for comic treatment. Besides we have no objection to 
toddy. 

Deedee «chee? does not rhyme with “ought,” and you ought 
not to have yoked-up two such dissimilar creatures. Try “short ” and 
“ retort.” 

L. C. (Ashton-under-Lyne),— We really don’t know. 

Ianorvs.-- Didn’t you mean Ignorant? ; 

L. (Moorgate-strect).— We don’t quite understand your meaning. 

Epa@ar (Croydon).—Shortly. 

C. (Nottingham).—Thanks. 

Declined with thanks:—G., Highbury; Vilikins; Amateur; Bb. W., 
Islington ; F., Camberwell; R. G., Leeds; Constant Reader; M., Liver- 
pool; G. F. W.; G. B., Axminster; W. K., Harrow-road ; R. Friern, 
Barnet; L., Newtonbarry; R. T. R., Cheltenham; M. Shephe» d’s-bush ; 
D. C., Dublin; G. 8. S., Derby; One bitten; 8., Cambridge; A., Worth- 
ing; M., Clapbam-road; B., Portland-place; W. B., Lanark ; ) Alfred- 
street ; K., Poplar; R., Plaistow; H., Shepherd’ -bush; M., Zern-ctrest : 
S., Musselburgh; Jack; Zed.; F. J., Dublin; B,, Newport; H.C. N, 
Kennington. 
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EGGSACTLY SO! 


Customer :—“‘ THEM EGGS IN THE WINDOW GooD ?”’ 
Trader :—“ Don’? KNOW, AIN'T BEEN INSIDE ’EM!”’ 


Customer :—“ AH, THOUGHT YOU DIDN’T LOOK LIKE A CHICKEN! 








CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


J UNE. 


* Fan from the Madding Crowd” continues to be the main feature 
of the Cornhill. It is ae but the episode of Sergeant Troy is un 
peu foncé. “A Rose in June” is pleasant reading, and the articles 
generally are It is perhaps to be regretted that Thackeray’s 
rough-hewn “King Fritz’’ was not left among the papers, whence he 
would certainly have unearthed it if he had seen his way to com- 
pleting it. 

Temple Bar carries us well along in the interest accumulating around 
“Uncle John.” ‘“ Patricia Kemball” is even less attractive than its 
unattractive name would suggest. The rest of the magazine is good, 
with the exception of “* Addison,” which errs against good taste in the 
first paragraph, is impertinent and untrustworthy throughout, and 
never misses an opportunity of bungling. Its writer is good enough 
to tell us he retains only “ one Latin poet as a familiar friend— Horace.” 
We should like to see Horace’s face, when this gentleman, ‘‘ Notus mihi 
nomine tantum,’’ calls the flowering rush dutomus umbellata! The 
memoir of Edgar Poe is excellent, and its motive laudable. 


Macmillan is thoroughly interesting this month; and Professor 
Goldwin Smith on “ Female Suffrage” is unanswerable. ‘ Masters of 








BY THE SEA! 
AN ALLEGORY 
Br R. REECE. 


SITTING £0 still on the beach, 
Watching the sails glowing hazily, 
Peiting the waves you can reach, 


Look—thro’ the dim yellow haze 
Lurks a wild storm in the -ky, 

Shadowing out the black dars 
When your first loving shall die. 


Still sitting flushea in your pride? 
Hear se no stir in the air? 
See! the chill tongue «f the tide 


Goop BYE.”’ 


Etching ” is well worth study, and Miss Hill on the “ Homes of the 
London Poor’’ should attract the notice of our legislators. 


The perennial Chambers’s Journal flourishes as verdantly as ever. 
““Denny’s Intentions ”’ is an ingenious and dramatic story, and ‘‘ The 
Best of Husbands’’ has become almost breath-suspending in its inten- 
sity. Of the other papers much could be said in praise, did our limited 
space allow. 

The New Monthly seems to have settled down to its work steadily. 
If its verse is a little below the average, much of its prose may be fairly 
thrown into the other side of the balance. 

In the Young Gentleman's Jules Verne's story of ‘‘ The Field of Ice”’ 
moves along readably, and is interesting if not sensational just 
now. A “ Reminiscence of a Night Watch” will amuse the 
youngsters. 

Tinsley’s is much the same as usual ; that is to say, a ponnyworth of 
feeble verse and some padding papers, to an almost intolerable amount 
of serial. 

In the Gentleman's we have a capital instalment of Red Spinner’s 
fishing papers, and a poem by Robert Buchanan. Mr. Evelyn 
Jerrrold’s ‘ French Stage ’’ is readable, even if not always correct ; and 
Mrs. Cowden Clarke is of course good. 


Choke in her poisonous breath, 
Heediess of honour and troth, 

Til: the great ocean of death 
Sitently bury you both. 


— 


These verses, extracted from Messrs. 4. Lynes and Son's 
markable Magazine, ‘' Folios and Fashions,'’ are one of the 


Cnet aon flow Licks you, to bid you *‘ beware!” undrei excellent contributions which the wenderfu! volume 

Silver-decked, silver- onxued slaves. Still, with » smile and a jest, contains. Our readers should oy all means write te the 

Merciless tyrants - Tempt ye‘the wrath oi thesea? Corner ef Holywell Lane, Shoreditch, or to Kensington House, 

bmiling u'er deep-hidden graves IT, @ would learn whas is best Ludgate Hill, tor a copy of the book, and it wil: be sent them 

. : Tura from each other, and flee. gratis and post free by those celebrated Merchant Tailors 

; ‘ rv 

Type of your lives, see as Your deeds shal refi) yeur calm ! E inant metinn Lenses wet meee Se Saw when enn 

Fou cast the stones iying ; on ——— een wd life ! ‘| a book, the most elegant Belgravian might do worse thau 
Making the eddies spin round! Seandal sball bring you to strife! visit them. 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoen'x Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) af 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, June 13, 1874. 
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THE AMATORY FISH. 


Ir nearly makes me shiver, 
Yet now and then I wish, 
‘That Love were like a river 
And I were like a fish ;— 
‘To glide below the ripple, 
Amidst my finny tribe, 
And seek no other tipple 
Than water to imbibe. 


A fish, however ting— 
A minnow or a smelt— 
Must feel its day as shiny 
As day was ever felt. 
And free of molestation, 
By night it calmly sleeps ; 
Or, wrapped in contemplation, 
Its lonely vigil keeps. 


No angler should allure me 
By piscatory skill, 
Nor on a hook secure me 
With perforated gill. 
The only earthly reason 
To tempt me up on high, 
Would be a wish to seize on 
The unsuspicious fly. 


And Love would be around me, 
Beneath me and above. 
When anybody found me 
He’d find me still in love. 
Although it makes me shiver, 
I can’t give up the wish, 
That Love were like a river 
And I were like a fish. 


2 Givin 
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Ohe, jam satis. 


We see it stated that Mr. Tennyson is writing more 
Idytis of the King, that in fact one is finished, and all 
will be published ere long. Really out of regard to 
our bookshelves we trust this is not the fact. We 
cannot find room for all these volumes—“ tiers, Idyll 
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AT LAST. 


Irishman (seeing hind quarter of Lamb on Butcher's slab) :—“Br tue 


tiers.” Powers! AN’ SHURE THE Join LAYIN’ DOWN WID’ THE Laméb!” 








OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Srk Witrrm Lawson tried to stop the adjournment for the Derby 
Day. It is not true that he was seen on the Downs—unless he was 
selling ginger-beer in the interests of Temperance. = Bismarck is 
better. Paris, however, will not illuminate on that account. = The 
Premier has announced that Parliament has a great dealtodo. We 
have always thought so. We havealso thought it seldom does it. = 
Great agitation over the Public Worship Bill. And yet no one has 
introduced a clause to limit sermons to a quarter of an hour! — Awful 
row in the French Assembly, owing to Gambetta’s insolence. As if 
that were anything new! — Launch of Castalia, twin-ship intended to 
oe sea-sickness. It might as well be intended to abolish human 

olly. = Rochefort has been justifying the Commune. We should 
have thought by this time he would know better than to burn petro- 
leum in his Lanterne. =: School Board of London proposes to teach 
girls cookery. But is not this likely to lead to frying-pan-theism ? = 
A famous French Republican General was buried the other day. 
The funeral of the Republic may be expected shortly. = Starving 
Hindoos got upa food-riot at Darjeeling. Military administered a 
tonic. It was steel. — Mr. Newdegate protests against being counted 
out. We think his talk should be counted din. = New air-machine at 
the House of Commons. For the convenience of those members who 
like to talk empty air. = It is a curious fact that each and every 
_— prophet is the “‘ only one” who gave the three first horses in 
Derby. = Weather muggy. Perhaps we should say pint-potty, 

it was such a thirsty time. 








Welsh Morality. 


THe Llanidloes Telegraph is a triumph of journalism, and a eredit to 
Wales. But we are not sure that the Principality will altogether 
appreciate its curious revelations as to morality which has always 
been considered rather a weak point in the land of Snowdon. One 
column of the journal is headed by a dainty cut of an infant cruelly 
exposed by being deserted in the middle of a wreath of roses—and 


VOL. XIX. 


thorns, we presume. This heralds the births. The deaths are pre- 
ceded by the portrait of a funeral urn apparently smoking a very bad 
cigar—though it may be meant, for a torch—with one hand, while 
with the other it is shaving an hour-glass with a scythe. The 
marriages are ushered-in by another bad cigar surmounting a male 
hand squeezing the finger of a female ditto, When we get beyond 
the cuts we find that the death recorded is that of a commander in the 
Royal Navy to a Miss Williams. The marriages are yet more 


puzzling. 


ewtown. 

May 25, Mrs. M—— E——, Welshp I, aged 78. 

May 19, Mr. R—— W-——-, late po cer, Caersws, aged 73. 

May 19, at H——, Montgomery, the wife of J-——- M——, Eaq. 
It is puzzling to find the three first} people going through the 
ceremony of iage with nobody, and entering on the matrimonial 
estate single-handed. But it is startling to find somebody’s wife not 
only committing bigamy, but actually announcing the fact. We must 
have an Eisteddfod over this! 


A Double Intender. 


Accorpin¢ to the English, Irish, and Scotch telegrams in connection 
with “the largest circulation in the world” there are some curious 
people living in the provincial portions of this happy om. One 
of them whose residence was at Dover is dead, but he took a rare lot of 
killing if we are to judge by the following :— 

DOVER. 

A gentleman named William Mills, ing at Buckland, committed suicide thi 

ore with mee ne otaae saat bis pocket stating that deca 
wi ° 
eyesight was the cause of his destroying himself. 
There is a phase of gymnastics about this which is positively 
refreshing, and might be tried with effect by members of the German 
Turnverein, by the kind permission of the re Telegraph proprietors, 
who have patented the process. Or better still, some of the members 
of the staff might try it on themselves. 




























































FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 17, 1874. 
A DOUBTFUL MEASURE. 


Tr must puzzle:the wits 
Of the Licensed’ Vits 
. To find how the Great Tory Ministry fits, 
: A very mild scheme 
: To accomplish the dream 
Of rushing from Bruce to the other extreme. 
They get but a.eup and they wanted a can— 
It’s much the-same measure but not the sameman. 
And he doesn’t much profit as ‘far as we see 
By his friends and-supporters, the great Licensed V. 


He carried the day 
For Conservative sway ;— 
But the Tories don’tsseem very grateful, not they ! 
e'll find’’twas-no use 
To get-rid of tis Bruce, 
And only Cross purposes thereby produce. 
Ho ts but a.cup where he wanted acan. 
And he finds it a great dissappointment, poor-man ; 


‘For beten dsdeegking of the castleyhe'dihe 
“With tHe Toriesiin power, did the great Liegnsed V. 
ek 


Tr is high time that the Society for the Treventionef Crueltyito 
Animals, or the Committee.ofithe Dogs’ Home took stepaito disabuse 


the weak mind of the general public of the hydrophobia,panic which 
has set in. Journals, which are supposed to.disouss practically and 
scientifically the breeding and training of dogs, ‘have done-more\harm 

Lb throwing epen ‘their columns ito:the letters.af imexpe- 


rigneed-er people, .w 
nee * A brief treatise by a.competent authority 
would do aw good, andvits distribution. would do.something to 
connteract \the ,prevailing jidiotcy and preserve lives more or legs 
valualile. er— beyond :the fact that nine..qut of every ‘ten dogs 
| ‘hy intelligent constables, assisted by equally intelligent 
; wobs, aremet even in a fit but simply lost. nervous—more than 
| half theepeeple who persuade themsélwes.they are suffering from 
hvdropbobia are simply frightening ‘themsélwes into»tetanic spasms. 
If it were not so wicked, the spectacle of a fullegrown policeman and 
four hundred fools running after a small terrier, thirsting for its 
blood, would be simply ludicrous, It is strange that in.a country 
where dogskin gloves are common wear, people should be ignorant of 
the fact that a dog does not perspire threugh the skin but 
through the tongue; and that a lost and hunted dog hanging out his 
tongue and foaming at the mouth is an object of pity, likea horse in 
a lather, and is suffering from fatigue and terror, not madness. 











Rather ! 
Ir is a little surprising:to find'that business Manchester is opening 
an inm on ‘the philanthropic ‘basis of large outlays and no 


ment put forth concerning it— 
It being, moreover, intended to make ‘the building subservient more to the 
of 


instruction and education of the masses rather than for the realisation.of extra- , 


ordinary dividends. 
“it being moreover”’ proved that even charities, which bring ‘in a 


dividend, do the most good for their objects, we don’t see our way to 
) ating the shareholders. ‘We ~are, however, -happy 


formation of English sentences. 


4 _-Wide.of the Mark. 
Txe Broad Arrow has become poetical, Hitherto it has been an 
excellent practical exponent of the needs of the services. But in 
noting events-on the Queen's: birthday it warmed up to the genuine 
i It relates how at Chatham— | 
¢ + : of " * 

| _ At twelve o’dlock the guns of Fort a commenced firing a royal salute, 

We all remember how at the Battle of the Baltic’ the guns 


inind mitts geatlamen mbo.songht 
ee erie 6 naa, 
3a, gun therefore ig, by. the Muse with both mouth and lips, 
e bard of the Broad Arrow is in ing it.as giving. 
ie Ee ieee moe 








FUN. 


| miss the popularity it deserves. 







ivide the chief ho 


| wields the ddton. 








ho seem to livevonly for theypurpose of 





aqnart 
profits. In the not particularly elegant language of ‘the first announce- | 


to 
forwart them this contribution'to ‘instruction and ¢ducation”’ in the 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Ir exquisite music, excellent acting and singing, and admirable 
mounting are the elements of success, then is Giroflé-Girofia at the 
Opera Comique a hit. It was so in Brussels, and will be so in Paris, 
and it should be so in England if the British public had not its 
peculiar taste—taste in this instance representing a minus quantity. 
There is, be it at once admitted, no air in the operetta which can be 
ground on organs or whistled by street-boys ; and hence the piece may 

It abounds in passages of great 

-heauty, but of equal brevity, which, like that gem of Gounod’s opera, 
where Faust offers his arm to Marguerite and is refused, are ‘“‘ momen- 
asasound.” M. Mario-Widmer and Mdlle. Luigini, of course, 
nours, but M. Jolly is a good second, with Madame 
Melorme, who is not, however, so well suited as in Madame Angot ; and 
M.'Ginet makes much of Moursouck. But as is usual on the foreign 


| stage, everybody, those with half a dozen words to speak, and even 
4*those who don’t speak but simply look, must be praised for throwing 


themselves into their parts with entire earnestness. Frequent encores 
were called for, and the artists were summonied before the curtain, M. 
Lecocq also obtaining a hearty reception, which he acknowledged by 
bowing from a box. A similar welcome might have been given to M. 
Hunibert of the Fantaisies Parisiennes, who was also present, and to 
whose discernment the production of this piece and ita elder sister is 
due. The orchestra is an excellent one, worthy of M. Warnots, who 
We venture to predict.a long run for the opera, but 
think the audiences will consist of those who recognise and appreciate 
good music rather than of the general public which likes to whistle the 
ibégende, Jadis les Rois, or the Cheeur des Conspirateurs on account of 
‘the lively taking nature of the airs, which can affect even the internal 
machinery of a barrel organ. It would be unfair to close our notice 
without a word of praise for the appointments. The dresses are 
beautiful, and, while superb in richness, are remarkable for taste. 


At the French Plays Madame Pasca, who has been the first 
favourite of St. Petersburg and should therefore be a success here 
now, when everything Russian is the rage, has played La Fiammina, 
and more recently Cora in L’ Article Quarante Sept. The plot is full of 
strong interest, and there are situations (of which she fully availed 
herself) that are tragic in their intensity. Her appealto the man who 
has marred her fatal beauty, and whom she has consigned to the 
galleys in revenge, was admirably rendered. Somehow ‘je ¢’aiime’ and 
‘mon amour’ on French lips have a power of expression that cannot be 
conveyed in our mild ‘I love you” and ‘my love.’ Didier has a part 
which gives him but small opportunity; as has Schey. Bithaut, 
Leprevost, and Dalbert were excellent; while the ingénue of Miss 
Kelly, and the Marceline of Madame Davenay left nothing to be 


desired. 

At the St. James’s Mr. Fairlie has strengthened his programme by 
producing East Lynne, dramatised some years back by Mr. John 
Oxenford for Avonia Jones. Since the adaptation was first put on the 
boards, several very eminent actresses have essayed the principal 
eharacter, Lady Isabel Carlyle ; but with one exception—that of Mrs. 
Vezin—none we think have been more successful than the present 
holder of the rdle, Miss Rose Coghlan, who is a thorough artist, and is 
sure.to become a great public favourite. ‘The acting generally is very 
good, particularly that of Mr. L. S. Boyne and Miss Hollingsheed, 
the jlatter of whom we fancy we haveseen in the provinces, under 
another mame: The opera-bonfle of Vert-Vert still runs merrily); and 
‘a wgany pure-minded- people profess to be greatly shocked at the 


As a rule speculation is ‘“‘ more” for profit “rather then’”’ for Joss, and | Ripirelle, we should liketo know why they are silent about. cartain 


other entertainments in\the metropolis, which, unlike the dance,at the 
St. James's, have nothing beyend indecency to recommend them. 
Surely what is wrong at one theatre cannot .be right at another, unless 
there is to be a:new theatrical code of ‘ extenuating circumstances.” 
Mr. ‘Burnand’s latest attempt at the Vaudeville Theatre-— Here's 


| Another Guy Mann ering—is a very curious piece of workmanship, and 


seems ‘written to thattheaxiom about the lowest depths.and the 
deeper: still is.applicable to burlesque as well as to other things. It-is, 
though; worth while knowing that we have gone as far as we:can in 
degradation of literature and art by means of this kindof entertain- 
ment,.and-now perhaps'the journey will take a turn for the better. 
Messrs. James and Thome do much, but even they cannot always 
eommand. mirth when.an author will insist on providimg melancholy ; 
and ‘the'feminine.élement is very weak at the Vaudeville just ow.n 
‘Lhe comedy, though good and attractive, is, we are informed, to be 
withdrawn shortly. 





Long ‘may it flourish ! 


We clip this from a weekly contemporary. 
& botontinus, or. Roman agremensorial mark of centuriation, has been discovere 


at South 
‘We beg to implore our readers to take a firm. grip of their front teeth 


béfore trying to repeat that remark aloud. 
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REPLIES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


[Collated from various literary journals,.and reprinted here with a total 
disregard of taste, fitness, courtesy, and sense. | 


DiscouraAGEDMoTHER.— Yes; Jo can be broken of the habit of 
smoking his father’s pipe by charging it with gunpowder if you will 
put. in aheavy enough charge and ram it well home. At least it will 
cure/him of smoking that particular pipe, unless he has more patience, 
ingenuity, aniglue than most small are endowed with. If the 
pipe: hase very*brief stem thisplan will also break him of employing 
ee bY -mouth for any mega | aereee wa and aS 
gomevery expensive to boys of limited income; those that they are 

ing of very little practical utility,intended for orna- 
ment rath lan service. If you cannot procure gunpowder ask for 
picrate of! paralysis, and sce that you get it; the picrate man will try 
to: put: you nitro-stomachache. _ 

SrupEntT.—Dogs were first imported into this country by the Ber- 
serkers in tlag middle of the seventh century. How our ancestors got 
on without<@my dogs is a rather complex subject upon which we 
decline to-extter further than to say they didn’t. Rabies, if we do 
not mistake, is the name of a battlefield, but we suppose it does not 
make much difference whether it is or not, if you are good; one can- 
not expect to have things all his own way in this world. The 
important point is to have as many things as you can get, some way. 

Loverr.—We do not keep a solicitor, but such legal advice as we 
have in stock we cheerfully sell. Tf your landlady worries you about 
the rent there are three courses open to you—the stairease, the 
passage, and the front door. Take themall, and your luggage if she 
will let. you, and don’t bother:a: respectable editor about:such common- 

ty every-day occurrences ss your refusal to pay your debts. You 
amt seem to remember that the editorial mind has enough to do in 
keeping the seasons up to their work, and making the days of the 
week follew one another in the sequence laid down for them by the 
dimanackers. ‘Then there are the isothermal lines to be kept from 


‘cua Yourm:—You would like to fire the Ephesian dome of 
ur heart with some notable examplke of loyalty worthy of emulation, 


che Tt won't fetch you in arything, but you may try it. So here 
oes:—When the «gneen of France was besieged in Damietta she 


g : ; 
= edid knight and made him swear an oath of the 
calles eananamiamioply with any request she might make. She 
then, with camsMerdble: misgiving, asked him to cut off her head as 
goon as the cens sfiould make ‘themselves masters of the town. 
She felt very much aelieved when the excellent old fellow assured her 
he had already thought of it! You will probably never have an 
opportunity to display your faveurite virtue so conspicuously as that ; 
butif you possess the necessary qualifications you can always vote for 
the-onservative candidate, and thatis a good deal. 
Butrenman.—Ait, you fool, was,aecording to Bryant (Anc. Myth.), 
a Phenician title of Ham, the Sun. Places of Sun-worship were 
Ath-yr, wlience Ethiopia. Aur, Or,—light 


out a Tie son of Ham was Chus, or Chus-or— 
iT Lites his death,’ says Sanconiathon, “they worshipped 


! them, seeing he conan: anak = 
Urns, as everybody knows. who knews anything, was begotten wis 
= i into whick Osiris fell and uaforta- 
aud. fran Mushet, whem we 
camnat: says of this nos ag does not 
meme the xrvex; “for the description evidently refers to a persom. 

wae’ Gd not know anything about figurative language. 


Vyphon, signifies a wind. The very ancient i 
Seibold Geis seal boy who was.set afloat on a lotus, or water- 
but this is obviously a crib. Co 








to which in your vocation you have daily access, it is =e 
fa in yon to be ignorant of these th our time of I = 
Azaminra.—If none ¢ yeur ee te pee ‘to imioduce 

i & 7 disehasge them. 

eclffeh odes Viel ie k ail‘tothemselwes. Clear your’ 

shebres.of thematonce! But we ite like yourrdascription of 

the qgeutfeman's eyes. =“: ma orbs’ we sioald suppose | 
contivan Anyhow they would fieesssolid mu:cold westter, and how 
would: you: Fike @ kusband with‘two big hailstonos ee ie 

sean to-have: been readimg-mevels, young lady. An : 


JORN maar.—No; we cannot tell you & remedy Bao! beans, 
the nose. A very good preventive 1s to keep away from 
after having called our paper “an influenzal organ. “ 

Constant ReapER.—Continue to read constantly, leetiog: tee ——_ 
of subjects more and more a8 you find yourself bite (eee, a 
“er Si ao i i ae oo ces Se “hel time the 
but those discussed 1 ' eth 

i ivi ou—whether a man ought to sleep with ‘his 
vere ‘the a ‘te he east—will have ceased to allure your 
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imagination and elicit your enthusiasm. 
are Now 60 engaging will be seen perching in solemn rows along the 
various branches knowledge, divested of their fine feathers, and 
revealed in all their naked insignificance. You will care for nothing 
because you will. kmow nothing, and may perhaps be elected a vestry- 


man. 
you allude- were first published 


All the other problems which 


hare lines to which 
in this jo everso long ago. They appested amenymously, and 
their ascription to the Poet Laureate has never ha@any @anction from 
us, aud perhaps never will have during that gentlemad's life. The 
last. stanza you quote incorrectly— misled dowbtiees by the malignant 
ye of some jealous contemporary. It dignid be read thus, if 


Sir Buster, jousting by the surly bade, 
Drave with a sudden thrust his rig 
Against afelling mill-wheel. thabday 
And all the night that followed, Buster rose ; 
And all the next day and its night he 1a 
Some say it hurt him, but the os aoe 
Say nothing, only shake their d sigt, 
I only know he was cremated thence, 
Nor lingered long his gases by the beck. 

But what all this has to do with ratepaying is not quite clear. 


Litrte Miti1e.—Certainly, darling; the cat was created solely for 
your diversion, and it is a piece of arrant insolence for it to swear 
when you insert your finger in its eye, or break its tail with the taek- 
hammer. You say you would like to “ kiss the editor” of this paper. 
Let ussee: by your letter we judge you to be about seven years of 
age. Woe are very busy just now, Millie; would you mind waiting 
say twelve years ? 

Ciara.—We like the style of your letter very much; it is written 
straight, punctuated with careful precision, and every word begins with 
@ capital letter. Yvuur grammar is novel, and your orthography pos- 
sesses individuality. Adi the same we cannot tell you who wrote the 
recently concluded magazine story called “Dead Sorrow Skin.” 
That is because we have mot seen it, dear. Yes; we are very 
decidedby of opinion that another magazine emtitied “‘ Horace 
without His ‘I'ogs,” would be improper for # young lady, 
though we have not seen that either. Cosrect the dant of your 
admiratiompeints. 

Ocrocewantan.—Wait a bit and you wem'$ meed am auewer. Wo 
ee et mavethe pl i mame in 


casure of mesting with 
thes e6lumn of the lea ou te swoll 
thaliana nendamon sity eee wee, farewell. 


GEORGE. 


T waver saw him ; but I know 
He had the luck some timeago 

A chain to forge 
Whick bids a gentle maid's affection 
About each tender recollection 

Of Mr. George. 


For if you meation him she sighs, 
And drops her meditative eye» 

And thinks of Georgie, 
Whom many men would like te bore 


With blade or ball, and im his gore 
Have quite am orgie. 


And ‘tis enough to make them wish 
To have his heart upon # dish, 
And Ze, 
To hear the of way 
In which the damasdf oft will say 
of George. 


And yet it can’t compare with names 
Like Wilkin, or James, 

Or Heaekiah, 
Then think how nies my name would be 
H£only once she— 





re 





Shame! 


Tre of the unfortunate Claimant is sfill continued. 
They have made a tailor of him in prison. Only think what he must 
suffer in being reduced, from his natural bulk, to the ninth part of a 


map !' 


—_— - 


To True Friends of Education. 
Sucazst a substitute for the frequent low readings of the barometer! 


Se 
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PROMETHEUS DANCES THE HIGHLAND FLING- 


RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY 
No. IIT. 
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THE DREAM LEFT TO THE 
GREAT (MPROYEMEN 





HAMLET TAKEN WORSE THAN EVER. 


,THE TERRIOR OF CHILDHOOD 


M® ARMITAGE TAKES PICKLED PORK FOR SUPPER & HAS ANOTHER DREAM OF FAIR WOMEN 
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A DOUBTFUL MEASURE. 


“J SAY, MISS, YE DON’T CALL THIS FULL MEASURE, DO YE? 


9»? 
. 


ITS ALL FROTH 


J. B. (to Barmaid) 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, NO. 377. 


Ir June would consider 
What flowers suffer under, 
Or I were its bidder, 
*Twould use the June thunder 
“The strong insect-ridder.’’ 
Tf not shall we have any roses, I wonder! 


1. “* Oh, give me back my Arab steed,” 
And [’ll to Islington proceed, 
And there exhibit it indeed. 


2. He lost his bride 
‘ Who was hidden inside 
That detestable thing, 
An oak-chest with a spring. 
3. This slanderer could smile and smile 
And be a villain all the while, 
And Techter acted him in style. 


4, They call it light, 
3ut heavy igs price is; 
And it isn’t bright, 
And its smell not nieé is. 


5. Double, double 
‘ofl artd trouble ; 
Work is weary, life’s a bubble! 


6. She ran for the Oaks. She ran like a bird, 
But she wasn’t first, and she wasn’t third. 


7. Remarks, which oft are simply tude, 
Men wish to have as this construed. 
But not a bit 
Say I! With wit, 
‘Not insolence, is this imbued. 


8. Where was Widdrington, when he 
Lost his legs below the knee ? 


SotuTion or Acrostic, No. 375.—Derby Horse: 
Deathwatch, Echo, Ramoneur, Bass, Yoke. 


CorreorSo.ivutions or Acrostic No. 375, received 10th June :— 
Rude donatus; Spheroid; White and Brown; A little Fog-bird ; 
Gyp ;-Alwime M.; Pimlico Tom Cat; Rodrigo; Leibig Family ; 
Akaysee; Sideropolitai; Pollaky; Chookanook and Kune; 
Ismeer; Nevarec; Fern; Smug; E. 8. J. L.; Buggins and 
Muggins; Ozone; Brice; 17; All the Family; Mars; Ruby’s 
Ghost; G. F. B. and J. 8. H.; E. E. M. B.; Nolo; W. W. G. W.; 
Double or Quits; Mufiles ; Tamaroo Spigwitiin; Cliff; Nell and 
Pons; Slodger and Tiney; Meggie ; Allie and Liz; X. Q.; Ada 
N.; Charley and Ti; Margate Vic; Little A and Big O.; Hart. 


eee <eeen 


Our Unhung Critic Expresses his Disapproval of 
Personalities in Journalism, 
To tHE Epitor or Fun. 

Sir,—Qne Grile, a Dod, who writes things, has presumed to take 
my name in.vain. He says he met me in the Zoo. He may have 
Dod. But idoes he remember a conversation whieh took place in the 
Mon kayAhouse between himself and the Biue-Nosed Baboon? Does he 
rementaeranything being said about a strawberry.mark on the left 
nostril aed.a long lost brother? I doo. When this Grile had been 
removed by‘the Wombat and the Cassowary I had some conversation 
(not about family matters, ha, ha!) with the Blue-Nosed Baboon ; and 
says the B.-N. B. to me, “If ever that Grile sasses you again do you 
put this to him: 

“Tf the wearing of the Highland costume were universal, why 
would they human race cease to exist ? 

‘“* Because everybody would be ‘ Kilt entirely.’ 

‘“‘ That’li fetch him,’’ concluded the B.-N. B., borrowing a new half- 
crown from a passing stranger. Do you feel bad, xow Dod Grile? I 
think I’ve bruised your oats for you. 


Bar ofithe House of Commons. 


Tue Unuvune Critic. 





Wanted! 


Ws extract the following from the Birmingham Morning News :— 
DOMESTIC SERVANTS. 


WANTED, by a respectable Widower, a comfortable middle-aged Woman, with 
some little means. A comfortable home ensured.—Address, F., &c. 


fF. in this case does not stand for Fool, for he is remarkably anxious, 

to judge by his iteration, for “comfort.” But for the heading 

“Domestic ants’ which after all means much the same thing as 

‘¢ Wives,” he might be fairly suspected of an intention to disqualify 

as a widower—especially as he wants a servant with “some little 
” 


means. 











EQUITY. 





; Boy (who has been caught by Policeman cutting his Initials on a Telegraph 
Post) :—‘* Wuy DON’T YER RUN IN THAT G.P.O. THEN—AS 
EV’ RY POST IN THE ROAD’’? 


Is CUT OUT ON 








A SHELLFISH IDEA. 


Ir was for us 
That phosphorus 
Was hoarded in the lobster up 
That action sane 
In every brain 
It might of toiling nob stir up. 


The deuce, if err- 
ing Lucifer 
Kept lobsters short of phosphorus, 
*Twould surely play ;— 
’T would steal away 


Our brains—a fearful loss for us! 





Nottingham Lambentable. 


NorrTincHam has always been an exceptional town. Yet thengh 
it was noted for lambs without innocence, we hardly expected it to 
boast tr—— no, inexpressibles, with bosoms. But it does! Look 
here— 


At the Town Hall, Nottingham, a woman named Mary Ann Walker, 2, 
about forty years of age, was with having stabbed Joseph Woolbin.— 


Senpeens oster said on Saturday night he met the prosecutor who told him that 
he been stabbed by the prisoner. He took her into custody. The man’s 


trousers (produced) two cuts on them, one on the thigh and the other on the 
breast. 


Trousers in Nottingham evidently boast advantages, of which shirts 
and vests have hitherto been supposed to have the exclusive 


possession. 
Latest from the Law Lisp. 


Tr is stated that judgment for the prisoners has been given in the 
Koth succession case. y °’Koth it wath! 


—-- + ++ 
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THE HORSE SHOW, 1874. 


Srx Fgser Fiyixrc—a Svuaerstep Apprrion To THE Rina. 


Ure Right! His language was bad, but his French was not, and he probably said 


Jiétrissure. Will somebody kindl 


ur contemporary 


Tene is on the staff of the Daily Telegraph a tleman whose said they “inan ted.” @ statue of Bunyan, 20 why not inaugurate a 


oe et ie a e aaa that, journal noms —_ book ?—a copy of Ollendorf’s easy method for the benefit of this galling 
strange havoc has been made of the language a leader-writer who | “@llican ? 
amy now song, ee nee oF patie to Saseawn Melese- Pe ees chery cu 
g ago ene e vre as “ ; : 
Havesios,” 00 if pebalation stone Sif 1 and he’ repested Mire Ease at Mine Inn. 
offence so often e cannot, as bungling writers love to : ¢ ae 
sth sempentity to tho mck-ndaing pir nan ea cE] oe pet t,t Ss el 
| 8. e other day he gave us a description o "8 announce and the L 
hahoslonr ab Versuilien amd kindly ould thet the omtes, after callin ee ee ae HEARSE, built by George Thomson & 
the Bonapartists misérables—“ a term which is only feebly i : : 
by the w ord, wretches ’—added that he meant the as more than | This is a novel attraction for an hotel to offer. Perhaps it is meant 
hearse-eries. 


an insult—for a fidtrisseur. We beg leave to think he didn’t say so. | for bean-feasts and other anniv- 


 ceesesttiadiieentetine: ane ondinemonet ene ee 


~~ eee 


Se ee ee 
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TURF TOPICS. 


Tue success achieved by us over recent sporting events has been so 
great and undoubted that we have determined upon opening our 
columns for the discussion of matters in connection with the turf. 
Already several letters have been received which wa print without 
comment, chiefly because the writers display very admirable notions 
on the subjects chosen by them; and because Augspur, who was 
specially retained to edit the sporting correspondence, has had to be 
discharged for insubordination, intoxication, intolerance, ineradica- 
bility, and, above all, inchoateness, the results of a too palpable and 
unexpected triumph, and @ consequent desire to lay violent hands not 
only on all the gifts which were sent by a grateful clientéle, but on 
the editor of this journal as well, who knows the rights of his position 
and will ever maintaim them, come what'may. Perhaps the following 
correspondence will show that we are determined to have our own 
way :— 

Srr,—People do not seem to be aware that the turf is fast decaying, 
and that in a few years mansions will be rearing their lofty brows 
where now the speedy racer takes-his preliminary canter. The spread 
of the population is now so vast:in great Britain and Ireland, and the 
desire for sanitary improvement isso wide and so utterly unintelligible, 
that the present acreage will soon be insufficient for the maintenance 
of one messuaye or tenement with hereditaments and offices attached 
to each individual. Therefore, sir, the turf must give way, and this is 
shown by the fact that when the ground is all built on there can be 
no racecourses. Happily, however, I have hit upon an expedient, by 
which after all, and despite the rise in the population, and in the price 
of provisions, the high mettled racer may be preserved to us and to 
future generations. This is it. When Epsom Downs are to be built on 
—and that the time will come is evident by the arguments I have 
adduced—let the houses be built all of exactly one height, with flat or 
slightly undulating roofs, and the difficulty is at once overcome. The 
horses can be stabled up in the attics, and the racing, if not the turf, 
can go on.as rapidly as ever. I trust that the expediency of these 
remarks will be fully understood and appreciated, and, in the mean- 
time, I am, yours obediently, An Eyz To THe Furs. 


Srr,—I take up my pen borne down with the importance of the 
subject I have in hand, and feeling sure you will see the justice of m 
remarks. Admiral Rous has very justly said, and I say so ped 
though perhaps I shouldn’t, that while England is an island she must 
keep her head above water. When England ceases to be an island 
she will sink down below the level of nations, and as she goes down, 
the turf will go down with her. It is useless to overlook the sig- 
nificance of this fact, by which I am prepared to stand or fall; and in 
the hope that the lessun will not be lost on you and other sporting 
authorities, I beg to subscribe myself, FORESIGHT. 





Srr,—I am the happy father of a family of six. Two of them are 
daughters who play and sing the livelong day, making the house me- 
lodious with their joyous carolings. As it is no secret, I may as well 
inform you that the other four are sons, any one of whom might bless 
a parent’s heart. Ah, sir, that same heart beats with a tumultuous 
joy as I tell you that all six are members of the Peckham Rye Band 
of Hope, and that the cheerfulness of my house,—its mirth, its 
melody, its music, and its meridiaxiic joy—is untainted with the 
odowr of intoxicating liquor. We are happy and we need not ginger, 
as Shakespeare somewhere pertinently has it—we are mirthful and 
require no stimulant. But it was not of liquor I was about to speak. 
It was of the swingeing and well deserved castigation given to the 
lovers of that terrible and truculent turf by our great Sir Wilfrid I 
wished to remark in the name of myself and the olive branches who 
now surround me as I write. What I say is this, sir. Many persons 
have attempted to throw doubt upon what Sir Wilfrid said about the 
Derby, when he stood up in his place in the House, and utterly 
confounded the Commons. Many persons say they have been and 
have not discovered the truth of the eminent abstainer’s description. 
There are none so blind as those who will not see. But on the other 
hand, sir, I wish you to record, that I and my family, as the 
representatives of a great and believing body, are firmly convinced 
that what Sir Wilfrid Lawson said of racing was true; and we are the 
more sure of this as it is our pride to say that we have never seen a 
Derby, nor an Ascot, nor even @ Newmarket; and neither has our 


leader. ‘Thus shall truth prevail. Yours obediently, 
A. HypRANT. 





Srr,—The Betting Act is un fait accompli, and Glasgow breathes 
once more. Once rid of those pests of wae the betting men, the 
air of Scotland will resume its true commercial tone, and, purged of 
the. iniquity of racing matters, Caledonia will once again hold up 
her head amid the nations of the earth and strive for supremacy by 
means of her righteous children in the stock and share markets. And 
what for no? I have now a wee bit speculation on hand, which is 


worth the attention of all who dinna mind a little risk for their bawbees. 
I wish to say in your courteous 


But that is not the point. journal 
guid men of Glasgy are to be free fra 


how happy we are that the 
the wickednesses of the turf and all its teraptations. Betting is a 
GLASWEGIAN. 


fearful evil. 








THE UNSELFISH LOVER. 


Go away, Amelia Jane! 
You are not pleasant, you are plain, 
I’ve told you that 
Both round and flat 
Again—again—and yet again. 


Amelia Jane! I’ve often said 
You're not the girl I’d care to wed. 
I’ve said it twice, 
I’ve said it thrice,— 
Let’s try some other theme instead. 


So then your aunt, Amanda Bere, 

Is dead at last—what’s this I hear ? 
Can it be true— 
You say !—to you 

She’s left five hundred pounds a year. 


Amelia Jane! Let me explain 
There are some men intent on gain, 
Who might demand 
That little hand— 
Such schemes I should observe with pain. 


You need protection, or some elf 
Will simply marry you for pelf: 
There's but one plan 
To foil that man— 
It is—to marry you myself! 





The Heathen Chinee. 


Tue ingenious question put forward some years ago as to whether, 
supposing by uttering a word in Paris you would cause the 
simultaneous death of a mandarin at Pekin, it would be murder to 
speak it, has “ got?stood t’other end up.’’ It appears, from a recent 
decision of the Birkenhead magistrates, confirmed by the Court of 
Queen’s Bench, that a mandarin at Pekin by facing the tea he sends 
to England with mineral matter and Prussian blue, can cause a small 

ocer in England to be fined for adulteration. ‘‘ We are ruined by 
Chinese cheap‘labour.” And, like Nye, we think this is going too far} 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 

panted ae stamped’ and directed envelope ; and we do not held ourselwes 
esponsible for loss. j 

A Susscripsr.—The joke is not like the box. It is not “made out of 


your own head.” 
— (Margate).—You don’t see the meaning of what you send. 


H. (Fenchurch-street).—We have always been told that lawyers were 
good at preying. Let them pray! 


W. (Liverpool).—The subject is nearly exhausted. ; 
Gray Marz.—The remark is correct. For once the grey mare is the 


—inferior animal. 

CRACKED MATHEMATICIAN.—We don’t undertake to answer mathe- 
matical questions. 

D. (Cheapside).—Cheap—no, dearsidedly not! 

Coxon SENsE wants to know why the House should adjourn for Derby 
Day. We don’t usually reply to such questions, but we will answer this 
time—Because if the angle of reflection is equal to the square of the 
hypothenuse, together with twice the rectangle of Regent Circus—well, 
then of course the bottom comes out of the tub, and, as has been frequently 
observed, she married the barber. ; 

Cricket.—You’d batter not try that again or you'll catch it. 

C. A. (Bow).—What is the allusion ? aor 

Declined with thanks:—R., Liverpool; G. W. S.; Regular er ; 
A. P.S., Musselburgh ; “Off,” Brighton; H. G. F., Ealing; Wallaby; C. 
W. E., Knightsbridge ; T. R., Dorchester; F., Ca mberwell; G. S., Leeds; 
F. F., Brighton ; Sigma ; Anti-female-suffrage; K. Mack, Portman- square ; 
A. H., Clapham-common; Candid Peel; Fifeshire ; W. '‘M. Victoria; 
C. G., Stoke-on-Trent; A Curious Woman; D., Liverpool; Animal; H., 
Kennington; A. F., Borough ; S., Pimlico ; Robert ; S., Armagh ; C., We 
borough-villas; H., St. John’s-wood; 8S. M.; F. Rathmines; M. N. O. ; 
Longshanks ; F.,Glasgow ; Rupert; Clodhopper; R., Manchester; Derbyite ; 
C. S. D.; M., Leeds. 
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A SORDID VIEW. 


Swell (reading bill) to waiter .— ‘Swans anp Muscovy pucKs TEN AND s1x!’ 


NEVER HAD any!” 


Waiter :—“ View, stn! ALWAYS CHARGE ’ARF A GUINEA FOR THE VIEW.”’ 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
JUNE. 

Scribner’s brings its usual quantum of excellent engravings in 
“The Great South.” Mr. Stedman resumes his critique on the Poet 
Laureate, and the “‘ Mysterious Island” is continued. There is also 
an interesting essay on Thomas Bailey Aldrich, one of the most 
original of American authors possessed of equal gifts in prose and 


poetry. , | 

In the Atlantic Monthly we unhesitatingly give the palm to Mr. De 
Forest's essay on cats,a noble defence of a much-abused friend of 
man. “A bel’s well, and ‘“ Prudence 


ending. 

In the St! James’s we of course turn first to Verne’s curious story, 
of which we would gladly see more each month. The other papers are 
of the usual kind, and the number quite up to the standard. 

In The Blue, J. D. W. gives us another Horatian translation of 
great merit. He will add one to the list of Christ’s Hospital Worthies 
we venture te predict. 

Lippineott’s is another of the American magazines now published in 
London, and calculated to make our English periodicals shake in the 


Recollections ” seen 
Palfry” moves along to a thoroughly satisfactory and pleasant | / 


metaphorical shoes. Readable papers, with no suspicion of padding, 
capital cuts, and excellent print and paper combine to make the 
Translantic magazine as welcome to readers as they must be formid- 
able to rivals. 

Good Things brings us the further history of “ Harry Delane’’—an 
excellent story—an instalment of ‘“‘Sweetheart,”’ and an amusing 
account of “ Alf’s Alphabet.” 

Cook's Excursionist sets us longing to fling pens and ink out of the 
window and call for our portmanteau. ‘A tour round the world” is, 
of course, the natural property of a Cook, but the original navigator 
of that name never dreamt of conveying the English nation on that 
journey, and by perfect organisation making it but little more 
inconvenient than a trip to Brighton. 

The London and South Western Panoramic Guide is devised on a 
capital plan, which however would be improved by the introduction of 
one or two pictures of leading places. The letterpress is none the less 


entertaining because on occasions it gets very much up in the stirrups, 


as if it would hike to outrun the Daily Telegraph in grandiose 
solemnity. 


A Hint ror Brossuer.—New Pipe for the Mendacious :— From 
Dias Clay. 


“WEAR-RESISTING” FABRICS, xx 


GENTLEMEN’S, BOYS’, AND YOUTHS’ CLOTHING. 


TO MEASURE OR READY MADE. Guit for a Boy 4 fect in height. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, ("22 | == 


25s, 30s. 6d. 
20, Ludgate 


Prices ascending or descending according 
LONDON, E.C 


: to size. Patterns free. 
Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, June 20, 1874. 





nn i i ee 
eee 








<ssssssssnesnsesneteennsatneennasamtnemaneenmosnegasecees,, 


261 | 





Jcxe 27, 1874.] EUN. 9 


ANOTHER FALSE ALARM! 
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Aud the critics dushed in a body to the scene of the disaster, armed 
with the cold water ot criticism. 





OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Frencu Assembly in commotion. Vive l'Emperoar, or Vive l’up- 
roar? = Sir Wilfrid Lawson’s Permissive Bill rejected. Lawson 
can’t impose the British public foolish laws-on. Except himself! = 
The French have defeated Algerian rebels. We wish they were Moor 
successful at home. — There isarailway proposed between Berlin and 
Rome. Bismarck wishes to drop in upon the Pope. Bad for His 
Holiness. = Rochefort has arrived. The petroleum with which the 
Thames is to be ignited has not yet turned up. = London Conser- 
vative Association let off its annual report at Cannon-street Hotel. 
No great guns present, except Sir Stafford Northcote. = Weather as 
usual, variable and idiotic. Lord Chamberlain’s office, gud French 
Plays ditto, in fact rather more ditto. = ‘“‘ The last three representa- 
tions of ‘Charles the First’” have been announced. The spirit of that 
departed monarch, and the British public generally, may be congratu- 
lated. = But ‘“‘ Eugene Aram’”’ is to be reproduced. Well, there is 
no rest for the iniqui‘ous, but if Aram could have forseen how he 
would be murdered! = International Congress of Societies for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. While the the Societies congressed 
about slaughter-houses, sane dogs were killed by idiotic police to 
reassure a maniacal public! — Spain still convulsed. ll its politicians 
try one remedy. “ The labour they delight in, physics Spain.”’ 


————— oo 


A Good Judge. 


Tue Chancellor of Sardis, Missouri, is in gaol on a charge of 
stealing the legal works of lawyers who appeared before him to plead. 
Well, perhaps his knowledge of the law and his law library were 
limited. But now he will learn something of the statutes from 


experience. 





In Order. 


Onty a Bishop can give a pass for the stalls—ofa cathedral. Is_ 


But the Eminent Oue Lilandly admitted it was all a little hoax, to flod out how 
much controversy could be concentrated on a given topic in case of emerges y. 








“It is a Custom ’’— 

THe Daily Telegraph has inflicted another “ fétrisseur” on us.” It 
speaks of an attorney as a name “derived from the Norman 
Coustumiers as one turning or going his round from tribunal to 
tribunal.” We can understand “attorney”’ to be derived from 
‘turning round ;”’ but coustumier does not mean turning round. It 
would be as absurd to say it is derived from “ all-out-of-doors,”’ and 
less ridiculous to trace its origin to “‘ Jim Crow.’ There is a common 
idea of turning in “Jim Crow” and “attorney” but none between 
“attorney ’”’ and ‘ coustumier.”” The word coutumier means simply 
common, customary, and /e coutumier de Normandie, against which the 
writer has run what we are constrained by courtesy to call his head, 
is the common-law of Normandy, which like our Kent has its pecu- 
liarities. So has Daily Telegraph French. 


Rather! 

Tur Archbishop of Canterbury spoke the other day of the position 
to which, * fortune—or perhaps rather Providence"’ has elevated him. 
It must be flattering to Providence to be pointed out as the probable 
agency, which, combined with luck and energy, has planted on the top 
of the spire a smart ecclesiastic, who, despite that position, has not 


lived in vane. 


Too Strong. 


Tue Paris Figaro kindly informs us that Parliamentary whips are 
oung members who drive about in ‘Tilburrees’’ to hunt up 


Jainéants M.P.’s, This is coming it a little too Tilburree fort. 


Hang it All! 


Ir will be well for theatrical managers to get counsel's opinion as to 
| whether they will come within the penal provisions of the Betting Act 


when they suspend their free liste. 


that why they call it ‘taking orders,” when one is ordained ? 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 24, 1874. 
JUST—SO! 


Wuewn Caius Marcius turned his back 
Upon the base plebeian pack, 

He said to the ungrateful crew— 

“You cry of curs! I banish you!” 
Our consul, hooted from his place, 
Endured defeat but not disgrace, 
Forgave the random, erring blow 

That laid his power and honours low. 
He of the honours little recked — 

But mourned the power to protect 

The people from the red-tape shelves, 
From fraud, oppression,—and themselves ! 
And, when they bade him to depart, 
He bore no rancour in his heart. 

The wound they gave he still must feel, 
And yet he strives their wounds to heal, 
And in good-doing still untired, 
Between the hirer and the hired 

With counsels wise he takes his stand, 
And firmly joins them, hand in hand. 


Honour and wealth, give place—give place ! 
You cannot cope with this high grace, 
Which, driven from aims for loftier ends, 
Can make contending brothers friends ! 


Let years go by—let ages pass! 

When we're asleep beneath the grass; 
The coming race will history scan, 

And say, with pride, “That was a man!”’ 
But not of that our statesman deems, 
Ambition shares not in his dreams,— 

His the best aim of manlihood, 

To do his fellow-creatures good. 

To tread the pathway of the Christ 

The noblest natures has sufficed. 


SS —— 


A sovrnatL,’ once clever and influential, but now fallen into the 
hands of writers with a limited knowledge of their own language, of 
poets who cannot even versify, and of painters who dare not exhibit 
their pictures, calls itself the Spectator. Tne name is appropriate. It 
is evidently looking fora public, which never comes to buy it. It 
was good enough to sneer, the other day, at our cartoon of “ the 
Sleepmg Cabman,” and -to intimate the fact of its existence to Mr; 
Disraeli, who “ probably does not see penny comic papers.” As we 
happen to know that Mr. Disraeli sees Fun regularly, we gratefully 
take this opportagtty of informing him that the Spectator is still alive, 
though he probably long ago ceased to bestow a thought on the 
ares But this is not all! The penny Gilode has been good enough 
to take up the subject, and spills a little of the mild astonishment 
with which its own existence must constantly fill it, over the idea that 
anybody ever reads ‘“‘ penny comic papers.” The feelings of the old 
lion in Aésop’s fable are nothing to our pain at this! We don’t mind 
the concentrated donkey-engine power of the Spectator, because, be- 
yond the free copy sent to the Globe, its circulation is probably limited 
to the copy we bought in consequence of its mention in the latter 
ae But we cannot endure ingratitude! We have for a long time 

ulously and generously advertised the Globe as the most comic 
paper purchasable for a penny—and it turns round upon us! But the 
worst of ‘it is, that in sneering at those who buy “ penny comic 
papers,” it flings an insult in the face of everybody who is foolish 
enough to purchase the G/ode. 








So much for Buckingham. 


Ir is stated that Mr. Wills's new tragedy, The Great Duke of 
Buckingham, is completed. It is to be hoped that the intentionally 
comic scenes will be indicated in the programme, because where there’s 


a Wills there’s sometimes a way of not letting the critics know when 
to laugh. 





Why P 
Somesnopy says that a new line about to be opened i set 
with the Ross and Monmouth line will complete P in conjunction 
“‘the Wye tour by rail.” 


Why tour by rail ? we never do if we can help it, and we alway 
an insurance ticket when we are compelled to travel in that ve me 





Wuere Tro Hear tue LAncvace or Frowers.—At Bow-Street. 











‘the committee.’ 
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THE POTBOY’S CLUB—A TRUE STORY. 
As Totp ny ONE oF THE Potboys. 


I napn’r seen Bill Smith for a long time—not since he got the 
bullet from old Pegleg’s at the Hog in Armour, for making half-and- 
half of the porter he was sent out with, at the pump round the corner. 
So when I see him looking a regular tip-top swell, with a kadey hat, 
patent leather boots, a snake chain, and a fawney, I felt quite sure he 
wasn't likely to want nothing ; and so I chi-ikes him with a 
«¢ What-cher Bill, how goes it ?”’ 

He didn’t seem best pleased to see me at first, because as he after wards 
said, when a man's got into a bit of a position, it won’t do to be too 
familiar with old pals. But I wasn’t to be easily stalled off, and so I 
says, Well, you area toff and no error, Bill ; what'll you have to 
drink?” By this he could sec I warnt going to bite his ear or 
whisper him, and so he warmed up as he answered, * Why, Charley, 
old scissors, I hardly knew you. We will havea drain just for old 
acquaintance sake.” ; 

‘It wasn’t long before we were having a good confidential jaw over 

old times, and when we'd had a jug or two, we has a drop of short, 
and then Bill begins to tell me how he was getting on, and how he 
was in a fair way of making a fortune. I’m not much of a hand at 
chucking the bait out, but I'll try and tell the story in Bill's own 
words. 

“‘ Well, you see,” says he, “after I left old Pegleg’s I was a bit on 
the knuckle, as the old bloke wouldn’t give me a character, and said I 
ought to think myself lucky to get away anyhow. Perhaps I ought, 
but that didn’t make me feel any the more comfortable when after 
being out two months I found that most of my togs were lumbered, 
and things were looking very black indeed. But, as Shakespeare says, 
whatever happens is for the best, and so it turned out. J used to go 
to a house up West, where a lot ef chaps I knew used to meet, and one 
Sunday night, to make a long story short, when we were all turned 
out at eleven, just as we were beginning to feel comfortable, a bright 
idea seized me, and so when I got into bed I began to think about it. 
I always think best when I’m in bed, but that’s no matter. I used to 
go home through Pall-mall, and whenever I see the swells going into 
their clubs after all the pongelo shops were shut, I thought what a 
shame it was. So perhaps that was why I got my idea. Anyhow I 
got it, and as I lay in bed I turned it over. 

“This is what it was. ‘That the chaps as used the pub I just spoke 
about should take a place where they could have their drinks just the 
same as the nobs, and sit up as late as they liked; and the more | 
thought about it the more I liked it. But the difficulty was, that if I 
proposed it to them they might go and do it theirselves, and I should 
have been bunnicked at once. Fora long time I couldn't make out a 
plan; but at last I got it stunning. And when I'd settled it all in my 
own mind [ turned round and slept the sleep which comes of being 
able to take your own part and fearing noman. In the morning I géts 
up, and, making as good an appearance as I could, goes and see the Jand- 
lord of the house I was speaking of, and though he seemed doubtful at 
first, it wasn't long before I showed him the immense advantage there 
would be in his joining me. There was an empty house to let two doors 
off, and he soon saw that if we took that and stocked it with beer and 
gin and furniture and waiters, and had somebody in that knew how to 
cook, we could open it as a club, and, besides having no licence to pay, 
be sure of plenty of custom, and be able to keep it up at the most 
profitable time—at night, when coves are much more inclined to spend 
than they are in the daytime, and when they’re not half as particular 
about the quality of their drinks. He wasn’t long in seeing all this, 
and wanted to rush off and take the house, and stock it, but I showed 
him at once that he would be running a risk if he, a licensed victualler, 
went doing this just close by his own public. I would take the house, 
and give him as my reference, and we would go through the form of 
buying and selling everything for the club, me as caterer and 
treasurer, and him asseller, everything being signed for and receipted, 
‘just,’ [ said, ‘as a matter of form for the purpose of bothering the 
beaks in case they should interfere.’ Well, he saw the justice of that, 
and after I had taken the house by his reference and the payment of a 
year’s rent in advance, he furnished it from top to bottom, stocked it, 
and I engaged the servants. We didn’t want many, as we were all in the 
public line ourselves—waiters, potmen, and barmen—that is, all [ was 
going to ask to join; but it had to be done for appearance sake, and 
I'll tell you how I did it. 

“TI got five or six chaps I could depend on, and told ’em of the plan. 
‘Now,’ says I, ‘we must, to evade the Licensing Act, have 4 
committee. If you'll be the committee you can all have permanent 
situations here, as waiters; there'll be plenty to eat and drink, and at 
night when the chaps are oozebooed, you'll be able to make a good bit 
out of the liquors. You must always pretend that visitors mustn't 
pay for anything, and by keeping their change, and one thing ° 
another, «you'll do very well, besides having the position of being 0? 
Of course they consented, and in a very short time I 
sent circulars round to a lot of fellows I knew, telling them that I, 
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William Smith, Esq., as Secretary and Treasurer, had great pleasure in | 


informing them that they had been elected unanimously by the LIFE. 
committee, and at the same time enclosing a receipt for the entrance , 
fee and subscription, which the rules said was to be paid. I called one 2h Seranger. 


and all and told ’em in confidence that the subscription and fee was all - ¢ 
bosh, between they and I, but since we’ve been ‘ddtte well, an how " Bur for its pleasures, life would be endurable,” 


members have to pay it, and I can tell you there’s quite a rush to get A statesman said. Its pleasures we can shirk, 
into the club. Well you see, here T am, all through leaving old me Dict be Be a ee wie xe ee 
Pegleg’s, with a business all ‘my own, with heaps of customers, no ; ee see ee pone 


licence to pay, and no blessed Act to interfere with me.” te nine and day, there’s this objection 

_ ‘| But,” said I, interrupting him ; “how do you mean all your own P Cositentsaat ioe the worry and the fret. 
You said the landlord of the public-house was in with you. How did ‘ 6 1. in on attic, and affection, 
Jou aah vid of hin?” th Are all I wish for ;—and so says Lisette! 

_“ Why, you old idiot!’ said Bill; “ didn’t I tell you that IT made him But for its labour, life would be supportable. 
give me receipts for everything supplied, and that he was my reference, Rest is the greatest pleasure I desire. 
and paida year's rent in advance. You should have seen his face But rest and toil are somehow not consortable: 
when I ordered him out of the club, and called on the committee to do But those who labour do not rest—they tire. 
their duty and eject all strangers. Oh crikey! it was a lark to be Oh, for that attic, and that humble station, 
sure! I almost die a-laughing when I fhink of it!” my; That at defiance can opinions set ;-— 

* * * * * * I only want a competence, vacation, 
For some time I was lost in admiration, and couldn't speak for And true affection ;—and so says Lisette ! 


thinking what a réally clever fellow Bill had turned out. And my 
respect for him increased considerably when he proposed that, as we 
were old pals, he should make a vacancy for me in his establishment. 

Need I say I accepted the offer, that have given a week’s notice at 
my present place, refused to carry out any more beer, and that within 
a few days I shall be duly installed on the permanent staff of the Pot- 
boys’ Club? And it will be very bad for ‘Bose who don’t stand drinks 
to this committeeman. | 


Life in an attic’s very nice at twenty, 
So says a poet, whom I much revere ; — 
Life in a grand saloon, with gold in plenty, 
Is not a thing, I fancy, I should fear. 
T'wenty is young, and happy, and ecstatic, 
But Forty’s old, and sad, and tired, put yet 
I rather fancy Forty in an attic , 
Enjoys its leisure ;—and so says Lisette. 





To the don vivant, a canoeist never appears to greater advantage ANOMALY IN YacuTinc.—The off-ing is totally unconnected with 
| than when he “ turns turtle.’’ the start. 








POUBLE ACROSTIG, No. 378 


It may be coming—I do not know! 
Do you? 
This month it often threatened snow— 
And snew! 
But we should have altogether 
Such warm and sultry weather 
Just now, that it ought to make us glad 
And grateful too, if we ever had 
Some dew. 


1. You can get for a couple of shillings 
A volume of wit by a gentleman, whom 
By his Christian name I cannot presume 
To mention—he’s Mr. Billings. 


2. A connoisseur is blest 
Whenever he’s possessed = 
Of something which— eae i > 
Though hor may be rich— SUMP DL 
5 , ; 2 y 44 Qi\'ili| 
Cannot be had by the rest. oe | TURRET AAA sa a 
For if there's another; he misses his bliss, “TRAE 
Because his possession cannot be this. | WGA 
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3. There are some things 
To which one clings, 
But cannot well 
The reason tell. 
But in pastoral rhymes 
This word at times 
With “thee” or “see’’ comes parallel. 


4. Sir Wilfrid Lawson is possibly right 
In his temperance notions—but, be it said, 
If beer is quite 
To be banished from sight — 
How on earth will he raise his bread ? 
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Soxution or Acrostic No. 376.—Prince, Winner: 
Pshaw, Rimini, Ixion, Norseman, Clove, Elver. 

Corrgcr SouuTions or Acrostic, No. 376, received June 17 :— 
Ada N.; Cliff; Chowles; Gosberton Partridges; Ozone; Guilac ; 
Ruby’s Ghost; Talada; Peggotty; Gyp; Always Second; | 
Pollaky; Smug; Pipekop’s Pupils; Nevarce; Tuck and Ekard. | 
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RATHER PERSONAL. 








Little Sophthed (just arrived Jor his daily C19, fa 38 THAT READY 
Hints to Managers, Pe YET?” 
Never puta criticin an omnibus box. He may use — Waiter: —" Atl, YES, SIR,--WHATLL YeU HAVE WITH THAT CHUMP OF 


the knife-board to sharpen his cutting-up implements. | yours fr” 
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THE RIGHT READING. 


Would-be Nautical Swell :-—‘‘ Weit, Car’N, WHAT'S THE BAROMETER DOING?” 
Captain :—“ A-HANGING IN THE CUDDY, Sir.” 


THE NORTHUMBERLAND PLATE, AND BY THE 
WAY. 


Srr,—Although you and your friends thought I was otherwise em- 
ree ing tons of winners at Ascot, I’ve had my eye on you, and 

ve noticed the paltry and feeble attempts at jocularity which have 
been made in these columns presumably at my expense. Blow the 
capone. and as for the personalitorians, let them take notice that I scorn 
alike their censure and their praise, and they can go hang or remain 
unhung er uncaged for ever and the day after, for what I care. Sir, 
I do not occupy valuable space for the purpose of venting 
private quarrels, and with the intimation that man and money are 
always ready at this office for either of them or both, one down and 
t’other come on, I pass on, erect and smiling, to a consideration of the 
Northumberland Plate, which for their utter discomfiture I have put 
into versicles, as hereunder to wit. Especially to wit, as you will see 
if you read it :— | 


If es e’er been north of Humber, 
ou can tell, O tell me why 
They despise the cu-ou-cumber, 
And contemn the rabbit pie. 
If you’ve ne'er been north of Humber, 
Then perhaps you'll hold your tongues, 
While I sing you off to slumber 
With the dulcetest of lungs. 


Thave sung to you of races— 
Races run on Epsom downs— 

I’ve foretold the wins and places, 
I have pocketed the browns ; 

And to show you that I never 
Am too early or too late, 

But that I am always clever, 
Here’s the winner of the Plate. 


I behold the runners ready, 
I behold them break away ; 
There goes Spennithorne so steady, 
There’s Implorer, there's Péché. 
See how Blantyre follows after, 
But I fancy he'll be late, 
For amid both shrieks and laughter, 
Lily Agnes wins the Plate. 


If that doesn’t take the conceit out of all confused conundrums, and 
make all blue-nosed baboons and other unhung idiots take a back seat, 
my name isn’t AUGSPUR. 


Give it him hot! 


Or the many paragraphs which have been given to the papers 
through the recent dog-fearing epidemic—which has driven more poor 
beasts to madness in one month than would have suffered under 
natural causes in a similar period composed entirely of Easter Sundays 
—the following is not the least interesting :— 

On Friday, a large black retriever dog rushed through Brentford, foaming at 

the mouth, and unmistakeably suffering from hydrophobia. In its career the 
animal bit two other dogs, and an elderly man named Pepper. The dog was not 
captured, and made its way towards Turnham Green. 
Unfortunately for the dog, the King of Brentford didn’t happen to be 
at home, or he would have had the red lion brought out, and thereby 
have cured him at once. The sight of a red lion is not only good for 
sore eyes, but it is the only immediate cure known for hydrophobia. 
Possibly, however, Pepper had a tranquillising effect on the rabid 
creature. We always give our dog pepper whenever he shows any 
symptoms of unkindness, and he dismissegthem at once. Up to the 
time of our going to press we have received no telegram from 
Turnham Green. 


Bucotic Ipza or THE Succession Dury.—A proper rotation of 
crops. 
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MAKE-WEIGHTS, THERE WILL BE NO DIFFICULTY IN 
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SO JUST! — JUSI 

“NOW THAI WE HAVE GOT RID OF THOSE 
ARRIVING AT THE BALANCE.” 
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WHERE THERE’S A WILLS— 


ReAcu me down my pipe— 
That long-stemmed and slender one. | 
Smoking pleasures ripe 
Is the thing to render one. 
Smoking! But whose stuff ? 
“ Which king,” quoted Pistol :— 
I am pleased enough | 
With a pipe of “ Bristol.’’ 


Wills's ‘“* Golden Grain,” 
Or the ‘* Honey-flower,”’ 
Wearied nerve and brain 
To relieve has power ;— 
Or, if you would check 
Trouble or anxiety— 
Try the ‘* Aquidneck”’ 
As a mild variety. 


mS If, 
Alt \ 


Tis a hard-ish riddle; 
N\ 


Just sit down, and smoke, | 
And its troubles diddle— 
That’s the wisest plan 
For its prosecution ; | 
Never living man 
Found out the solution. | 


| 
Life is not a joke— | 


Waste on it no quills— | 
Writing never solves it :— 
But a pipe of “ Wills” 
Mentally evolves it. | 
Life is—as I spoke— 
Quite a hopeless riddle. 
‘¢ Let it end in smoke,”’ 


TrREAT ror Hippropnacists. —A TZit- 
bit. 


FACTS THAT I HAVE BEEN GOOD ENOUGH TO 


OBSERVE. 

TuHat when a man crosses the street to shake hands with you after 
you have done him a great kindness, he is either very different from 
other men, or very desirous of another favour. In either case he is a 
person to be avoided. 

That when a man confesses that “he has vices enough, heaven 
knows, but such-and-such a vice is not one of them,’ it might be one 


of them with great advantage to his moral character, for it would dis- | 


place a worse one. 
That a woman whom you have seen only at a little distance, and 


whose beauty you have admired, is less good looking when seen face | 


to face. That you commonly learn this, not from your eyes, but from 
some other woman. 

That every man believes he has an uncommonly high instep to his 
foot, and a breadth of chest amounting to malformity. 

That no man knows his own character but himself, and people who 
cannot take him at his own estimate should not take him at all. 
this will be considered bosh by ninety-nine readers in every hundred. 

‘that the attendance, in places of worship, of high dignitaries in 
their official robes, and the heraldic blazoning of tombstones, are cus- 
toms which may be ignored without offending against good taste. 

That if every hand habitually shaken by rogues were smitten with 
paralysis, most honest men would find considerable difficulty in fecling 
like Christians. That this would be all the better for them. 

That the aggregate of virtues in a beggar is less than the aggregate 


of virtues in a millionnsire; but that this is of small consequence, | 


seeing that every millionnaire has enough beggars about him to rather 
more than turn the scale against him. 


That the dog in attendance on a very fat man is always an arrant | 


coward. ‘This fact is one of the most surprising in the whole range of 


sublunary truth. 
facts that cannot be explained, yet cannot be believed without explana- 
tion; that can be verified, but never accepted. 

That, as compared with men having twelve virtues, men haying 
twelve toes are so numerous as to be quite a nuisance. 

That most of the calmly confident and serenely cogent arguing is 
done on the wrong side. coat 

That the love of parish is a virtue which has had but scant justice 
done to it by the poets and biographers. That our constitution 1s 
singularly stimulating to its growth, and favourable to its display in 


high perfection. 
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It belongs to a small but most interesting class of | 
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C’EST DOMMAGE |} 


Paymaster :—“ Now, MY DEAR, WHAT'S THE DAMAGE ?”’ 
Simple Maid :—* Ruvpars Tart, AprLe Pupprine, Fritters, on Jam Tart, srr!” 


That the people of one country residing in another commonly think 
the shortest way to the affection of their new friends is to go in for 
everything bad that they see about them. That they overdo this. 

That, taking the world altogether, and considering the principles 
governing the distribution of the prizes of life, the preponderance of the 
fool element is rather less than might reasonably have been expected. 

That salaried employés whose qualifications are capability, honesty, 
and fidelity seldom break down under the pressure of the income-tax. 

That a man whose capital is brains always appears to prefer 
security of investment to high rates of interest. 

That the critical period of a man’s life is that between the age at 
which women begin to pass him without notice and the age at which 
he begins to pass them with equal indifference. 
| , That in certain conditions of the atmosphere opaque bodies have a 
‘faintly defined second shadow, projected toward the sun. That 
Science has grown to lusty youngmanhood without having noted this 
fact. Fifty years will not elapse before somebody will write a learned 
treatise proving that I was by no means the first discoverer of this 


simple truth. But I am, all the same. 
| That other people see critical and intelligent audiences a good deal 


oftener than I do. 

That a crowd of twenty thousand people usually consists of six 
| thousand human beings and a fellow computing their number. 

That when your physician advises you, as you value your sanity, 
not to let the cares of business interfere with your regular hours of 
sleep, he can generally be shut up by asking him what he was doing 
| last night. That it is always advisable to shut up the physician. 

That people who care more for poetry than for potatoes are not so 
| numerous as the poets believe—are, indeed, but little more numerous 
| than the potatoes believe. 

| That after parting, if ever, from a sociable fedow who has held him 
| by the button a sensible man feels—for his purse. 

That one never so needs the presence of a true friend as when one 
| feels an irresistible impulse to insult somebody. A wife is convenient, 
| too, in a case like this. 
| That most men err in regarding the expression, “ That is just like 
| 
| 


ee 


you,” as very high praise. 

That if “there were brave men before Agamemnon,” and they got 
| off with their lives, it must have been because they didn’t happen to 
catch his eye. This, however, is more in the manner of a reflection 
| than an observation. 

That a successful liar is like an unambitious cobbler; he always 
sticks to his last. I will stick to this. 
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RATHER FISHY! 


Head Master (sweetly) :—“ Have you CAUGHT ANYTHING, Brown P”’ 


Brown the Truant :—“ No, Str, noturine, Sr.” 


Head Master (still more sweetly) :—‘‘ WELL, COMB TO MY STUDY AT TBN TO-MORROW MORNING, AND you shall CATCH SOMETHING!” 





CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


JUNE. 


Tue Saturday Journal exhibits no falling off in this, its second 
number. The illustrations, chiefly French and German works, are of 
t merit, and the literary contents cover a wide range. ‘‘ Colonel 
hark’’ and the “ Tales of a Monastery’ are among the most pro- 
minent contributions, while “The Bystander’’ supplies an excellent 
résumé of the chief things of the month. 
In the Penny Illustrated Paper, full of chat and news, the story of 
r The Three Red Knights,” from Paul Féval, continues to be the main 
In Our Young Folks’ Budget a new story is commenced, entitled 
**Goldyanna.”” The animal paws of Harrison Weir are of course 
the chief attraction in the art department. 
The Mirror contains some interesting articles upon Poe, Dumas, 
Livingstone, and Foote. The chief story is‘admirably illustrated. 
In Once a Week we have the usual variety, with an important instal- 
ment of the leading tale, “ Jack’s Sister.” 
_The Pictorial World offers a capital monthly part, forming a record, 
pictorial as well as literary, of the principal events of the day. 
Art is, as might be expected at this part of the season, most read- 
able and interesting. The heliotypes are good. 
Recetvep :—Le Follet, Co’burn's New Monthly, Golden Hour, Sunday 
at Home, Leisure Hour, London Society, The Westminster Papers, Home 
Journal, Good Words, Sunday Magazine, Town and Country. 





Embarrassing Coincidence. 


A pistivcuIsHeD collector from the country, who came up expressly 
to inspect the Barker Collection, found himself—owing to the crass 


ignorance of his cabby—rattled off to the Crystal Palace Dog Show. _ 
| oe 


Aushers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accem- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do not hovd ourselves 
responsible for loss.) 





A.pHA.— You'd Beta not try again. 

Scrippcer.—But “ taut” and “sort” do not rhyme. With “sort” try 
something “short,” but don’t get tight or “taut” because “ you didn’t 
ought.” 

D. B. (B lfast).—No, thanks! But what is a“true fact”? Or what 
is an untrue fact, or—but no matter! 

“LonpON 'THEATRES.” — That sort of thing has 
death. 

C. (Kingsland).—If you wanted your MS. back, you should hava 
attended to our regulations. 

JoLLy ComPANIONS.—No communications on postal cards are taken 
into consideration. 

Eary Pra.-- You want sticking! : 

G. (Plymouth).—You had better print your effusion with the local 


been done to 


0e. 

K. R. (Highbury).—Begone, dull K. R! 

N. (Huddersfield).—The lines had better be the last as well as the first, 
if-your ear puts “ tyke ” and “ bite” in the leash. 

— (Wincanton).—We cannot make use of anonymous communica- 
tions. 

Declined with thanks:—W., Fulham; Z.; F. G., Liverpool; S., Kil- 
burn; Quix ; —, Singleton-villas; R., Walworth; T. M, Temple Club; 
W.8S. C., Edinburgh; M., Paper-buildings: S. Errol; K., Bankside; N. 
Ken.; J. F. Cheetham; W., Camberwell; W. H. B., Islington ; R. C., 
Belvedere; Momus; H., Camberwell New-road; W. S. G., Leighton 
Buzzard; Bellows; H., Tavistock-square; L., Ipswich; Pelham; A. M., 
Glasgow ; S. M. F.; H., Blackfriars-road ; F.S., Kingsland-road ; Digger ; 
H. CO. N., Kennington ; F., Ealing; B. Brough ; T., Birmingham; W. W. ; 


F., Islington. 
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begin at the beginning, and so, as we have before stated, it had been winter for some,time. 

It had been winter in fact ever since the end of autumn. The change though rapid had not been"particularly perceptible. The 
leaves had turned yellow and withered, and had then disappeared, but an occasional bright day had lulled the suspicions arising in the breasts 
of weatherwise folks, and it was not until one very dark and dismal day shortly b2fore Christmas that the world woke up witha start, and said, 
‘‘ Why, we're in the middle of winter. Seeif there’s a nobbly bit of coalin the cellar, and try and manage a drop of something to drink. 
It is cold without. Let us have a strong glass of warm with, and be genial.’’ So spake the well-to-do and comfortable world. The 
fashionable world, which knows nothing of winter, except asa necessary portion of the fashionable season, which consists of every day in 
the year and more when necessary, didn’t say anything. The world of poverty and neglect, and hunger, and crime, and no boots or warm 
clothes, was also silent. Silent as the grave, except when its teeth chattered with the cold so plentiful in this generous and charitable land. 
But even this was soon stopped. The Relieving Officer and the School Board Inspector at once put an end to all chattering on the part of 
those who had no right to such a luxury; and the delinquents at last cried themselves to sleep, and dreamt of the delights of Christmas. 

+ * %* * * * * * . 

While the rest of the world slumbered, two closely muffled ‘figures might have been seen stealthily approaching Fleet-street by 
circuitous routes, Both came from the West-end, and though each went many miles out of his way to avoid observation, they arrived at 
the magician’s door together, just as the clock chimed forth its warning for the midnight hour. 

“ Ah!” suid one. ‘‘ Hum,’ said the other. After which wise observations the door opened, and the pair proceeded to enter. Who 


were they? What wastheir weird errand? Let us follow and see. 
. * * * * + * * ” 


The wizard sat in his easy chair, quite unconcerned, while his two famous guests examined the marvellous and beautiful sketches on the 
walls. ‘ Ah,’’ said they at last, “‘ we know you draw sempiternally and to a marvellous extent; but is there anything else goingon? Tell 
us why you have summoned us by the spells we must obey, and what is the object of this particular private view ?”’ 

The magician waved his wand, and in an instant the two great heads of the nation were heads and nothing more. For a moment both 
thought they were decapitated; but it was only a pleasant trick of their entertainer’s, and having reassured them by kicking and pinching 
their bodies underneath the marvellous table, the magician spoke. 

‘“‘T have summoned you here to-night,” he said, “‘ so that you may be the very first to see my latest and most wonderful production. 
I have placed you in the positions you are now in so that you cannot disturb me by your astonishment. My usual course——” 

‘‘ There are three courses,” faintly murmured one of the heads. 

‘‘ There is only one when Bismarck’s in the way,” softly sighed the other. ; 

‘‘Beware!”’ said the magician, ‘‘ er my familiars will treat you to dessert, as well as to courses and leeks. Presto, R epeato, E pidermis, 
F lipflap, Arethusa, C ataplasm, E verywhere!”’ 

He rapidly pronounced these mystic and powerful words, and their initials instantly whizzed into the room from the spheres where they 
had hitherto been making music, and ranged themselves in proper order around their master. He tapped himself well upon the chest twice, 
sprang into the air three times, turned a double somersault, and then, with inimitable grace and courtesy, drew forth and presented to the 
eyes of his astonished guests 
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re had been winter for some time. There was nothing unnatural or remarkable in that--quite the reverse; still it is always as well to 
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Conjuring Extraordinary, 19 

Cold Water Cure, §1 

Challenge (The), 1St 

Eating the Leek, 230 

Guy Fawkes the Second, 211 

Holiday (A), 71 

Happy Schoolboy Days, 240 

Important Motion An), 49 

* Ft’s an Til Wind. —-~”’ 161 

Justice 4 la Alderman Allen, 191 

Jack of Both Sides, 201 | 

Learned Pig (The), 9 

Lucky Escape (A), 90 

Margate Magnets and Magnates, 61 

Merry Christmas; General Aavenhoat| 
and Happiness.—‘ It’s only Once a 
Year,’’ 252 

Not the Right Pull, 29 

| Nothing in the Papers, 131 


‘ 


Hornamental, 236 


Journalistic, 2 


HaAwnsom is as Hansom does, 95 
** How Happy Could I be with mals 
64 


IMPROBABLE, 100 





In Erernumque Sed , 120 
Inside and Outside, 176.” 
** Tt’s an Ill Wind—-,” 89? 


_In-Explicable, 256 
| Injured Purity, 259 


Just So, 24 
16 


Knows his Way, 105 


*Yrcestrer Square, 4 






Little 
Latest 
Lift on 
Lamb: 

(The), 


ogled (A), 66 

Hanley, 87 

e Road (A), 137 

at Wanted to See the W 
147 


Latest Irish eo 
Leaf and 
| Latest fr erica (The), 23) 


More 


| Three Graces (The).—A New Version, | 
| Molested Winkle (The), 63 


(90! No Doubt of It, 67 
| ** Not This Week, »» 933 


| 


Our Doctor, 41 


; Our Grandmotherly M.P. on Custumr, 


| Outside or Inside ? 227 
| Only Too Easy ! 235 


| Sear(c)e Crow (A), 169 

| Salve for the Conscience, 195 
| Smart Youth. A), 
| Substantial Proof ( 


. | Spread of Reason (‘The} » 26 


| Wimpr Epon, 32 


orld | X-mas X-periences, 263 






igence, 170 


Grandmotherly*Government, 18, 
42, 48, 

Mild and Bitter, 31 

‘* Most Musical, Most Melatichol y! 


Mems of Margate, 57 


Matter of Opinion (A), 134 
Mush-room for Improvement, 163 
Man with an Idea (The), 200 
More Nice than Wise, 203 
Mistaken Identity, 209 

Multum in Parvo, 213 

More About our M.P., 240 
Mistaken Nymph (The), 255 


Noturne Venture, 5¢@ 


© et Ne 


Not Half so Painful, 243 


Our Curate, 44 

Oh! 76 

Our Grandmotherly M.P. in the Recess, 
110 

One for Him ! 126 

Our Grandmotherly M.P. and the Silly 
Season, 150 

Off and On, 159 

One for His Nob, 179 

Over-Anxious, 197 


220 


PoInTEDLY True, 21l 

Poser (A), 73 

Pleasant for Our Artist, 136 
Painting from Nature, 144 
Pleasures of Boating ( 7 he), 164 
Pleasant Prospects, 166 

Proof Positive, 173 

Piping Hot, 184 


Reco.titections of the Royal Academy 
No. 4, 38 

Reflection (A), 64 

Refinement (A), 65 

** Redentem Decere Verum —’’ 74 

Ratiocination, 113 

Registration, 129 

Rather Vague, 214 


SrranGE Doctrine (A), 12 
School Bored, 51 

Se1 Green(Un) (A), 80 
Shine-y, 93 

Sea-side Incident (A), 96 
Suggestive Fragment (A), 107 
Sympathetic, 115 

Saw-ney, 117 


206 
A , 217 


Stick-ler for Truth (A), 249 


Tueresa’s Tresses, 70 

| Taking after Pa, 127 

| Tit for Tat, 153 

| Templar’s Triumph (The), 
True Castalia (The), 183 
Teaching the Young Idea, 187 


Uy-crvit Service, 104 

Unnecessary Delay (An), 2 

** Up to Snuff!’ 223 

Under the Mistletoe.—Grandfather’s 
Soliloquy, 248 


16 


| 






Wrong Appte-ication ( (A), 116 
Waste of Time (A), 204 









YoutTureut Logic, 7 
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PAGES. | DOTS AND LINES. 
AVE you — but no! you France still unsettled. The Daily Telegraph continues to take 

probably have not— | advantage of the opportunity by murdering the French language. = 

Met with—but that’s | Mr. Plimsoll urges,the bill for protecting seamen. Naturaily, the 

improbable as well— | shipowners oppose him. Sailors are all very well, but freights! — 


More hydrophobia reported among dogs. Less common sense disco- 
verable in the British public—especially the active and intelligent. — 
Arrival of Mons. Rochefort. Captain Shaw keeps his engine in 
readiness on the Embankment, and the British Museum gets dry. = 
There is a Royal Commission on Railway Accidents. As Mr. Ayrton 
is upon it, we shall suggest trying a real good collision—merely in the 
interests of Art. — Sir Wilfrid Lawson has observed—but, after all, 
who cares to hear what Sir Wilfrid Lawson observes? — Great collec- 
tions on Hospital Sunday. But will the patients benefit by it? 
‘* Patients, and shuffle the cards!’* — There is a great deal of talk to 
prove that corn-flour is starch. If it goes on much longer, we shall 
just step in and prove that starch is corn-flour. Where will they be 
then ? — Conservative Banquet inthe City. Those who attended it got 
a good deal of Cotton in their ears. Butit did not prevent their brains 
from going wool-gathering. Probably nothing would—at a Conser- 
vative banquet. — The Times has been talking nonsense about the Comte 
de Chambord’s white flag. It is not singularin doing so. Rags other- 
wise useless are good to make paper. 
———ooa——~=ayxqx_—oeeee=EEEE—EEEEE_——_- 


A WORD IN SEASON. 


We have received a pamphlet on “ Agricultural Exhibitions,’ which 
is mainly the report of a lecture delivered before some members of the 
Croydon Farmers’ Club by Mr. T. Wilson Reid, a gentleman well 
known to agriculturists, as much for his extensive knowledge as for his 
fearlessness. Mr. Reid possesses the courage of his opinions in a very 
marked degree, and as those same opinions are the result of accurate 
observation and are directed against many crying abuses, we have no 
doubt the brochure will be hailed with delight by all who object to 
unfairness, whether it comes in the form of blind prejudice, or, worse, 
conscious misdirection. 


A Good Example. 

Txose who turn up their high and mighty noses at what they con- 
sider to be a lowly institution—we refer to the local press—-often 
lose a good deal of interesting information. There is a journal 
published in Paddington which often gives quite a novel aspect to 
poor humanity ; and though we cannot give copious extracts, sufficient 
can be gleaned from the following, which we pick at haphazard from 
its columns. In a notice of a double suicide we are told that “ the pair 
were found lying on the bed dressed with only their boots on, and quite 
dead.”’ It ber ee ee pore oe suicide. are who 
et : : | : wore the traditional coc t an tage stamp di ve some faint 
The Mayor of Birmingham yesterday laid the foundation store of the New ideas 06 decaudiy, Wak ale uae fate ' ° bil ites Gelinebe eb oblty 


Corporate-buildings adjoining the Townhall, at a cost of £80,000. C 1 4 
This was not cheap, and we would have done it ourselves for half the | on ~” good taste, and Society loses nothing by the departure of 
its promoters. 


money. And Besley, who, it will be somesnnenens travels move thin Ee ee ee 
people think,” might have been induced to take the journey at a | ‘It’s very Warm.” 
still lower figure. But then, the Metropolitan Railway does not run} 1 95 it be known that the Scotch people, relieved from the bane of 
to Birmingham. betting men, are learning to make jokes. Should our readers doubt 
this, as they very likely will, we can refer them to the Daily Reriew 


So what's the use of talk- 
ing about what 

- You haven't seen and I 
can never tell? 

















And yet—though, for that 
matter, it's absurd 
One’s time in talking 
nonsense to engage.— 
Still, by your leave, I 
must just say a word 
Of (hang it, here’s a 
pun) not leaves—but 
page. 


Page Number One! Ano- 
ther volume opes, 
There must more pens 
be spoilt, more ink be 
spilt ;— 
Well, gentle reader, ’twill 
fulfil my hopes 
If you but smile on 
what will there be 
built. 


Page Number One! Ah, 
yes ; — Page Number 
O 





ne. 
Bring me the inkstand— 
fill the midnight oil ; 
May friendly hands, whene’er the volume’s done, 
Write “ Finis” on the last page of our toil! 








A Mayor’s Nest. 


Somenropy once said that “ money makes the mayor to go.’ Such 
money as that mentioned in the following extract from the Liverpool 
Daily Post would make any number of municipal personages hurry o 
at once in search of a city which could afford to pay so liberally for 
slight services. ‘‘ It must be true because, it’s in the papers.” 


_——- 


_ Ore Globoso. : of June 16, in which, speaking of the weather, a picturesque as well 
Tue Globe describing the Ascot Cup Day is pleased to note that — as romantic reporter informs the world that “ but for the warm sun- 
The sky was a little clearer than yesterday and Tuesday. shine, the temperature would have been much colder than is agreeable 


The language is scarcely as clear as the sky. Why shouldn't the sky | at this season.” We pause in admiration, for it never before struck 
quite as well have been clearer than the day after to-morrow and | us how wonderful it is that warm sunshine should be the cause of 
Friday fortnight, if we are to compare skies and days ? warmth—even in Scotland. 
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THE LEARNED PIG. 


Ir's pretty fat, 

But what of that ?— 

Ite side 

As wide 

As meadows fallow, 

Will just make dips! 

From foolish lips 

One does not gather meat, but tallow. 


Tis thas Home Rule 

May serve to fool 

The weak 

That seek 

A cause for gabble. 

But what is left 

For patriots, reft 

Of true resources by the rabble ¢ 


A learned pig 

May grow too big, 

For styes 

His size 

May be unsuited ; 

But why, ah, why 

Should poor pigs die 

Who conscientiously have rooted ? 
—— 


* Ir is beautiful to see the unanimity with which the representatives 


of the shipowning interests have combined to oppose Mr. Plimsoll— 
from motives of the purest humanity! It was weak possibly, if not 
wicked, of him to ask the Board of Trade to step in and prevent a 


chimerical thing called Human greed from drowning vast numbers of 


things called sailors punctually every year. It was no business of his, 
for he apparently has never owned even a barge, and therefore could 


not tell how nice it is to lose a ship and get her insurance—and as for 


sailors, what does that matter? But even more lovely than the ship- 
owners unanimity in opposing Mr. Plimsoll is the lofty standpoint 
from which it shouts its denunciations of his Bill. They denounce any 
interference by the Board of Trade, not because it may save a few 
such unconsidered trifles as the lives of sailors, but because it will 
“remove the responsibility’’ from the shipowners to the Govern- 
ment. It almost shakes one’s faith in the cleverness which is 
generally held needful to make a man thoroughly wicked to see so 
feeble a plea set forth by so large a community of prosperous people as 
the shipowners. It almost induces one to conjecture that when Judas 
lamented over the broken alabaster box, which might have been sold, 
that he was a Galilean shipowner and would have given the proceeds 
to the poor (sailors, entendu), in the form of a worm-eaten, rat-riddled 
hulk, conspicuously crowned with a deck-cargo. By the mouths of 
its representatives in the House, the shipowning interest protests 
against having the responsibility of losing men’s lives removed from 
its shoulders. Cain, who was only not a shipowner because there wus 
not much navigation before the days of Noah, very probably objected 
to the interference of Providence, which ‘removed the responsi- 
bility from his shoulders” to brand it on his forehead. 


Gavrochism. 


We protest—im the interests of the memory ofan estimable young 
man who might have been a boy if he had had better opportunities, 
who lived in the interior of a brick elephant, and having nothing to 
live upon shared that, and what he could steal with others plus 
miscrables—against the use of the word Gavrochism, which was 
instituted by Mr. Blanchard Jerrold in the interests of the Empire, 
and has been dug out of obscurity by the Daily Telegraph to be applied 
to a class with which our lamented friend Gavroche had no sympathy, 
and which, if it is to be stigmatised, must have a“ #étrisseur ”’ of its own. 
To come to plain fact, it is a little humiliating to English literature 
that French terms (considering that you can get French lessons, as we 
regretfully read in advertisements, at about sixpence a day) should be so 
misunderstood. What our friends are pleased to call “ Gavrochism”’ 
has as much to do with Gavroche as the North Pole has to do with the 
Equator. They have one point in common—they exist. We only 
wish that some of these excessively clever writers didn’t. That's all. 


Kill or Cure. 
Tux Congress of Societies for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals 


has been mainly occupied in discovering how to kill them. Ong: 


cannot help thinking that a more appropriate object for its in uify 
would be Sa to keep them alive. ; : 
j*rger than their hearts! 





FUN. 

































But men’s stomachs are always 
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CRUISE OF THE ‘‘MUDLARK.” 


As I left the house she said I was a cruel old thing—so I was, and 
not a bit nice; she hoped I never, never would come back! So I 
shipped as mate on the Mud/ark, bound from Liverpool to any port 
which the captain might think it expedient to put into. It had not 
been thought advisable to hamper the captain with orders, for when 
he could not have his own way he would always run his vessel against 
a cliff, or cut a hole in the bottom, or crowd on all sail in a storm, or 
knock away the rudder, or contrive in some such indirect way to make 
the voyage an unprofitable one. The owners of the Mudlark had 
become wise in their generation, and now let him do pretty much as 

| he pleased, carrying such cargoes as took his fancy to parts where the 
' nicest women were. On the voyage of which I write he had taken no 
cargo at all; he said it would only make the Mudlark heavy and siow; 
besides he might wish to pick up something by the way, and 
| would not have room for itif he should stuff the ship beforehand. To 
| hear this man talk, one would have supposed he did not know very 
much about commerce. 

We hada few passengers—not nearly as many as we had laid in 
basins and stewards for; for before coming off to the ship most of the 
people who had bought tickets would inquire whither she was bound, 
and, if not bold, would go back to their hotel, sending a bandit on board 
to take away their luggage. But there were enough of them with us 
to be very troublesome. ‘They cultivated the rolling gait peculiar to 
sailors, and the deck was not wide enough for themto go from the 
forecastle-to the binnacle to set their watches by the compass, nor 
from the binnacle to the forecastle to see how the bowsprit was 
getting on. They were always petitioning the captain to let go the 
big anchor just to hear it plunge in the water, threatening in case of 
refusal to write to the newspapers. A favourite amusement with them 
was to sit in the lee of the bulwarks, relating their experiences in 
former voyages—voyages about which there had in every case been 
two remarkable features, namely, the frequency of hurricanes and the 
entire immunity of the narrator from sea-sickness, he having always 
been the only passenger who could raise his head. It was very inte- 
resting to watch them seated in a row telling these things, each man 
with his basin between his legs, trying to prevent his wife from 
getting her hair in it. 

One day there arose a great storm. The waves walked over the 
deck of that ship as if they had never seen such a thing in all their 
lives and were determined to enjoy it all they could. Sometimes a 
half-dozen of them would come aboard at the bow, and playing at 
leap-frog all the way to the sterm, where each one would take a 
header, carrying away with it some useful article that could be of no 
possible service in the water—a coil of line, a life-preserver, a woman, 
or something of the kind. The Mudlark laboured very much—very 
much more indeed than the crew did; for these had discovered im the 
possession of one of their number a pair of leather-seated trousers, and 
during most of the voyage they would do nothing but sit between 
decks and play cards for them; in a month every sailor had owned 
them a dozen times. They weré so worn by being pushed over te the 
winner that there was little but the seat remaining, and that immortal 
part the captain finally kicked overboard. The storm increased in 
violence until it had succeeded in straining the ship so that she let in 
the water like a member of the United Kingdom Alliance; then it 
appeared to get relief directly. There is this to be said im justice to 
storms at sea. When they have broken off your masts, pulled out 
your rudder, carried away all your boats, and made a nice hole in 
some inaccessible part of your hull, they will frequently go away in 
search of another ship, leaving you to take such measures for your 
safety as you may think fit. In our case the captain thought fit to sit 
on the taffrail reading a three volume novel. 

Seeing that he had got about half-way through the second volume, 
to a point at which the lovers would naturally be involved in the most 
heartrending difficulties, I judged that he would be in a particularly 
cheerful humour, and so ap ed him, telling him the ship was 
going down. ‘ Well,” said he, closing the book, but keeping his 
forefinger between the pages he had been reading, ‘“‘she never would 
be good for much after such a shaking up. But, I say—I wish you'd 
just send the boa’s’n ford there to break up that prayer-meeting. 

he Mudlark isn’t a seaman’s chapel, I suppose.” 

“ But,” said I warmly, “‘you don’t seem to comprehend that we are 
all going to the bottom.” 

“No,” he replied, “ I don’t; I know every fath’m of this sea, and I 
tell you there is a stratum of sharks just below us. It is easier, 
young man, for a needle to pass through the eye of a camel than for a 
man to go into a layer of sharks and come out on the other side.” 

“OQ, blow your sharks!” I retorted impatiently ; “‘ can’t we do 
something to lighten the ship?” 

“ Well,’ he wled, reflectively ; ‘seeing she hasn’t any masts to 
‘cufaway, nor any cargo to pitch out Stay ! you might throw over 
ae \the heaviest of the passengers if you think it would do any 

It wasla happy thought. Walking rapidly back to the quarter- 
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unmolested. 


- I saw my whole life spread out before me like a map of C 
_since the discovery of the gorilla. There was the “ bagsinette’’ in 


Juty 4, 1874.] 


deck, which being highest out of the water was crowded with 
passengers, I took a stout old gentleman by the nape of the neck, 
pushed him up to the gun’le, and chucked him over. He never 
touched the water; he fell on the apex of a cone of sharks, which 
came up from the sea to meet him, their noses gathered to a point, and 
their tails just clearing the surface. I dont think the old 
gentleman ever knew what beeame of him. Then I hurled over a 
woman, and flung a baby to the wild winds; the former was 8 
out of sight, just like the old man, but the latter was divided amongat 
the 
I am relating these things exactly as they occurred. It would be 
very to make a fine story out of all this material—to tell how 
that while I was flinging over one after another of the passengers 
I was touched by the self-sacrifieing spirit of a beautiful young girl 
who, to-save the life of her lover, pushed her old mother forward to 
where I was operating, imploring me to take the old lady, but spare, 
O spare, her Henry. I might proceed to set forth how that I not only 
did take the old lady, as requested, but immediately seized, Henry and 
sent him flying as far as I could, having first broken his back across 
the rail, and pulled a fistful of his curly hair out. I might go on to 
say that feeling appeased I called a four-wheeler, and, tak 
beauteous maiden, drove away from the ill-fated Mudlark to the church 
of St. Massaker, Fiji, where we‘were united in bonds that were broken 
only by my subsequently eating her. But in truth nought ofall this 
occurred, andI am not going to be the first writer to tell a lie for the 
purpose of making a good — 

What really did occur is this. As I stood on the quarterdeck 
heaving over the passengers, one.and then another, the captain having 


‘ finished his novel, walked aft and ay threw me over. Happily 


the sharks were no longer h , and I was. permitted to sink 
The sensations of a drowning mam have been so often 
described that I will only briefly explain that memory at once gave up 
her treasures: all the incidents of my brief but eventful career 


crowded, though without any confusion or fighting, inte m _ 
ica 


which I was born; the perambulator in which my infantile spine 
received its curvature, and seated in which I overthrew the parson ; 
the nursemaid surrendering her lips alternately to me and the 
policeman ; the old home of my youth, with the ivy and the mortgage 
on it; my eldest brother who succeeded to the family indebtedness ; my 
sister who ran away with the Count von Pretzel, coachman to a most 
respectable City family; my mother standing in the attitude of a 
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YOUTHFUL LOGIC. 


Kate :—“ On isn’t THIS ORANGE COLD, Laity?” 


Lally :—‘*‘ Oucutn’T TO BE; I KNOW THEY COME FROM A WARM PLACE.” 
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saint, pressing with both hands her prayer-book against the patent 
palpitators from Madame Fahertini’s ; my father sitting venerable in 
his sacred chimney-corner, his silvered head bowed upon his breast, 
his withered hands crossed patiently on his lap, waiting for death, and 
drunk as a lord—all this and much more, some of which I would not 
tell for a pot of money, I saw as plainly as ever I saw a gentleman of 
exemplary ptety cheating at whist. Then there was a ringing sound 
in my ears; my senses swam; the amber light that fell through the 
waters above my head failed and darkened into blackness, as my feet 
struck against the bottom of the-ocean. After reating a moment on a 
clump of coral I walked out and came home. She had gone away 


with the butcher ! 
ESSE ee 
An Eye to the Future. 


Now’s your time, newspaper proprietors and editors; but speak 
according to your size, for here's a prise worth having :— 
HE PRESS.—WANTED, an Engagement as REPORTER. Is a good 
Paragraphist, and can read. Presemt remuneration noteo mudhian object as 
future prospects. Good references. Reporter, —— . 
It is as well of course to be able to read before you begin: ta write, but 
it is uoi necessary that because aman can do the former he should be 
engaged for the latter. Mendo not asa rule get. engagements to 
drive four-in-hands because they can draw trucks. But it is different 
in literature and journalism, especially when ‘ present remuneration 
is not so much an object as future prospects.’’” And the more future 
they are the better some proprietors like them. 





Fruits of Intolerance. 


Tue teetotal mind is not expected to be pany logical, 
especially at this season of the year, but the “I. O. G. T. Isli 
Degree sa hye that — se eee to ge become more 

n usually vague during preparations a banquet, programme 
of which states that— = . 

All kinds of Fruit im seasom will be provided, including Ice, Lemonade &o,, &o. 
And are templars of all kinds so wofully ignorant as to believe that 
the lemonade plant bears ite fruit ready bottled, and that ice grows on 
the tops of trees? What ds the London Schoolboard about, and why 
didn’t Sir Wilfrid Lawson spend his Derby holiday to better purpose, 
and teach his children that though the Gi r is an animal 
and very useful to man, the Ice is only afruit when found growing 
with the strawberry and cream to which it is so justly entitled ? 


SG 








DISENCHANTED. 


A rew short months she reigned 
“ by ees — sole! . 

y Cupid’s silken fetters chained 

I was distracted wholly. 
And now I quite detest the name 

Of Sophonisba Saunders, 
As often as I hear the same— 

I wish the jade in— Flanders ! 


I wrote her sonnets by the score 
On sheets of tinted 

I praised her eyebrows o'er and o'er, 
Her nose, and figure ta 

I sent her bouquets#—stole her sarte— 
Despite my sister's warning— 

I placed that picture next my heart 
And kissed it night and morning. 


I dogged her steps where'er she 
went 
And always when I met her, 
Such lustrous eyes on me she bent 
They riveted my fetter— 
And at her window of a night 
I used to carol sweetly 
And when at length she doused the 
light 
I, too, was doused completely ! 


| Alas! alas! one cursed day 
nat saw her with the Trunnions 
isporting im a one-horse chay, 
Secenale munching onions! 
The spell was broken. (How in truth 
Could she so long have lured me !) 
It was a bitter pill, forsooth, 
To swallow—but it cured me! 
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OverJvoyep by the increasing sobriety resulting from liquor legislation, we offer 
hints for the forcible encouragement of other Christian virtues :— 

1. Humitity.—Every well-to-do citizen shall clean his own boots once a week. 

2. Patizncs.—Anybody caught hurrying anywhere shall be tied to the nearest 


lamp-post for ten minutes. 
3and 4. AnstEmrousnEss.—All eating-houses and sweetstuff shops shall close 


GRANDMOTHERLY GOVERNMENT. 


at 5 pn. Babies convicted of consuming more than 1b, of lollipops at once 
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run in. 
5. Mopreration.—Nobody shall smoke more than three pipes in one day. 


6. Inpustry.— All citizens shall be up at 6 a.m. ott 
7. AMIABILITY.—Anyone resenting the latter law shall be liable to imprison- 


ment. 








‘* Noblesse Oblige!” 


Tue Daily Telegraph devotes some of its “valuable space"’ to a 
record of the fact that the Hon. Lewis Wingfield is painting a picture 
which “is intended for submission to the Royal Academy authorities 
in 1875.” Is this statement the outcome of a love of art or a 
reverence for the nobility; or is Peterborough Court going to decide 
what is most worthy the attention of Burlington House? And what 
will be the result if the Academicians, notwithstanding this long 
notice to prepare, decline to accept the work of one who is not only of 
noble birth but is backed up by the largest circulation? We cannot 
bring ourselves to believe that such a state of rebellion could exist for 
long, and so banish the idea of ruined R.A.’s and disbanded 
Associates which came quick and fast, as we thought of blue blood and 


Cedant Arma. 

Tue Chancellor of the Exchequer talking to the City of London 
Conservatives naturally did not say anything brilliant for fear of 
creating a confusion in those recesses of their skulls, in which ordinary 
people keep their intellects. But he wound up by advising his hearers 
not to lay down theirarms. Admirable! But before long it is not 


unlikely that they will take to their legs too. 


Another Guy! 


Tue Globe observes that last year— 
Coffee rose to an unprecedented figure. 


blatant obsequiousness triumphing over high art and the hanging | This is not generous! The fallen monarch of Ashanti may be a figure, 
committee ! 


but it’s not pretty to say so! 











BRtIN-- Juty 4, 1874. 
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THE LEARNED PIG. 


Pat :—“ AH, THIN, ISN'T IT LOVELY, SURE! AND HAVEN’T WE FATTENED IT OURSELVES, FOR KILLIN’!” 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 379. 


Tue strawberries pine 
And so does the vine 
For the liquor fine 

That the clouds distil. 
Come, thunder-crash, 
Come, lightning flash, 
Let showers lash— 

The fruits will fill. 


— ee . zs 


1, He’s the fashion just now 
I allow 
And avow: 
And so to the fashion I have but to bow! 


2. Of actors, who can stride a stage 
And thump their breasts, and rant and rage,— 
Of painters, who can canvas spoil 
3y miles with pigments soaked in oil,— 
We've plenty. But we somehow miss 
Much that we need to build up this! 


3. A cow, 
I allow, 
But she had 
A bad 
Time when she galloped pursued by gad. 


4. Under the water he could dive, 
And there to smoke his pipe contrive. 
It may be nice to do, but—thanks— | 
I’d rather live in air, than tanks. 


5. One of the things I hate, 
And daily ebsecrate 
In my commination service private. 
Until it dies, it’s hard to say | 
When this poor world will find its way | 
Its poor perfection to arrive at! | 
Sotution or Acrostic, No. 377.—Blighted Blossoms : | 
Barb, Lovel, Iago, Gas, MHarass, Toto, Epigram, | 
Dumps. 

Correct SoLutions or Acrostic No. 377, received June 24th: 
—Noll and Mortimer; Peggotty’s Daughter; Nellie and Ada; 
Algernon M.; Turk; Guilac; Lindis; Florrie; Smug; Pollaky; 
Margate Vic; Ruby’s Ghost; Ginx’s Baby. 


UNDER ORDERS. 


Art the French Plays, the revival of Gavaut Minard et Cie. and of 
Tricoche et Cacolet has given those dilatory people who missed the 
earlier performances an opportunity of retrieving their errors. It 
has pleased the authorities at the Lord Chamberlain’s office (it is as 
well to give the credit to the officials, because the Lord Chamberlain 
personally is most likely as conspicuously absent from their counsels 
as—well, as intelligence is) to forbid the performance of Le Demi- 
Monde by Madame Pasca, even under another title, and with excisions 
which the excellent taste of Messrs. Valnay and Pitron might have 
been trusted to perform wisely. Messrs. Valnay and Pitron havea fair 
ground to complain of our insular idiocy in a Censorship which in 
Paris would be laughed to death in a week. They have done much 
for British audiences and the British stage,in showing what acting 
should be. So, taking that into consideration, we must forgive them 
the severe satire with which they met the Lord Chamberlain's veto. 
Forbidden to act a piece which, while it holds the mirror up to Nature 
in demi-toilette, points a moral and denounces a vice, they presented 
what is really a farce in three acts, full of fun and wit—but! Oh, 
this Lord Chamberlain folly! Only the other day it interfered with 
a dance which, under the name of Ripirelle was simply the Can-can as 
it may be seen at a dozen theatres, at which the authorities take no 
objection. They may claim the credit of putting the St. James’s 
dancers into long petticoats, and thereby converting what was harm- 
less into what is indelicate, what was amusing into what is sug- 
gestive ! 

Mr. Charles Sleigh, manager of the British Musical and Dramatic 
Institute gave, afew days back, at the Lyric Hall, Great Portland- 
street, a dramatic performance and concert which augured well for the 
success of the society, and showed that amateurs are not of 
necessity either dreary actors or indifferent singers. The dramatic 


pieces were To Oblige Benson and Still Waters Run Deep, in both of | Cremation and Urn Company.” 


Old Mr. Grummles :—“GREEN PEAS AND NEW 
MOTHER KNOW THAT THEM SORT 0’ THINGS LEADS TO THE WORK'Us?”’ 
Boy :—* Know ? 
,COS SHE KNOWS SHE WON’? GIT ’EM THERE!” 








A GUARDIAN OF THE POOR. 


"TATERS! Dors your 


’CouRSE sHE poEs! THATS WHY SHE HAS ’EM NOW, 








and Miss Fanny Wright, the professional instructors of the institute ; 
and, with the singing, showed that Mr. Sleigh and his associates are 
well qualified for the duties they have undertaken. 





UN CCEUR QUI! PALPITE. 
Bs quiet, do! you jump and thump ;— 
Your conduct truly is erratic ;— 
Please to remember you're a pump, 
That should but leap when ['m ecstatic. 


Not you! To toe’s and r's end, 

It pleases you, with ceaseless ticking 
Your constant telegraphs to send, 

To prove that you're alive—and kicking. 
I feel you, when I fall asleep, 

Advantage of my weakness taking ; 
And don’t I find you on the leap 

Like any flea when I’m awaking! 


From dusk to dawn, from morn to eve 
You're at it. Well I’m not a grumbler, 
But still I cannot quite believe 
One's heart was meant to be a tumbler. 
You won’t be quiet !—Welladay 
I haven’t got the means to make you. 
I'd give you, my young friend, away— 
But who on earth would care to take you ? 





In Earnest. 
A NEw company, limited, has been started in London entitled, “‘ The 
A good investment, for what it urns 


which the training of the players did credit to Mr. Charles Warner | will be clear profit for the shareholders. 
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DOCTRINE. 


Worthy Doctor :—“T say, WILLIAM, ISN'T THAT WHERE THOSE RATS COME FROM?” 


William :—‘ Ayk, SIR, THAT IT BE, TOO; JUST THIS BIT OF A HOLE HERE, SIR. 


Worthy Doctor :— H'm; How DO you MEAN?”’ 
William :—“* Wuy! KILL ’EM, SIR, TO BE SURE.” 


BEFORE THE BAR. | 
We have unearthed a new poet who is likely to make Tennyson | 
tremble, Swinburne swear, and Browning bluster, while such minor 
lights as Buchanan and Mortimer Collins must hide under their 
bushels and sing small. Though ready to accept all the praise we 
deserve for our great and undoubted discovery, we must admit that | 
the following is but a reproduction, untold gold having been useless in | 
tempting the writer from his Temperance Star, which we are therefore | 
compelled to lay under contribution. The poem is called ‘“ Three | 
tagged Little Boys,”’ and it tells us that there are— 
Three shiv’ring forms on a wintry day 
Scanning the cook-shop across the way, 
Mouth gaping wide, and with anxious eye 
Longingly sniffing the pudding and pie. 
Cu.—Where is their ma, where is their pa? 
Drinking fi’ry liquor at the gin-shop bar. 


Shoeless and shirtless, and starving too ; 

Pearly white teeth, but with no food to chew; 

Thick matted hair and dirt-grim’d face, 

Fetterless and wild as the Arab race. 
Cu.—Where is &c. 


Yes, where is &.? But no matter. 

Three trembling boys in the bobby’s claws, 

Charg’d with stealing from tradesmen’s doors. 

Sad is their story—no home or food, 

All sent to gaol for their future good. 

Cu.—Where is their ma, where is their pa ? 
Speechlessly drunk at the gin-shop bar. 

It will be noticed that the descriptive matter of this is particularly 
good, and by it are discovered peculiarities of action hitherto undreamt 
of in connection with ragged little boys. But we don’t believe, 
in the face of all the gemius exhibited by the poet, that any one 
“bobby,” even though ke possessed claws, could collar three delin- 
quents who were stealing at different places, all at one and the same 


But YOU LEAVE IT TO ME, sir; I'LL DocToR ’EM.”’ 





time, notwithstanding that their parents were speechlessly drunk at 
the gin-shop bar. One small thief to three big policemen would be 
nearer the mark. Still, we do believe in the poetry, and if those 
great authorities, Rossetti and Co., would only take the writer in 
hand, his fortune would be made at once. He is just about their 
“handwriting.” 


A ‘*Round ’un.’’ 


Tue Globe, determined to keep up its charaeter as chief of the 
‘“‘penny comics” has invented a new style of humour. In a recent 
number it spoke of a cricket match as being “ between Eton v. 
Winchester ;’’ and lest that effort should fail te secure the admiration 
it deserved, in the same issue it had a big heading about a great 
Conservative gain at an Irish election. As on inspection this 
was found to consist of the election of one Conservative and one 


| Liberal, the gain must be, not in the possession of Tory M.P.’s so 


much as in the development of a comicality in Conservative 
journalism which, though undoubtedly well meant, is after all rather 
oppressive and not at all original. Lying, either in fun or in earnest, 
was in fashion even before the existence of the Globe newspaper, 
though that organ does deserve slight credit for having brought the 
process somewhere nearer perfection. 





‘‘Take a Site!”’ 


Tur Daily Telegraph is kind enough to tell us, under its Dublin head, 
that ‘‘a young woman named Onnan, daughter to a farmer in Meath, 
obtained £300 damages against another named Bellew for breach of 
promise of marriage.’’ This is Irish news with a vengeance, unless it 
is also D. 7. fine writing, which says one thing and means another. 
There is some talk of a night school for editors of daily papers. 
Peterborough Court would be an excellent site for it. 


/ 
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CRICKET CRUMBS AND TURF TRIUMPHS. 


Srr,—I beg to say that I have a grievance. Fear not, ’tis un- 
directed against yourself or against anyone connected with this paper; 
and until it is settled the hatchet must be buried even with Dod 
Geile, and the knife be sheathed I had intended for the pachy- 
dermatous cuticle of the Unhung’u:, than whom, though I say it 
myself, two more reprehensible reproducers do met exist. But what 
is private animosity, American want of humour, or unhung criticism, 
to one bowed down by the knowledge that insult has been lavished 
with no unsparing hand upon the order to which he belongs, and by 
means of that order upon himself, though he never mever never hurts 
the feelings of the babe unborn? But to my story. It is the sporting 
press, sir, which has been insulted, and I as the admittedly leading 
member of that body feel the indignity, and in the names of myself 
and coadjutors ask the may and anything else they may choose 
to give, of the great British public. Time was when the sporting 
press was an institution, compared with which trial by jury, Cook's 
coupons, the Pro Rata System, and perforated postage stamps were weak 
al ahem of notice ; but now, fallen from its high estate—I mean 
its fourth estate—trodden under foot by the temperate and truthful 
Sir Wilfrid: Lawson, the energetic amd anxious Amderson, and the 
awfully ambitious Earl of Morley, it has become the scorn and 
reproach of the racing tout and even of the cricket-ground lurcher. 
Such is the fate of the mightiest institutions when once they begin to 
droop amd wither. -No longer do they raise their heads proudly to the 
meridian, which is a high though somewhat vague position, but 
leaning gradually from the normal and perpendicular posture once usual 

ith them, they gradually totter, until with one fell swoop they fall 
down flop.and he parallel with the horizon. (I charge: ing extra 
this beautiful and metaphorical piece of description.) 

Sir, the proprietors of the Chelsea Cricket-ground put forth 
notice that all recognised reporters must wear clean hands amd 
or they would not be allowed to have their dimners at the 

press tariff, I foresaw the doom of the sporting reporter. I 

that he would 


gE 


i 


/ be de and placed on the level of the 
human being’; that his little eccentricities in the way of beer, 
, and behemianism would be criticised by such sordid minds as 
those of the waiter and the moneytaker, who cannot understand that 
cleam shirts are imimical to cleverness, and that cold water dilutes good 
counposition. I kmew that the liberty of the Press was in daager, and 
though I triamph im the fact that I could aniff the afar off, and 
made myself safe by accustoming myself to saponaceous substances 
by easy stages, I grieve for those of my brethren who would not take 
the timely warning, and upon whom the blow falls with swift severity. 
At a°meeting held within the past few days by the proprietors of 
| the running, cricket, and other grounds in or near the metropolis, it was 
‘ resolved that the time had now arrived when it became expedient to 
teach reporters of cricket and pedestrianism how to behave themselves. 
For this purpose a code of rules was drawn up for their government, 
and.as I have been supplied with an early copy, I offer it, sir, to the 
inspection of the public through the medium of your columns. After 
| a preamble, in which the virtues of all proprietors and the vices of all 
| pressmen are duly recited, it runs thus :— 
“That every reporter must behave himself as such under pain of 
| immediate expulsion. 


f 


: 


| “That the duties of a reporter consist in reporting, and not in 
thinking himself a good deal better than either the ground bowlers or 
the moneytaker. 

“That all reporters must be recognised before they are admitted 
free. Their descriptions will be entered im the Cricket and Pedestrian 
Hue and Cry, a copy of which will be kept at the gate for reference. 

“That all reporters must give up their pipes and tobacco before 
entering the ground. They will not be searched at the principal 
entrance, but should they wish to occupy the press cupboard, a rigorous 
inspection of their clothes and linen (if any) will take place. Ends of 
cigars aan toppers generally will be seized and impounded if dis- 
covered. 

‘‘That any reporter convicted of talking during the time of play 
shall be fined threepence for the first offence,and be made to do his 
work by himself should he subsequently offend. 

‘“‘ And that all reports be submitted to the proprietor of the ground 
before being sent off. The proprietor to be entitled to make any 
alteration he may see fit; and any objection to be declared null and 
void, as well as to disqualify the objector from all participation in the 
reduced press tariff.”’ 

As I am to be the editor of the Hue and Cry referred to in the above 
extract, I’m all right, and have no occasion to grumble; still I think 
you will agree with me in all I have said about the loss of power 
under which the sporting press of the present day suffers, and will 
admit that ae a proprietors are just a trifle too hard on their 
humble and obedient servants the reporters. 








Now it is by no means easy to keep always chuckling over success. 
The strongest-minded man in the world can’t chuckle for ever, and if 
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it’s only for the sake of varying the monotony of the business, I shall 
have to put my readers on to a loser or two. I shall know it is a loser 
when I tell them, and shall only do so for the sake of variety, because, 
although Art Critics and Ded Griles don’t kmow the feelings of 
success to any extent, they really do pall when you too many of 
them. I mean the feelings of course, and not the G or the other 
things. When did any other contributor te this paper give such a 
gloriously successful finale to his tip as that which closed my last 
week's article? Yes, a tip does have a as it may seem. 
Listen, minions! it’s last lines were— 
For amid both shrieks and laughter, 
Lily Agnes wins the Plate. 
And though the editor of this journal is burstimg with envy, and is 
anxious for everyone to believe that he drops the correct tips, as well 
as the jokes, into my article, I must tell the truth and claim the 
reward of merit. The jokes he is weleome to, but the tips are these of 
Avesrur. 





FORTY -TER,—SUAVITER. 


Forry’s a very solemn age, 
And should be grave, and calm, and sober. 
June is the hay-day. For the 


The haytime’s finished by , 
Yes! But there are somo hearts—and lawns — 
Whose harvests late attain . 
Some evenings are so much like dawns, 


We do not think how short the sweetness. 


Twenty is youth. Its passions swell 
And boil and bubble like a geyser. 
Forty is like a fern-elad well, 
Not quite so clamorous—but wiser ! 
Sad memories crowd about the brink 
he can make epee and lonely ;— 
thoughts are sad — stall, let us think, 
For sorzew lasts a lifetime only. 


Then, weleome, Forty! You are*wise-~ 
Wisdom is se 
Twenty would wonder how all eyes 
Would criticise the part it acted ; 
Forty, unlike that nervous elf, 
Accepts its ré/e without emotions, 
And, having simply pleased itself, 
Cares not a snap for others’ notions! 


Well! Forty’s right, and Twenty’s wrong ; 
A wise man spurns the world’s dominion, 
And I—-I had to write a song, ° 
And so I’ve rhymed on my opinion. 
Twenty is lord of unfound lands, 
The morning sun falls freely o’er it, 
While Forty gropes for kindly hands, 
With little but the grave before it. 


Auswers to Correspondents. 





[We camnot return unac 
a stamped and 
responsible for loss.} 

K.{ (Cork).—Levior cortice! Why didn’t you read our rules and 
observe them. We have; and consequently the MS. will light our library 
fire this genial July. 

S. (Harthill).—Some of these days you will be harthilly glad we did 
not publish your crude effusions. 

E. (Knightsbridge).—Don’t write any more, or if you do please omit 
your signature. Our hair has turned grey in a nightlong effort to 
decipher your name. 

Sitex.—But we are flint, too! 

— (Fool’s Paradise).— For goodness’ sake, stop there! If you left, they 
would have to shut up the shop. 

Forwarp (Liverpool).—Rather too forward ! 

— (Ayr).—Perhaps if your name had been written in water it would 
have been legible. It was written in air—and blowed if we can 
read it! 

F. (Ealing).—The sketch was returned. 

Declined with thanks:—F. D., Kingsland; W., Camberwell ; Regular 
Reader; J., Highbury; Navvy; T. M., Liverpook; D. G.; R., Islington ; 
N., Walworth-road; G., Bridgewater; A Digger; S. L. M.; F. A. S, 
Huddersfield; P., Alfred-street; Bobby; R. E., Poxtland Town; T., 
Leamington ; G. G., Liverpool; R, Leeds; A Lad.of Fifteen ; L., Tollerton ; 
B. P.8.; J. C., Morpeth; T., Paisley; H., Fowle; M., Portman-square ; 
O., Spennymore ; E., Lanark; W.S. C., Brixton; 8., Burnley; N. F. R., 
Islington ; Tom W.; R., Camberwell ; Old Fogey. 
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Vv AT THE GREAT CROWD. 


Son :—“T gay, FATHER, WHAT DO THE PEOPLE MARK IN THEIR CATALOGUES FOR ?”’ 
Father :—“To sHOW THAT THEY HAVE HAD A GOOD LOOK AT THE PICTURE, SO THAT WHEN THEY COME AGAIN THEY NEED NOT WASTE 


ANY MORE TIME ON IT.” 





PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


Tuere has not been of late a better book of American humour— 
with a touch of universal pathos, too—than Out of the Hurly Burly 
(Chatto and Windus, Piccadilly), by Max Adelar, a nom de plume almost 
unknown in England. It is excellently and copiously illustrated 
ig’a way that we do not expect in American books, and is, therefore, 
altogether a surprise to us mere Britishers. But it is, if we may be 
allowed the use of an Americanism, “ real grit.” 

In The Muses of Mayfair (Chatto and Windus, Piccadilly), Mr. 
Cholmondeley Pennell, himself a widely recognised writer of vers de 
société, has gathered most of the gems of that peculiar style. He 
certainly has all the best things of the kind—Leigh Hunt’s immortal 
“‘Jenny” rondeau, and Owen Meredith's one poem, with a host of 
other exquisite jewels. We must not then murmur; but rather, on the 
other hand, bestow our plaudits on an editor, who, with a reputation 
in the sphere of society verse, is generous enough to enclose in the 
net he throws over the writers of the century a few small fish, which 
—for he is an angler, too—he might have fairly restored to their 
native element. However, despite the fact that some of us mere 
rhymesters find a place in its pages, the book contains enough of well- 
weighed gold to balance the—shall we say bronze ? 

From Messrs. Routledge we receive Out of the Hurly Burly already 


YOUTH’S SUNNY DAYS.—By Howard Paul. 


D EAR Madéelaine Gray, I am sure you remember, 
Auda prize the sweet dreams o! our you'h’s sunny days, 
Our hearts « ere as fresh as the dew on the roses, 
Our fovteteps as lich: as the mu-ic of fays: 
O don’t you remember w: ere often we ram vled 
And watched the mill-wheel wildly dashing round, 
And how the pure stream brig: tly flashed in the sunlight, 
And flung the cold drups on the bivssu ming ground? 
An¢, Madelaine Grey, you cannot have forgotten, 
The iessous we ie .wrne: at the old willow tree; 
With sweet summer sounds ali around to allure us, 
The thrush and the : am of the musical bee. 
The hundreds of games at t.e swing cn the hillock, 





noticed; Josh Billings, which is on many grounds a book to be 
possessed; and Prudence Palfrey, Mr. Aldrich’s latest novel, a story 
which abounds ia all the attractions he contrives to throw around the 
simplest theme. It is time, we suppose, for America to take its 
innings, and so long as it sends to the wicket such men as it does now, 
the old country will be proud to field, and to. cheer the vigorous hits 
of those who would not be, in the strict sense of the word, opponents, 
even if they were not blood-relations. 

Gardening for Amateurs (Harberd and Co., Red Lion-court), is an 
essentially amusing work, but its humour may not always be fully 
apprecenee by the amateur. An author who talks about pansies 
blooming in the open in the first week in January may be a wit, but 
he is scarcely a gardener. Still, we can heartily commend the little 
pamphlet to those who combine with a love of horticulture an apprecia- 
tion of humour. They may be safely trusted with it. 


Now Ready, the Twenty-sixth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 
The NINETEENTH VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 


Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 








Dear Madelaine Gray, we have known the heart’s sorrow, 
Sir.ce thos- happy days have flown rapidly past; 

We've tossed on an ocean of tumult and trouble, 
And found the next morrow as dark as the last 

Yet brigh:s are the hopes that from sorrow we've garner’d, 
And rich are the joys that our memories store, 

Our hearts are stili gi: wiug with life’s s e+test pleasures, 
Though childhood’s tound days, like its flow’rs, are no mure. 


a 


We again present our readers with an extract from Messrs. 4. Lynes and Son's wonderfully 
musing book, ‘* Folios and Fashions.’’ The verses, from the facile pen of Mr. Howard Paul, 
have been written expressly for Messrs. Lynes and their magazin . Readers of “ Fus” have 
oniy tosena their names and audresses tv the Corner of Holywell Lane, Shoreditch, or to 
Kensington House, Ludgate Hill, and a copy of this remarkable voiume wil: be returned them 


The sports ev’ry morn, ‘veath the wide-spreadiny vine, 
The quarrel I baa with you once in the wild-wooa, 
F r liking my brother’> e)es better than mine! hac 


| gr. isan. free by post. Curdiaily do we endorse the opinion of the * Sunday Times,’ «hen, review- 
(ue magazine, it observes, ** such a combination Of amusement and utility we seldum see.” 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoon'x Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, July 4, 1974. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, NO. 380. 


Wetcome to the meadows brown 
Welcome to the dusty town, 
Pouring plentifully down, 

Comes the rain to charm us. 
But we very well could spare 
Gleams that cleave the startled air 
Mid loud rollings everywhere, 

They sometimes may harm us. 


— 


.Ina royal family legends tell 
There was a knave who did not well: 
He stole provisions and he got 
It, what they call, “‘ uncommon hot.” 


2. No, please to take the dish away, 
I like not meat the second day, 
Warmed up again, 
Or cold and plain. 


| 
| 
3. Italy’s painter of the greatest grace, 
Was born at this high-honoured place. 

| 


. When any play they this declare, 
’Tis from the French be well aware ! 


os 


. The Row’s very nice for a canter, 
But J seek elsewhere 
In her carriage and pair my enchanter, 
So young and so fair. 


Qn 


6. The lovely Queen employed her elevation 
To benefit her crushed and fallen nation. 


7. Each Sunday in our open spaces 
They groan and bellow and make faces. 
Sotutron or Acrostic, No. 378.—July Heat : Josh, 
Unique, Lea, Yeast. 

Correct So.utions oF Acrostic, No. 378, received ist July :— 
Ada N.; Notts; Sideropolitai; Peggotty's Daughter; Gyp; 
Pollaky; Neil and Pons; Pecksniff ; ly and Bob; Sara; 
Nevarce ; Pipekop; Muffies; Smug; Cassabelaunus; The Sword 
Fish ; Little Peacocks ; Bob and Dolly; Lutanist; Cliff; Winkle; 
Charles N.; Yellowhammer; Pimlico Tom Cat; Tymkins Again ; 
Blanky G.; Algernon M.; Cake and Ale; Pik; Charley and 
Alfli; Guiter; The Leibig Peay Cues Hoptop; Mary and 
Her Ma; Brice; I. Harry B.; omas R.; Bungo the Big; 
Nolo; Boiled Owl; Hart; Guilac; Peggotty ; Nodwas; Goheuatl: 
Your Own James; Tomaroo; Spigwiftin; Jimricus; D. E. H.; 
Smug; Lazy One; Goutty and Lis; Ardmore; Double or Quits; 
Ruby’s Ghost; Hammersmith; Lindis; Rodrigo; Flossie M.; 
Sax; Fern; Beaumaris Pier; Meggs; Enston Bobbie; Interim 


Guarantee; A. R. C.; Slodger and Tiney. YET. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Concua ran into danger and got shot. Generals should be more 
particular. — J. L. Toole leaves for a tour in America. The Bird of 
Freedom will inevitably become a J.L. Bird. — More French 
journalists duelling. They are ready always to come to the scratch, 
and that’s all they get as a rule. — Collision between military and 
populace at Corfu. Sort of Corfu-mill. —/The missing nobleman 
has been found. There are some noblemen that would not be missed 
at all. — An M.P. and an officer stopped en route for Ostend to fight 
a duel. Could they have been rehearsing the duel from Pickwick ? = 
Pilgrimage of agricultural labourers to Manchester. Too much d Ja 
Sergeant Bates. — Madman charged at Bow-street observed that 
‘*under the lunacy laws he was the sovereign of the Prince of Wales.” 
This sounds like sense. = Man brought an action for breach of 
promise against a young lady. Jury valued his injured feelings at one 
farthing! Girl’s father said she was only half a child—she was a 
twin. Lord Coleridge dissented. It could not be Siamesily proved. 
= Dublin is anxious to purify the Liffey. Should petition the Lord 
Liffeytenant. —- More new and original English pieces taken from 
French plays. The in-Alsatiable Germans only took provinces; we 
fight for ideas. — Outbreak of the cattle plague in Switzerland. The 
Ranz des vaches won't stop it. But white-wache is a preventive. 








DECOROUS. 


Sr Micnwazr, why 80 very quick 

To drop your baton, and to cut your stick ? 

When they thus raised their voices in accents sonorous 
"Twas a matter of course—and a matter of chorus. 

That to sing all together so well they have learned, 

Should have clearly your thanks and your sympathy earned. 
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GETTING AT IT. 


Jolliboy :—‘I say, WAITER, WHICH DID YOU PUT IN FIRST, THE WATER 
OR THE SPIRIT.” 


Waiter :—* WuIskEY, SIR—AND YOU TOLD MBE TO FILL IT uP!” 
Jolliboy :—‘* Ou, THAT'S ALL RIGHT—I HAVEN'T COMB TO THE WHISKEY 
> 








One-Eyed Observations. 


A sitty paper which, like most silly papers, professes to have 
special knowledge of things which nobody cares about, and is wofully 
ignorant of all the things it ought to know, teaches the young idea 
how to fish, and among other curious items of want of intelligence 
gives the following :— 

A writer of the twelfth century stated that in a certain pool in Wales, the trout, 

the perch, and the eel, were deficient of the lefteye. A recent work on trout ¢ 
salmon fishing in Wales strangely enough confirms in part this observation, 
asserting that one-eyed trout are still ca tin the same waters. 
If either of these clever writers had studied the natural history of 
Welsh fish he would have known that they are in the habit of winking 
when being inspected from the bank by persons who, however well 
they may write about fishing, never saw a fishing rod out of a shop 
window, except on a Sunday morning at Dagenham, Tottenhan, or the 
Regent’s Canal. Possibly, if these fish were consulted they would say 
that they have not rarely suffered from a one-eyed race of writers. 


Of Course. 
Tuar valuable society the Gardeners’ Royal Benevolent Institution 
has just held its annual dinner. It was naturally notable for the 
excellence of its (8)peaches. 


The Eastern Question. 


Ports are very fond of talking about “ Eastern looms.” But what 
looms for the Eastern in the future ? 


All Round my Hat. 


Quakers are temperate to a degree—yet an apt motto for them 
would be ‘‘ Brim-full !’’ 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 8, 1874. 
CONJURING EXTRAORDINARY. 


Srre Wirrsasrr L. 
Is a conjurer fell, 
Who would change into.water, beer, spirits, and wine. 
A cleverish trick, 
But, just at this nick, 
The,people of England must beg to decline! 
Hei presto! cockalorum! 
It isn’t quite decorum 
Down people’s gills, 
Against their wills, 
To pour your nauseous jorum. 


‘Sir Willjaber L. 
Is all very well, 
His jokes as the water are possibly clear, 
But no further to seek 
hey are often so weak, 
Which i ‘their age on.eccasions, I fear, 
| [fei presto! eockalorum! 
. (iasn’t quite decorum 
Down people's gills, 
Against their wills, 
To pour fons non teporum. 
a 


! 


- By acontious.coincidence,.on‘the very day when Mr. Albert Grant's 


af ‘Teicester-equare was ferma)ly «empleted, the 
OF ee en een tenant, the Colum 


to the Gity. "What moral can we draw from 
thisifzet'? ‘Did it-oceur'to Mr..Grant that perhaps some of thesedays 
a.grateful ‘Beard.of Workeswould hand him bach Leicester Ganten’? 
Or did «it deen on ‘the Corporaiiion that the inevitable compamison 


Of ‘the wo simultaneous events would mot lead to a flattering eon- | 
clusion esfar as ‘they ere concemmed ? We cannot say; but this awe 
j 7 y cimie inal will 


eee eomtuct of the wealth 
angie of Mr, Gren. w ber 
e Mr. e 
and respect and guard what is 


the assertion that the Briton cannot behave as well as the Gaul, and 


that, therefore, London cannot be provided with public squares 
and gardens, which are so delightfully common, not only in Paris, but 


in every French provincial town. 
——oIUIU]llll___==_== 
WHAT'S GOING ON. 


Rosnuervi1tzz, “the place to spend a happy day,” is in full force 
As it is under the management of Mr. Fort, well-known 


once more. 
as a caterer for the public, it is likely to come out strong. Indeed, 


it does—with balloons, ballets, concerts, fairs, dancing, burlesques and 
Well, we wish it success, for we 


fireworks! And all for sixpence ! 
remember having, as a boy, shot an arrow into the apple on the head 
of Tell'’e son, and being discreet.enough not to divulge that we had 
aimed at the next target. An early hit and a successful-fiction. 


We are glad to.see that the Floral and Horticultural Society of the 
Alexandra Cottages at Penge will give its annual Flower Show on the 
15th of August. It wasa plucky attempt on the part of the inhabi- 


tants, and its success will, we hope, encourage institutions in 
places of the same kind. 





Caw! 

Ir is perhaps not altogether polite to compare the gentleman who 
has so often and so ably arbitrated im disputes between masters and 
mento Barnaby Rudge’s raven, simply because he can say, “I’m a 
Kettle.” But he certainly has a Grip of the question. 








— + 


Pate-tent to All. 

Oxp Shinipoll, whose head is as deficient of hair as a glass solitaire 
ball, was asked the other day which of the poems of Longfellow he 
admired most. He at ence said the‘ Balder the Beautiful.” 


Police Intelligence. 


AnotueR active and intelligent but mad constable has killed another 
lost but sane dog. It is clear a policeman finds it as difficult to 


control his staff as some editors do. 


At the Zoo. 
Sirtmman having visited the Zoo was anxious to read up something 
ahout ‘he rhinoceros, and in order to do so sent for the latest work on 


Hornithology. 


people me the gemereus 
, too, that the public will be wise. 
on them, so as to disprove 
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UNDER ORDERS. 


Tue Handel Festival has passed off with complete success. But 
the fashionable audiences (who do not read short pars in the papers; 


| confining themselves to murders, and births, deaths, and marriages 


chiefly) were not aware how nearly that success was converted into a 
failure. The Directors might at the last moment have had to declare 
that the Festival could not come off for want of a chorus. The 


| members of the chorus have certain unmistakeable, but easily remedi- 


able grievances, which they courteously set forth, and requested a 
refity. It was withheld till the last rehearsal at Exeter Hall, where it 
was demanded so persistently that Sir Michael Costa put down his 
baten—relicté non bene parmuld—and retreated. The two points 


mere, that the singers, allowed but one half-hour for refreshments, 
wthould not be sent to the farthest end of the gallery to contend with 
tthe public, a task so hard as almost to amount to a restriction. The 


weoond point was, that they should not be compelled to travel to the 


4 ‘Ralace several hours before the performance, or pay full railway fare, 
a@eompulsion very unfair to gentlemen who are chiefly in business. 
{@onsidering how very greatly at festivals and concerts they contri- 
}%ute to their popularity and success, they should be treated with 
‘Jegrateful consideration, not with all sorts of inconveniences. lt was 
amtheir power and in their right to have struck as a body and killed 
j the celebration. They were generous, and unselfishly love their art, 

and they refused to punish the public, though it was their opportunity. 
‘Bverybody must respect them for their conduct under the circumstance, 


of which the obloquy probably rests chiefly on the Sacred Philharmonic 
Society, though some of the blame must fall on the Palace Company. 
There has been a change of management there, and it has made 
alterations of policy, which are certainly not improvements. No one 
cares to be treated as if Sydenham were a drili-shed. 

Mr. Burnand has broken out in a fresh place, and now his pieces 
occupy the whole of the Royalty programme. (His version of Archie 
Lovel is, if unauthorised, satisfactory, the acting of Mr. George 
Reginald and Miss Hodson doing much to strengthen it; but the new 
piece, a translation from the French, entitled Better Late thun Nev r, 
would fairly, or rather unfairly, test the powers of the most comic 
actor of any day. The author calls his production an eccentric comedy, 
but while admitting the eccentric, we must, if only in the name of com- 
mon sense, deny the comedy, as the situations would be inadmissible in a 
properly organised farce. Yet with all its eccentricity the piece is a 
very marvel of dulness, and the only laughter we heard on the night 
of its production was directed inst and was certainly not with the 
writer. The plot has something to do with a woman who gets 
married twice, but how, or why, or wherefore, it is impossible to say ; 
for though we had not even the usual author’s and manager's excuse 
of a:train to.catch or a supper to get, a feeling of sympathy for the 
conscientious artists who were trying so well and succeeding so ill, 
compelled us to depart suddenly, and so the end remains a blank. 
Surely, if the **unacted and unread ” can do-anything at all he ought 
to be welcome just now at the Royalty Theatre. 

Those Islingtonians who prefer to take their instruction and amuse- 
ment in their own neighbourhood, and who regard the Agricultural 
Hall as the seat of the arts and sciences, as the capital of commerce 
and.the chosen abode of cattle, have a seasonable treat offered them 
just now vice the Mohawk Minstrels promoted tothe provinces. This 
is in the ‘form of Hamilton’s Diorama of the journey to New York 
and what takes place afterwards. The pictures are accompanied by 


descriptive accounts and appropriate melodies, plain and coloured, and 


the arrangements generally are such as to secure the comfort as well 


as to. attract.the attention of visitors. 


ON A LATE CRICKET MATCH. 


the bat of old Oxford Fate comfort affords, 
ough her boat to defeat she condemns: 
For the "Varsity wields with great triumph at Lord's, 
The willows she wears on the Thames. 


New and Original. 

Tue Daily Telegraph suggests, apropos of the vacancy at the Lord 
Chamberlain’s office, that the reading of pieces should be entrusted to 
Colonel Henderson and his assistant Commissioners—with the aid of 
Inspector Druscovitch to compare English translations with French 
originals. But would not this bea little severe on the Inspector, who 


would have nearly all the work to himself? 


A Legal Definition. 
THE property of an author in his writings is ‘‘ copyhold.” 





A Compnarst ovr Bourenzr Dectimes ro Betreve 1n.—Fatty 
degeneration. 
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MY CONTINENTAL TOUR. 


Ar eight exactly I awoke— 

At nine had breakfust in a hurry ; 
Then o'er my matutin«l smoke 

Deveted half an hour to Murray. 
For, weary of the tedious town, 

I longed to leave its common places# 
To search all Europe up and down 

For novel scenes and novel faces. 


I fancied I should like the Nor@hy, 
Especially the coast of Swedoms 

Yet southern climes are imaged fortiih 
In Murray as a kind of Eden. 

’T was ten o'clock, and still I sat 
Without a definite suggestion. 

I thous ht. of this and thought-of'tiiat ; 
But thought of nothingtethe-questiom 


Eleven struck. My-féeble mind) 
No settled resolutiomguidtdh. 
The noonday only cataeste-find - 
My plan of action undecided: 
I read the Telegraph, The Times, 
The Standard, and the Advertiser. 
’T was one by old St. Clement's chimes, 
And I was not a.whit thewiser. 


I thoughtof roving up tliedthine, 
But:steamers are my heart's abhorrence. 
Another little scheme of mine 
Was-traversing the Alps:to Florence. 
Till two o'clock Lstroveto make 
My plans, but got-unosrtaliae—very ; 
And so Leallied fortthtetalte, 
A sand@ichiand a glassof siterry. 


From three to four and four to five 

My thoughts were in.a dim confusion, 
An@would not help me to arrive 

absolute conclusion. 

Atisie 1 hurried off to dine, 

Simoked three Manillas con amore, 
Andireached: the opera by nine 

To-Hear a little Zrovatore. 


Tis twelve o'clock: I’ve been to sup: 
This melancholy day is ended. 

I rather think of giving up 
The little trip that I intended. 

The hours will soon. be gpawing small ; 
I can’t sit up anothemminute. 

I won't go outrof teswmnatallj. 
But passJuly andi August i it. 





& CORBECTION. 


Wrirren with something moretlian my usual disregard of* renson: 


and inattention to fact, it is i i \ 
article ima late number of/ this paper should contain 


meta 
able if the minutest care-for the editor's reputation could: have 


an essay: on: the “Barometri¢al: Morality of Political Bestroots!’ alli)’ 
- reflectiom hasy I hope, esubled’ me to |, 
note tlie more obvious errors: ofthe p a hastily thtown.offy,}) 


that. itiought tovbe; buttmature: 


and to correct them: by others; “propose to. nryéelf the 
happiness of controverting my statistics; demolishing my theories; and 
reversing the application of the entire article. 

In the first place I find that in affirming the realistic, instead of-the 
heraldic, significance of new potatoes, I laid myself open to a charge of 
incomprehensivity. in the very quarter in which it was essential that 
there should be no misunderstansion. By not availing myself of tle 
resources of the language, I expressed’ myself not pertiaps obsourel 
but imperfectly What I really meant to say was not that“ new 
potatoes are deficient in sanguineous sirloins, ’ but’ that “‘ M. Ollivier 
Pain, the Communist, is regarded in Bath as merely an: incarnation of 
the Oliver Biscuit’’—a very different matter. Had my critics taken: 
the trouble to read the whole article they would have: found a little 
further on, this sentence: ‘* Whom the gods lovedie young; ”’ a senti-~ 
ment which, whether it explains the passage in question or not, is at 
least my own, whereas my detractors are neither perspicnows nor 
original. 

One of the most pernicious passages in the essay is this:—‘ In 
applying nitrate of silver vulgarly known as lunar caustic—to a 
wart, one should never moisten the stick of nitrate with one's tongue.” 


‘su h a falixey as\that! 


4 necessary tomy argument top 
rooms have souls, which I conainly 


labour; 

—_ a oe cif the hageinaes 

not allow myse 

niochsedbeiteume- hin. L expect no futther prefit, though I will not 
déuyy myselfithe delight-ofteducing thie ¥alué of'those with which I 
lieve: parted without 

‘sayroneefor all that the article on 


nay it was inevitable—that my 
Of | eadomes! 
hysical-error and material misstatememt. Indeed, it is questiO@s-| tiyum 
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It is surprising how I could ever have lent the weight of my name to 
By simply forgetting that the human tongue 
is quite as sensitive to the influence of lunar caustic as the human 
wart is, the misleading falsity of the w»rning is seen at once. In 
extenuation I can only plead that having just previously performed 
the act allud+d to, I naturally fell into the mistake 6f writing too 


‘feelingly upon a subject of which I had acquired a kmowledge by 


experience only, instead of by sound reflection. I cannot spare myself 


‘the pain of confessing that in “ picking me up” on this point the 


Saturday Review was unquestionably right, though I amsorry to add 
unnecessarily indignant. I cannot admi. thata mere /epews dngua on 
my part justified the reviewer in calling me a murdering thief. Such 
language is more icable to A tha.to me. 

My reason‘for believing that have'souls I now perceive to 
be insufficient. It is-trwe there resemblance between an 
umbrella. and a mushreom, bub ib occurs t& me now that it was 
_ oF at least assume, that mush- 
do mot beliéve, and never did 
believe; Apropos of this, The Times was quite correct in saying that 
reasotiing from analogy may be pushed too far. But why should it 
also have stated that my grandfather was a base-born costermonger 
anda fiend? Criticism has its decent limits, as well as debate, and it 
is no more agreeable to me to have my dead grandfather flung inte my 
face than it is for Sir Wilfrid Lawson to have the convivial secrets of 
his dinner-table: diselosed) id @ Parliamentary chin-fight over the 
Permissive Bill. I may ray here, briefly, that I think “ chin-fight ” 
rather better than the things commonly, emid by the other con- 
tributors to this: paper. 

Tt will be rememtbered that in that paf¥ieffimp artidle in which I 
dealt very mi 















mutely-—and I fatter myself Vem -severaly—with the 

cardinal virtues; [ belily advaueed the. cof tHine the tails, of 
— —loagey rid of by abso ae 
on. e notion, @ppea@re, has not rogress 
in the scientifie: worldthat D . The has 
apparently beet tes: ed to b& ee few 
experiments it myr Which were»made at Brighton 
Aquarium ee me thtttite olf better. 
That the pollpwige ves: unaltesablir the new 


plan is no good! argument: against it; in | change 
the plea of consesvatiéamiimot even r ekinowethey are 
an ineonstunt; vadilla face, adheri patil: absurdity 
during a great part of their lives, thei it from 
wantonness. réal objections to. abso ably stated 
by awriter in th@ Contemporary Review, to wittelt periodical I must 
refer the curious, merely cautioning them against accepting as 
argument the writers assertion that I have been twice flogged for 
garotting and once trafsported for boiling. three babies in pitch—a 
statement which I cannot but regret that a controversialist who had 
science on his side should have felt himself compelled to make. 

The: comfession and rectification of error is not entirely a pleasant 
hms. well’ remarked, the joy of penitence is embit- 


a conscience as I am 











of disseminating 





to my publishers. So 









‘further epecification.[ « ill 

Polities-of'ttie Beetroot 

” was from beginning tends. andl back: aguiity a piece of 
‘and im 


spidity ena. P weote it currente 
was Kungry,, but. whty tlie: oditer published it is more 
[We-never did) you fool.— Hb, Bur. ] 


EE 


Catening’v. Killing. 

Ir is d&hgerous to write on subjects which reqttife spetial know- 
ledge as well as literary ability, and we should recommend the 
perpetrator of the following to take: a few private lessens- from 
Augspur, at the conclusion of which he will see, if nothing else, the 
error of his ways, and will certainly not want to write sporting any 


more :— 


‘* What is sport to you is death to us,’’ said the frogs, ahd other animals may 
say the same; but to pelt frogs with stones.“ for the fua of the thing,” is different 
from catching’a salmon with a hook or the hare with a gun. 
The only gum you can catch “the hare’’ with is the Woolwich 
Infant: The hunter baits the muzzle with toasted cheese, and’ the 
hare thus indttced crawls in‘to pay a visit, as Hé thinks, to his telatives 
the Welsh rabbits. ‘Iie Hunter then closes the orifice, and tukés the 
hare prisoner as he attempts to escape through the touch-hole. This 
peers may occasionally be varied; but is generally as’ given 

ere. 


Cuniosrry 1x Naturar Histonr (lately exhibited in the House of 
Commons).—The Rabbit's Bill. 
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MORE GRANDMOTHERLY GOVERNMENT. 
Havine successfully encouraged the Christian Virtues mentioned in our last, we might then proceed to enforce a little— 
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9. PerskvyenaNcs.—Folks failing to obtain immediate parochial relief, to keep 
on till they get it. 
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10. TRUTHFULNESS.—No change needed here—merely stick to the Income Tax. 





11. Humanity.—No change here either—Leave the Raliway Companies to their Little games. 


A BLUE LOOK-OUT. 


Associate institutes are so fashionable nowadays that really the 

Good Templars or some other form of teetotallers might among them 
raise up a Society for the Suppression of Satisfaction and Sympathy, 
as well as of Strong Drinks. The gentlemen who waited on the Lord 
Mayor with reference to the Bluecoat boys would form very active if 
not particularly intelligent members, as the following will show :— 
" The Rev. G. W. M Cree one of the secretaries of the United Kingdom Band of 
Hope Union, said that considerable attention was excited in the minds of their 
subscribers and friends when notices ap in the public journals announcing 
that a glass of wine formed part of the hospitality shown to the boys at the 
Mansion House. The deputation wished very respectfully to suggest to his lord- 
ship that some non-intoxicating beverage or a present of sweetmeats might be 
given instead. 





12. UniversaL VirtTve (and consequent happiness). Let the 
Comic Artists legislate for the country, and make 
Peers of ’em. 





In the name of common sense and good taste we protest against such 
idiotic exposures of the intemperance which causes these muddlers to 
poke their inquisitive noses into the business which concerns them 
not, and very likely to neglect their own concerns and those of their 
families. The most remarkable part of the report is that Mr. Lusk 
“expressed the pleasure he felt in meeting the deputation.’”’ If he 
had met them in the Justice Room with a view to sentencing them to 
mind their own business one could have understood it, but as itis we 
cannct manage it without a “modest quencher.” A d we'll have 
one too. 


‘Ear ’Ear. 
A man born deaf must be a good man, for he has never ’er'’d, 
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I SWALLOW THIS GLASS OF WATER, AND IN ITS 


'?? 


THERE I8 NO DECEPTION. 
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CONJURING EXTRAORDINARY. 


Sir W* ifr*d L. -—* OBSERVE 
PLACE—HEI PRESTO!—I PRODUCE A JOKE 
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LOVE’S SECRET. 


Marrtua Brinxs 
Of Thurloe Square 
She never thinks— 
She’s not aware, 
It is not she 
I go to see 
But ma—so forty, fat, amd fair. 


= i A tt mecmmatae 


Richard Binks 

In no great hurry 
Coined the chinks 

Im Bucklersbury 
By hot pickles, | 
Sauce that tickles 

WPalates, and by Indian curry. 


‘When he died 
(Such things will come!) 
He could divide 
A good round plum, 
The widow got 
The blessed lot, 
And so I must admire—but, mum! 


Martha Binks 
Of Thurloe Square 
Therefore sinks;,— 
She isn’t’there. 
So you'll agree 
That as for me, 
What I’m about i’m quite aware! 


epee 


a 
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From 8wiffle. 


THERE is a ‘superstition to the effect 
that pigs can see the wid. Can it have 
possibly arisen from the tendency of pork 
te be blown ? 








MONTHLY MAG-PIE. 


JULY. 


Tue Cornhill is a singularly good number this month. 
the Madding Crowd,” with its quaint Shakesperian clowns, is very 
good, and“ A Resein June’”’ improves. ‘‘ Modern Sorcery”’ is an 
excellent discussion of Spiritualism, which it clearly condemns. 


‘« Prosper Mérimée,’’ too, is good. 


Scribner's as usuababounds in exquisite landscapes. Mr. R. H. Stod- 
dard writes soundly on “ Ancestry,’”’ and Mr. Hart contributes an 
exhaustive essay on the Shakespeare death-mask, and other portraits 


of the poet. 


In Macmillan’s we have Sir Samuel Baker's diseourses on the slave- 
i hical amd critical account of 
Michelet. Another gem isthe scholarly paper by Mr. Oxenford on the 


trade. M. Monot gives a 
‘‘ Methonian Hercules.”’ 
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POINTEDLY TRUE. 


Lady Visitor (inrwral district) :—*Dsgar me! Mrs. Scrups, YOUR BOY SREMS "TO WANT 


A LOT OF WHIPPING!”’ 


Mrs. S. :-— “Watt, BE’S A-GETTENG IT, AIN'T HE?” 


and Tyler. The mistake is complimentary to the book, for we 
_ laughed over it so, that directly we had finished it, a knowing friend 


. | borrowed it, before we had time to write our review. 
“ Far from 





A LA MARTIAL. 


Fuorrrve Time! you well may run; 
eee many crimes you've done. 
You've stolen my childhood’s corduroys, 
My youth, my peace, my hopes, my joys. 
You've stolen my teeth, my sight, my 

Yet never robbed me of a care! 





‘‘ Dispatch, I Say!” 


Temple Bar is capital thismonth. “Uncle John”’ of course is good.| ‘Ta proprietor of the Brighton Times advertises for an “ apprentice 


‘‘ Monsieur Chauvin’ is imimitable, and the 


periodical holds up Louis Philippe in all his deformity with scathing 
There are few better magazines than this has become. 
“Harry Delane” is the chief attraction of Good Things, but with | they would never have produced the following :— 


few exceptions the contents are most readable. In the illustration to | 
The fable speaks of a | attended at Guy’s Hospital. The deceased had been in ill-health for some time 


“Two of a Trade’’ there is some confusion. 


raven and a kitten; the picture exhibits a jay and a marmot. 
In Chambers’s the leading story is thrilling in interest. “ Across 


essayist of ‘the | to newspaper reporting.” ‘This, though a perfectly novel proceeding, 
|seemg quite justifiable, for had the reporters and editor ofa weekly 
_contemporary but served their times to the ‘business of journalism, 


Yesterday morning, Mr. Pierce, aged 42, of Willow-walk Sydenham, was 


past, and on Friday attempted to commit suicide by cutting his with a 
razor. He remains in the hospital in a very precarious condition. 


the Sands” is very good, and several of the-shorter articles will be | “‘ The deceased,” though Dispatched, was, it would appear from the 


read with pleasure. 


conclusion, not yet dead. The next time Mr. Pierce wishes to cut 





* Tourists’ Handbooks, of which those to ‘‘ Holland, Belgium, and the 


Island,” which is | throats, he might make his effort on the brilliant paragraphists referred 
plentifully illustrated. Mr. 8. R. Townshend Mayer gives a life-like | to, though if their skins are as tough as their heads are thick he would 
picture of the relations of Leigh Hunt and poor Haydon. have small chance. But he’s welcome to try. 

The indefatigable Messrs. Cook have not thought of resting and | 
being thankful because their ‘new and commodious building at Ludgate | 
Circus gives facility to their operations. They are issuing a series of 


The St. James’s continues “ The Mysterious 





A Fresh Arrival. 


Ir is stated that a ‘‘ Canadian team, twenty-two in number, has just 
arrived at Liverpool.” ‘This must be rather a blowto the Four-in- 
Hand and Coaching Clubs, the members of which will have to take 
back seats when driving if they want to keep up their prestige. 


To Sporting Tyros. 
Never buy a breech-loader from a pawnbroker, it-can be no better 
than a pop-gun. 





Rhine,” and to “Switzerland,” the model republic, have already 
appeared. They will be invaluable to the traveller, and can scarcely 
be growled at by that genial Saturday Reviewer, who murmured the 
other day because ‘‘ Cook’s tourists” did not leave him the monopoly 
of Continental travel... 

Peccavimus, we attributed to the wrong publishers the illustrated 
Out of the Hurly Burly, the edition being that of Messrs. Ward, Lock, 
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Cricket at *“ Loxp’s’’—A Farr AvUDIENCE. 








Something I took to eat or drink 
DOUBT AND DECISION. Made a a hash of my brains, I think. 
Well, no matter. I’ve made my mind up. 


My mind is dubious, dreary, dark — Open the window and pull the blind up. 


Not a glimpse of day, not a sunbeam spark, 

= o gw it up to confront a question —=— 
ost for want of a mere suggestion. 

All is mystery, all is gloom oS Not a Conundrum. 

The organ of thought is a darkened room. An advertisement says, ‘“‘ Wanted, a good Cook.’ Why doesn’t the 

The window down and the blind pulled closely, advertiser send to Ludgate-circus, where one of the very best is always 

And somewhere a figure that broods morosely. to be found ? 


Got it at last! By Jove, what fun !— 
Clear as the noonday; clear as the sun. Ser WEAVS . 
What was I dreaming about, I wonder ;— Ir is an insult to present ladies with muffs or gloves, as, by so doing, 
What wild fit was I labouring under? you give them raps over the knuckles. 
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AN ATHLETIC CONSIDERATION. 


Ir may not be amiss just now when the attention of every true-born 
Englishman worthy of the name is directed to the cricket bat, the 
running match, or to something else connected in some way or other 
with the pursuit of athletics—it may not be amiss, I say, for me to 
dispel a few of the illusions so current with regard to sport in general 
and amateur athletics in particular. In the first place it must be 
remembered that a professional and an amateur are very different 
specimens of humanity, and that what in the latter's but a choleric 
word is in the former oft flat burglary. A due regard to this prin- 
ciple will obviate many difficulties in the consideration of the relative 
merits of the two'kinds of athletes, and eventually lead the gentle 
reader to the conclusion that blessed was the man who first invented 
running. ; 

To the invention of running must be ascribed the growth and 
advance of the great athletic system which has within the past few 
years made itself so manifest among us. If anyone, no matter how 
sceptical, will take the trouble to sis down and just think, he will 
arrive at the evident conclusion that without running, several of the 
loftiest phases of athletics must fall to the:ground. ‘True, there would 
be the active and energetic pursuit of thinking to which I have just 
referred, but people get tired of that very soon; and there would also 
be the practices of eating and drinking; but since a philosopher dis- 
covered that eating destroys the appetite, and drinking casts @ 
dampness on the Coats of the stomach, neither can be considered 
health-giving, like the sanitary game of cricket or the invigorating 
pastime of pedestrianism. ‘Therefore, to the inventor of runping we 
must give all honour, and if he was only known, the most substantial 
proof of a nation’s gratitude would be to introduce him to another 
great though more modern invention than his own—that of running- 
in. But, alas! we know him not, and so I lay aside my pen to take a 
silent weep and think how true it is that the world knows nothing of 
its greatest men. 

Running away was most probably the first use to which pedes- 
trianism was put. This is evident upon close and careful consideration, 
for even if the pursuers did run, they must have run after. This 
is, however, so abstruse and subtle a consideration, such a dis- 
tinction, with so occult a difference, that I will pass on to the 
demands of modern days, and give attention to the peculiarities which 
are at the present time observable. ‘These peculiarities are deserving 
of consideration for mamy reasons, not only because the winner of a 
footrace nearly always, if not quite, comes in first; but becauses every- 
thing being equal the winner is supposed to be the best man. If this 
is not sufficient proof that there is a deep philosophy about footracing, 
the gentle reader must be a gentle idiot as well, or there can after all 
be no philosophy about anything that is difficult to understand. That 
all this is difficult to understand I grant, but that’s not my fault, for 
what's the good of being connected with the Press if one cannot make 
things a little harder to comprehend than they were before? You 
will observe that I study the Zelegraph, and have at last found out the 
secret of its success. [Bosh, why J discovered it years ago.— Eb. | 

The chief difference between amateur and professional athletics, 
whether with or without pedestrianism, is rather strange and 
apparently contradictory. The professional is so called because he 
practices, while the amateur gets his title because his chief merit lies 
in his professions alone. I have remarked with or without pedes- 
trianism advisedly, because great as is the power of rumning as an aid 
to athletics there are means of avoiding hard work where necessary. 
For instance men don’t run much when they’re rowing, though it is 
advisable for those who like to take a full share of exercise to have 
a boat big enough to allow of their doing so if they like. Orif they 
prefer the smaller size they can get out and tow, thereby combining 
the aquatic with the athletic, the riverain with the rural,—the ever- 
truly rural. 

I have felt myself compelled to make these few fleeting remarks on 
the rise and progress of athletics, not only because these sports are 
essentially popular throughout the length and breadth of the country 
just new and are likely to remain so, but because there seems to be an 
ignorance much to be deplored asto the difference between one game 
and an: ther, as well as between the exponents of professionalism and 
amateurism. I ask for no thanks for what I have done, I regard it as 
simply my duty to cast illumination around, to throw a scintillation 
of sense in the pathways of perversity and prejudice ;. and in the hope 
that somebody will now understand all about it, I beg to subscribe my- 
self the reader's most obedient servant, AUGSPUR. 

P.S.—In my next I shall return to the evergreen and: never 
sufficiently exploited subject of horse-racing, which I beg to remark, 
and my reasons are plain, is likely to prove remunerative to all who 
follow my gallopers at Goodweod. §So loosen the money im your 

pockets, my. noble sportsmen, for I mean to have cash in advance this 
time and no error. Gratitude after an event is a poor string to depend 
on, as even the editor of this paper will admit. 





Tue Reat “ Bean Feasr”’ (after a draught).—A Copious Rainfall. 


FUN. 





WEATHERLY WISDOM. 


Ox this weather! oh this weather ! 
It will surely drive me mad. 
If my lungs were made of leather— 
Which they’re not—it would be bad. 
As it is I feel quite dizzy, 
For I'm scorched at every pore; 
And if I were not so busy 
There'd be time to feel quite sore. 


As I write I feel it changing, 
And now comes the cool north wind ; 
As I write I hear it ing 
Round to Basterly, dost mind ! 
North and east and all between them 
Hate I with a hate intense; 
Have you ever, ever seen them ?— 
Stop, I don’t think that’s quite sense. 


When I feel in proper feather 
I'm both sensible and gay ; 
But who's sensible this weather, 
With its changes every day ? 
I am not, and I admit it, 
And if you'd but do the same, 
On the weather clerk we'd fit it 
And we'd spoil his little game. 
Barlswood, July 4. 





“<Bwift, Swift, I emg !’’ 

Srewor Four has hitherto been known only He is 
likely ‘to have other fame if he means what he sa@ye im an advertise- 
ment, which runs thus. It is in the Times, so it must be true :— 
GIGNOR FOLI to announce his REMOVAL of RESIDENCE to No. 19, 
‘7 Hanover-atreet, ent-street. 

Unfortunately he doesn't say where from, or at what time, or we 
would have a special descriptive reporter or two present to chronicle a 
performance unequalled since the days of Gulliver. 


A Bargain. 

WE notice that a second-hand footman requires a situation. To those 
who have never yet ventured on the spick and span new.article, this 
must be an opportunity not to be too lightly estimated, especially -as 
the livery is doubtless to match. 


& Grave Assertion. 

Says the Globe, “Marshal Concha’s last words were, ‘I die in the 
van of thearmy.’” The editor in his comical way seems to think this 
is a joke, because the marshal was not at the time near the ambulance 
conveyances. Still, the chief of the penny comics must be‘allowed its 
little jest, even under the gravest circumstances. 





GAusioers to Corresyondents. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accoin- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we de nit hold ourselves 
oot for loss.) 

W. L.—We probably received the paper, and you had probably not 
marked the passage. Life is‘too short and we are too busy to hunt from 
title page to last advertisement in every paper sent us. 

W. (Ramsgate).—Much. obliged; but we have seen all those jokes in 
print before. 

H. C. (Chelsea).—Our rule is “a stamped and directed envelope.” 
Signatures are not always legible to strangers, w @® man ought to 
know his own name. 

Mariz.—We cannot take up a private grievance, as you will see on 
reflection. 

ENQUIRER.—We don’t know the origin of the proverb in question. 
You may be surprised to learn that we don’t know everything. That is 
the reason why we decline to answer questions of this kind. 

R. T.—Thank you. 

Cuartes Fremynco Ranpigey.— You know nothing about it, and should 
not write rude letters. 

Declined with thanks:—W. W. J., Streatham; M., Bartholomew-lane ; 
B., Bromley ; C., Salisbury-square; F., Woolwich ; Wallaby ; B., Portland- 
place; P., Seething-lanc; One of the Authors; W. L., Brompton ; W.; 
C., Farnborough ; Tattooed, Brighton; G., Queen-square; H. 8., Liver- 
pool; (signature illegitle) South Norwood; A., Goodman’s-fields; T., 
Camden Town; M. W. H.; H. F., Strand: W. H. 8.;8., Cheltenham; N. 
G., Peckham; R. M.; T., Islington; F. R. S.; Ostopus; B., Liverpool; 
Anxious; G. M., Camberwell. 
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JUST SO. 


Man of Experience :—“ How 8HALL WE FIND THE STREAM, May! We SHALL FIND IT LIKE FRIENDS AND SWEETHEARTS— BEAUTIFUL AND 


BASY TO GO WITH—BUT VERY HARD TO GO AGAINST.”’ 








If the first owner seemed loth to abandon it 


THE BARD’S LEGACY. 
+i rf More so the present possessor would be. 

Wuax I’ve indited the last of my oddities, Stranger, take warning, and lay not a hand on it, 

Bidding adieu to the children of men, __ Even when Death lays a hand upon me. 
Somebody searching amongst my commodities Bi tet tale aD be 

Haply may find this identical pen. | 
Send it, oh stranger, to Browning or Tennyson— A Modest Request. } 

Also the wish that I breathed as my last ;— WE cut this from the columns of the Daily Telegraph :— 
Bid him gorgps & ane with it my benison ; A YOUNG LADY wishes to BORROW £10 or £12 . Good security. 

So let its atone for its past. Or would give board and lodging in her house at the toa gentleman 
Take, too, the pipe that I painted in Maryland ed S cctihiaee deemmte Sasa enittartinn for the 

: : —? ere is, we admit, no y in qui reverse, for 

F Friend of a en ee — — at subject is a very serious one. We merely insert the foregoing adver- 

Tallee fancy on aa 4 okt ’ tisement for the purpose of showing that there is still something for 

my brains — its cloudy delight. the wise M.P.’s who stopped betting advertisements todo. If they 

Caner. in her great — could only find out how much extra is charged for proposals of this 

Sons of tobacco more worthy than I ; ae _ | kind it would be something. 
Scores who can tell what a blessing and curse it is. 

Mine shall be Germany’s pipe when I die. "uss » aaa ok, Be ae : ere: 

‘ ; : Now Ready, the Twenty-sixth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 
eee cod Coe seat cones The NINETEENTH VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 
: : Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d. ; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 


(Pardon the weakness ;—you know that a lover is 
Mad when he’s youthfal and worse when he’s old.) 


Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 


“WEAR-RES/ISTING” FABRICS, 0x 


GENTLEMEN’S, BOYS’, AND YOUTHS’ CLOTHING. 


TO MEASURE OR READY MADE. Suit for a Boy 4 feet in height. 


Waistcoat 818 8 Waistcoat O'S 8 SAMUEL BROTHERS, a | ae 


Trousers 7 25s, 30s. 6d. 
a 20, Ludgate Hill, 


Suit 2219 0 Prices ascending or descending according 
--— LONDON, E.C to size. Patterns free. 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phosnix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor} at 90, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, July 11, 1874. 
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LEMONADE OR WHISKY. 


WHuisky’'s a lassie so buxom and fair, 
Filling a fellow with fancies, 

Setting a-tingle the roots of his hair, 
Making his feet sigh for dances, 

Whisky’s a beautiful —beautiful maid, 

And very much fairer than pale Lemonade. 





Pale Lemonade is a spinster that’s sour, 
Fills one with solemn reflection. 

Sit in her company hour after hour, 
Fancy lies still in subjection :— 

Not so with that lassie so bonny and frisky, 

She’s lively as beautiful—beautiful Whisky. | 


Which shall I There's the question 
length ! 
Whisky the charmer that makes the heart rapid, 
Or pale Lemonade, never stealing one’s strength, 
Safe but not lovely, not lively but vapid. 
Where I must choose, I can see, I’m afraid,— 
Come to my arms then, thou pale Lemonade! 


Whisky, my dear, you take note of my craving’s 
| 
| 
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choose ? at 
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tone !— 
Fate, not affection, my constancy varies— 
But, when one’s liver gets just like a paving stone— 
When one grows yellow as Norwich canaries— 
Well, don’t you see, the attachment grows risky, 
So, then, farewell to thee, beautiful Whisky ! 


Pale Lemonade, I can’t love, I respect you— 

You will be kind to me, dutiful, placid. 
I shall be grateful, which will not affect you, 

You will infuse me with gentle sub-acid. 
Whisky, once more to my lips be conveyed— 
There— one last kiss! Now then, pale Lemonade! 


The Head and Front of my Offending. 


A RELIGIOUs journal speaks of an accredited rumour 
about “A congress of crowned heads to come off 
shortly.”” How awful! It seems that Rochefort and 
his companions did not escape from Noumea for nothing. 
Crowned heads are to come off shortly! In this present 
race of mankind they will lose by a short neck! 
Horrible! 


UNDER ORDERS. 


At the St. James’s Theatre Mademoiselle Agar with her company 
from the Francais and Odéon met with a very hearty reception, which 
however was no more then was deserved. So enthusiastic was the 
reception indeed that the principal actress was thrice recalled. The 
performance was indeed very fine, and the delivery of the sonorous 
French verse admirable. Racine’s Les Plaideurs, and Corneille’s 
Horace are pieces which we should take our young people to see, for 
when, given as they are by artists from the Francais, they are a liberal 
education in French. 

So Mr. Donne really retires at last, and the papers are wondering 
who is to succeed him. Well, if you were to pick out the first man 
you met in the street, you could not get one wno would do the work 
worse. He goes away, as it is, too late, and carries with him the brand 
of a dramatic Cain, for he has murdered French Plays—at least he has 
done his best to murder them. Messrs. Valnay and Pitron have just 
issued a manly and candid appeal for help from the public, to enable 
them to carry on an undertaking which is the subsistence of fifty 
families of artists and employés. We earnestly urge the public to 
answer generously, not only because the French we have been a 
school for our stage and for audiences, but because these two spirited 
gentlemen have suffered mainly through the cruel blundering of our 
Lord Chamberlain’s office, which has compelled them again and again 
to sacrifice engagements with celebrated artistes. That we have now 
several French companies playing in London is due to the popularity 
which the ceaseless efforts of Messrs. Valnay and Pitron have achieved 
for the French stage in London. And the worst of it is, that like all 
advanced guards, they suffer, that those who follow them may triumph. 
If only for the injustice he has thus inflicted, Mr. Donne should be 
relegated (without the choice of retirement) to the obscurity from which 
only a freak of fortune could have raised him, and to grace which he 
carries the disapproval and scorn of all who despise and hate grand- 
motherly government. 

We repeat emphatically that Messrs. Valnay and Pitron deserve 
every consideration and the warmest support. 
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LEICESTER SQUARE. 
A RECOLLECTION. 








HOT AND COLD. 


Tus climate Britannic 
Seems subject to panic— 
Last month it was wintry in weather— 
In weather! 
But now it has got 
So uncommonly hot 
That our brains all seem broiling together— 
Together ! 


Such changes terrific 
Of course are morbific— 
If it only were constantly tropical— 
Tropical— 
We'd lie on our backs 
’Neath a sky blue as flax, 
And indulge in a dream philanthropical— 
-thropical ! 
When you don’t care to walk 
It’s so pleasant to talk 
Of high missions and christian endeavour— 
Endeavour— 
To your poor fellow-men 
To be useful—just when 
You're rather more lazy than ever— 
Than ever! 





The Wrong Box. 


A yorno lady of New York is said to have committed suicide b 
thrusting her faithless lover's letters down her throat till she was suf- 
focated. Let us hope they were written on foreign letter paper, as 
ordinary note is somewhat angular and scrapy. Still, if she had not 
so easily swallowed his words before, there would have been no need 
for this conversion of her mouth into a letter-box. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 15, 1874. 
NOT THE RIGHT PULL. 


A very nice figure 
At pulling the trigger 
Is Dizzy. 
You'd fancy he’s best 
And can lick all the rest 
When busy. 


But trust him a trifle 
And lend him a rifle 
And then 
The butts more benighted: 
Impostor ne'er sighted 
Than Ben, 


Grandmotherly ruling 
Is scarce worse than fooling 
Like Dizzy’s. 
Right and left of the mark 
Each shot for a lark 
| Just whizzes! 


For statecraft, and right, 
And England's old might 

; No penny 
He cares, while he’s able 
To stand at the table, 

| Does Benny. 


But he'll serew up his eyes 
And try to look wise 


In phi, 
Though he’s verging quite half 
The time on a langh 

Is Diz. 


— -o0 ———_— 


Tux body of the missing clergyman, the Rev. Mr. Marriott; has: 


been found at the foot of a precipice in the Engadine. Of course, the 
unfortunate man féll over while “ doing the Alps.’’ All his valuables 
were found on him untouched, as might have been expected, although 
people who do not know the Swiss supposed he had been murdered for 
plunder by the shepherds, one of whom by the way found the 
remains. When will this wicked idiocy be checked ? 
plenty of safe ways of getting healthy exercise, without this mountain- 
vealing, which is, we believe, less popular because of that vaunted 

‘spice of danger’’ than because of the vanity of trying to go higher 
than anyone else. Oh, that these climbers could but tell, as they strut 
about with their knapsacks and alpenstocks, the contempt with which 
the Swiss look upon “the monkeys”! We wish the Federal Council 
would step in and forbid what, when it is not folly, is crime. To 
gratify his petty vanity a young noodle (or an old one) risks his life, 
quantum valeat, the happiness of his relatives and friends, the means 
of his wife and family, if married, and the chance of a stigma on an 
honest peasantry, to say nothing of the lives of the guides. The only 
person we can conceive who has any motive to go scrambling up 
peaks and glaciers, is our friend the Saturday Reviewer, who 
is sick of life because he has to share the Continent with Cook's 
tourists and other travellers. Let him go up Matterhorn after Matter- 
horn if he likes. We don’t suppose anyone would care to call him 


down again. 





Horns of Plenty. 


We take the following from a bovine journal :— 


The sale of Mr. Levey’s shorthorns took place, on Thursday. at Wateringbury. 
The following is a summary of the sale :—28 cows i ,001, showing an 
average of £285 15s. each; 13 bulls produced £1,094, 2s., or an average of up- 
wards of £84 each. The total sum for the 41 animals was £9,095 2s., the average 
per head being £229 16s. 8d. 

We are authorised to state that the sale of Levitical “ shorthorns”’ 
included neither Mr. J. C. Levey's celebrated cornet-a.piston, nor the 
remarkable penny trumpet exalted daily at 135, Fleet-street, E.C. 


Cutting. 
Turs is cool and refreshing this sultry weather :— 
O HATR DRESSERS.—Will anyone recomMenp a Christian rouxa man for 
the shaving and hair-cutting business.—*‘ G. B.’’ etc. 
This Christian wants somebody—which means anybody who does not 
know anything of his qualifications—to recommend him to some con- 
fiding barber as an able assistant. There is much of the wisdom of 


the serpent in this young Christian shaver! 


| 
| 
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THE MIRACULOUS MERCHANT. 


Tue extraordinary event which I am about to relate occurred at 
Leamington Spa. Leamington, as everybody knows who has recently 
been told, is in Warwickshire,. and is. famous for Americans, and 
corresponding prices for things. There are so many Americans in 
Leamington that the little children. have not room in the principal 
street for a quiet game of marbles, and the mad dogs have considerable 
difficulty in circulating through the town. In riding a bicycle you 
will run over as many Americans as babies—more, probably, for 
several of the babies will be American babies; you can identify them 
by the nasal twang of the short. sharp cry with which they give up 
the ghost beneath your wheels. Most of these singular people, I 
believe, stop at the Regent's. Hotel; I don’t know this, but 1 have 
twice been charged a shilling at that house for a drink of brandy that 
had not yet attained to full growth: so I fancy I am correct in my 
surmise. Ex pede Herculem—though I draw my inference from the 
price of the heel-tap, not its size, for it hadn’t any to speak of. But 
away with mournful retrospection and unavailing regrets! Let the 
dead past cremate its dead. 

The nationality of Leamington’s population, however, has very 
little to do with my narrative, which 1 flatter myself would be quite 
astrue if I told of a Tartar or a Finnish town. Indeed I have been 
assured by an American gentleman that the astonishing occurrence 
which I am upon the point of relating is a mere every-day affair in 
his own country ; though that. would seem rather to strengthen the 
supposition that it is someltow dependent on the prevalence of the 
Yankee element in the local atmosphere, though oxygen may be well 
enough in its way. However, it has been well said by the author of 
‘*¢ Philosophical Proverbiage,” that a penny go of fact is better than 
your own jug full of speculation; and I cannot do better than pitch 
into weedy ass Reece, as a classical friend of mine is always saying, 
though who Reece is I do not know. 

It is well known that the Americans who come to Leamington 
always urge in extenuation a desire to visit Kenilworth Castle and 
Shakespeare’s house in Stratford-on-Avon. Nothing, they say, would 
induce them to leave England. without seeing these sacred spots. 
This is bully talk, but I have a little yarn that I guess will fix ’em 
pizen. It is necessary, too, to my main story. 

I was standing, the other day, in a stationer’s shop in Leamington, 
trying every way I knew to.convince the stupid salesman that J was 
not an American, so that-he would temper the price of Zhe Times to 
me from tenpence to something like its: fair value. I was willing to 
pay sixpence as atonement for having once sighted the coast of 
Massachusetts from the deck of a steamer bound from Halifax, Nova 
Scotia, to Havana. Presently a couple of unmistakable New Yorkers 
bounced in and commenced turning over the leaves of an album con- 
taining photographic views of local scenery. Pretty soon one of them 
exclaimed with evident astonishment :— 

‘“‘ By thunder, Bob; look here, will you! ‘ Kenilworth Castle— 
from the meadows. Do you believe it.?”’ 

His companion scrutinized the picture for several moments in pro- 
found silence; then replied: 

“ Believe it? Well, it’s tough, but the camera won’t lie, I suppose. 
But, darn my eyes, what a swindle! Why, they haven't begun to 
And they can’t lay a stone till all that rubbish is cleared 
away! I knew the thing was knocked into chicken fixin’s two or 
three hundred years ago, but supposed she was all right by this. time. 
In New York we'd have run her up in six months.” 

‘*And put a French roof on her,” added the other, pensively, 
resuming the turning of the leaves:. His attention was soon arrested 
by something else. 

‘Shakespeare's Birthplace, Stratford-on-Avon,” he read. ‘See 
here, Bob, what do you think of that. ¢” 

Bob looked. He looked long and carefully. ‘‘ Young lady,’ he 
called out, turning toward one of the shopgirls, ‘is this the house in 
which the immortal Shakespeare was born ?”’ 

‘* Yes, sir,” she replied, very politely. 

“That streakéd thing that looks like it had had the laths and 
plastering knocked away, and then been turned inside out ?”’ 

‘‘T don’t know about that, sir, but that’s the ’ouse.”’ 

‘‘ Jim,’”’ said he, turning to his companion, with the most rueful 
countenance I ever saw, “ we're sold; let’s get out of this! There’sa 
I say,—if you won't write 
home anything about this J won’t.”’ 

‘*In Chicago,” said Jim, thoughtfully, as they passed into the 
street, “‘ they'd bust it up with gunpowder.’’ 

Having now cleared the way to a full and perfect understanding of 


| the subject, I am prepared to present to the reader, with all necessary 


amplification and particularity, the amazing tale which it is the 
purpose of this article to relate. 

Many and many years ago there lived in Leamington a worthy 
tradesman whom neither the natives could incite to predatory ways 


| nor the prodigality of travelling fools corrupt. 
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SUMMER. 


An Ipytt ror tHE Doc Days. 


Summer's not the time for writing, 
If£for writing you must think. 
‘Sea and air are too inviting 
When.compared with pen and ink! 
"TZime imewinter there is plenty 
\Weanay write in—if we mast— 
MWewthd“ dolce far niente”’ 
heaves our pens to rest and rust. 


Would you havems seck ideas 
ido-an. idly desaming brain ? | 
‘This:shot weather it wonld-be.as 
Disagreeable aswain. 
) Living: new.ds worth the trouble 
‘Only for its own swreeteake ! 
And we wish our Being double, 
Double pleasantness to make. 


For there comes a dreamy longing 
To such summer reverie— 
And a host of fancies thronging 
Ask, “ Why is-she not with thee ?”’ 
And I answer, “ |’ ve-no-rental ; 
Rhymes, not chequesew feommmy ink !”’ 
But I'm getting sentimental, 
So, ‘tis time to step, I think. 


ee ee 





? 


MEN OF ‘THE TIME. 


As it has been so oftemand so justlyremarked that a true record of;}, 


the appearances, mammegs, and customs 6f the leading literary men 
and artists of the )day would beemuch admired, we have at last; 
determined on eye to supply the demand, and as a first instalment; 
present the - wing to our -readers. Hitherto, biographers ‘of 
important . persens*haweboen:content testate their ages and the dates: 
ofworks ,produedd ‘byithem,cand nothigg - like raiture has 

attoepaill. )Now, thesertéfithing wanted, we think, is this :— 

The celebrated author»éf ‘‘ Cribcrackimg made Easy ; or, a Maiden 
March to the Model Prison,”’ is, strange as it may seem to those who 
know him only through his works,.one-ef.the mildest:ofmen. -He.is 
extremely kind-hearted, and his weight whemin good writing condition 
is exactly seven stone two. He rises early in the morning, and the 
first mealvhe takes is breakfast. ‘When matters are flourishing he 
has chops andisteaks, eggs and ham, teacand coffee, turtle soup, 
goose and champagne, cod’s: head and shoulders, trufiles, -apiced. beef, 

ig’s chitlings.and all the other luxuries ofea?£ashionable«déainer, ;, 
but such isthe happiness of his nature:and the unfastidiousness:of - his: 
appetite, that-heihas*been known—and very often too—sto partake 
heartily of ‘soldiers.and coalheavers’ wine, and to his praise»badtesaid, 
he has mevervpet repined under the most adverse circumstances. ‘The: 
author of “«@riberxacking’’ has, in a»moment Of amger, been , 
to expressawish fora fellow-creature’s blood, but such is thegeniality 
of his natare;that onithe offending person’s approach he has at once 
forgottenhisanger,asibroken into a ripplesof smiles, and has never, 
even as muchas shown either wane - the eee just 
been so stoongty expressing. In height, thesubject of ourmemoir is, 
4ft. 3in., andthe is broadim proportion. . Hethasa fine flewing beard 
and an epeglass.to mateh,.is an affectionate *fathersand:a cheerful 
husband. : 

Differing in appearance .very materially is Mr. ‘Macfitecflahert 
Caaienaie. the celebrated London ~correspondent of the Hibernian 
Slasher. He is tall and gaunt, of-a hungry appearance, with a -wide 
mouth, thin lips, and a power of suction uarivalled even among 
Irishmen resident in London. He isa marvellous man, for his articles 
in the S/asher are full of club gossip and fashionable intelligence, 
while the only club we have ever seen him in.is that held at the 
Saveloy and Baked Potato Can in: the neighbourhoed of Drury Lane. 
True genius will assert itself though, and with a halfpenny sheet of 
paper and the loan of a pen and ink he ‘can raise up pictures which 
would astonish the Countess of Bulgruddery and the rest of the 
fashionable world very mfich, we canassure you. -But.as itis our wish 
to be true and exact we are bound to state that Mac makes mistakes 
now and again. He was wrong. in stating that a cold collation of 
saveloys, faggots, cow-heel, and whelks was the staple feature at a 
fashionable reception. Still, as he himself says, such a repast is good 
enough for him, and’so it ought to be true, if it isn’t. -A peculiar 
feature of Mac’s letters to the S/asher is the marvellous way in which 
he carves the London press about, as well as the patriotic feeling he 
exhibits for his fellow countrymen. To him'thereis no artist like 
Boozer of Ballybooly, who always gets the skeleton into his figures, 
no journalist like himself, and no litterateur like O’Whiskey of 


FUN. 


\pwwriter is’/Mac. We co a 


.}-tried to” persuade him from idhavisg:another Udrink. 
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Kinahanshire, whose book was so unfairly reviewed by the “ horrid 
Saxon” last season. Mac is probably advanced in his notions, 
butyas.he says himself, what's the good of being clever if you don’t 


sshowlif ? .Welre clever enough mot to*show our ignorance, and so 


decline teanswer the question. 
(Boozer,*the.artist to whom we have just referred, is next worthy 
attention. He is noted among his friends for two things--the 


‘securaoxof his anatomy and the length of time he can wear on@ihirt. 


c, he is a staunch believer in the et 
bby the Milesian contingent, and #eth go te 


ito. the Lon 

every mig is, every night they havea bed to—with .a 

‘fxm’ belief: thattthe only caricaturist is Boozer and “comic 
endorse this, as may be our 


cing themimour list, if they would only waeh‘:themeslvesca 


 haittle offenersend try a change of linen, say»ance in every.six mofiths, 


they / yyet show to the adv they sowwell deserve. \Batwar 
ttakkismotewith M., but with’B. He is of the:middle height and ean 
savbhitielagh or twittva toddy with “apyoman inithe theee 

gms. \Hie2has a benevolent appearance sanid.aseft binecgpe. 


We shall conclude this series with a notice of Johnson. J. knows he 
is a sporting writer, and thinks he is an epigrammatist. When Lord 
Chucklehead, who went a cropper in the great plunging year, said to 
him, one day in chaff, ‘‘ Ah, Johnson, dessay you think you can write, 
eh?’’ J. replied, “ Not well enough to,put your lordship’s name in 
my book ;’”’ an answer which, though iseunsadahe Jockey Club to rise 
in-immediate fury and warn him off Newmarket Heath for ever, made 
‘his mame.and fame as the prince of sporto-comic writers. [ Always 
ro play's a jewel—Ep.] ‘Jt was Johnson also 
who made the famous answer!to the teetetal gga ee me 

“You,” sai 


F 


‘} Johnsen, ‘Syou are a hewer of woodasda drinker of«water ;"" at®remark 


which-flabbergasted the engraver, aid<is quite enough fers till 
nother time. 





THE END OF TFHE SSEASON. 


How very fast the momentsrua, 
Old Time is such a rover:>— 

The season scarcely seems begun— 
And yet it’s nearly over. 

Fate to one endless chase-coudemns 
The dwellers on this planet. 

To-morrow some: wiil-start for Ems, 
And some will go to ‘Thanet. 


It's rather hot in Paris now; 
But Calais would be pleasant, 
= Aix and Spa are just, I°vow, 
n glory at this present. 
Or Trouville, Biarritzpyouvean try— 
as ees so famed forsaabbits ; 
‘Or you to Scarboroggh eamdy 
It-yyou have English/habits. , 
"AV here’s my portmanteau, pack memnippes, 
Just hand me my souwwgester, 
I21 take a little health i 
JAnd fly from toil and: pester. 
**4Go !|—when decided on the'step— 
‘Don’t stand upon theverdo.”” 
TU just run over conerpe 
What boat to-night ? ‘Phe’ Bardauz ! 
———$—$——————— 
Very Duli-wich. 


Tue Endowed Schools Commissioners have issued a new scheme for 
Dulwich College, but it pleases the authorities no better than the last 
one ; ‘that is to say, it wishes to retain part of the legacy for those for 
whom the-whole was intended. This of course does not satisfy the 
ambition of masters or the pride of parents, whose whole and sole 
desire is to turn “‘ God's Gift’ into.a surt of twopenny Eton! 

jceietheunntannipammeanda 


Race or Rank. 


We observe that Mr. W. P. Warner, long and popularly known. as 
the proprietor of the Welsh Harp, at Hendon, has been fined ten 
pounds and costs for having on his grounds “a-race-course ‘where 
betting could be carried on.” This prosecution is brought under an 
Act which allows anyone to lay the information. Will some public- 
spirited individual carry out the Act to its bitter end, im order that we 
may see how a Parliament which adjourns for the Derby will look 
when the Messrs. Dorling are prosecuted for the Epsom course ; how 
the Ministry will look when one of its -members, the Duke of 
Richmond, is called to answer for Goodwood; and how the Royal 
Family, whose procession along the course is one of the features of 
Ascot, will approve of its lessees being fined ? 
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THE “‘ECCENTRICITIES” OF GENIUS (!) 
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Therefore the Dramatic Talent of the time meditated a 
scheme of Perrect Repose for the Brain. 
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| 
| ** And aetors shall lay aside theirs and learn it. ** And the Play-going Public shall lay aside theirs and laugh at it.” 
| Which proves there is some usefulness in everything,—even hopeless drivel. 








IN URNEST. _churchwarden who received the Bishop of Exeter in the absence of the 
F ; ; vicar who, having heard of His Grace’s intention to inspect the 
Ir is a pleasant change at times to hear a Bishop talking nonsense, | irregular parish, made himself scarce for a while. ‘ There,” said the 
as the Bishop of Lincoln did in his anti-Cremation sermon at West- | worthy farmer when the bishop complained of the neglected state of 
minster Abbey. He spoke of the glorious Roman tombs— apparently | the churchyard, “ don’t’ee worry "bout that. Pa’ason’s goin’ to put it 
forgetting that urns and not bodies were deposited in them! ‘hen he down to taties next week!” . 
defended the practice of burials in the Abbey and St. Paul's as pro- re i cchctitila illite 
ductive of the greatest public good. But those buildings could contain | ‘Doth not a Meeting like this ’—— 
many more urns than coffins, and therefore more. records of “ genius, 
knowledge, art, and skill.’’ Then he argued that the widespread | 
licentiousness and immorality ia all the great capitals of the world | 
would be increased by cremation—a non sequitur of the most comic | 
kind. But the funniest touch of all was that though he was horrified ; 
at the idea of scattering human ashes over land as a fertilising agent, the station. 
he did not disapprove of treesand shrubs being planted in cemeteries | 


to absorb the gases and fatten on the corpses! He reminds us of the Apvice To Tourists IN THE Sister Is_te.—Beware of the Bull. 
* 


A WEEKLY contemporary observed— 


The Marquis and Marchioness of Salisbury’s entertainment at Hatfield House, 
Herts, on July 11, is to meet the Prince and Princess of Wales. 


We suppose the; entertainment will meet their Royal Highnesses at 
It is clearly a moveable feast. 
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| 
Not THE RIGHT PULL | 


_ Mrs. B.:—“* BEN, YOU OUGHT TO BE ASHAMED OF YOURSELF. IT'S NEARLY THE END OF THE MEETING 
AND YOU HAVEN’T SCORED A SINGLE HIT! YOU IMPOSTOR!” 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 38l. 


Tue best French actors and French plays | » => fe 
They placed upon the boards * Ae 
Our knowledge and our taste to raise— i re | 
And what their toil rewards ? 
The staff of the Lord Chamberlain, 
Or imbecile er cracked, 
Refuse again and yet again | 
The plays that they would act. 


. The cobbler sat in his little shop, 
He mended the sole, and he mended the top, 
Till he had translated each worn-out shoe 
Into another, that seemed to be new. 


2.A waltz! Away we bound 
And scarcely touch the ground 
While whirling round and round 
Faster and ever faster. 
The music’s written, ’twill be found 
By this Italian master. 


. Such Cymon was, when, clownishly afraid, 
He watched the slumbers of the lovely maid. 


4. The humble bee is as light as a fiddle— 
How did it happen ? pray solve me the riddle ! 
From the lily’s cup by the river’s brim 
He has taken more than was good for him. 
5. I, at the Zoo, upon the green, 
The heg-in-armour oft have seen. 
6. When the Moorish hand is on the hilt 
Of this old-fashioned blade, 
That there will someone’s blood be spilt 
I’m very much afraid. 
Soturion or Acrostic, No. 379.—Rains, Storm :— | 
Russ, Artist, Io, Natator, Sham. | 
" Corrgct Sotutrons or Acrostic No. 379, received Sth July. | 
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—Alvypa M.; Tobias. 
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Walk-her ! 
A PROVINCIAL paper states that a girl at Bristol has 
accomplished the “feat” (neatly put) of walking one 
thousand miles in one thousand successive hours. How MILD AND. BITTER. 
many husbands’ bosoms would swell with pride to see Mild Porter :—‘ TakING A GOOD LOT IN EXCESS HERE, MUM.” 
their wives accomplish even a moiety of that task—in a Bitter Lady :—“ Excess, InpEED!—HOW DARE YOU, sIR? I NBVER TOOK 


straight line. ANYTHING THE LEAST IN EXCESS IN ALL MY LIFE?” 











MONTHLY MAG-PIE. ‘The Sunday Magazine and Good Words are getting so very much 
a alike that they puzzle us at times to tell t’other from which. Like 
Mr. Leigh s celebrated “ Twins,’ they seem to have “ got completely 


In Art, the notice of the Royal Academy gives a list of the ladies | mixed.’ 
who wield brush or chisel with effect. The photographs from Crit- 6 . 66 1 ” . 
tenden’s a of Carlyle, and Smirke’s Queen Elizabeth are both good, ame i A anaes Sone ener nt, ae eae 
and that of Mr. Cave Thomas’s picture is wonderfully successful for’ The Gent/ ia . . 7 
| a copy of a painting. It seems to us the anatomy of the mother’s most cmueiin tashaliadl on S cannes fay Ms. 5 ms 
figure is very wrong. | We wi ; 
In the Young Gentleman's, “The Field of Ice’”’ is as usual the fore. ee oe would give us the scene in the House at the last 
| most.attraction. The other papers are quite readable, though not| pp. .civeg+—_Y; F Ladies’ : 
numerous. ‘Johnny Ironsides” improves. Gola elved :—Toung. Ladies’ Journal ; Le Follet; Westminster Papers ; 
| We never base a final judgment on the first number of a periodical, F174 ane 2 — : re Sunday at Home ; Home Journal; Family 
because the very attempt to make it super-excellent often leads to its | “4 rz The BE ociety ; New Monthly ; Gardener's Magazine ; The 
| being a failare: But we fancy that Mayfair is in its design and scope | ~’7°%* *"%¢ 0°» Cook's Excursionist. 
| 
i 








very unlike the “‘ coming magazine.’ ; 
Town and Country, though it contains a trip ‘ from the Isis to the : 
Thames,” shows no Ph tendency to alee latter on fire: The The Poet and the Police. 
author of ‘‘ Farewell to Life’’ deserves immortality. He upsets a | Mr. Gwysr, the poetic potato-salesman of Penge (he ought to sell 
Thames punt at Sunbury! A man who can overturn one of those | peas too, with that alliteration) has penned a touching lyric on the 
oblong trays must be a genius as well as a Hercules! | late Police Féte at the Crystal Palace. He sings thus -— 
This number of The Atlantic is rich. Bret Harte’s poem is in his | For Constables we ought to show 


best style, and so is that of Joaquin Miller. The prose articles are | a oo = pentnse we owe : 
° . j m ° . : d . 
fully up to the standard—and the standard of a magazine that contains | While hom Soeieds aceaiciionds site : 


no “ padding’”’ is a high one. C. W. Stoddard is very amusing in ,,- 

his account of a “ First Appearance on any Stage.” | We could suggest another couplet to replace the two last lines :— 
The Shotover Papers, an Oxford Miscellany, though crude, as might | Sometimes they like a drop of gin, 

be expected of beginners, is smart, and, moreover, full of high spirits— | And sometimes they will run us im. 


no small recommendation. We shall be glad to see the periodical | we may add, the poet is not unpractical, but appends to his lines a 


flourish | I 
ish, : | statement that “ k of th l 
Tinsley's is much as usual—a good deal of padding round a stout | part of London - nae et aier the Farm.” “Take Hwnes ok 
backbone of novel. his Sabine farm, he cultivates at once the sacred art and the floury 


The Mirror and The Young Folks’ Weekly Budget are excellent as | kidney 
ever. The former is a marvel of cheapness, and the illustrations by : 
“ Puck” in the latter are notable works of art. | American “ Setrrers.””—Gin Sling and Brandy Cocktail. 
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Finrinc—MutrvaL AccoMMODATION. 


Bombast. 


A CORRESPONDENT of the Daily News, whose ancestors hailed from 
Palestine, and who therefore has a claim to be considered as an 
authority, speaks of the time “ while Titus was bombarding Jeru- 
salem.’’ We were under the impression that the first time cannon 
were used in connection with a siege was at the early defence of Metz 
—but perhaps we have got into a mess about it. At any rate if the 
D. N. correspondent is correct, it seems that they knew a good many 
things, if “‘ they didn’t know everything, down in Judee!”’ 


The Orders of Templars. 
Tue Good Templars, if we are to believe the Manchester Examiner's 





barman of an accused wine merchant said that a certain claret, 
asserted by Mr. Scott and Dr. Thadicum to consist of logweod, 
sulphuric acid, and fusel oil, was known as ‘‘ Good Templar’s claret,” 
from the fact of its being so much in request by members of the order. 
Well, it decidedly is not wine, so we presume the Templars have a 
right to poison themselves with the mixture, and yet their pledge “ not 
moult a feather ’’— not a goose feather! 


As it should be. 
Tue Reie or “THe Roap.’’— Subscribing to the Commercial 
Travellers’ School. 


Morro ror Larnovurgers’ Union Emicrants. —‘ Praise the Arch 


report of a recent adulteration trial, are certainly consistent. The | that carries you safe over.” 
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SPORTING NOTES. 


Srr,—In accordance with your remark that it would be as well for niey 
if I wished to remain on this paper, to go about and find out something: 
interesting to write on, I have been about, and have found out lots of 
things: But the fact that I was right in thecourse I was pursuing 
remains, The things have been foundsout certainly, but the manner 
af their treatment is: sti!l in nubibees. (That's a one-er for you 
methinks:) It is useless for peoplé*to give instructions on subjects 
they don’t understand, and throughattémpting to follow your'editorial 
mandate, I have lost the substamceand'féund only the shadow. And 
here let me remark that shadows: are: slit sthings, and take adeal 
of holding, of which those who haveonly to’'gaveinstructions, anditwho 
do not have to work themselves} are wnot aware. 


In the first place I went to ‘the Géntlemenvamd Players matdhy, at 
Lord’s. I didn’t see any lordstthat I‘kmnewbut then my acqumint- 
ance with those articles is necessarily limited; amd even those Imsed 
to know have “turned me up” simaece Took to journalism, whieh is 
low. Now, I could write a whole paperraboutcricket at-Lord’s) 
how from the outset I knew that theePlayers» were at last) going 
win, but you won't give me room; amdawhat'sethe good of sending a 
man out reporting if you won't his reports? Why, a féllow 
might just as well be on the Echo for all the influence he wields. 
Anyhow, you must find room for me to say that the victory ofthe 
Players, after their years. of ill-luck and defeat, is so satisfactory, that 
even theirsopponents can afford it; if only as another of the instances 
of that true English pluck which enables mento keep on and win, 
though defeat at one time seems inevitable. As with that true 
eye to business for: which the M.C.C. is renowned, the prices of 
admission were more tham doubled: on the Eton and Harrow days, 
I abstained from attending. It is not good enough to pay heavily 
extra to see boys whom you do not knowplay, simply because they 
belong to: public schools, while first-class‘exponents of cricket are left 
negleeted.. There is something indeed ‘snobbish in the way some 
folks crowd’ to the Eton and Harrow match, and talk about it_as if 
they were compelled to be there, while in reality they know 
— of the schools and still less of the game played between 
them. 






MY BOTTLES. 


Tuey speak to me of other days 
And mutely suffered pain, 

They move my heart in many ways 
And move it not in vain. 

Upon my shelf, against my wall, 
I range them in a Few ; 


And murmur “ Blese*yey one and all, 


Dear friends of longrage !”’ 


There's not a dabebinrthe lot 
But has a tale to tal} 

Nor one that I remember mot, 
And can’t remembertwell, , 


And gloomily on 
Llove'to sit andpore® 

Upon the ne'er férgottensphirase: 
“ The mixture'as befére?” 


My own is not a healtiyomind 


But broods up 


orr disease ; 
And nowhere couldE/hispe to find: 


Companions 


One bottle britgsame backs cought;- 
One brings*mteeback a cold; 

And one a fever warded off 
By tonics manifold. 


Go, calletiem-em 
This-philésop hie 


poy if 'yerwill }-—- 


rain 


Can easily contrive to fill 


Those 


ttles once againy- 


Those bottles fill with all the fears 
And all the hopes of yore ; 

Till even Life itself appeats 
A “ mixtare as before.” 





























Secondly, the Horse Show ati Alexandra Park claimed my pplite 
It would be difficult to imagine:a place better fitted forran 


attention. 
exhibition of this kind than the northern*pleasure ground—as difficult 
to picture to oneself a better show of animals, from the thorough- 
bred stallions down to the humble yet powerful and frisky cart-horses. 


The attendance was rather limited, but the judgment was good enough 


to have satisfied even Mr. T. Wilson Reid himself. 
I daresay you will say all this is not funny, and that I am neglect- 






Carrying on, 

Tue Daily Telegraph recently headed a paragraph with the words 
‘“‘ Carriage Beggars,’’ meaning beggars who ply their trade at carriage 
doors. ‘Che epithet is not happy. It is too like the title of “carriag « 
people” to be flattering to the proud owners of the latter designation. 
Or it might mean people who go about asking people to give them 
broughams. We never heard of anyone doing so, but nothing is im- 
possible—for a beggar. 




















ing my duty; to whichI can reply, that you may send a sporting 
writer to the water but you can’t make him drink. That's not exactly 
what I mean—but you know. [Yes, we know you can’t make him 
drink water.—-Ep.] If I have not been jokeful, it is because I have 


Gustoers to Corresgondents. 










had to do my work your way and not my own, 
describe the coming glories of Goodwood, and to have told off the 
winners of the Stakes and:Cup'; but backers must postpone that hap- 
piness. I will now merely say that [ am going to Liverpool this week, 
and am assured, strange as it may seem, that Evergreens will be signi- 
ficant during the meeting. Whether they are or not, Redworth should 
be formidable in the principal event as well. Which will be enough 
for the present. ‘‘ Enough,’ as I once said to a man, ‘‘ enough is as 
good as a feast.’’ Sharp, wasn’t it ? AUGSPUR. 


The Inconstant Moor, 


THERE was a moonlight trip to Rosherville, and it was a success, for, 
as far as the new management could control it, every arrangement was 
admirably carried out. There was only one failure—there was no 
moon! The Prince of Denmark did not appear in the. tragedy of 
Humlet. Itis believed the Clerk of the Weather forgot to fill up the 
oil, and omitted to wind up the machinery. Besides the matches were 
oem or they were Bryant and May’s, and he had left the box at 

ome. 


Facilis Descensus. 


WE are sorry to see that the Crystal’ Palace, which started with the 
noble aspiration of educating the people, and which finding that task 
too great has at any rate given us harmless and wholesome amuse- 
ment, is being lent to the uses of that degrading delusion, Spiritualism. 
The medium is a Miss Fay, introduced by her father, Colonel—in 
America everybody isa colonel—Fay. We havea faint recollection 
of a Rev. Mr. Fay in connection with the Davenport swindle, Any 
relation, we wonder? Of course, not the same! 


Uxxinp Practice av CrickeTt.—* Cutting” the bowler. 






I had intended to 


[We cannot return tea MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied ty % stamped and carected envelope and ws do mot hold omracives 
a ible for loss. j 

J. T. (Tipton).—You’ve tipped on the wron 
similarity between “ Conquer ” and “ Contcha,” as 
is pronounced ; vide “ Santcho Pantha.” 

Horervt —Lasciate ogni speranza, voi che xen intrate! 

J. A. (Manchester).—Time is precious and your MS. long; but as you 
plead so modestly we have read it. But it won’t do, unfortunately. 

Becinner.— Your account of the wheelbarrow is one of the funniest 
things we have read for a long time. We have read it and laughed at it 
for & second time. The first time we read it was in The Danbury News- 
man: 

G. W.— In your “ poem,” you say— 

“ Nor one hirudo make a summer.” 
Hirudo is a leech, hirundo a swallow. They are as different as your 
heel and your throat. 

West Country.— We know nothing about him. He is not connected 
“_ this wipe ‘je ae 

ERMIST.—*‘ Love ” and “ grove” may rhyme in some languages. Th 
don’t in English, anyhow. unre 7 

WoopcuTTeR.—Possibly ; but who is Diabolis ? 

F. R.—We do not know the author’s name. 

E. M. (Strand).—Sent us by half a dozen c dents. 

C. W. E.—We require the signature first as a guarantee of good faith ; 
second, where no nom de plume is given, that we may use the initials in 
the answer. 

Bren.— You cannot, Ben, jam in! 

Declined with thanks:—K., Whitby; Double or Quits; J. P. Gi; 
H. J. H., Copenhagen-street ; Robertus, Glusgow; P. M.; H.. Oxford; 
J. G..M., Temple; Gotanother; B. M.; G., Brixton; Mustard Seed; 
Jehu Jones, jun. ; Fort George; W., St. James’s-road ; Ineonstant ; B. W. 
J., Woolwich; W. R. A., ent-street; W., Camberwell; Diek 
kum’; R., Liv 1; G., Holloway; R. T.;-8., Leeds ; F. M. EL L.; 
Trumps; N., Walworth-road; Parseonist; B. W.; Wilkins; Ole Cle; 
G. P. P.; R.M., Manehester. 


horse. There is no 
e late General’s name 



























— 


ne ee eam. 


— 


tt 


Se ee en ee 


em ome 
- _ —- eee 


i Meee aos 


a - 


ee te tt . 


Ls 
Printed by JUDD & ©0., Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published {for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, July 18, 1874. 





A CLEAR 


{Jury 18, 1874. 


DIRECTION. 


lst Zuuriet -—* CovLp You TELL ME HOW FAR IT Is TO WESTERHAM-CUM-BLUDGINTON ?” 


Old Man :—“ H’m—8R—UP LINE OR DOWN? 
Tourist :—“ Ou, I pon’T KNOW—UP LINE.” 
Old Man :—“ H'm, yes, wa’-PAST FOOR.” 


EZ, 





DOTS AND LINES. 


Tx French Council of Thirty is still hard at work coming to no 
conclusion. Trente et qgua(r/ante! — Mr. Disraeli calls Home Rule 
movement “ veiled rebellion.”’ Isn't it unavailing rebellion ? — The 
Leicester Garden was opened with great ceremony. Mr. Grant, to use 
an Americanism, was on the square. = According to the account 
given by the captain of the Pearl, which was sunk by an enormous 
cuttle, the gigantic octopus is a combination of the cock and the bull. 
== Wimbledon in full force. They butt us lots of butts. — Women 
Suffrage cackle as usual. What is the use of the crowing hens? — 
Great fight of Scotch Church Patronage Bill. Patronage is a thing 
that many think (k)irksome. = Signs of coming struggle in French 
Aa MacMahon should send them all back to the country for 
a little change. — Trial of the murderer in the Brussels duel in which 
the accused shot the brother of the girl he had seduced. Sentence, a 
year's imprisonment and forty pounds fine! They do this sort of 
thing cheaply among es braves Belges. — The Northumberland House 
Lion has retired into private life. He will not roar again. = Mr. 
Stanley informs teetotal inquirers that he does not think spirits good 
for African travellers. Disapproves of dram—but how about cram ? 
= The Daily Telegraph sends out an expedition to discover the source 


A SEA-SIDE SENSATION. 
BY R- REECE. 
CHAPTER ILL—A Ravatartion. 

&¢ T° you not perceive?” cries the heroine. “"Tis a covenant! and the miscreant, who 

would succeed to the title but for me, agrees with *‘ Thomas Stubbs’ to give him these 
‘ possessions, lands, tenementa, quarries,’ &c., as ‘reasonable satisfaction and amends,’ for 
being the instrament of my * demise,” ard that there s»all be no ‘molestation of tim, ... 
Stubis,’ ior taking away the ‘life of Acnes ... only daughter of .,.' somebody ‘lve... 
eldest son of William. .,’ 80 else, anc then comes ‘ Lady Amaranth, of Castle C istle. 
towers.” Jam Lady Am the most unfortunate of heroines!” ‘“ Good heavens!" 
ejaculated the actor, “I—I t beautiful, most persecuted of your sex—I will re'ea-e ye! I 
will restore ye! I f hat:hal 1 !—the outcast Atticas! No matter!” “tise, my lord!” reptied 
lady Amaranth, with * 
At present, I would faiv 
is,” said Mr. Sam Slack to 


the rain fell wetly, and th a menace to mankind. Ona 


| Exiled by the tyrant Napoleon—my property confiscated—I 
n 





| of the Nile. Poor old Nile, it is like the sick lion in the fable. — The 

| Comte de Chambord has issued a manifesto. Tells the French he is 
“born their king.’”’ He’s a born—but after all he can’t help it! = 
Disraeli opposes Home Rule. Case of Butt and Ben. 


Egg-see Signum! 
TueEseE paragraphs follow one another in a weekly contemporary :— 


e The value of eggs imported was £154,665 ; in the corresponding month last year 
147,822. 

The importation of hams increased in the last two months to £147,756; in the 
same period last year, £78,321. 
No wonder that there is such a strong opposition to any relaxation of 
the Game Laws, when in spite of them there is so much poaching ! 


Now Ready, the Twenty-sizth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 
The NINETEENTH VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 


Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 














was—" “Count Atticus de Bakyardo!” exclaimed the Lady Amaranth. “True! too true! 
ame an itinerant actor. One 
day at the sea-side, when the sin snone an immoderate fit of splendour, when the o ttle 

ntei beneath umbrayeous trees, and the brook—I rorget at this moment wuat the brook did— 

saw a lovely torm,an anvelic face whereon was written, in sorrowful lines, the story of a 
bighted youth. It was—ha! ha! the Lady Amaranth! ‘twas you!"’ “ This must be destiny!” 
mutésered the heroine. “It is! itis!’’ cried Vount Atticus, passionately. ‘‘My doom is scaled! 
I will res’ore thee to thine own, and this fair hand—” “Oh, Count!” ‘*Yes! I swear it by 
this sweet Damnation! What do you want here?” A stranger was looking eu, and cr 
“bravo!’ Por continuation, see “ Folios and Fashions.” 


** A cheerfal expector of the best hath a fountain of joy within him,”’ says Tapper, and assur- 
edly those who expect in ‘‘ Folios and Fashions,’’ arich and recherche literar sartorial ban- 





; matters must be reserved for a more tting occasion. | quet, will not be disappointed. Theclippine from Mr. Reece's sturv which we give above, is 

of his fortunes who so nobly undertakes my ransom.” “Now for | one of 
“Listen, fair one! Ali was da &, the hurricane huw'ed, | beginaing wo ead. 
b-etiing rock, lashed by | the invitation, especially as Messrs. 4. Lynece and Son, the celebrated Merchant Clothiers, will 


the good whinge with which Messrs. A. Lynes and Sen’s summer volame brietles from 
e last week iavited readers of “ fun” to write for the book, we reiterate 


under roared 
tae ated waters af the Tuames, stood le chateau De L' Etoile et Jarretiere. By the fitful glances | forward t.e volume eratisant free by post to anv part upon application to either of their two 
lightaing ut Shoreditch, or Kensington H. London. 


oO! the ight have been seen, within a denjon-room, a haggard and wora form. It 


establish neats—Corner of Holywell Lane, 


louse, Ludgate Hill, 
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THE OLD GAL TO HER GAMP. 
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Mid those I tell 

As friends, far sweller ;— 
My umber— 

My umberell— 

My umbereller ! 


— 


In slumber 

Mid visions fell 
It is a dweller ;— 
My umber— 

My umberell— 
My umbereller! 


A tA Al A 


Though cumber 
It may my cell, 
I’m not a seller ;— 
My umber— 
My umberell— 
My umbereller ! 


PO ey en MO eh 


Society for the Prevention of Cruelty, 
please Copy. 


A New Jersey paper, telling a pathetic tale of poverty, 
says, “‘ For twenty long years the wolf stood at this poor 
widow’s door.’”’ Our sympathy is entirely with the 
wolf. If “the poor widow ”’ had possessed a grain of 
feeling she would have offered the patient beast a chair 
after five years or so, if not sooner. 


ee 


Tu-whitty ! 
Tuts is a funny story :— 


On Sunday morning, during service, an owl flew into the 
Wesleyan Chapel, Malton, and alighted upon the organ. The 
bird, which was captured, was quite still during service, but be- 
came excited when the organ was played at the close. 


That bird, unlike the character in Dickens who took — : 
‘‘ howls for horgins,’’ clearly took the horgin for another SS SSS 


' howl like itself. 
CONVERSATIONS OF THE ROAD. 


Ir has been discovered by a learned aurist that the Tram Conductor (to ’Bus ditto) :—“* Go ON, TAKE IT AWAY, TAKE [T DOWN 


singing of the kettle on the hob can be best appreciated TO THE SEASIDE AND MAKE A BATHING-MACHINE OF IT.” 
by those only who have kettle-drums to their ears. [ The answer was lost in the distance. 


EN I eS ee tlt te UR 
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Curious Fact. 


being dinner; and from Lady-Day to Michaelmas half an hour 
FLYING ABOUT. any hens bya ‘At the end of = a hours of attendance will be 
Tue Morning Advertiser every now and then gives us a leader of | ther longer. 
: what may be called the vertebrate order, with solutions of continuity, | To take the rate of pay before ‘‘ the hours of attendance will be rather 
, that is to say, as if the thread of its argument snapt here and there, | longer,’ the Improvement Commissioners expect to get a clerk to 
| and hadn’t been pieced together again. It is the sort of leader that | work ten or eleven hours a day for the modest sum of three-and-four- 
might be written by a man in the waking intervals of a nap in which | pence—the price of the smallest form of lawyer's letter! Perhaps 
. links have been supplied by sleep but not committed to paper. A | these Commissioners, whose object is Improvement, might turn their 
| recent instance is devoted to the consideration of the Flying Man, | attention to the improvement of such a paltry pittance. The only 
' and things in general. It winds up by saying, apropos of something | sensiDle part of the proposal is that only an hour and a half is allowed 
that turned up during slumber (for it follows a statement, profoundly | for breakfast and dinner. Of course on such a princely salary the 
| true, if slightly erratic, that ‘‘a subscription for the widow would be a | unhappy clerk could hardly dream of the extravagance of two meals 
more practical proceeding’’ than an Act of Parliament to stop | a day! 





ee eee ee 








.* 


flying) :-— oo eee ee : 7 
The training of young acrobats we should, we confess, liked to see stopped, as Oh, Charity, what Crimes are Committed in 


we believe that great cruelty is often thereby inflicted upon those whom the law is thy Name! 
bound to protect. This is strange 2 ’ 
This is tantamount to saying that an acrobat’s business being very The executors of the late Miss Mary Gray Ratray have, with the approval of the 
difficult and requiring long training, it would be better that acrobats | Court of Chancery, forwarded £300 to the Council of the Charity Organization 
should not be taught their business. Engine-driving also requires | 5°ciety, being part of a legacy of £23,000 left to the charities of the metropolis. 
skill and experience, and therefore according to this line of argument, The will directed twenty -three thousand pounds to be given to charities. | 
engine-drivers should not be permitted to learn their business. Again | The Charity Organisation Society is nota Charity. It isa none of 
leader-writing is a style of composition which requires exceptional | self-elected self-satisfied Pharisees, who take a delight in meddling 
qualifications and practice. The ’ Tiser seems to think the less a man | With and intercepting Charity, and harassing those who, like Miss 
knows about it the better he does it. Stride, give their lives to the real work of “ help with love.”” To give 
three hundred pounds to that society is not only to deprive real 
ee eee Se eee charities of that amount, but to give it increased powers for mischief. 
Room for Improvement. The executors might as well proceed to encourage the preaching of 


We extract this modest notification from the Walsall Free Press :— the gospel to the heathen by sending barrels of salted missionary to 


the cannibals. | 

TO CLERKS AND BOOK-KEEPERS ; : . ; | 

‘['HE Walsall Improvement Commissioners require s JUNIOR CLERK at their Roaming in his Mind. 
subject to Ove Month's Metice.» °® “1 Per week, and the appointment willbe | y+ is whispered that Mr. Whalley intends to ask the Home Secre- 
tary to inquire of the trustees of the British Museum whether it is 


The Hours of Attendance at the Office will be from 7 a.m to 6 p.m. from Lady- : ° 
day to Michaelmas; from 8a.m. to6 p.m. from Michaelmas to Lady-Day, one | true that the library contains the complete works of A. Pope. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 22, 1874. 


FHE SIX-TAILED COMET. 


B it each lesser planet pales— 
The Comet with half-a-dozen tails. 
One fearful night 
It loomed in sight. 
The Government was in a fright 
It cast so fierce, so strong a light 
Upon the measure that it assails— 
The Comet with half-a-dozen tails. 


The public its reappearance hails— 
The Comet with half-a-dozen tails. 
Tt used to be 
Adorned with three, 
And which to choose could seldom see ; 
But now with doubled powers view we 
How up the political sky it sails— 
The Comet with half-a-dozen tails. 


The other planets seemed slow as snails— 
The Comet with half-a-dozen tails 
Sent forth a stream 
Of threatening gleam. 
The Tories scarce knew what to deem, 
And trembled for their petted scheme. 
Alas, but little its force avails— 





The Comet with half-a-dozen tails. 
ts brightness sickens, its power fails— 
e with half-a-dozen tails. 
e Bill at last 


is carried and passed, 
Aon conus tions vast, . 
a look of triumph cast 
On the star, prophetic offuture wails— 
The Comet with half-a-dozen tails. 


ee 


Those of us who love a dash of classic flavour will remember with 
a sense of calm satisfaction the exquisite versification of the Corolla 
Sabrine, and will therefore be the more grieved to learn that 
Shrewsbury School has fallen into the sere and yellow leaf. This 
seems to be the age of “the schoolmaster very much abroad’’—in 
fact, utterly foreign to his duties and the well-being of his school. The 
Hayman scandal is scarcely at an end when we learn from the Shrews- 
bury Free Press that the school of that town is in a parlous state with 
an unpopular headmaster, apparently bent upon handing over its halls 
to desolation. His last act has been the excessive flogging of one of the 
boys for a venial offence, voluntarily confessed and apologised for by the 
lad himself. We are not inclined mawkishly to object to a certain 
amount of corporal punishment. While boys continue to be boys, the 
power must rest in the authorities; but it must be used as Arnold used 
it—judiciously and judicially, not with vindictiveness, or—as in this 
instance where eighty-eight strokes were given—in excess and cruelty. 
We learn that there is a strong feeling in Shrewsbury on the sabject, 
and we are not surprised at it. We hope it will be sufficiently strong 
to oust the offender, and send him to that doubtless congenial Virgilian 
limbo, where— : 

Continuo audits voces, vagitus et ingens, 
Infantumque anime flentes. 





A Notty Question. 


Tues Nottingham Journal reports how, 


For throwing a saucer and an infant five months at her husband a woman at 
Birmingham has been sentenced to three weeks’ imprisonment. 
This isa poser. Three weeks’ imprisonment seems severe for merely 
throwing asaucer. For throwing a five months’ child, it hardly seems 
enough to satisfy either the damage of the infant, or the injury to the 
husband. For both crockery and baby combined it seems just a little 


inadequate. 
A Free View of (S.) A. Freeman. 


In a review of a reprinted work, “The Morality of Field Sports,’ 
the Western Mercury remarks :— 


Butchers, surgeons, executioners, and soldiers have to kill and torture (not 
wantonly but unavoidably), but it is their duty. It is not a volun act, and 
therefore any species of killing or running the risk of torturing by a voluntary or 
wanton act is cruel. 

Each M.R.C.S, will we trust fully appreciate the delicately expressed 


compliment. 


{Jury 25, 1874, 


SPORTING PROSPECTS. 


Srr,—I tremble to think what may take place at the fast approach- 
ing Goodwood Meeting. Visions of active if not intelligent police 
ursue me whichever way I turn; and in my mind's eye I can see the 
Duke of Richmond with his coronet torn from his noble brow, his 
i tic face bedewed with the juice of the smashed strawberry 
ves, and his graceful wrists hampered by the manacles which are in 
ture to be fastened on all who keep “ places’’ where betting men do 
congregate. I can see the officers brandishing their staves, and calling 
on him to surrender, and on the other side I can picture Admiral Rous 
waving his cocked hat in one hand and pointing his sword with the 
other, while, with the instincts of a’nautical life strong within him, he 
calls upon all friends and supporters to keep their heads well above 
water, and so prevent the otherwise inevitable consequence to horse- 
racing as well as to themselves. The Master of the Buckhounds, 
surrounded by his trusty pack, who bite the policemen in their most 
vulnerable parts, stands savagely at bay; but the lessees of the Epsom 
Grand Stand rend their garments in a manner which would delight 
the heart of a ready-made tailor, and shriek aloud for sympathy. One 
even goes so far as to offer a free pass for stand and paddock, now that 
it is not very valuable, to any journalist who will say a good word for 
him and prevent his being locked up, while another weeps, and says 
1 all because they didn’t charge enough gate-money last Summer 
Meeting. Mr. Chaplin shakes his head significantly, and says that all 
this trouble comes of betting for stakes which are too heavy, a practice 


the assembled constables his Ninety-nine Notions for the Regenera- 
tien of Racehorses, with Remarks on Reporters and Suggestions for 


always did consider wrong, and Sir Joseph Hawley offers to read 


their Suppression. But ’tis all of no use—the police and the magis- 


trates carry the day. Newmarket Heath is let out on building leases ; 
Epsom Grand Stand is taken by the South Kensington Commissioners 
as a home for their incurable members ; and Ascot is given over to Mr. 
Ruskin, so that he may build up the working man after his own heart, 
and show that, despite the gold medal of the Order, Architecture is not 
quite dead amongst us. 

With all this before me then, sir, is it to be wondered that my brain 
is disturbed, and that though the Meeting at Goodwood—probably the 
last that will ever take place there—is rapidly approaching, my 
prophetic soul refuses to give off its knowledge and reveal the winners 
of the Stakes and Cup? I think it would be wonderful if, under the 
circumstances, I could sit down and ignore what is going on at present, 
calmly pointing out winners to the backers who must not back, and 
thereby affording amusement to the layers who durst not lay. This is 
what I call placing the case in an eggshell; and so, till next week, 
permit me to subscribe myself, yours conscientiously, AUGSPUR. 


‘‘QOne Law for the Rich.” 


A paILy contemporary reports a case atthe Marylebone Police-court, 
under the heading “ Serious Assault by a Gentleman.’”’ The “ gen- 
tleman” blacked the eyes of the square-gardener for wetting his son, 
who got in the way in spite of warning. The decision was as 
follows :— 

Mr. Mansfield ordered the defendant to pay a fine of 50s. and 50s. costs, or in 
default to be imprisoned for one month in the House of Commons. 

The House of Commons is not the mest comfortable place in the world 
during this hot weather, but perhaps if the defendant had not been “a 
gentleman”’ the House of,Correction would have been substituted. 


Go to Bath! 
Tue following announcement of certain public baths in Lancashire 
is curious :— 
(THE Superintendent of the above Baths begs to inform the public of Lancaster 
that he undertakes to learn swimming at the following prices = 
8. ° 


The Superintendent of Baths ought in our opinion to be able to swim as 
a qualification for the post ; but itis rather hard that people should pay 
to see him learning to do what he should be able to do already, and it 
is not very just that a gentleman should pay three times as much as a 
working man’s son to witness the spectacle. 


Hoss-tentation. 


EIGHTEEN cases of suspended animation were lately observable on 
convenient trees in’ the neighbourhood of San Saba, Texas. The 
unfortunate deceased are described in local prints under the picturesque 
designation of horse-thieves. It would seem that looking over a 
hedge is not a healthy employment in Texas. 
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PERRY CHUMLEY’S ECLIPSE. si 

Ir was Ben’s declared opinion that if-we permitted’ this: comet to 
avoid competitive examinatiomthe other cometswould have: just cause: 
of complaint. ‘“ Moreover,” -aaid he, “considerimg that during the 
last few years the science of spettroscopic analysis has been advanciug 
by leaps amd bounds, any evasion of duty in the matter-would bea, 
clear shitkimg<of what we ought to do. As Englishmen,” he.con-' 
tinued, with’ a flourish of the’ hand, “we must act immediately if we: 
would dovanpthisg at once.” 

“That reminds me,” said William, “of a little story about Perry 
Chumley,: who ——” , 
“For the sike of science, William,” I interrupted, laying a hand 
upon his arm, ‘I beg you won't relate it. The comet will be behind 
the roof of that eee ee in half-an-hour, if it is going 

nearly as fast.as it looks to be. ‘We have no time for the story. 

‘‘ No,” said Ben, lookimg abeut the room, “I’ve heard it before. 
‘What we want is a spectroscope. I have unfortunately left mine in 
mry other trousers. Do you thimk we could get on with this? It has 
no prism, but is rather thick im the bottom.” Producing from my 
sid an empty long-necked bottle, Bem protruded it over the 
windowsledge, the neck towardéthe northern heavens, _ 

“This Perry Chumley,” resumed William, from his seat at the 
other ‘window, “ believed himself a born astgonomer, and always kept 
a bit of smoked glass. He was particularlygreat on solar eclipses ; 
I’ve known him to sit up all night watehing the sky for fear of 
missing one through a mistake of the almanack.” 

Ben had now got tbe spectroscope traimed on the comet, and to 
exclude the light’ he let down the window-blind across the neck. I 
spread a clean shirt upon the floor in the proper on, and the 
spectrum of the comet came out beautifully on it—a. ish bar 
of light, erossed with numerous dark and bright lines, the sight of 
which elicited from both of us a cry of delight. 

‘‘Qne day,” continued William, “some one told Perry Chumley 
there would be an eclipse of the sun that afternoon at three o'clock. 
Now Perry had reeently read a about some men who in ex-: 
ploring a mountain range had ed up from the bottem of a deep, 
narrow gorge and seen the stars shining at midday. It struck him, 
now, that this knowledge might be utilized so as‘to- give ‘hima ‘filme 
view of the eelipse, <a anes the same time to-seo what ‘the 

s would ar to think a F 
“ That,” ocd Ben, pointing to one of the dark lines in the«eometic; 
spectrum, and utterly heedless of William’s narrative—“ that is \pro-; 
duced by the vapour of carbon in the nucleus of the heavenly visitant. ' 
You will observe that it differs but wn i ‘from the lines that come 
of volatilised iron. Examined through opera glass” —ad sti 
that instrument to his eye—“ it will probably show—by Jove!” ‘he 
ejaculated, kneeling for a better view, “it isn’t carbon at all; it is, 

t ! >” ; 
me OF course,” proceeded William, with the utmost composure—‘of' 
course Perry Chumley didn’t have any mountain gorge, so what did 
hedo but let himself down, with his arms and legs, to the bottom: of an 
old well about thirty feet in depth. And ‘there he stood—with the 
cold water up to his middle, and the fogs and aquatic lizards 
quarrelling for the cosy:eorners of his pockets—there he stood, waitin 
for the sun to appear in the field of his ‘instrument’ and ‘be 
eclipsed.” ‘ 

“Ben, you're joking,” I remarked ; “ yowiare talsing liberties with 
science, Benjamin. Ht een’t be meat, you - = a 

“ T tell yowit is, though,” was the we “it’s just meat, I 
tell you! And this:other line, whieh at first I todk'to be‘ 
combustion, is bone—bene, or I’aeamasteroid’! T never saw the like ; 
that comet must be densely p with butchers !”’ 

“ When Perry Chumiley waited 2 long while,” William went 
on, “ looking up expecting evexy mimute'to see an eclipse, it begun ‘to 
get into his mind that the bright-eiweularopening above ‘his‘head was, 
the sun, and that the black dise-of ‘the moon wae-all that was wanting | 
to complete the expected phenomesen. ‘This notion soon took eum- 
plete possession of him.” . 

I was now scrutinizing the cemdfic spectrum om the shit w 
closely myself, being particularlyatmacted by a thin faint-line 
I thought Ben had overlooked, | 

“©, that’s nothing,” the empilsinell;; “@hgt's a mere local fault 
arising from conditions the That is Trish 
whisky. This other lame, though, shows the imaginable 
trace of soap ; and these wnemituim wavering @memaere caused by some 
effluvium, not in the | yof space behind it. 
I thiak it is tobacco smo. EZ will mow Git the instrument so as to. 
get the spectrum of the celestial wandlerer's tail. Ah! there we have 
it. Splendid!” ; 

¢ Now this well,’ said William, “‘ was new a highway, along which 
was travelling a big and very hideous nigger.”’ 

‘‘See here, Dod,’ exclaimed Ben, removing his lorgnette, and 
looking me earnestly in the eyes; ‘if I were to tell you that the coma 
of this eccentric body is really hair would you believe it ?’ 






** No, Ben, I certainly should not.” 

“Well, I won't argue the matter; there are the lines—they 
for themselves. Bat now that I look agaim, you ate not entirel 
wroug ; there is a considerable admixture 
‘tallow. It is certainly mostettraordinary! Sir Isaac Newton ——”’ 
“ That big 


ventured to-creep to it on his hands amd knees, and look imovér the 


of jute, moss, and I thin 


» drawled William, “felt thirsty, and seeing the 
thought’ there was:perhaps a bucket in it. So he 


ourepectrum vanished, anda very dim one of quite different 


eppearance presemted itself in the same place on the shirt. It ware 
} spectrum, crossed by a single broad bar of yellow. “ Ah,”’ 
Ben, “ our waif of the up deep is obscured by a cloud. Let 
us see what the misty veil-is matte of.” 

He.took a look at the spectrum, started back, and/ muttered, “‘ Brown 
Holland, by thunder!” 

“Yow can imagin 
defatigable ‘William, ‘““when he saw, as he 
disc encroaching upon the body of the 
rivetted his gaze; but when the obscuring satellite had thrust herself 
s0- far forward-that-the eclipse became annular, and he saw her 
down ‘upon'a darkened world with glittering white eyes and a double 
row of flashing teeth, ivis perhaps not strange that he vented a wild 
shriek of terror, fainted, and collapsed amongst his frogs! As*for'the 
big nigger, he executed @ precipitate movement which only the break- 
ing of his meck prevented from being adowble back-somefsault, and 
lay dead in/ the weeds, with’ htis'‘temgue out, and his face the colour of 
wood.ashes. We laid tltem im one grave, 
still summer evening afterwards I ‘to the lonely little church- 
yard and listened with !pénsive melancholy to the smothered requiem 


othe rapture of Perry Chumtley,” pursued the in- 
, the moon’s black 
that had so long 


fellows, and on many a 


the frogs which we had forgotten to remove from the 


chanted by 
pockets of the lamented astronomer. 

“‘ Andnow,” added William, taking his handkerchief from his eyes 
and his feet from the window-seat, ‘““as you cannot resume the 
analysis of that-red-headed housemaid in the dormér window, 
0 pulled the blind down when I made @ mouth at her and her lovér 
“smoking his pipe i 
at the comet.’ 


, lef us go out and see if we canget a look 





THE TWO QUESTIONS. 


I rive for the hills or the lakes or the heather ; 
I long very much to be somewhere away. 


‘One cannot be gtumbling all day at the weather, 


Or feeding on ices and claret all day. 
By Jove, if I only can manage to borrow 
From Cook ¢r ‘from Gaze'a suggestion or two, 
I'll paek up my traps and be-oft by-to-morrow ; 
But where 


| 1 wander and ‘what shall I do? 


The squares:of'the west are deserted and lonely, 
The parks givén over to rest and’repose; 
And very few- of Parliament only 
Re for the Seasion to crawl to its close. 
I sigh fer'mew faces and people and places ; 
I sigh'to'fake wing und fly off towe d coup, 
Too far from our city to leave any traces ; 
‘But where shall I wander and what shall I do ? 


For ig or riding or steaming orweiling 

ready, Fate may arrange. 

If need be, I’m eq eady for‘sealing 
An Alp or a Jura Byway of a change. 










‘oa luns in a minute: 

' anyo | ‘anything teow? 

T'm bent on w fourm wad long to 5 
But w I and w dof 





Bve, wow! 


Tuw@ellewing notise in the Birntingham Daily Mail is modest :— 
FOS Rekyegpied Seungp Filling Machine. Also a large handsome Dog, cheats 


Any onellegs sensitive of theconvenances than tit-advertiser would have 
put in plainly thus:—“ Machinery and matepigip for the sausuge 


A Stretcher. 


We read in The Times Police Report that Detective George 
Helburn, of the Great Western Railway Company, in the exercise of 
his calling, ‘‘ concealed himself under three 
read siding.’” What a rival would he have been in the days of old to 
that famous “ Bow-street runner, Townshend ! ”’ 


carriages at the Bishops’ - 
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HEPATICS. 


Wuar makes me scourge the world at large 
With bitterest invective ? 


What bids me venom to discharge yf Pase STEP 
Upon mankind collective ? } 2S TT - pe See) 
What makes me long for barbéd stings, { \ —— Gas hes CaS to 
The Indian’s-peisoned quiver? i mn, Wi | a an Pe 5 
What.makes.me loathe all sertsof things ? 78 nn iat EL » \ 
- My liver! ad » Tl 8 My teh! 


What makes my eyesight weak and dim ? 
What makes my sight erratic ? 
What makes my head go burn and swim, 
My weary brain lymphatic ? 
What straizs my merves upon the rack, 
And makes each fibre shiver 
Like frightened:fiddlest#ings? Alack! 
My liver! 
What fills with gloomy theughts my head, 
With dreams ef poisoned phials, 
Of hempen noose, of globes.of lead, 
To end my bitter trials ? 
Of water-butts what makes me think, 
Or muddy-flowing river ? 
What drives me to distraction’s brink ? 
My liver! 
’Tis like a paving-stone ; in vain 
I’ve drenched it and I’ve dosed it. 
’Tis deaf to insult, dead to pain,— 
’T would suffer me to roast it. | 
Torpid as tortoise or as snake, 
No means, that I diskiver, 


To sense of duty can awake 
My liver ! 


A watch, that hasn’t got a key, 
A clock, that void of works is, 
Would be as useful quite to me 
As this most vile of shirks is ; 
Could I get rid of it, I’m sure, 
I'd freely prove a giver— 
I'd even give it.to the poor— 


NON os 


WAY 
K'\ 


nT 


My liver! 
SS ee 
Theatrical. 


Tue wings of a theatee, on account of the heat of 
the gas, are always called the coolisses. 








DOTS AND LINES. 


RatHER a neat thing in comets. Wonder if it finds the world 
improved since its last visit! = The Comte de Chambord, pursued 
with inquiries why he omitted the white flag in his manifesto. It was 
at the wash. = Very hot at Wimbledon. Not cool anywhere just 
now. = The Flying Man killed. To fly down from an eminence is as 
easy as falling. And not much safer. = Ruskin declines British 
Architects’ gold medal, but will join them im sackcloth and ashes if 
they like. Only one ha’p’orth of sense to that sack! — Gambetta 
called the National Assembly “a corpse.” Is he going to be “ First 
Gravedigger ?’’ = Prince Bismarck fired at. And yet people say the 
Germans don’t love him! = War in Acheen still continues. Why é@o 
the Dutch take so much trouble about a place that isn’t worth a 
Rotterdam ? = Spanish civil war. Both sides claim the victory. 
Spanish pride has always more vitality than Spanish veracity. — 
Statue of Lord Derby unveiled by Dizzy, who madea on the 
Caucasian—no, we mean occasion. — The Carlists have German 
newspaper correspondent. Don’t seem to think much ¢f the freedom 
of the press. = Paris Figaro is suspended for a fortnight for telling 
the truth. It is a fault so seldom committed by the Paris papers, it 
might have been overlooked this once. = Close run for the Queen’s 
Prize. Atkinson and Rae shot off their ties. This beats Tell’s 
apple! — We have all been growling at the Clerk of the weather this 
year. He has given it us hot for it now! 





Brechin’ the news gently. 


A CONTEMPORARY reports that— 


An old woman in Brechin, a few nights ago, fell out of bed and broke her neck. 
The circumstance was not discovered for two or three days afterwards. 


We should have thought the old woman, at least, would have known 
it earlier. 
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MY MEDERKLE MAN!” 
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OUR DOCTOR. 


Arab (to friend) :—“ Sum wis YER SWELL A-comin’! 


Very weil ’2's 
[Jones is surgeon at Blank Prise. 


Winged Words. 


Tue world would be unedurable without the Glode. Tt is delightful 
to turn from the solid wisdom ofthe Standard and lofty language of 
the Daily Telegraph to the fanciful utterance of that pmk periodical, 
whose flights are, to use its own elegant words, something between 
“the swift whiz of the bluebottle and cockchafer” and “the lary 
wobbling flutter of the white butterfly.” Its latest imaginative essay 
men the art of flying, and it describes man’s effortsim that direction 

us :— 

He will try—and, if 


is de, he will acquire skil? 
—to make himself as much ome he oc oy ‘th. aaa 


the u air as heis upon the earth er 


d to beat the birds in their 
the beasts and fishes in less iim. 
We were not aware hitherto that man can surpass a hound im speed 
of running, or a mackerel in rapidity of swimming. inky m the 


water—as in the Globe—he seems to partake move of the nataze of the 
flounder than of that of the dab. 


Is this Breedom ? 
Wuar is called grandmotherly legislation by the 


is becoming too oppressive. The enlightened humanity ef cus 
civilized counties, such as Lancashire and Stafford, and ef mpertant 
centres like Hanley and Oldham, will not up with this sert of 


thing. The former may fairly complain of a proposed interferexce 
with its revival of the refinements of the classic Circus, and 
latter has a grievance. An inhabitant, by name Costello, 
subjected to the indignity of two months’ imprisonment “ 
savagely kicked a ied woman on the legs 
provocation.”” Without provocation on her part, and 

out vindictiveness or malice on his. And yet for this mere 
of a playful suleit this geutle wether will be on a wheel 
not manufacture crockery. What will be the end of this 
legislation, which tries to check the amusements of 
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MORE GRANDMOTHERLY GOVERNMENT. 
By Our Speciat M.P. 


OUR GLUTTONY-ABOLITION (MIDDLE-AGED GENTLEMEN) BILL. 








16. And (armed with a warrant) warn that individual’s cook as to limiting 
that individual’s future supply of alimentary substances. 


Vliiise 


iy at] 
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18. After a time, should that individual’s bulk be found to 
augment, 


‘‘Let Dogs delight.” 

Tue virtuous Daily Telegraph has found out—not a mare’s nest, but 
a dog-ring, wherein a dwarf fought a bull-dog. Well, the two brutes 
were fairly matched and had fair play, which is more than the pigeons 
get at Hurlingham. But then the dwarf-and-dog-fight was for the 
amusement of colliers, not princes, and people, who may some day be 
baronets, must evince a respect for royalty. We would draw our 
contemporary’s attention to certain doings at Hawick in which not 
even a lord is concerned, and which may therefore be scathingly 
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13. When any police-officer (dressed in plain-clothes, and 14. Shall discover any individual whose personal obesity 15. He shall trace that individual to his 
placed in some unconspicuous p would indicate excessive indulgence place of residence ; 
of observation) © in solid nutriment, 





17. The pastrycooks, within a radius of two miles, shall also be cautioned against 
pandering to his cravings for the edible. 
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19. He shall be summoned and fined whenever he is 20. And, should such correction fail, he 


found at large. shall be rolled out flat, and hung up 
conspicuously, as an ExampP.e. 





|exposed. At the meeting of the Town Council, a question arose as to 
| slaughter-house accommodation, and Bailie Milligan— 
| Called attention to the present insufficient accommodation at MM staughter- 
houses. Considering the large number of men, and also cattle and sheep that were 
slaughtered in it, he thought it was high time something should be done. 
They slaughter men as well as cattle and sheep in Hawick. Daily 
Telegraph to,the rescue! Pass down that Special Commissioner ! 


Srartixa Pornt ror ScuHoouts or ‘Cooxery.—Brains—in the 
Scull-ery. 
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MORE MEN OF THE TIME. 


We regret to say, and sosay it with deep feeling, that a valued 
contributor has met with an untimely fate. It came to him in the 
night; and while his widow is going through a course of funeral baked 
meats which will certainly interfere with her unaccustomed digestion, 
his . creditors:are weeping the weep of people when the last long hope 
which maketh the heart sick has departed, and their I.0.U’s are 
L.0.Useless. We said his fate met him in the night. Alas! it came 
in\the shape of an Irishman’s potato stalk. Struck on the back 
of his head, his vulnerable place, our contributor bit the dust. 
Unfortunately he bita little too much of it—choked, like the noble and 
the true contributor always does, commended those he left behind ‘to 
the care of the:editorof this paper, and gave up the ghost like a man. 
Gentle reader, he fella sacrifice to truth and honour. : Last week he 
wrote am article which wili be remembered when journalistic hard 
times shall be no more, but two Irishmen believing he referred ‘to 
them have laid him low. We have applied to them for his funeral 
expenses, which they decline to grant, and therefore we have, painful 
assis the application,.to ask those who loved him when in life to spare 
a copper or two for the decent interment of the writer of ‘‘ Men of the 
Time.” But*there is»still more. The writer of that article has 
nominated agsuccessor who knows no fear and is beyond reproach. On 
him has been entailed the duty of continuing the article aforesaid, and 
in the hope that readers will not forget that the smallest contributions 
will be thankfully reeeived on account of one who died in harness, 
with pen in hand and whisky within hail, the present writer sets 
forth upon his task, fer the purpose of showing that the men here im- 
mortalised may kill but they cannot conquer. N.B.—Undertakers: 
may send in estimatesfor coffins from 5ft. 6in. to 6ft. 5in., as we are not: 
sure. Also from 10‘aam. till 10 p.m. for the same reason. [Under- 
takers are requested'to.do nothing of the kind, and as for readers we 
know they are fully.alive to th@spurious importance set upon their: 
work by such writers»as the foregoing, who try to make themselves 
appear of equal importance with Dod Grile, Augspur, or even our- 
selves. Verbum sat.—Eip.] 


Alfred de Musset Béramger Poe Swinepot, the celebrated writer of 
vers de soejété was not always such. The philosopher says that, 
versifiers are born and:notmade, in contradistinction from poets Who 
are like ready-made clothesand jit naturally, but Alfred de M. B. P.S. 
was born nevertheless, and from an early age he learnt to lisp the 
numbers on the maternal and auntcestral tickets which represented 
the goods which his mother, bless her soul, used to lend his uncle 
during the week so as to keepthem from moth, dust, damp, fire, and other 
inconveniences to which articles kept under the bed are unfoi tunately 
liable. As the twig is bent the tree inclines, and young Alfred 
twigged early that men may come and men may go, but verse flows on 
for ever. At an age when other boys were sucking toffy and 
smugging guys young Swinepot sat in his attic and composed his 
celebrated ode to the month of August, which commences 

Oh August you are very hot, 
Yet August cold are you, 
I wish you’d settle on the spot 
I dew, I de dew. 

It is noticeable that there is a magnificent exuberance in the finish of 
the verse quoted, and a double meaning which, as the poet has told us, 
raises its writer above the level of mere contributors of verse in the same 
way that the drinker of double stout or Dublin double distilled is faised 
above the level of the miserable toper of table beer or cold fourpenny. 
It is only fair to remark that though Alfred de Etcetera is a more 
less disappointed and misanthropic man, he is never above taking © 
drink, and he has once or twice gone so far as to accept a sixpence and 
some broken victuals at the hands of wealthy but unselfish members 
of the club of which he constitutes the literary, artistic, journalistic, and 
lyric committee as well as'the committee of taste. Altred does not go 
in for expensive garments, neither would his hats fetch a large sum in 
the East End market. But he is a true gentleman, and he can borrow 
a trifle in a way which makes the lender feel that he and he alone has 
received the favour. And as he’s not likely to receive anything else, 
let’s hope he is satisfied. 


There are many other celebrities whom we have in our mind, and to 
whom we would gladly draw attention, as doubtless there are many 
looking for information concerning them. But for the present we 
must pospone the pleasant duty, as art is long and space is short; and 
so, satisfied that we have shown both courage and ability, and awaiting 
the subscriptions which should come in rapidly, we will for the present 
desist, and in the meantime shall be glad of any facts in connection 
with important persons hitherto unpublished. But only of important 
and well-known persons, such as the foregoing. 








The Weather. 


Op Maltworm being asked how he contrived to keep cool this hot 
weather said he did so by cask-aid. But he did not mean a waterfall. 







































DOUBLE ACROSTIC, NO. 382. 


Tuere gleams afar 
A wondrous stars. 
It seems to wear 
A plume a-flare, 
Around the Pole 
It loves to roll, 
Eclipsing there 
Capella and the greater Bear: 


1. There-are‘footsteps on the heather;. 
Pipesre sounding on the hill ; 
Foré¢he Highland tribe will gather; 
When they hear the summons shriffi. 
And claymore, bonnet, feather, 
Will the chieftain’s hest fulfil. 


2. You may turn up your noses 
At certain dark roses, 
But I do not suppose 
You will turn up your nose 
At this velvety bloom ’ 
‘Almost black in its gloom, 
And named from a Spaniard as I should premaana: 


3. Some cats like milk 
* Anda cushion of silk, 
But deuce a bit 
Would luxury fit 
Our tabby Tom, 
Who will tarn therefrom. 
He likes labour harder 
And never desists 
While their exists 
A thief in the larder. 


’ 


. Quote my jokes, 
Newspaper folks, 
But when you have any inserted) 
Please recollect 
And do not neglect 
To put them in commas inverted ? 


5. Cottage roofs will often tell 
In a picture very well; 
But in fact—be it confest— 
Tiles or slates are much the best. 


Sotution or Acrostic, No. 380.—Thunder Showers: Taxts, Bash. 
Urbino, New, Drive, Esther, Ranters. 


CorREOT uTIONS OF Acrostic, No. 880, reeeived 15th July >— > Bt - 
The Lazy e; Smug; Double or Quits; Hammersmith; Vlorrie M.; Ruby's 


a 


Ghost ; Bandersnatch ; Madcap; Guilac; Cliff; Margate Vic; Knaveof Hearts ; 


Winkle; Ozone ; Slodger and Tiney; Brighton Cat; Liebig Family; - 
meeow; Lunatic Bill; Nell and Pons; Rodrigo; P. W. R.; Dixie; beord Sah. 
Ubba; Mars; B. and8.; Peggotty’s Daughters. 

Rodrigo :—An advertisement, for which we are not responsible. 


Guswers to Corresyondents, 
[We cannot return un ted MSS. or Sketches, wadese Fe BO012- 
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panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do net Cee TLS 


v Sor loss.j 

Trryrvs.—A most bucolic joke. 

H. H. (De Beauvoir Town).—We can’t “if” and 20 we “deat” — 
especially as you “ don’t care.” 

C. A. McI. (Slough).—We don’t pay for what we don’t insert. 

Constant Susscripgk.—The cutting bas been sent us by sevets! 
correspondents. Is it a sign of the spread of education that so many 
people read the advertising columns of the daily press? Te be sure,at 
times they are quite as interesting as the leaders. P 

PostmaNn.—Deafness is a passing evil—stupidity is chromic > but they 
are alike in results. We should say, to judge from yeur verses, you are a& 
least deaf—as a post. 

J. Fisnsr (Birmingham).—We are not to be caugit by your Enes. We 
have met with them before. 

M. (Canonbury).—We don’t undertake to answer conundruzms. 

S. L. J—Much obliged. 

Declined with thanks:—Organist; E. B., Islington; KR M J.> BL, 
Wimbledon; Ronney P.; J. L., Manchester; Volunteer; K. W.; ¥.. 
Camden Town; R. D., Walworth; S., Liverpool; M. G.; Tim; Biblico- 
polist ; W. S., Highbury Park; F., Exeter; G. BR. W.; Toots; Dieky 
Sam; J. A. Finsbury; H. C. S., Islington; Diek; M., Leeda; E EB. 
Upper Holloway ; J. C., Old Kent-road; W.G.; A. B.; Poll; J. W. W.. 
Birkenhead; G., Wandsworth-road; T. L. M.; Reader; P. D.; J. J. 
Finsbury; Richard W.; Wasp; P.Q.; The Avenger ; Watkin; A Digarr. 
D. F. M.; G., Greenwich. 
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OUR CURATE. 


Juliana :—“ Tuat was A KISS, WASN’T IT, Mr. CHasvusie ?” | 


Curate :—“ So suicut I COULD HARDLY DETECT IT!”’ 


Maria (aside) :—“ Forwarp tune!” 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


We have received for review—we were almost saying naval review 
—The Privateer ; a Nautical Romance, by a Sailor (Griffith and Farran, 
St. Paul’s-churchyard). Our nautical bard may be a rare hand at 
knotting and splicing, but he can’t bend-on a line of poetry, and when 
he tags ona rhyme itis too often with a slippery hitch. Here are 
two specimens :— 

—woman, when her virtue’s gone 
To feel her lover’s heartless scorn. 

Next morn the ship, returning with a prize 

Proved the success of Bertrand’s enterprise. 
These are as much like rhyme as a Matthew Walker is like a double 
Turk’s-head. We see the author announces a volume of “ humorous ”’ 
poems. If he is wise he will refrain. In that particular line he will 
tind it difficult to excel The Privateer. 

In the Civil Service Handbook of English Literature (Lockwood and 
Co., Stationer’s-hall-court), Mr. H. A. Dobson gives a most useful 
and compendious history of our writers from the earliest period down 
to the present day. To be of real use for the purpose indicated in 
the title, such a work must necessarily be very brief in its details ; and 
this it is, without being meagre. It is no small triumph to give in 
less than three hundred pages a complete résumé of such a distinguished 


CROSBY’S BALSAMIC COUGH ELIXIR 


ye specially by several eminent physicians, and by Dr. ROOKE, 
Searborough, author of the “‘Anrti-Lancer.’”’ It has been used with the 
Samat * t ae Spitting f Bigod. Shorbaces” 2 Breath. ant all 
ve » Spt oO > Oo 0 an 
sffoctions of the Throat and Chest. 
Sold in bottles at 1s. 94., 4s. 6d., and 11s. each, b 
wholesale by JAS. M. CROSBY, Chemist, Scarborough. 
*,* Invalids should read Crossy’s Prize Treatise on 


** Diseases of the 
Junge and Air Vessels,” a copy of which can be had gratis of all 


literature as ours; but that Mr. Dobson has achieved it there is no 
manner of doubt. We have tested the book in various ways, and 
have invariably found what we sought. Asa volume of reference it 
will be invaluable, giving, as it does, a Liebig’s lozenge, if we may 
use the expression, where too many similar handbooks supply us with 
a tureen of lukewarm and vapid soup. 

Opportunely, just as we are beginning to sigh for foreign tours, 
comes from Messrs. Tinsley, of Catherine-street, Tramps in the Tyrol, 
by Mr. H. Baden Pritchard, a charming book from a lively and facile 
pen, with an excellent frontispiece by Mr. Proctor. We imagine 
that its pleasant pages will send many a holiday pleasure-seeker to 
the Tyrol, and bring him back grateful to Mr. Pritchard for turning 
his footsteps in that direction. 


It never is (s)tool-late to learn. 
WE are glad this young ruffian has been taught a lesson :— 


An Aberdeen lad, 10 years old, who struck his grandfather on the head with a 
stool, has been sent to gaol for 10 days, and to a reformatory for five years. 
We trust he will learn in the reformatory that, however necessary it 
/may be to “put a head on” a grandfather, even stools have their 
| feelings and cannot be hammered against hard things with impunity. 


: DR. ROOKES 
ANTI-LANCET. 


LL who wish to preserve health, and thus prolong life, should 
read Dr. Rookes ‘‘ Anti-Lancet,” or, “Handy Guide 


ito Domestic Medicine,” which can be had gratis from any 
y all respectable Chemists, and | Chemist, or post free from Dr. Rooke, Scarborough. Concerning this 


book, which contains 168 pages, the late eminent author, Sheridan 


| Knowles, observed :-——‘“‘ I¢ will be an incalculable boon to every person 


who ean read and think.”’ 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phenix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 90, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, July 25, 1874. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 383 
A GLowING sun burns overhead, 

The earth seems made of molten lead, 
The sky has not a cloud to lend 

Its shade, the parched blooms to befriend ; 
Meanwhile the harvest ripens fast — 

But surely it’s too hot to last! 


1. Within their rngged mountains reared, 
They laughed at each invading host. 
No tyrant have they ever feared, 
But won the freedom that they boast. 


2. A regimental motto, worn 
On colours that have aye been borne 
To East and West and South and North 
Where’er the gallant troop went forth. 


3. The eastern dromedary 
And camels burdens carry, 
But for the West 
This beast is best. 


4. A crop I’ve heard 
That’s fine this year, 
Where many a bird 
The gun will fear. 


5. In Venice its span, 
According to plan, 
Makes a fine arch, 
Where merchant could march 
When Venice in commerce of old led the van. 


6. The weather’s so warm 
That, though it’s badform, 
I really must gape 
From ennui to escape. 


Soxtution or Acrostic, No. 381.—Vainay, Pitron: 
Vamp, Arditi, Lout, Nectar, Armadillo, Yataghan. 


Correct Sotutions oF Acrostic No. 381, received 22nd July : 
—Snakes and Snuffers; Pipekop’s Pupils; Pimlico Tom Cat; 
X.Q.; D.E.H.; Pollaky; Charley and Alfti; Guitar; Nolo; 
Leibig Family ; Ozone; Sara; Zoe; Zoological Dido; T. A. M.; 
Spheroid ; B. O. H.; A Little Fog Bird; Chookanook and Kune; 
Striped Innocent; Gyp; Little Peacocks; Ot; Smug; Alwine 
M.; Nodwos; Nevarcc; W. W.G. W.; Cliff; Hart; Frank and 
Maria; 2C’s; Paddy; Peggotty; Brice; Guilac; Moth; Nell 
and Pons; Peggotty’s Daughters ; Ginx’s Baby. 








DOTS AND LINES. 


PARLIAMENT will close early in August. A Committee of the whole 
House will then take the question of the moors into consideration. — 
Chicago has had another conflagration. Cannot it singe its hogs on a 
smaller scale, please the pigs? — French Government on the boil. 
M. Magne resigns, MacMahon doesn’t. = Eton victorious. Harrow 
ploughed by five wickets. — Review at Wimbledon. Princess 
Christian’s Society for the Distribution of Prizes. — Freedom of City 
presented to Sir Bartle. Can’t make him Frere than he is welcome. 
= More rows in French Government. Betting—Fourtou won. But 
he didn’t—he resigned. — Mr. Grant carpeted for Kidderminster. — 
Failure of Daily Telegraph to establish the fact of the dog and dwarf 
fight. Perhaps it can prove the existence of a cock and a bull? — 
Gladstone proposed six resolutions against Public Worship Bill. 
Then he one irresolution, and withdrew them. — Baron Bramwell, 
at Lewes, rebuked a jury for being fools. If this sort of thing is to be 
the fashion, the judges will have enough to do. = Holiday season 
commences. The usual assorted excursion train and pleasure boat 
accidents. == Civil Pension to our Tupper. He bears the infliction 
with his proverbial philosophy. = The session is nearly over. The 
maiden speech of Mr. Watney, M.P. for East Surrey, remains an 
unmade ’un. = The case against the saan Speco dismissed by the 
sporting magistrates of Newmarket. Sw may bet, and murder 
pigeons. Cads mayn’t. Such is theincorruptible justice of England! 


Naturally. 
A tocat print informs us that at Dewsbury— 
Four men who were ascending a steam hoist wezg precipitated to the bottom. 
They ought to have known better. To be precipitated to the bottom 
is not to ascend. In fact it is the reverse. ey might as well have 


ascended in order to get tothe bottom. Their negligence of this fact | tons of brimstone. But where on earth can all the 


almost amounts to culpability. 





VOL. XX. 





CRUEL. 


Old Man (seductively) :—“CovuLD You HEAT A HAPPLE, BOY?” 

Boy (hopefully) :—“ Yus, Gran’pa; rorty!” 

Old Man (archly) :—“ Grvgz US YER MONEY, THEN, AN’ I'LL GET YER A 
GOOD PENN’ ORTH!” 


THE COMET. 
A VALEDICTORY. 


Take away thy comet, prythee ; 
Science, take thy pet away ! 
Get you gone and joy go with thee, 
I’m more sick I can say 
Of the nucleus, and coma, 
And the learned terms that veil, 
With an erudite aroma, 
This poor star that’s got a tail. 
Dash its spectrum, blow its orbit, 
Hang its—well, I don’t know what! 
May the sun ere long absorb it— 
It’s made us uncommon hot! 
Planets, moving in genteelest 
Circles, must before it pale ; 
Yet thou, Science, ne’er revealest 
Tis a star that’s got a tail ! 
Take away that humbug hollow, 
With its envelopes, and rot ;— 
Don’t imagine we shall swallow 
The imposture in the lot ! 
Smash your lenses and reflectors, 
Instruments that simply fail 
Of this fact to be detectors— 
It’s a star that’s got a tail! 
—o———E—EE——————eeeeeeeeee 
Keeping up the Balance. 
A MINING journal states that Sicily produces annually fifty thousand 


treacle come from ? F 3 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 29, 1874. 
AN IMPORTANT MOTION. 


Tuers are lots of burning questions, 
And good and wise suggestions, 
Before The House to-day— 
But August's Twelfth approaches, 
And woe to him who broaches 
A reason for delay. 


The Church and Education, 
The Taxes of the nation, 
And beneficial schemes 
Might very well bear mooting— 
But moors, and grouse, and shooting 
Now fill the House’s dreams. 


The business of the House is 
All over, when the grouse is 
Awaiting dog and gun, 
So let the anxious nation 
Just wait for legislation 
Until the shooting’s done! 

























—-—~—— 

In these days of Joint-Stock ( Companies we are pretty well accus- 
tomed to see very incongruous lists of names in connection with new 
schemes, but ‘‘The Royal Aquarium and Summer and Wintér Garden 
Society” most unquestionably carries off ae eae of eccentricity. 
** The Council of Fellows”—a somewhat original designation, ‘by the 
way and one hardly contemplated, we fancy, by the’ Companies" Act— 
comprises names which, in the wildest dreams of indigestion, we 
should not associate'with an aquarium or a winter garden. Princes, 
Marquises, Earls, Barons, Baronets, and M.P.s one meéts with often 
in the lists of Companies, but here we have literature, musics the 
drama, the bar, and even newspaper-proprietorship represented ; and 
it becomes a curious matter to ask in what particular way the various 
gentlemen concerned will’show their interests in the new undertaking. 
Mr. Arthur Sullivan, on the strength of a sole-o,\may'¢laim, as Sir 

















in the codfish of commerce, some right to a part in the scheme, and 
Mr. Sothern, as a well-known practical jokist, may pass muster; but 
in what way is “ the great tragedian,” Mr. Irving, to minister to the 
happiness of the molluscs? How is Mr. Burnand to raise a smile on 
the face of the thornback? Mr. Buckstone, Mr. Hare, and Mr. 
Toole are excellent actors, but that scarcely qualifies them for the 
rearing of young salmon any more than the forensic eloquence of 
Serjeant Ballantyne or Mr. Douglas Straight could carry conviction to 
the minds of a jury of twelve live Yarmouth bloaters. Mr. Planché’s 
knowledge of fish is probably limited to those which are “natant” 
or “ hauriant’’ in a coat of arms, and Mr. Vezin, having achieved 
one of his greatest successes as a Man o’ Airlie, is not necessarily so 
amphibious as to be waterly too. Mr. Gilbert may follow up his 
wonderful “ Bab Ballads” by “Dab Ditties,’ Mr. Mathews may 
find a tank an appropriate spot for a representation of “Cool as a 
Cucumber,”’ and Mr. Byron can perform Sir Simon Simple at one end 
of the rod, with a gentle at the other. But really the whole thing 
has the burlesque element strong in it, and whatever may be the 
case with the proper inhabitants of the aquarium, the Fellows seem 
decidedly “ fish out of water.” We shrewdly fancy that “ aquarium 
and winter garden’”’ is but “theatre and concert room’”’ writ large, 
and we cannot but think it would have been better for the under- 
taking if its real purpose had been distinctly stated. The public 
which goes to see a live salmon may be disappointed to-meet with a 
conducting Sullivan, and those who look for a bloater in his native 
element may not care for a Burnand in his, or be delighted to find a 
concert where they expected a flower show, and a burlesque where 
they anticipated a barbel. 


















































WHAT'S GOING ON. 


Tue Lord Mayor, we are glad to learn, is to be made a Baronet. He 
deserves it—but for one thing. By inviting Mr. Neville to the 
banquet on the 21st, he (vide advertisements) deprived the public of 
the pleasure of seeing that popular actor in the part of Clancarty for 
one whole night! The blow should not have been dealt so suddenly, 
we feel sure, and therefore we break gently to the public possible 
future disappointments ofa similar kind. It is rumoured that Mr. 
Irving has been invited to spend a happy day at Rosherville with Mrs. 
Brown, that Mr. Buckstone has been asked to tea with Dr. Cumming, 
that Miss Swanborough is engaged to advocate Woman's Rights at the 
Brighton Aquarium, that Messrs. Moore and Burgess are going to 
regale on winkles at Osborne, that Mr. Charles Mathews is going to 
read the Lessons for Dean Stanley at the Abbey, and that Messrs. 
James and Thorne, assisted by Mr. J. Clark, are to give an oratorio at 
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Julius Benedict may in connection with the concord of sweet soutds” 
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St. Paul's. After this warning we hope the public will support its 
disappointment with fortitude. 

We understand that a subscription has been opened for the benefit 
of the widows of the two coastguardmen who were drowned by the 
upsetting of their galley off Epple Bay, Birchington, on the 16th inst. 
One of the poor fellows has left six children and the other three. 
Contributions may be sent to the Rev. J. P. Alcock, Vicar of Birch- 
ington, or to Cobb’s Bank, Margate. 


NEWMARKET NEWS AND GOODWOOD ANTICI- 
PATIONS. 


Srr,— The decision of the Newmarket justicesin the case of Lewis 
v. Chaplin must tend once more to immortalise the great body of 
English unpaid magistrates. I am not at all sure that men, even 
though they be J.P.'s, can be immortalised twice; if they can’t we 
must regret the cruelty of fate, and pass on to our rejoicings. When 
the recent case was heard at Newmarket, there was a most important 
question trembling in the balance—a question, the decision of which 
was to prove whether the true-born English gentleman was to be 
treated like a common man, and be subjected to the pains and penalties 
of common law and common information, or if he was to be exempt, 
and if his quality was to receive due consideration. Happily for 
England, sir—happily for the land that gave us birth, and for the flag 
that’s braved one thousand years the battle and the breeze—New- 
market was true to itself, and showed that privilege is not quite dead 
among us yet. Gloomy will be the day for Great Britain—and, for 
the matter of that, for Little Britain as well—when the national pastime 
becomes the victim of the ruthless leveller and the red republican. 
Perish the thought that, because Warner was wicked, Chaplin should 
be chastened ; and perish also'the thinkers who would dare confound 
the wickedness of Welsh Harpers with the jocund joys of the Jockey 
Club, or the derelictions of Dewsbury with the: glories of Goodwood. 
The mention of the word Goodwood, sir, enables me to say that I 
can now turn unrufiled, and with the calmness consequent upon success, 
to a consideration of the two principal features of the great ducal 
gathering. Yet do I feel considerable difficulty about approaching 
the subject of the Stakes, inasmuch as it may be assumed by mine 
enemies that I have some natural predilection for the animal who 
heads the quotations as I write. Yes, I have enemies—what truly 
great man has not ?—and mine are sure to say that I fancy that 
Scamp will be successful for obvious reasons. I am successful, ergo— 
you understand, so I need go no further. Well, I do fancy Scamp, 
and I’m not ashamed to say that Reflection has assisted me to this 
result, for these two animals, if well supported by Indian Ocean and 
Redworth, will, on the day, prove that my enemies had better have 
minded their own business and left me to my triumph. With regard 
to the Cup, 1 must consult the muse, who advises me as follows :— 


The Goodwood Cup’s so often shown how gloriously uncertain 

The turf can prove, though most skilled hands attempt to draw the 
curtain 

That though to none I’ll second cry, and every year I’m wiser, 

I’m half afraid to say I think the winner will be Kaiser. 

For Organist’s a stalwart steed, all those who like may doubt it, 

At Chester and at Aseot he gave token—none may scout it. 

There’s Flageolet, who's sure to stay, there’s Doncaster so speedy. 

I'd like to stand on all the four, if *twouldn’t look so greedy. 


Well, Organist I'll take for one, I’m sure he'll go the distance, 

I don’t expect, though, that he'll win without a strong resistance ; 

For “ Flageolet !”” the Frenchmen shout, and’steaming like a geyser, 

Lefevre’s horse is close behind; the third one’s name is ae 
UGSPUR. 


Wat-er falling off was There. 

Ir is statistically interesting, if otherwise unimportant, that when 
the Temperance. League held its féte at the stal Palace, without 
interfering with the supply of beer and spirits, the visitors to 
Sydenham amounted to over sixty thousand; but that when it laid 
an embargo on the taps for the first time last year the number of 
visitors dropped to fifty thousand, and that last week, when the rule of 
“no drinks’’ was by experience known to be in force, the number did 
not amount to forty thousand. Obvious inference:—If you want a 
good gathering of teetollers, have a good supply of intoxicating drinks 
in hand. 


Not altogether Clear. 


Tue Globe in an amusing article on quiet watering places winds up 
by saying that an Englishman’s ‘“‘ energies increase by repose.’ This 
sounds so pretty that it is melancholy to discover on examining the 
statement that it amounts to the not very intelligible assertion that 
the more an Englishman does nothing; the harder he works. This is 
almost tantamount to saying, the more nonsense we write in the Giole, 
the wiser we prove ourselves to be. 
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MR. MASTHEAD, JOURNALIST. 


Wuewn I was in America I purchased a weekly n+wspaper+the 
Claybank Thundergust of Reform. This paper had never paid its 


expenses; it had quite ruined four conse¢utive publishers ;° but ‘my 


brother-in-law, Mr. Jefferson Scandril, of Weedhaven, was guing to 
stand—or as they say in the States ‘‘run”’—for the Legislature, and 
I naturally desired his defeat; so it became necessary to have an 
organ in Claybank to assist in his political extermination. When the 


establishment came into my hands, the editor was a fellow about as fit 
for his position as Professor Huxley for a minor canonry—a fellow 
who had. “‘ opinions’’—and him I at once dixcharged with an admoni- 
tion. I had some difficulty in procuring a successor ; every man in the 


country applied for the place. I could not appoint one without having 
to fight a majority of the others, and was eventually compelled to write 


to a friend'at Mud Springs, in the adjoining State of Missouri, to send 


me an editor from abroad whose instalment at the helm of manifest 
destiny could nave no lodal significance. The’ mian he sent me was a 
frowsy, seedy fellow, named Masthead —not larger, apparently, than # 
boy of sixteen years, though it was difficult‘te*say trom the outside 


how much of him was editor and how much east-off clothing; for in 


the matter of apparel he had acted upon his favourite journalistic 
maxim, and “ sunk the individual ;’’ his attire—eminently eclectic, and 
in a sense national— quite overeame him at all points. However, as my 
friend had assured me--he*was “a graduate of one of the largest 
institutions in his native State” I took him in and bought a pen for 


him. My instructions to him were brief and simple. 

‘‘Mr. Masthead,” said I, “it is the policy of the Thundergust first, 
last, and all the time, in this world and the next, to prevent the in- 
trusion of Mr. Jefferson Scandril into legislation.” 

The first thing the little rascal did was to write a withering leader 
denouncing Mr. Scandril as “a demagogue, the degradation.of whose 
political opinions was only equalled by the disgustfulness of the 
family connections of which those opinions were the spawn! ”’ 

I hastened to point out to Mr. Masthead that it had never been the 
policy of the Thundergust.to attack, the family relations of an offensive 
candidate, although this was not strictly true. 

‘“‘T am very sorry,” he replied, running his head up out of his 
clothes till it towered as much.as six..inches. above the table at which 
he sat; “‘no offence I hope.” 


“OQ, none in the world,” said I, as.carelessly as I could manage it ; | 


“only I don’t think it a legitimate, that is, an effective, method of 
attack.” 

‘‘ Mr. Johnson,’’said he—I was passing as Johnson at that time, I re- 
member—“ Mr. Johuson, E think it is an effective method. Personally 
I might perhaps prefer another line of argument in this particular 
case, and personally perhaps you might; but in our profession personal 
considerations must be blown to the winds of the horizon; we must 
‘sink the individual.’ In opposing the election of your relative, sir, 
you have set the seal of your heavy displeasure upon the sin of 
nepotism, and for this I respect you; nepotism must be got under! 
But.in the display of Roman virtues, sir, we must go the whole hog. 
Weahen inthe interest of public morality’’—Mr. Masthead was now 
gesticulating earnestly with the sleeves of his coat—“ Virginius 
stabbed, his-daughter, was he influenced by personal considerations ? 
When Curtius, leaped into the yawning gulf, did.,he not ajnk the 
individual ?”’ 

I admitted that he did, but feeling in a contentious mood, prolonged 
the diseussiomby leisurely loading and capping-a revolyer; but, prescient 
of m an. Masthead avoided reputation by hastily adjourning 
the debate. ; nt him a note that evening, filling-in a few of the details 
of the poliegaphich I had before, sketched in outline., Amongst other 
things F submitted that it would be better for us to exalt Mr. dril's 
opponent thamto degrade himself. ‘To this Mr. Masthead reluctantly 
assented. “*Sinking the individual,” hereproaehfully explained, “ In 
the dependent.employé—the powerless bondsman!’’ The next issue 
of the arene contained, wnat the heading, “ Invigorating 
Zephyrs, ). the wing paragraph :— 

« Last week we declared our alent opposition to the candidacy 
of Mr. Jefferson Scandril, and gave reasons for the faith that is in us. 
For the first’ time in its history this. paper made a clear, thoughtful, 
and adequate avowal and exposition of eternal principle! Aban- 
doning for the present the stand we then took, let us trace the 
antecedents of Mr. Scandril's opponent up to their source. It has been 
urged against Mr..Broskin that he spent some. years of his life in the 
Lunatic Asylum at Mud Springs, in the adjoining commonwealth 
of Missouri.. This cuckoo cry—raised. though it is by dogs of political 
darkness—we shall not stoop to controvert, for it is accidentally true ; 
but next week we shall show, as by the stroke of an enchanter’s wand, 
that this great statesman’s detractors would. probably not derive any 
benefit from a residence in’ the same institution, their mental 
aberration being rottenly incurable!” 

I thought this rather strong, and not quite to the point; but Mast- 
head said it was a fact that our candidate, who was very little known 


in Claybank, had “served a term’’ in the Mud Springs Asylum, and } 
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the}issue must be boldly met—that evasion and denial were but forms 
of prostration beneath the iron wheels of truth! As he said this he 


“seemed to intlate and expand so as to almost fill his clothes, and the 


fire of his eye somehow burned into me an impression— +ince effaced— 
that a just cause is not imperilled by a trifling concession to fact. So, 
leaving the matter quite in my editor’s hands, I went away to keep 
several important engagements, the paragraph having involved me in 
several duels with the friends of Mr. Broskin. I thought it rather 
hard that I'should have to defend my new editor's policy against the 
supporters of my own candidate, particularly as I was clearly in the 
right, ‘and they ‘knew nothing whatever about the matter in dispute, 
not one of them having ever béforeé’s@ mach as heard of the now 
famous Mud Springs Asylam. But I would not shirk even the 
humblest -jourrittlistic duty; I ‘fought thesé fellows, and acquitted 
myself as*became a man of letters and a politi¢ian. The hurts I got 
were somé*timeé ‘healing, und inthe ittérval every prominent member 
of my party who'came to Claybank to spéak to the people regarded it 
as a-simpl'duty to first-call at ny house, make a tender inquiry as to 

of my recovery, and leave a challenge. My physician 


th 
‘forbade*me to read a line of anything}; the comseqtience was that 





Masthead had it all his own way with the paper. In looking over the 
old files“tiow | find ‘that he devoted his entire’talent and’ali the space 
of the Baper, including’ what had been the advertising colimns, to 
confessing ‘that duP¢andidate had*been‘an inmate of a lunati®@eylum, 
and conteriptuously asking the opposing party*¥ehat they’ were going 
to do about it. 

All this time Mr. Broskin made no sign; but when the challenges 
became intolerable I indignantly instructed Mr. Masthead to whip 
round to the other side and support my brother-in-law. Masthead 
“‘sunk the individual,” and duly announced, with his accustomed 
frankness, our change of policy. Then Mr. Broskin came down to 
Claybank—to thank me! He was a fine, repeal ooking old 
gentleman, and impressed me very favourably. .But Masthead was in 
when he called, and the effect upon Aim was different. He shrank 


‘| into a mere heap of old clothes, turned white, and chattered his teeth. 


Noting this extraordinary behaviour, I at once sought an explanation. 
‘“*Mr. Broskin,” said I, with a meaning glance at the trembling 
editor, ‘‘from certain indications I am led to fear that owing to some 
mistake we may have been doing you an injustice. May I ask if you 
were really ever in the Luna Asylum at Mud Springs, Missouri ?” 
“For three years,” he replied, quietly, “Iwas the physician in 
charge of that institution. , Your son,’—turning to Masthead, who 
was flying all sorts of colours—“ was, if I mistake not, one of my 
tients. I learn that a few weeks ago a friend of yours, named 
orton secured the young man’s release upon your promise to take 
care of him yourself in future. I hope that home associations have 
improved the poor fellow. It’s very sad!”’ | 
It was indeed. Norton was the name of the man to whom I had 
written for an editor, and who had sent me one! Norton was ever an 
obliging fellow. 


THE DIFFERENCE. 


"Twixt betting swells and tipsters small 
The difference scarce matters, 

The former are but Tattersall, 
The latter are all tatters. 

But in Law’s eye the noble set 
Advantages have got. 

The rich man is allowed to bet, 
The poor had better nut. 








Wimbledon Whims. 


Tus Daily, Telegraph mentions.“ the works of art’’ which formed 
the prizes at Wimbledon, and refers, last but not least, to 

The Daily Telegraph Cup, which for design and workmanship stands second to 
none on the tab'e. ; 
After this modest cockadoodledoo which places the. Peterborough 
Court Cup on an equality with the St. George’s Vase, China Cup, and 
Elcho Shield, it depreciatingly enumerates the prizes “given by 
tradesmen for competition,’’ and indulges in a sneer at the Association 
for “‘ stimulating the enterprise”’ of shopkeepers. It would seem that 
that in a tradesmen is an advertisement which in‘a puffing penny 
paper is flat patriotism ! 


So, 8o! 
Ws clip this from the Pali Mall Gazette :— 


During J there have been f kil © dongwomaly ured, 

or less + AE nat iaduated, and about Go peabody” an an ee Setee ait ty 
causes entirely out of their power to prevent, but entirely in the power of the 
railway directors to do so. 
During the same period there have been more, or less English sentenc:® 
bruised, cut, and severely shaken, all by causes entirely out of their 
power to prevent, but, in the touchingly grammatical words of our 
contemporary, “‘ entirely in the power of that paper—to do so !”’ 
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MORE GRANDMOTHERLY GOVERNMENT. 
By Our Srzciat M.P. 


THE ELIGIBLE- YOUNG - MEN - WITH - NO-INTENTIONS - ANNIHILATION - BILL. 
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25. Upon which she shall reveal the object of ber errand, and denounce him 


Woman’s Rights. 
Mors civilization in the Potteries :— 


At the Staffordshire Quarter Sessions to-day, Themas Malkin was acquitted on 
a of unlawfully wounding John at Fenton, in the Potteries, on the 
Sth of May. They took two dogs to fight, but the dogs played instead of fighting, 
and then and tor began to one another like dogs. The 
prosecutor's lip was bitten by the prisoner. The defence was that prosecutor, who 
was known to have thrashed his wife, began to bite first. 
utor, according to the report, behaved like dogs. 
But the dogs behaved like peaceable Christians, so the statement is a 
libel on the canine character. What strikes os as most strange in the 


tl i i 
ung gen tees, suspected of haying no 


26. When he shall, on being convicted of FLIRTATION WITHOUT ULTIMATE 
MATRIMONIAL Views, be married by force to one of a steff of spinsters 
specially retained by Government for that purpose, 


matter is the inferred objection to a Staffordshire man’s right to thrash 
his wife. Are women to be deprived of their privileges in the 
Potteries because dogs won’t delight to bark and bite, and men will? 


Cutting the Connection. 

A. YanxzeE paper says that the citizens of Bridport, in Connecticut, 
gave a banquet to Barnum. It adds—‘In deference to his tempe- 
rance principles, no liquors were sefved.”” Begging pardoa, we think 
the liquors were served, and badly served. Barnum has made the 
world swallow things much stronger than whiskey! 
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Mr. Grouse, M.P.:—“I BEG TO MOVE THAT THIS HOUSE ADJOURN BEFORE THE 12th OF AUGUST.” 
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THE YOUNG PHILOSOPHER. 


Tue late lamented Mr. Jones 

Was very dulcet in his tones. 

He used to teach Geography 

At Prospect House Academy. 

I was his pupil as a child 

And thought him rather weak and mild. 

My youthful spirit had a bent | 
For chemical experiment. | 
I found if ink was fed with chalk, | 
The fluid would get up and walk. | 
’T was evident cretaceous placids 
Disturbed the inky gallic acids. | 
For when the chalky shower I drizzled, 
The ink rose up at once and fizzled. | 
I thought that Jones would be content 
To witness the experiment. 


I put into that ink of his 
Sufficient chalk to make it fizz. 


He watched it calmly for a while, 

Then turned with a benignant smile, 
And said to me, “‘ Dear boy, I think 
You put some chalk into my ink.”’ 

I gently drooped my dexter lid, 

And said with conscious pride—“ I did!”’ 
He said, ‘“‘ Come hither, gentle lad! ”’ 
And then I felt a little bad. 

Said Mr. Jones, in dulcet tones, 

‘“‘{’m going to break your little bones.” 
He firmly grasped his slender cane, 
And, sighing, said it gave him pain. 

I do not know how that might be— 

I know it gave great pain to me. 

He said when he withheld his hand, 

‘“‘ Sit down !’’—but I preferred to stand. 
And nothing to my mind atones 

For those delusive ways of Jones. 

I fancied nought could him provoke, 
But he revenged a simple joke. 

He was acoward, to beguile 

With dulcet voice, and gentle smile. 


He was a coward, to attack 
A little boy—behind his back. 











SCHOOL BORED. 
Time :—Four p.m. by Westminster Clock. 


Street Arab (to passer-by) :—“ PLEASE, SIR, TELL US WHAT'S 0’ CLOCK ?” 
Passer-by :—“‘ Wuy, DON’T YOU HEAR IT’S STRIKING FoUR?” 
3 ’ 
Street Arab :—‘’OoRay, THAT'S ALL RIGHT, THEN, THAT ’£RE ScHg@o™ 
BoaRD COVE CAN’T NAB ME TO-DAY. 


’Ooray!”’ 








TURNING THE SCALE. 

Porvuxar writers will, we suppose, always be subject to be made the 
victims of hoaxes. The latest instance is Mr: Frank Buckland. 
Some ingenious impostor, who has cleverly caught his graphic if 
erratic style, has palmed off on Land and Water an account of the 
treatment of a number of parasite-infested fish in the Round Pond at 
Kensington. It describes how the unfortunate creatures were first 
bathed in carbolic acid, and finally scrubbed with tooth-brushes 
rubbed in sand! Now we-remember to have read a paragraph in 
which Mr. Buckland observed how carefully a fish must be restored to 
the water lest the impact should injure the delicate film which covers 
the scales, and he would, we feel sure, as soon think of treating a 
scalded baby with red-hot curry-combs as of scouring{f fish in the way 
described. Our amphibious contemporary should be more careful how 
it inserts communications not sufficiently authenticated. 


A Criterion of Merit. 


Ir the gentleman who discovered that “‘ gratitude is a sense of 
favours to come” had only lived long enough, he might have met 
some corroboration of his views in the advertising columns of the 
Telegraph when they contained this :— 

(THE LADY who travelled from Bedford to London by the Midland train on the 
night of the 4th inst., can now MEET the GENTLEMAN who shared with 
her the contents of his railway luncheon basket. She enjoys the recollection of 
that pleasant meal, and would like to know if he is going on another journey. 
Will keep any appointment made at the Criterion in Piccadilly. 
If we were in the habit of taking our luncheon at ern these hard 
times we take it when it is to be got—the Midland Railway would see 
us often. What with Spiers and Pond and Pullman, Mr. Allport is 
quite a public benefactor. Beds and baskets, lunch and ladies—what 


an age of progress this is to be sure ! 


Hang out our Banners. 


Tue Northern Ensign shows no sign of flagging. It is quite up to 
the standard of excellence. This is its latest flourish. tae a it 


wave! 
i TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
nusual-pleasure on our of matter that cannot li 

to crush the two smoasioed lehtede of Mr. Mackenare On ee : of 
Glasgow and Dublin correspondents, two letters from A ia, and a large 
quantity of local matter, for all of which we hope to find space in our next. 
ae of a of Baptist Association is crushed out for a week. 

e unusual pleasure” would seem to have been whiskey, to judge 
from its crushing effects! The Ensign had been dipping ite staff ra 
deep in what a neighbouring isle would call the “ crush-keen.”’ 





Meanness. 


Tue Times a week or two back i : 
announcement :— - contained the following official 


Conscience Monry.—The Chancellor of the Exchequer acknowledges th 
rece pt of the second half of a £10 rom “ X.”’ paid Income Tax ; ; 
of 2d. from “ A. H.”’ for Soalsnenee selie: haan ras 


Well, it may be an instance of very indifferent taste, but after all we'd 
rather have a bad conscience than a thing that could be satisfied for 
twopence. The price of a pint! Ours never moves a muscle—and 
properly constituted consciences have both muscles and mucons 
membranes—under a sherry and bitters or a four of whiskey. 


Ducks and Drakes. 

A Mr. Matuarp, poor-rate collector, has been committed i 
for embezzling one ‘thousand five hundred pounds. This Mallard irs 
aos ae duck just now—having played ducks and drakes with 

y- ° 
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THE CLOSE OF THE SEASON. 





‘lus Most Porutan TREATMENT TO THE BritisH Muinp. 


A-PEEL TO THE CARELESS. 


Tunez idlers went smiling away to the West, 

Away to the West from the East of town, 

Each close in his fist had an orange compressed, 

And they flung all the peel on the paving-stones down. 
For s ns must work, and patients must slip, 
While there's spraining of ankle and fracture of hip, 

Through the orange peel that’s thrown in. 


Three wives expected their husbands to tea, 
And wondered what kept them so late in town; 
They looked at the clock, and they thought it might be 
the train from the City had somehow broke down. 
For men when late, tea women must keep, 
For engines will muddle, and trains will creep, 
Though no orange peel is thrown in! 


Three cases lay in the accident ward— 


In the accident ward, their distress to crown ; 


And the surgeons assistance we’re fain to afford 


To those who had fallen on orange peel down. 
For men must fall, and women must weep, 
While lads are careless and oranges cheap, 

And the peel is the kennel thrown in! 


The Trackless Waste. 


Tus Globe the other day indulged in an exhaustive leader on 


‘“* Waste 


Paper.” We unhesitatingly bow to allits assertions. We 


know of no greater authority on the subject. 


A Posstste Ovrtine ror Brirannia, Suzz Way.—To “take the 


Waters.” 
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THE TRUE STORY OF THE DOG AND DWARF. 


Tue editor sat in his padded room, and looked thoughtful. Around 
him were strait-jackets, handcuffs, muzzles, and the various other 
articles necessary for the maintenance of correct discipline among 
sensation journalists. For though it is not generally known, we have 
no hesitation in informing our readers that writers on the Delirium 
often go temporarily insane over their own articles, during which time, 
though their work is considerably improved, they require a deal of 
attention. Originally only the contributional apartments were quilted, 
but owing to a panic having once overspread the whole establishment 
during the description of a popular outbreak, it was considered better 
that every room should be treated alike, from. the proprietor’s, sub- 
proprietor's, and deputy sub-assistant proprietor’s, downwards. 

We have said that the editor looked thoughtful. He looked worse, for 
he showed signs of recent weeping. This is to be easily accounted for 
by: the-fact that one of the heads/ef the firm had:been lately with him, 
and had given him a bitf his mind: Whatiwas the use of keeping 
an, editor if the paper was to languishfor want, of excitement? Why 

was. it that no-effort had been madeko keep up, ther circulation ? Tt 


wae no use sitting there waiting for news rod Press: in, they: didn’t pay. 


him, three pounds a week for that; anyone could \wait;-they--wanted 
creative faculty, and what, they paid. 
week notice wanllee ee noel If Providence ba hathonly Cupane 
the; power. to: write they’ e. giyen the something ; as 

washing paid, others .to,do. the. work, ‘and henna must be endothe 


comings 
No. wonder the.editor looked sad, and as he toyed.abstractedly with, 


‘for they'd hayey.or the usual, 
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THE AGE OF ROMANCE, 


Wiru the ain City’s bound, 
In W., N., E., or S 

A man named Smith there will be found, 
Though what he’s like I cannot guess. 


And in the postal districts great 
That occupy this busy town, 
Yon will discover, soon or late, 
A person of the name of Brown. 


Moreover in the cab-fare zones, 

From Oharing Cross as centre struck, 
One who describes himself as Jones 

You’re sure to meet with, if you've luck. 


And I am told withim#the range 
Pe hearing of the lowdBig Ben, 
outh, called Robinson for change, 
ists among the sons-of «men. 


I know them not-¢ha've ne’er‘enjoyed 
Of one, mayhap, a passing glance:-— 


na But say not tha$the age is void, 


e they exist,.of all romance !. 


When Czesardedshis legions o’er 
To strive withiBritish pluck and pithyh, 
There perished onthe outraged shore: 4 


a piece of iran ehain used: to. co pictorial desexiptive writer's name of Smith. 
outbursts, a sense.of hig, atter inability to ope. with: theirequirements |) | ~ A Druid of they eof B 

of the presentiqay, stale. over bing, and the eae When. Harold logtthe fatal day, 

gone by, whem. and gammon, gaspglere, and, re all}: | And smitten through the brain sank down, 
that was desired, and ates is leader. consisting lines.of Ps The man across whose logue lay 


introduction and, ten..linesef subject canara 


down his cheekrand: he again a boy. \ 
which. position he had been. 
But .as he) toyed. with the, chain a gudden.lighty broke over his, 


expressive features. . An, idea- had, crossed. .his,mansive. brow, and: 


chuckles came thiek and,fast.as he-evelved it from. bi 
ness. Once, more. was he equal to: 
England know that he had..done--his. duty 4 


en- might come, : 
men might go, but he’d flow on forever! It will t be seen by this orn that 


the idea was some time obtaining coherency; but eventually he was 
fixed, firm, and determined. When the struggle with his inmost soul 
was over, he crossed the room, and struck the gong twice, each stroke 
sounding loud, clear, and distinct. ‘This was the signal for two special 
reporters, and in an instant two of the specialest stood before him. As 
the editor closed and locked the door they knew that some great task 
was looming in the immediate future. 
* * * . * 


An hour has gone by, and now we will once again look in upon the 
editor's room. Little Ji im, the reporter, is sitting busy writing at the 
table, his face sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought, and his eye 
beaming with conscious intelligence. A pot of beer and three pipes 
are on the table, accompanied by a half ounce of shag, but for the 
present they form part of the scene being described, and though he 
thirsts much, and a pipe would be grateful, he must not touch till the 
act now going on is over. 

Why is he excited? Why does he shake the chain which controls 
him in ecstacy.? Why do two other chains rattle, then strain to their 
full tension, and why'do sharp gasps go up from his companions? 
Ah, why? Is this part of the editor's idea? Itis. Listen. 

The editor and the other reporter are on the ground each fastened 
with his chain. They make faces at each other and pretend to bite, 
to scratch, and fight. The editor who is wonderfully versatile, gives 
off sharp barks like a dog, while his opponent says, “ I’m Quilp, I’m 
Quilp, I’m Quilp.” In fact they are imitating a picture in “ Master 
Humphrey’s Clock,” Original - Edition, Vol I., page 211, which 
happened to catch the editor’s eye when he was sitting, sad and solemn, 
as already mentioned. Little Jim is describing the battle as original, 
with emendations, additions, and plenty of local colour, and as his 
ready pen drops in the full particulars, the editor and the other 
reporter play their parts admirably. 

At last the work is over, the story is told, the porter pot circulates 
briskly, the chains are undone, the strait-waisteoats put away, and the 
copy nearly ready for the printers. 
® ee shall I say it was?” said little Jim, as he put im the final 

u 

“Oh, Hanwell, of course, just the proper place,” said the editor. 

* - * . * 

And all would have been well, had it not been for the cursed 
perversity of a black-country compositor who wished to immortalise 

native place, and who therefore put it Hanley. 





SeiOUsy 4 
Sets Qonntnn CR CR NERNEY 


ae Was that departed hero, Brown. 
Delirious Jouxnalism, proying too much for. himy.a tear.rolled. gently - 
felt.himself Anerrand boy, from 


When John, therKing, at his Lows 


"4 Signed Magos Chart, to his 


Aseritness to theract and 


ranee. 
Bedded on heaps of foemen slain, 
Three separate Robinsons expired. 


No! For the age I’ve no alarms. 
Still bright shall glow Romance’s fires ; 
While Herald’s College finds our arms, 
And Wardour-street our pictured sires ! 





Gushers to Corresyondents. 


[We cannot return un ted MSS. or Sketches, wnless they 
panied | sane oF 7 dead aes 2 and we do mot hold 
r or loss 

J. G. (Foley-street).—That sort of thing is done to death, and is very 
tony compounded with the aid of the theatrical announcements. 

L, (Islington) says he occasionally “ dabbles in comic copy.”' To judge 
from sample, he had better dabble in water, as quite w is innocueus 
and more refreshing. 

AN OBSERVER should have confined her observations within ; limits 
more reasonable than the bulk of a three-volume novel. We cannot 
ie” to wade through such lengthy MS. 

. (Chariton Abbots).—If you had told the Flying Man you would write 
his septa taph he would probably have avoided the calamity. 
.— Utterly illegible. 

Sax-Sketoh was declined. The paragraph you send is not incorrect. 

Woopcurtrer.—Not first chop at comic copy. Yours should be graver 
pursuits, 

CLavupgB.—Not up to the scratch. 

Dong Scorus.—We are sorry you have lost the last Rae of hope: 

Comet.—We don’t require your comic tail, and your envelope (vide 
Lockyer) should have been stamped and directed according to our 

e. 

Gripmon.—They have been published by Routledge. 

R.—Thanks, 


Declined with thanks:—A. H., Edinburgh ; iChat 8. T. 
Westminster ; J. L. V.; Phe b Biche W B_Ob V Ealing? 


L., Leadenhall-street ; R. H, Hornsey-road ; G. LM; N. H., Lewes; 
“Gamon,” Liverpool ; : RB. B. . Newcastle-on- -Tyne; - Highbury; Wardst; 
F. §., Walworth; D., Leeds; N. C. T.; “Have you seem sega 

J., Dublin; M., Camberwell ; = H., Wakeficid; The Dawg; L.C., 
Clapham-road ; Fig, Margate ; , Brighton; A Regular + Dicky 
Sam ; H. G., Manchester; Leo; ; "A P., Cheltenham; An 3 J. C., 
Wimbledon ; F., Leicester ; Carraway ; G, Bodmin ; Peter 50. E.,° 


Glasgow. 
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-" MOST MUSICAL, MOST MELANCHOLY!” 


Mrs. Gushington Parvenu :—“ Very NIcE. 
Niece :—“ It's a sonata, Aunt.” 


WHAT IS THE NAME OF THAT PIECE, DEAR?”’ 


Mrs. G. P. (who imagines she detects something of the Italian in the title) :—* Au, YES, DELIGHTFUL. It’s CONSIDERED A VERY FINE 


OPERA TOO, IS IT NOT, DEARP”’ 








MONTHLY MAG-PIE. 


JULY. 

We reopen our review of the magazines to hold out a hand to M. 
Rochefort’s Lanterne. We do not share or approve his opinions 
com but we respect his talent and power of satire, while we despise 

e ingratitude of the nation which he so greatly helped to free from 
Imperial abuses, and regret that at a time when, as an escaped exile, 
he came to England with nothing but his and his title (not of 
nobility but of the periodical in question), he should have been 
anticipated by the publication in England of a magazine bearing the 
name. M. Rochefort is unfortunate in his English translator, who is 
too literal to do justice to his wit, which in the original has lost none 
of its old pungency. We have seldom read a cleaner stroke of irony 
than the recital of how, when he was arrested, one of the char 
against him was that there were found among his papers portraits of— 
himself! We may add, too, that if he can establish the truth of his 
assertion that the surgeon who so carefully treated the déportés on the 
Government ship en route for New Caledonia, was retired because he 
had not let his patients die, he will strike a terrible blow at the French 
authorities concerned. 


We have received Lippincott’s Magazine and The International Review 
so late in the month that we can only say that they belong to the 
class of American periodicals, which our publications of a similar kind 
would do well to imitate. The writers of the various articles append 
their names to them, and have no reason to be ashamed to do so, as 
contributions are inserted on their merits, and what we call 
‘‘ padding ’’—cheap rubbish, used to balance the excessive prices paid 
for often inferior serials by well-advertised novelists—is entirely un- 
known. Few of our ines can publish the names of their 
writers, and those that do, London Society for instance, seldom benefit 
either themselves or the authors who are thrown in as make- 


weights. 


NOTICE!—On Wednesday next, the 29th, 
THE GREAT MARGATE DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN, 
Thanet Record, and Chronicle of all the Celebrities. 
PLENTIFULLY ItLusrrateD.—Onz Penny. 








CROSBY’S BALSAMIC COUGH ELIXIR | 


specially recommanded by several eminent ysicians ,» and by Dr. ROOKE 
Scarborough, author of the ore > It has been used with the 


Ie 


most signal success for Asthma, Bronchitis, Consumption, Coughs, Influenza, 
Consumptive Night Sweats, Spitting of Blood, climes f Breath, and all 
affections of the and Chest r rr ’ 


Sold in bottles at 1s. 9d.,4s. 6d., and 11s. each, by all respectable Chemists, and 
wholesale by JAS. M. CROSBY, Chemist, Scarborough. 

*,* Invalids should read Crossy’s Prize Treatise on ‘‘ Diseases of the 
jange and Air Vessels,” a copy of which can be had gratis of all 


DR. ROOKES 
ANTI-LANCET. 


a who wish to preserve health, and thus prolong life, should 
read Dr. Rookes ‘‘ Anti-Lancet,” or, ‘Handy Guide 
to Domestic Medicine,” which can be had gratis from any 
Chemist, or post free from Dr. Rooke, Scarborough. Concerning this 
book, which contains 168 pages, the late eminent author, Sheridan 
Knowles, observed :—“ It will be an incaleuladle boon to every person 
who ean read and think.” 


Printed by JUDD & 00., Phasnix Works .8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, August 1, 1874. 
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THE CORRECT TIP, 


Swell :—“ Au, I pessay you’RE not A G, T.; EH, Boatman ?”’ 

Boatman :—“ Ex, str?” ps aw 

Swell :—“ A Goop Trempiar, I MEAN.” 

Boatman :—“ Tuat I Am, 8IR,—WHEN I CAN’T GET NOTHINK TO DRINK.” 

Swell :—“ AND WHEN YOU CAN?” . 

Boatman :-—“I'm stinu A G. T., str. (With a sly wink.) Goop TirPLeR THEN, SIR.’ 








My coffee quickly pour me out, 
A MAZAGRIN. And add cold water plenty— 
In vain you tempt my steps to stray, Un Mazagrin, 
Red Lion, Crown, or Dragon. Et point du vin— 
On such a hot and sultry day Un Mazagrin, et plein, plein, plein ! 


I ask no foaming Gagne. 
For me, nor mug, nor fiery flask 


Can ‘tempt with visions vistal ;— . ’ 
One cup of coffee’s all I ask, It ithont the beat enaehieee 
Ane yokes Pare a tye It brings the Boulevards back again, 


Of all refreshing draughts I know, 
It is the most refreshing ;— 


EB aint ui bin : ‘heir cates gay and cheerfu’, 
Un Mazagrin, et plein, plein, plein ! B Mads Haris ted art't 2 a 
No beer can ever quench the thirst, Un Mazagrin, 

And spirits give you fever. Et point du vin— 

Iced drink, though it seems cool at first, A bas Bismarck, au fond du Rhin 

Of heat is no reliever. a a he eS 
Champagne ? Oh, nO ! Tp net a fool. . 

Ly drink is somethi umbler 
A‘cup of coffee, water ar : Fox and Goose. 
And blended in a tumbler— In an account of Colonel Lane Fox’s collection, now exhibited at the 
Un Mazagrin, Bethnal Green Museum, the Globe describes — : . 
Et point du vin— A‘ musical instrument’? which we cannot but think must have been the origin 
Un Mazagrin, et plein, plein, plein ! of the Scotch bagpipes. It is a little whistle witha bag attached to it. By 
pressing the bag under the arm a noise was produced which was employed for the 
Bordeaux or Burgundy may pass, alluremeut of ducks and geese. 

And so may port or sherry, It adds, with all the conscious pride of knowledge, that no in its 
In cooler hours—conéult the glass, senses is likely to be at by the modern’ develo t of the 
me rising eh. sary’ conteimgnce nf the question of yess cr like or © - he hail 

e mercury is abou venture to differ with the practi: ri * @xperioncé ‘of a writ .c 

The hundred and the twenty !— | on the ant. | ih - | 
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THE CORDIAL UNDERSTANDING. 
A Tracepy or Marcars. In Tures Acts. 





ACT I.—Time: Noon. Scene: The Jetty. 


Mr. Brown.— Wonderful place Margate, sir ? 
Mr. Jones.—Yes, sir, very. Only in its infancy yet, sir. Peculiar 
roperty in the air of Margate, which makes everybody feel at 
ae ve everybody else. So Margate is bound to become popu- 
, sir. 

Mr. Brown.—Perhaps you're right. Now I thought the peculiarity 
of the air of Margate was that the saline particles permeated the entire 
corporeal system of visitors, and with the aid of sea-bathing made them 
thirsty. ‘That was my opinion, sir. 

Mr. Jonzs.—That may be tly the cause, sir. What I was 
speaking of Was the effect. And you must please remember, sir, that 
the thirst set up by the saline particles and the sea-bathing naturally 
leads to a desire for its appeasement. Its appeasement must come by 
means of drinking, and drinking makes everybody fvel at home with 
everybody else, as I said just now. So you see, sir, we are bound to 
arrive at the same conclusion though we go by different routes. 

Mr. Brown.—Sir, you have proved your case so completely that I 
vote we retire to my hotel and drink to the prosperity of Margate and 
the cordial understanding which it seems shall always exist among its 
visitors. Allow me to present you my card, sir. 

Mr. Jonzs.—I will exchange cards with you, sir. [Zzeunt to hotel. 


ACT II.—Time: Two o'clock. Scunze: Brown’s Hotel. 


Mr. Brown.—Mr. Jones, allow me once more to shake you by the 
a. hand. You're aman after my own heart. Bless you, bless you. 
wish I had known you earlier in life. 

Mr. Jonzs.—And so doI. Bless you also very much. And now 
you must come round to my hotel, or I shall not consider the cordial 
understanding properly cemented. [ Exeunt to Jones's hotel. 





—_- ——_————————— — 





NOTHING VENTURE. 


Tali Gent. :—“*Go ror A sain? Loox ’Erz, I’LL Go IF YER TAKE ME FOR NOTHINK!”’ 
Boatman :—“ Wot ELSE D’YER s’POSE I TAKES YER FOR?”’ 





s—— 





ACT IlI.—Time: Four o'clock. Scunz: Jones's Hotel. | 


‘ a Brown.—Jonesh, feel ash if'd known y’all merlife—g'delth, 
onesh. 
Mr. Jonzs.—Br'n’ yr jolly g’d fler and so s’all of us. Hip, hi | 
hip. Le’s’v nurrer boll. Somat ole f’ ler. vedi 
[Enter police who remove both carefully to slow music. 
CurRTAIN. 





AN APHORISM. 


YEAxs ago, in my days of school, 
I fell in a fury twice an hour. 
(Years ago I was half a fool, 
And foolery made and kept me sour.) 
Riper and wiser age has brought 
This axiom, simple and yet sublime ; 
Nothing is worth one angry thought, 
For loss of temper is loss of time. 
All experience tends to teach 
The best and the worst of mortal men, 
How the limits of life will reach 
Only to threescore years and ten. 
Life is made of a million parts, 
And waste of life is a kind of crime. 
Why these passionate fits and starts, 
Since loss of temper is loss of time ? 
I’ve my enemies, Goodness knows— 
Who can exist without a few ? 
Secret slanderers, open foes ; 
Ready for all that spite can do. 
Let them chatter from dawn till eve ; 
By day or by night, from chime to chime. 
I hold my peace, for I still believe 
That loss of temper is loss of time. 


| 
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MEMS. OF MARGATE. 


1. Pla-cardiac Affections.——2. The Fort; a new view.——8. Distance lens enchantment.——~4. A spectacle, and a pair of goggles.——5. A Compton’t Official. — — 
6. Spots on the Sun! Speckle-ations on Daughters, rather.——7. Singers.——-8. Sanger’s. 
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FRAGMENT, 
To be discovered A.D, 3074. 


Svurrosep TO HAVE FORMED PART OF A FRIEZE SURMOUNTING THE “ STATION-HOUSE”’ OR 
“ Hatt or JusTIcE”’ OF THE PERIOD. 


A MARGATE MELODY: 


I rove it for its yellow sand, 
Its cliffs of chalk, its merry band 

Of sea-side trippers ; 
But most I love the place for those— 
My Arabella’s tiny toes 

In neat buff slippers. 


I do not heed the sands, the caves, 
The sailing boats, the dancing waves, 
The crowds of dippers ; 
My eyes incessantly pursue 
That pair of tiny tootsies two 
In neat buff slippers. 


The boatmen hint without avail 
It’s just the morning for a sail— 

Let those be shippers 
Who love the home of sprats and shrimps, 
And do not care to catch a glimpse 

Of those buff slippers. 


For me, I scorn your sprats and dabs, 
Your prawns and lobsters, shrimps and 


crabs 
With threatening nippers; 
While just beyond the line of foam 
I see my Arabella roam 
In neat buff slippers. 


Among the sea-weed as they glance, 

The sand-hoppers before them dance ; 
Delighted skippers ! 

Oh, should not I be charmed to lay 

My heart before them in the way— 
Those dear buff slippers ! 


Why even men who are not prone 

To be demonstrative, must own 
They’re rippe 

If she’d be mine—ecstatic bli 

I'd kneel upon the sand and kiss 
Those sweet buff slippers 


clippers. 





FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, August 5, 1874. 
MARGATE. 


AcrkosTiIcaALLy CoNSIDERED. 


&rry Margate, full of mirth, 

Hi admit that you are jolly, 

whning o'er with harmless folly ; 

y in you finds 

nd drives out dull melancholy. 
herefore I your praise declare 
verywhere—oh, everywhere ! 

M urky London makes us sad, 

A nd we fly in search of revels, 
smbting o'er your onay le 
iving for a season ; 
ro to all blue devils ag 

erefore we your praises si 

verywhere for oreeything. 

mM any places may invite 

A nd hold prospects out enchanting, 
ides and drives as lovely vaunting— 
ive us Margate for delight, 
nd for right-down pleasant jaunting. 
herefore we your praises pen 
very how—and where—and when. 

Se 


Tuexk are few places within reach of London that so many 
at ions for the holiday-seeker, jaded by his long toil in town, as 
merry te. And every year with a proper pride in its 
capabilities, and a public spirit which other watering-places mij 
emulate with advantage, it takes pains to increase its attractions, and 
refuses to rest satisfied with the success it has already achieved. This 
year it has laid the foundations for an aquarium, under the manage- 
ment of Mr. Taylor, and has started a four-horse coach, The Enter- 
prise, established and driven by military officers, between the town 
and the famous old City of Canterbury, whose cathedral is one of the 
finest’ecclesiastical edifices in England. Whether the cab-strike may 
be considered an unmixed benefit for travellers who have to convey 
their luggage from the station as best they can, we do not profess to 


judge ; but it is a novelty and a sensation, and as a Fire Brigade is one 
of the newest improvements, it might not be impossible to utilise the 
engine as a luggage-van. As for attraction and amusements, there are 
enough to satisfy the most exigent mind. Messrs. Sanger have a 
menagerie at the Hall-by-the-Sea, the concert and ball roora of which 
is ably managed by Mr. Arthur Reeve, while Mr. Fort offers excellent 
entertainment at the Theatre Royal. A week or two at Margate, 
either in lodgings or in the more comfortable shape of a stay at the 
Royal York, the White Hart, or the Pier Hotel, is a better prescription 
for the jaded Londoner than oceans of quinine and tons of iron. Let 
him sit to Mr. Byrne of High Street, or Mr. Goodman on the Fort 
for his photograph on his arrival, and he will feel a necessity to sit 
again in his sunburnt face on leaving to be sure of his identity. 


YOUTH AND SORROW. 


Tre flies, so laughing Youth declares, 
With wings so swallow-fast, 

That happy moments unawares 
Scarce come ere they are past. 

And Sorrow gaziog through its tears, 
Repeats the burden sore, 

For grief compresses in two years 
The trouble of a-score. 

Youth, trifling with its downy chin, 
Professes to discern 

How bristles mar the tender skin 
Before it is its turn. 

And Sorrow shakes a silvering pow, 
And ventures to deplore 

That grief should two short years endow 
With grey hairs of a score. 


Youth mourns too quickly vanished sport, 
And holds it grievous wrong 
That Time should cut the hours so short 
For mirth, and dance, and song. 
But Sorrow sighs with weary breast, 
And longs that day were o’er, 
And after two years seeks the rest, , 
That should come at the score. 
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FUN. 63 


THE MOLESTED WINKLE.—A TALE OF MARGATE. 


i. 
HZ 


S | 
~S 


1. “Can’t get a moment’s peace on yer own beach, my dear!”’ said a reflective 
winkle to his intended. ‘‘ Here’s another ey!’ 
2. So that winkle poisoned himself and bribed a passing fisherman to boil him, 
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3. And sell him to t unsuspecting Cockney, ; 
4. Who swallo him left by the next train, and was never heard of 


more. 








GUIDE TO MARGATE. 


By Ong wHo HAs NEVER Been THERE. 


Maraats was founded by the Earl of Mar, in the reign of B. Mary, 
though there was a pop-shop there in the time of Boadicea the Ready, 
There was also a boo there as lately as 1864, in which year I 
ordered from it “The Book of Dunces.’’ I shall never f the 
glow of gratified ambition which overspread me like a flush of yellow 
fever as I found a whole chapter devoted to myself and my works, 
and all the rest of the volume blank except the author's name in the 
title page! Since then I have had the honour of extended mention 
in the Saturday Review as a “‘ Minor Poet,’’ but nothing has ever given 
me the exact degree of satisfaction that I then felt, Is it not natural 
that I should nourish tender sentiments towards the town, and in my 
feeble way seek to wreak my gratitude upon it? 

Margate was planned by the successor to the eminent engineer who 


Column in Sky-street, which column is itself an object of no mean 
interest. Erected in 1821 to the plague which depopu- 
lated the place during the year, it took itg name from the 
‘‘ spiral’’ staircase by which you ascend, for a ee two shillings 
if your wish to go up is very earnest: it was called Spiral Column, 
but that wasn’t good e for the Margatians, who are nothing if 
=a anatomical ia _ it pote’ we Stand on the summit of 
is, with your to the town, visual prospect is pleasing. 
The p t of peiol beck to your hotel is not so satisfactory ; for 
in d ing the spi you acquire a rotary motion which 
impels you, after emerging, round and round in ever-widening circles, 
Se you are run in by ee | of some distant wings. It 
is when, in obedience to this eccentric impulse, you are ge | 
ourself through hedges, clam over . alate tepbed walls, 
neurring bites from guardian. you execrate the whale who 
interfered with that original arrangement of the streets which would 
have made it easier for you. I have known this circular tendency to 


laid out William Rufus, ever so long before. As originally built it | take such strong hold on the senses of visitors to Margate, that for 


had but one street, beginning at the beach and coiled concentrically, 
like the spring of a watch, about the Guildhall; but one day a whale 
took the outer end of this thoroughfare in his teeth and put to sea, 
reeling off mile after mile of it, and finally dragging the town across 
to the French coast where it was wrested from him. It is called 
Calais, Callice, or Callay, just as you like. It was thought advisable 
to construct the present town ona different principle, and not give any 
to the inhabitants. 

The ancient monuments of Margate are few in number, but inte- 
resting ; the best of the lot are in the old churchyard of St. Scarabzeus 
the Black. That erected above the remains of Sir He thomPson, 
the inventor of cremation, is one of the most rarely beautiful works of 
antiquity. Notice particularly the significant antithetic device on the 
eastern front of the pedestal, representing a mangy squirrel burying a 
nut, and regarded with profound contempt by an angel roasting a 
joint. The inscription “’Ow’ll you ’ave it?” is comparativel 
modern, and was added by the Vicar of Wapping. Inside the churc 
may be seen the font in which, when it wet in Westminster Abbey, 
Henry VIII. used to try to get his wives off his hands. It has been 
rather greasy ever since, but is much admired. 

For along time Margate shared with Avignon the distinction of 
having an opposition Pope. Inthe High-street you will be shown— 
for sixpence if you know the place, or a half-crown if you can’t find 
it yourself—a little half-timbered house with a Norman door, where 
Inclement II. passed the best years of his life clothing a fish with 
scale-armour made from the toe-nails of saints whom he had first put 
to death and then canonized. This fish is now in the Brighton 
Aquarium, as lively and playful as anything; and its descendants are 
served up daily at the Margate hotels, the scales reverently un- 
disturbed, but all the other parts removed. This is not true of all 
the hotels, but the sordid mind whose business it is to ble this 
article may be trusted—must be trusted—to point out the excep- 
tions. 


The finest view is to be obtained from the top of the Spinal | 


ee ee ee eee we erm me 








some days after their return to London their heads would spin like a 
frugal housewife of the olden time. Ofcourse I cannot positively 
swear it was not the whisky. 

There was once at Margate a pier, or jetty, where the steamers 
landed. It was a famous place to catch cold, aud was always 
thronged with all manner of people—idlers, journalists, pretty inte, 
and such-like trash. All this is done away with now. Last summer, 
when it was crowded as usual, the jetty fell with a tremendous plash, 
and the waves engulfed all but my informant, who was pulled out by 
a fisherman and came immediately home without stopping to learn the 
exact magnitude of the disaster. Others have asserted that the jetty 
did not fall; but it does not seem reasonable to suppose my friend 
would have abandoned it if he had thought it perfectly secure, parti- 
cularly as he was not at the time in a condition to swim. Perhaps 
there has been a fresh jetty erected ; I don’t know. 


Don’t miss seeing the Husband’s Boat. This remarkable freak of 
Nature is situated on the crown of a high hill at the back of the town. 
It consists of two rocks in such a position that, viewed from a certain 
point, they resemble a church. Nothing can exceed the impressive 

ndeur of this stupendous object when seen. It is ed the 
usband’s Boat because married men are in the habit of going up 
there to cut their throats in peace, no woman being able to reach the 
spot and because it is customary for other married men to wish 
themselves : oe ee rae boat.” oc ond wai 

The people o gate are a simple folk, with a written language, 
the literature of which consists largely of bills, threats of solicitors, 
and letters from the fathers of young ladies asking what your inten- 
tions are, when, of course, you have none. The town has been three 
times destroyed by fire, and once by a comet. There is an earth- 
quake on for next week. 

And now I will tell you a little story about the Seven Bottle-Nosed 
Whales of Chantilly, and how they came into a large property. 


[Next week, perhaps; certainly not now.—Eb. Fun.] 
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A REFLECTION. 


Julia :—“ Yes, DEAR, YOU KNOW YOU WERE ON THE FoRT FOR AT LEAST THREE HOURS, SPOONING WITH CHARLIE SMITHSON; BUT I 
CAN 8EE A FALSE, DECEITFUL FLIRT IN YOUR FACE!” 


Bella :—“Inpegp, rove! I NEVER KNEW BEFORE THAT MY FACE WAS A LOOKING-GLASS.” 








DOTS AND LINES. Didn’t Dine-ial. 


ParuiAment adjourns. Having done nothing all the Session, it will | _ THe Lord Mayor has incurred the displeasure of the Weekly 
apply itself with renewed energy to continuing to do nothing. — Mr. | Dispatch, which must of course take a good deal of the gloss off the 
Disraeli confesses he cannot understand his own Endowed Schools’ | Baronetcy he has just received. To be honoured by the Queen is 
Bill. And yet he has read Lothair ! — General Massacre of the Inno- | something; but to fall under the lash of an influential weekly paper 
cents. Most of the Innocents were also Imbeciles, so it doesn’t | because you did not ask it to the Mansion House banquet to Literature 
matter. — Baronetcy for the Lord Mayor and Knighthoods for the | and Art is a terrible infliction. Not only does the Corporation suffer, 
Sheriffs. As a reward for civic Czaremonies. = New French Cabinet. | but the English language comes in for a little mauling, for we are told 
With a cupboard-love for the cause of Legitimate Royalty. — Carlists | that the Marquis de Caux— 
rather successful in Spain. Likely to get their heads punched b Held a post of consideration in the equinial department of the late French 
Germany. Verdict: Sarve’em right. = Dog and Dwarf Fight still | Imperial Court. 
an undiscovered mystery. “ Physic” merely a Peterborough-court-esy | There isa somewhat ponderous sportiveness in the invention of the 
title. — Dizzy has been oratically busy. Also elocutionally fizzy. | word “ equinial”’ which reminds us of the passage in Milton where 
== Mr. Bright epistolates on Temperance. Rather throws cold water Th lad 
on the Permissive noodles. — The Dunmow Flitch festival is to be To make them mirth used all his ae ae ms sr 
trated this year. They had better save their Baconian philoso- His lithe proboscis. 


phy. = Dr. Kenealy is indisposed, and so the benchers’ inquiry is| Still we think the next time we are indulged with “ elephantianial ” 


postponed. Perhaps it will come off when he is disposed. — Collision : i “ asininial ’— 
at sea. Loss of a ship near Australia. Destruction of Liverpool net have something less—shall we asy “asinint 


landing stage. Excursion season sets in with unusual severity. 





are Pie-risteronic. 

Throw Physic to the Dogs. We observe that the School Board, which seems very anxious to 
Prop.e are beginning to doubt the truth of the Telegraph's sensation | be one of too many cooks, has commissioned Mr. Tegetmeier to 

fight between Brummy and Physic. It is asserted that instead of the | prepare a shilling cookery book. We imagine that an excellent 

dwarf being injured, it was the British public that was bitten! receipt for pigeon-pie will be one of the chief features of the work. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 384, 


TnueEre’s a place dy the sea, 
Where, happy and free, 
For a jolly day, holiday, off we shall be. 
And there in the street 
We shall certainly greet 
Many good friends who are there for a treat. 


eRe 
Ste 


1. When enjoying your trip “a 
And having a dip, SIE 
You will find that a nip— 

Just a wee, little sip— iT 


Should moisten your lip 
Ere the waves in you skip. 
2. A shrimp or prawn 
Should just be drawn 
Out of the water and eaten at dawn, 
Before it’s aware its vitality’s gone. 
3.'I shall take upon the sand a 
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Which now has left it to its fate. 


Sotution oF Acrostic, No. 382.—Comet, North: 
Clan, Olibo, Mouser, Extract, Thatch. 

CorsgoT SoLuTions or Acrostic, No. 382, received 30th July : 
—Ozone; Jim; Gosberton ; Ruby’s Ghost; Sara; A SS 
Little Fog Bird; Hart; M. A. P.; Pollaky; Guilac ; Northover ; ee 
Oxford Joe; B. 0. H.; Zoological Dido ; Somersetshire Duffer ; : 
W. W. G. W.; Brice; Spheroid. 


Little stroll with my Amanda. 
4. With their collars, reins, and traces, 
Nan and Billy take their places, 
And quite easily contrive NS 
To take baby for a drive. N 
5. I gave her a ring on the jetty, 
She called it remarkably pretty. RGSS 
Letters three SS} 
Its posy be. TESS 
6. The sun upon the sands Sal 
Has browned my face and hands. S SST] 
7. This shell of late Sas 
Contained a skate, WSS % 
i 





A REFINEMENT. 


Two Blest. ’Arry :—“ Wuat v’yER say, Bit, TO soME GruB? I ¥FEBL JOLLY 


A conTEMPoRARY states that “a female child was PECKISH DOWN HERE AT Maxcir.” 
lately born in La Crosse, Wis., with two tongues.’? How Bill :—“Manerr! Ir aw’r Marorr; rr’s Margate!” 
the rest of her sex must envy her! But who will be "Arry (who possibly may have been taken to task before):—“* Wei, ALL 
bold enough to marry her ? RIGHT, OLD FELLOW, I KNow; I suprosz I DIDN'T HASPIRATE THE H!” 
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Guskoers to Correspondents, 


{We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 
sta and derected 
peaks eo tenes envelope, and we do not hold ourselves 


rT 


THE SILLY TO HIS SACKBUT. 
A Porm ror Penny READINGS. 


Propuetic trances 


oe mand wrecks reie. O’er worlds prevail ; 
Weeaukian’” een).—It may be, on the other hand it may not. The comet dances _ : 
H. C.8. (Islington).—The MS. was returned. We cannot be responsible With fulvous tail ; 
for delays of post. While catacl 
lonbes plaptng of being cn lghinng, “we dout ne bns sas anes Unbought remain: 

g tor n w ; : > 
you more distinctly. * eS ee oe And viewless schisms 
ee F. W.— Thanks. It fe imapossible always to prevent such frauds. Still shake the chain ; 

we can discover the sender’s name we will publish it. . . . 
While cyclics flaccid 


Declined with thanks.—J. M., Glasgow; A Bibber ; H , Constantinople : 
W., Camberwell; T. H., Liverpool; 8. D.; A., Leeds; N. T., Highgate; 
Huz and Buz; K., Sutton; An Actor who Can’t Draw; Villikins . aes 


A void create ; 
And steep in acid 


Leamington ; R., Walworth ; 8S. T., Liverpool ; Constant Reader. The permeate ; 
——————————— nn . 
" While a polysyllable 
At Sixes and Sevens! Whirls through space ; 
Tue Saturday Review takes Switzerland under its wing very often, While acres tillable 
probally Seseets wnape, me write for it are just the sort of people who Doom efface ; 
ould c 8 hink scle i 
rie esti aad = ae it clever. In a recent article it makes While rubri i hae le: 
aha ; , Behind the plough ; 
Th law still the el Assem 2 
as for their term of office, ss clneip eatunte it tren he momen six. er ga And wreaths of thistle 
course an improvement, in so far as three years are longer than six, and also Deck slumber’s brow ; 
mere j 
Assembly which elected it. - Ce ee en While clouds of butter 
But if three years are longer than six, how much longer than six will The years enslave, 
twice three years be? Or to it more simply, how long are the two I still will utter 
ears of the writer of the article ? The thoughts that rave. 
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THE DOG AND DWARF STORY. 


We have received a vast amount of correspondence on the subject 
of the exhaustive account of a dog and dwarf fight, which appeared in 
our last number, and which we are proud to discover has led to some 
little excitement among dogs and dwarfs generally. Several dogs 
have been observed hanging suspiciously round the office during the 
past week, and quite a coruscation of dwarfs has enlightened our 
editorial sanctum. ‘The dogs on receipt of paunch have gone on their 
various ways rejoicing; the dwarfs we have kept with a view to 
future articles and a positive certainty as to which is the right one 
selected. We keep them in boxes, labelled, so that there shall be no 
error, and one chest marked ‘‘ Brummy ”’ is, for obvious reasons, double 
locked, with policemen guarding the very airholes. 


out porter for the use of perspiring postmen who deposit packets 
punctually every five minutes. We have, unfortunately, not room for 


all the letters our kind readers have sent us, but we have selected a | 


few which will undoubtedly prove that the suspicions entertained with 
regard to the dond fides of our correspondent, and the capital made out 
of his inability te find his way back to the scene of the battle, are due 
to short-sightedness on the part of suspectors and capitalists. We will 
commence with one from Margate :— 

Dog and Duck Hotel, Margate. 


Sir,—I have been struck by the statement made by your elegant as 


well as Own Commissioner as to his inability to discover his way back | 


to the scene of the fight he so truthfully and graphically described. Sir, 


CROSBY'S BALSAMIC GOUGH ELIXIR 


Is specially recommended by several eminent physicians, and by Dr. ROOKE, 
Scarborough, author of the “‘Anri-Laxcer.” It has been used with the 
most signal success for Asthma, Bronchitis, Consumption, Coughs, Influenza, 
Consumptive Night Sweats, Spitting of Blood, Shortness of Breath, and all 
affections of the Throat and Chest. 

Sold in bottles at 1s. 9d., 4s. 6d., and 11s. each, by all respectable Chemists, and 
wholesale by JAS. M. CROSBY, Chemist, Scarborough. 

*,.* Invalids should read Crossy’s Prize Treatise on ‘‘ Diseases of the 
Lungs and Air Vessels,’ a copy of which can be had gratis of all 
Chemists. 
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A LITTLE TANGLED. 


Polite Coiffeur :—“* Writ, Mum, tT ts cur’vs, BUT THE 'UMAN AIR AND THE SEA HAIR DON'T SEEM TO "IT IT HOFF 


| the drunken ? 
| future by it persuade the dwarf to take other Physic? And with this 


With regard | 
to the letters, we can only say that we have a boy constantly pouring | 
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the mere fact of his being unable to discover the house ona second 
visit proves to me that his description was genuine, and the cleverness 
lies in his having found out the place at a time when his presence was 
so urgently requested. What would be the good of his now placing his 
hand upon the individual who upon that eventful occasion stood on 
that threshold, smoking that pipe, and saying to him, “‘ Thou art that 
man!’’ Would it undo the fact that a dwarf and a dog competed for 
success amid the howls of the uneducated and the demoralisation of 
Would the dog be whitewashed, and could you in 


| proof, sir, that the fight did really take place, I beg to ask you in 
return for it,— Who fought the monkey in the dusthole? Awaiting your 
reply, I am, sir, your obedient servant, CHARLES GREEN. 





Hanley. 
| Srr,—I read your Commissioner’s article with great interest, for I 
_have been long conscious in my own mind that something has been 
wrong here. I am, unfortunately, not able to help your correspondent 
with the name of the street or the number of the house in which the 
fight took place; but I am none the less confident that it did, and I 
can offer corroborative evidence. I was walking the other day in the 
outskirts of Hanley, and I actually saw two men divested of some of 
| their clothing running a footrace, and at least thirty people looking 
/on. Can anyone after this deny that the fight took place? I should 
think not, and therefore I am, yours, Xc. WHIpDEAWAKE. 


| P.S.—You are at liberty to use this argument. 
| to a daily contemporary. 

DR. ROOKE'S 

ANTI-LANCET. 

LL who wish to preserve health, and thus prolong life, should 

read Dr. Rookes “‘ Anti-Lancet,” or, ‘Handy Guide 

to Domestic Medicine,’ which can be had gratis from any 

Chemist, or post free from Dr. Rooke, Scarborough. Concerning this 

book, which ‘contains 168 pages, the late eminent author, Sheridan 


, Knowles, observed :—‘‘ Jt will be an incalculable boon to every person 
| who ean read and think.” 


I have also sent it 
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BRIGHT ON BABBLE. 


To pumps Permissive, void of brain, 
Bright thus administers a rap— 
‘* Beer-engines to repress "tis vain, 
If you won’t stop that water-tap, 
Which feebly dribbles 
For fools and fribbles, 
Who cannot see a fact that’s plain! 


‘“‘ Permissive bills, though abject rot, 
Seem right in theory mayhap ; 
In practice they'll not cure a sot — 
So, pray turn-off that water-tap, 
Whose gurgling nozzle— 
Of that I’m poz—’ll 
Ne’er interfere with drink one jot. 


‘¢ At moderate use why aim your blow, 
When at abuse you wish to slap, 
And make him, who’s a friend, your foe ? 
Pray stop that spluttering water-tap, 
Whose random spurting 
Is simply hurting 
The cause for which you labour so 
“Quiet example set! Eschew 
Demonstrative self-glory’s trap ! 
Don’t talk so much, but simply do! 
And first turn off the water-tap, 
Which folly raises 
With vain self-praises 
Into a fountain—all for you! 


“ The cause of Temperance will then 
Spring up, endowed with vigorous sap, 
Assisted by all thinking men, | 
Who now despise your water-tap, 
Whose silly splutter 
Has earned the utter 
Contempt of many a caustic pen.” 


— 


Quite so. 


A WEEKLY newspaper informs its readers that ‘‘a man 
with his head completely off was found quite dead on 
the rails of the South-Eastern Railway at Woolwich.” 
The writer of the paragraph was evidently surprised at 
this untoward result, as he had often lost his head and 
was still alive and able to commit linage. 
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NO DOUBT OF IT. 


Silly :—“I’vgR THOUGHT IT OVER A GOOD DEAL, AND I'VE COME TO THE 
CONCLUSION THAT RELATIONS ARE A GREAT BORE—DON’T YOU THINK 80?” 


Sensible :—“*I THINK IT MOST LIKELY YOUR RELATIONS WILL BE ALL OF 
THAT OPINION.” 








SUSSEX AND DONCASTER. 


Srr,—I must apologise for not having written to you last week, or 
rather I must apologise to my readers, for you have already received a 
private communication from me on the subject, in which I informed 
7 that being, just when the post went out, at the bottom of the deep 

lue sea, I’d see you or anyone else blowed before I would come up to 
the sublunary phase and prophesying pitch of existence. When I say 
the bottom of the sea, I mean of course the bottom that is nearest the 
shore; and when I say blue, I mean blue, as it always is at Brighton, 
from the purple stream which flows through the veins of the bathers. 
I was noticing the other morning that this colour shows through 
sometimes, ially when the weather is at all chilly, but it emake 
remembered that the tokens of a bold aristocracy their country’s pride 
will always exhibit themselves. They exhibit themselves variously at 
Brighton, especially during the race week—sometimes at the sea-side, 
sometimes on the course; and their readiness to take anything, from a 
rum-and-milk to a fancy bet, is only equalled by their want of 
readiness at settling time. You will see by this that I have not been 
idle during the Sussex fortnight, and that I have not only been 
studying the horse races but the human races as well. Truly, the 
noblest study of mankind is man, especially when he settles his 
accounts with ready money. 

This brings me to the open and undisguised statement, that in 
addition to the winners so successfully vaticinated by me in these 
columns, I have backed every successful starter. Unfortunately, 
however, I have not yet got the money, or I would have sent a check 
for little outstanding account, which I feel sure causes a coldness 
between us. The fact is, losers seem afraid to be seen paying, lest 
they should be accused of ready-money betting, and at once placed 
upon the Lewes treadmill. So they say. I have all who owe 
me money that I’ll run the risk, which as receiver would be greater 
than theirs; but they all protest they wouldn't hear of such a thing, as 
their consciences would never forgive them if I came to any harm. 





VOL. XX. 


Bless their consciences, say I. So unless you at once send me a trifle I 
shan’t be able to get to London, and shall have to run up an awful hotel 
bill. You'd better stump up at once, or else my domestic hearth, the 
only en will be blighted; and, what's worse, you'll have to 
pay the bill. 

So while I’m waiting for a remittance, I'll just give my opinion 
about the Leger. Provided sarang and betting are not done away 
with before then, the Leger will take place about the middle of next 
month ; and given a race, we’re sure to have a winner. It may be said 
with truth that we are not absolutely sure to have a winner even after 
the race, as the whole field might run a dead heat. To whichI can 
only reply that I would give something to be as sure of the winner 
now as I shall be five minutes after the starter’s flag has fallen—or 
even less. But between this and then I fancy I can get pretty near, 
as the battle seems so far to lie between three, the Guineas winner, the 
Derby winner, and the Oaks winner, though there is no knowing just 
now what effect the Betting Persecutions may have had on any of 
their tempers. As soon as I get a remittance I will go “a 

‘ UGSPUR. 


A Standard weeny. 

Tux Evening Standard has discovered something. It has discovered 
a race of carrier pigeons which can take heavy loads long 
distances—which at all events can take batches of Standard copy, which 
is the same thing. These pigeons are called “ press” because they 
decline to fly except in the interests of newspapers, and neither threats 
nor persuasion can induce them to enter anything but an editorial 
sanctum, which must at the same time be attached toa thoroughly 
Conservative morning and evening journal. These birds are remark- 
ably clever, and we are informed on authority which no one but our- 
selves would believe that it was one of them that wrote the account of 
the life and times of press carrier pigeons in our contem v the 
other eG It is a pity that these pigeons give no milk. they did 
it might help unbelievers to swallow the Standard story. 
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MR. SWIDDLER’S FLIP-FLAP. 


JzrRoME Bowes (said the American gentleman called Swiddler) 
was to be hanged on Friday, the ninth of November, 18—, at five 
o'clock in the afternoon. This was to occur at the town of Flatbroke, 
where he was then in prison. Jerome was my friend, and naturally I 
differed with the jury that had convicted him as to the degree of 

ilt implied by the conceded fact that he had shot an Indian without 

irect provocation. Ever since his trial I had therefore been endea- 
vouring to influence the Governor of the State to grant a pardon; but 
public sentiment was dead against me, a fact which I attributed partly 
to the innate pigheadedness of the people, and partly to the recent estab- 
lishing of churches and schools which had corrupted the primitive 
notions of a frontier community. But I laboured very hard and unre- 
mittingly by all manner of direct and indirect means during the whole 
period in which Jerome lay under sentence of death ; and on the very 
morning of the day set for the execution, the Governor sent for me, 
and saying “ he did not propose to be worried by my importunities all 
;winter’’’ handed me the document which he had so often refused. 
_ Armed with this precious paper I flew to the telegraph office to send 
& despatch to the Sheriff at Flatbroke. I found the operator locking 
up the door of the office and putting up the shutters. I pleaded in 
vain ; he said he was going to see the hanging, and really had not 
time to send my message. I must explain that Flatbroke was twenty 
miles away; I was then at Swan Creek, the State capital. 

The operator being inexorable I sped into the railway station to see 
how soon there would be a train for Flatbroke. The station master, 
with cool and polite malice, informed me that all the employés of the 
road had been given a holiday to see Jerome Bowles hanged, and had 
already gone by an early train; there would be no other train till the 
next day. 
bhi teeter ’ . was — — = a See quietly oT ee we 

petals ce ocking the gates. ashing to the nearest livery stable, I ordered a 
when @ strange and inéoherent echt 5, 















FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Aug. 12, 1874. 
A HOLIDAY. 


Get away! get away— 
Go and take a holiday— 
Let's have quietness, I pray! 


Take away that bitter tongue, 
Which the household all among 
Hus such taunts and insults flung. 


Get away! get away— 

Go and have a holiday, 

And be warnéd by what I sa 

You to talk of gibe and jeer— 
You, who Ieve to snarl and sneer ! 
You, who to be severe ! 

Get away! get away— 

Go and take a& holiday, 

An return more calm I pray! 


ont : od —_—-0— ‘ 
Conservative reactidn is an established fact. We were mdst of us 
at a loss to understand what it’ meant a little while ago, since the 
boasted movement onfy resulted itt @ Tory Government takitig 1 
idéned measttres and jtréading in the footsteps of a Libé 
il - It was left for Ar. Disraeli to disclose at thé end‘of the 


secret that Cotiservative reaction = the right 
e Government to abuse papthen, 4 ie siege 





filled: ‘There Wi ae ie ase. mpeg 4 horse 

om ,the Premmie oun or e fact that an in ious | Wh, . . 

ae “7 : : : prolong the record of my disappointment? Not a horse 

frieniipad Dat th something ene thst ee baa. could I get in that town; all had been engaged weeks before to take 
le to the hanging. So everybody said, at least, though I now 


: But that miBfuided al lL was not as injurious us 
spirit of envy, hatred, and malice, whith prompted him the other night 
to speak as he did of one of the few clévér men that the Tories can} 
number, and one of the ablest Indifin secretaries that could be found’ 
on either side. The world has wdt-yet forgotten or forgiven the 
rancorous tongue that pursued Peel with such cruel invective, and it is 
to be regretted, for the sake of one who has twice been appointed chief 
minister, that he cannot control his language. 


Fence there was a rascally conspiracy to defeat the ends of mercy, for 
the story of the pardon had got abroad. 

It was now ten o’clock. [had but seven hours in which to do my 
twenty miles afoot; but though already weary I was an excellent 
walker and thoroughly angry; there was no doubt of my ability to 
make the distance, with an hour tospare. The railway offered the 
best chance; it ran straight as a string across a level treeless prairie, 
whereas the highway made a wide detour by way of another town. I 
took to the six-foot-way, like a Modoc on the war path. Before I had 
gone half-mile I was overtaken by “‘ That Jim Peaseley,” as he was 
called in Swan Creek, an incurable practical joker, loved and shunned 
by all who knew him. Heasked me as he came up if I was “ going to 
the show.” Thinking it best to dissemble I told him I was, but said 
nothing of my intention to stop the performance; I thought it would 
be a lesson to That Jim to let him walk twenty miles for nothing, for 
it was clear that he was going, too. Still, 1 wished he would go on 
ahead or drop behind. But he could not very well do the former, and 
would not the latter; so we trudged on together. 

It was a cloudy and very sultry day for that time of the year. The 
railway stretched away before us, between its double row of telegraph 
poles, in rigid sameness, terminating in a point at the horizon. On 
oe hand the disheartening monotony of the prairie was un- 

roken. 

I thought little of these things, however, for my mental exaltation 
was proof against the depressing influence of the scene. I was about 
to save the life of my friend—to restore a crack shot to society! 
Indeed I scarcely thought of That Jim, whose heels were grinding the 
hard gravel close behind me, except when he saw fit to océasionally 
ee the sententious, and I a derisive, query, “ Tired ?”’ 

f course I was; but I would have died rather than confess it. 

We had gone in this way about half the distance in much less than 
half the seven hours, and I was getting my second wind, when That 
Jim again broke the silence. 

‘“‘ Used to bounce in a circus, didn’t you?”’ 

This was quite true ; in a season of pecuniary depression I had once 
put my lYegs into my stomach— had turned my athletic aecomplish- 
ments to financial advantage. It was not a pleasant topic, and 1 said 
nothing. That Jim persisted. 

‘¢ Wouldn't like to doa feller a somersault now, eh?’’ 

The mocking tone of this jeer was intolerable the fellow évidently 
considered me almost “done up;”’ so taking a short run I clapped my 
hands to my thighs and executed as pretty a flip-flap as ever was made 
without a spring-board! But the moment I came erect, with my head 
still spinning, I felt That Jim erowd past me, giving me a twirl that 
almost sent me off the track. A moment later he had dashed ahead at 
a tremendous pace, laughing derisively over his shoulder as if he had 
done a remarkably clever thing to gain the lead. 

I was on the heels of him in less than ten minutes, though T must 





TALL TALK. 


My height is only seven-foot-two, 
But yet I don’t know what to do. 
If I could close, like a clasp knife, 
I might endure this mortal life. 
Anger my tailor’s glances shoot 
When I deriand a tourist suit. 
In trousers, too, he calls me robber, 
For asking for a seventeen bobber ; 
And that my vest’s a bad investment 
Is what he’s oft, if not expressed, meant. 
Girls five-feet-seven in their shoes 
Would angrily my suit refuse ;— 
And she to whom I most incline 
Is not much over four-foot-nine ! 
The boys about the street apply 
Low language to me, though I'm high ; 
And meteorologists invite 
Notes of the climate at my height. 
All things I bear save one—and that’s 
ee, expense in hats, 

ich, thanks to cab or railway-carriage, 
T always damage and disparage. 


Logic for. Paupers. 

Toss incorrigible and inconvenient paupers have been at it again. 
One has actually been and died “ out of spite,” because he was tied 
down in his bed when suffering from acute pneumonia. Perhaps if 
he had known, as has been since stated, that he was tied down “ out of 
kindness’ he might have relented, and remained a little longer in St. 
Luke’s Infirmary, for the purpose of encouraging the development of 
such good nature. Still we are happy to say that the deceased didn’t 
do himself any by dying after all, for the'guardians were not to 
be imposed on by tales of cruelty, and in committee assembled gave it 
as their opinion, “ that nothing was done but what the case required.” 
We cannot, however, quite understand why if such was the case they 
should ask that it shouldn't be done again. They were doubtless 
quite right—so right, that, to continue the parallel, we trast they 
won't do so again. 
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confess the villain could walk amazingly. In half an hour I had-ran 
past him and at the end of the hour, such was my slashing gait, he was A DECIDED NEGATIVE. 
a mere black dot in my rear, and appeared to be sitting on one of As a schoolboy I al to Brown. 
the rails, #oroughly knocked up. We divided #ur shared in our to 
To this moment (#@ y's tradition ¢émes down!) 


Reliey@@,of Mr. Peaseley, I naturally"Began thinking of-my peor 
: Weare qt 
Fiatbroke gaol, and it occtit¥td to me that some But, supposifig, that 





frien 







might’ to hasten the execution, I knew the feeling of thé 
county fiet..him, and that a great many would be thére from’ @ I F ould aed — 4 fri at a share of my parse ; 
distance would naturally wish to get home before nightfall, “Nor ™ Se wae © endship and quietly say— 


“‘ Not at all; on the contrary—quite the - 
I have known what it is to be head over heels 


Ina a that knows néither limit nor s : 







could I help admitting to myself that five o’elock was an 
late hour for a hanging. Tortured with these fears I unco 
increased ny pace with every step, uftfil if was almost a rif /F 







stripped ff my coat and flung it away, opened my collar, an@.™- I have kn a loving young gentleman 
buttonédemiy waistcoat. And at last, pa ‘and steaming like’ a When he feelé @ a lovi hers. sguaitlonsent eat. 
locomotive engine, I burst-into a thin crowd o idlers in the outskf?ts But if Lavra Mi i should come £ me now, 
of the téwi, and flowhshéli the pardon crazily above my head; And recall re a lovesick or Worwé, 
yelling, “*Owt him downt—cut him down !’’ Do you thitk T ‘even ror ‘Diy vow P= 
a ne — a blank mene ey oe said any- ot at all; On the cdiityary—qitite the reversé. 
thing; Pfotind time to Jook about me, marvelling at the -familiar : ; ; 
appearanmes‘of the town. As I looked, the houses, streets; and every- lea eres fir- le growa t> be event than be fich - 
thing seemed so undergo a sudden and mysterious transposition with It was all my ambition to boast of a name : 
reference to the points of the compass, as if swinging round on a Asa poet or proser (I little cared which) 
pivot; and like one awakened from a dream I found myself amongst I was born with a brain of my own in my head 
accustomed re To be plain about it, I was back in Swan Creek, And believed it a blessing, and found 7 = tenet 
as right as a trivet! Am I anxious at present to write or beread? 
It was all the work of That Jim Peasley. The d g rascal had % : . 
instigated me to throw segiiiiweing somersault, thea) inst Not at all; on the contrary—quite the reverse. 





. agains 
me, turning me half rousid, and started-on the badketrack,. thereby 
inciting me to hook it imthesame directidm-. | Récovery ! 

When the excursion ¢#@in returned from Flatbroke that evening the| A bAmy Paper describing a fire says :— | 
passengers were told # little story at my expense. It was just what | levésield bodies have beefi dug out froin the ruins, and nind Wounded pewONy | 
they needed to cheer them up a bit after the scene they ‘had witnessed ; | (of whomt four have died) have been recovered. | 
only four howr#after it was thrown that flip-flap of mine had broken | But 7 diéd how could they be recovered? And if"hey were | 
the neck of Setome Bowles, ten miles away ! recovered how could they die ? 
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“Mr. Disraeli fi daid to be With an 
attack of gout.’’—London t. 
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A Tovcn of gout, a touch of gout, 
May serve to make the ins go out, 
And drive them to an utter rout, 
My Benjamin. 


Some cooling miedi¢ine, oh, Diz, 
Had kept thee front this state of fizz 


| Ta whi _—sw 


| grate, onée before, you f 
Oi did not tak6 tiich' by’ th 
Bat Mather ight one on 












no qitister witie, 

ou; like hero, none didst crave, 

Bat bore thee like'a vee ae 
Benjamfn. 


Thou mad’st it up when if did serve 
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EZ , MY r= Thy turn, but now thou’lt need thy 
See | oe He NA Stes os =f : AR nerve, 
iar Ne mer EEL . SS Ay .- FSS een For Bob front fight ‘did’ never‘swerve, 
LE een MRE \ |\ SSS RSS SSS My Benjamin. 


Pe ne eee eee ee 





LIE 2 Ae SS ‘Master of gibes, and flouts, and sneers” — 
. - EET TE OF TEN ESN | Thou’lt rue that speech for ae years, 
SSURANCE! ee ee ee 
os (agent for an Insurance Co.) :—“ Aun, BY THE BYE, BLoGos, Gor YOUR irre Thy bitter tongue. has served thee well, 
INQUIRE - From: Hackney raised thee to Pall Mall, 
Farmer Bloggs :—‘‘ No, nor now I—— But now it’s sounded forth thy knell,, 
Friend :—“ An, CAPITAL CHANCE FOR YOU THEN, LET ME PUT YOUR N=” My Dinieei 
Farmer Bloggs :—‘ Ou, I was INsURBD you KNow——” “& beggar set on hotse’s back” 
Friend :-—“ DEAR ME, WHY EVER DID YOU LET YOUR POLICY LAPSE?” You know goes to the gent in black— 
Farmer :—“* Wxit, you sz, I punno, I pmn’t skE MUCH THE GOOD oF rmzrR—T’ Oh, may you.quickly get the sack! 
DIDN’T DIE.” My Benjamin. 


TRHE RIGHT HON. BENJAMIN 
USTER. 











ee le ee oe 





0 FUN. [Avevsr 15, 1874. 


THERESA’S TRESSES. 
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Mr. Spiff during a little holiday trip to the seaside falls in love Devoted to his unknown charmer, he “‘ follows her Though at times diseovered by ‘the 
at first mght. everywhere,” wrong one—when he feels © 
particularly small. 
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He lan for an introduction and Which the tide effec- At last an opportunity occurs—a squall and a squeal Without hesitation Spiff stri 
tries writing on the sands, tually stamps (out), and Th. Loncie—o ag queal, ia 2 Bp * 
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Being a little shortsighted, h , hei But is uitimetely triumphant. And hastens to lay before the Ladye Faize bie pledge of valour.— 
not quite certain at first if he seco it. how! why! when! ee: ita mm! t despair 11! 
and u ODMVIOR :::.° 


N.B.—Between you and me, dear reader, Spiff had presented the lovely Theresa with a piece of seaweed. 








DOTS AND LINES. Italy will bear the infliction. — Prince Bismarck is better. The 
Pretty little row over Public Worship Bill between Disraeli, Glad- | German Bishops are not quite so well. — Spain is still unsettled. 
stone, and Sir W. Harcourt. There is nothing like a religious question | What a pity the conflicting parties don’t adopt the Kilkenny prece- 
to develope Christian sentiments. — Mr. Disraeli and Lord Salisbury | dent! — Lord Salisbury gave his respected colleague a quiet setting. 
did not meet at the Ministerial Whitebait Dinner. What a pity! =| down. Dizzy will not use the word “ bluster’’ in a hurry again. = 
The Benchers of Gray’s [nn have sat on Dr. Kenealy. Rather! — | The British Association of Spiritualists has been sitting. As there 
The husband of ‘‘ Miss Annie Adams” assaults people who don’t like | was no room at Earlswood the meeting was held in town. = Action as 
his wife's singing. We imagine he will have his hands pretty full of | to the right to be called a nigger minstrel. The proud title is 
assault cases. <= The proceedings of the Brussels Congress are | general property. — Mr. Disraeli has gone to visit the Marquis of 
absolutely secret. It is not possible to make much out of nothing. = Bath. Whether he will have his head shaved or not has not 
The Emperor of Germany will visit Italy inthe autumn. We hope | transpired. 
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A HOLIDAY. 


Mrs. B.:—“A DAY OUT! OH, CERTAINLY; AND WHEN YOU COME BACK, TRY NOT TO QUARREL SO WITH 


YOUR FELLOW-SERVANTS.” 
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Upon the moors from early morn, 
Upon the wings of echo borne, 
The crack of guns is heard. 
The sportsman here shows skill and pluck, 
And so we'll gladly wish him luck 
And many and many a bird. 


1. I leapt with bosom bold 
Into the bounding spray. 
The water was so cold 
It took my breath away-— 
I “oooh!” could only say. 


2. For breakfast I believe there’s not 
A jollier comestible, 
Although I fancy when it’s hot 
Its rather indigestible ! 


3. What yow behold 
Is not trae gold, 
But madé so well | 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 385. 


You scareé can tell. 


4. Inthe great Civil War, | 
When both sides showed such bravery, 

‘Twas this the North was fighting for, | 

And not to put down slavery. | 


§. Whether it was to blew or strike, 
About its bide, or what ’twas like, 
I cannot tell;-I only know. | 
They played upon it ago. | 


6. Some heads'are this, 
So folks declar’, 
And so’s a box of Chest, T wis, 
When there is nothing there. 


~~ ‘SotvTion or Acrostic, No. 383.—Sultry Season - 
Swiss, Ubique, Llama, Turnips, Rialto, Yawn. 
Correct So.utions or Acrostic, No. 883, received August 
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A POSER. 


Diligent Farmer :—“ Hot! you THEARE, COOME BACK; THAT'S NOT THE 


6th :—Hammersmith; Mars; Inniscarra; Wiltonia; Ozone; aa 
Zoological ‘a _ x Fuiiaky 3 ~~ Spigwiffin; Pussy- ROAD! 
catsmeeow; Smug; Northover; B. O. H.; Cliff; ms We We dati ’ . 
G. W.; Windleshaw ; Peggotty ; Tea at Bryan’s; Peggotty’s Exploring Tourist :—“ Wei, DO YOU KNOW WHERE I’M cornc?” 
Daughters; Nell and Pons; C.; Bs and 8.; Florence M.; Farmer :—“ Noa.” 2 

Baba; Nolo; aw 


Nevaree; Cautious Moke; Slodger’ and Tiney; 
Bunks the Great. 9? 
EH?”’ 


Tourist :-—“ How po YOU KNOW WHETHER IT’S THE ROAD OR NOT THEN, 








MONTHLY MAG-PIE. 


Avaevust. 


_ Ir is too early yet to judge of Mr. Black's story in The Cornhill, but 
it opens at any rate with considerable promise. “A Rose in June” is 
wound up, in the sort of semi-satisfactory way which has distin- 
guished it throughout. ‘ Far from the Madding Crowd” should be 
near the end too; for, in the marriage of Bathsheba with Troy, we 
arrive at a point where interest is lost, and at a consummation which, 
however devoutly to be unwished, cannot be undone. The essay on 
Victor Hugo’s romances is exhaustive, appreciative, and clever. “The 
other contents are of the usual merit. 

Temple Bar will scarcely supply, with Mr. Wilkie Collins’s re- 
hashed cold meat, the _—— feast we lose in the conclusion of 
Whyte-Melville’s ‘‘ Uncle John,” one of the most charming stories we 
have had from a pen that always charms. This month, too, the 
author of “ Mirabeau’’ is silent, and the papers as an average are 
below the usual mark of the magazine, though not sufficiently so to 
drive one to enjoy “Patricia Kemball” in its unsympathetic 
statuesqueness. If, as rumour says, it is the work of a female author, 
it is a pity that the Woman’s Rights party should have lost a hand 
wine use of the scalpel would have justified the claims of she- 

octors. 

Scribner's Monthly is notable as ever for the excellence of the land- 
scape illustrations to “The Great South,” and for a curious reproduction 
of Dickens's method of writing, as shown in his notes for “ Our 
Mutual Friend,” in which, with the actor’s instinct that was always 
so strong in him, he pee himself, though—as he must have supposed 
—with only himself for audience, with dialogue of a very dramatic 
kind. Mr. Saxe contributes a few pleasant notes on Martial. By a 
funny coincidence in “ Etchings,” Harington is convicted of a direct 


P a from the older poet. “A Lost Art” will delight the heart 
—if he have one—of the illustrious and self-abasing (which means 
vain) Mr. Ruskin. 

It is a pity thatin The Gentleman’s Mr. Francillon, by frivolously 
fidgeting with “ Part II” “ Book Two” and such needless niceties, 
should give readers a distaste to enter on what is fair enough reading. 
Mr. Buchanan is musical, but hardly at his best in “ Love in Winter, ’ 
and we gladly turn to Red Spinner and the Member for the Chiltern 
Hundreds. Mr. Lucy’s description of “‘ Seaport and Seaside”’ is vivid, 
and Mrs. Cowden Clarke’s “ Rambling Story”’ is pleasant reading. 

In the Argosy Mrs. Wood has more of, that supernatural element 
which she has lately made the staple of her stories. The number also 
contains a rambling and purposeless paper on sensation novels, which 
is neither novel nor sensational. Mrs. Wood contributes a story about 
a ‘Diamond Necklace,” and Johnny Ludlow begins a tale about pills, 
which is hardly up to his usual standard, although he is curiously 
unequal at all times, and has perhaps somewhat overworked the vein. 

In Maemillan’s, M. Camille Barrére discourses in somewhat shallow 
style on the dramas of Victor Hugo. Dean Stanley’s addresses are of 
course excellent, and Lady Amberley’s spenpeinets Ener on Italian 
Foundling Hospitals will be read with sad i The other 
contents are solid and valuable—except, perhaps, some feeble verse 
from the pen of the Bishop of Derry. 

"Phe St. James's carries “ The Mysterious Island ”’ to a point of great 
interest, for it begins the difficult part of Mr. Verne’s task—how the 
castaways are to provide themselves with necessaries on their desert 
isle without any of the providential impossibilities which in similar 
works bring together in one spot the treasures of all latitudes and 
longitudes. Justin McCarthy contributes an excellent paper on 
“ Lowell,” and the rest of the number is very good. 
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MORE MEN OF THE TIME. 


We hasten to redeem a promise made two or three weeks back, and 
give another instalment of our famous portraits. We have received 
many hundreds of letters, in accordance with our request, containin 
special information about celebrated men; but as the heroes selecte 
are so celebrated that we have never heard of them before, and as, if the 
descriptions were used every outsider would think, or say, that he was 
portrayed, we must e’en fall back on ourselves. 


Frederick Fitzstephen Macstylus is a fine specimen of the Special 
Reporter, and is ready at a moment’s notice to pack up and go to 
Newmarket or to Newfoundland, to Manchester or to Mesopotamia. 
He departs blithely, “‘like a bird,’’ which possibly accounts for his near 
approach to ubiquity. We have seen a letter from him dated Desert 
of Hehare one day, and the next have met him, serene and cheerful, on 
the Doncaster racecourse. His copy is always set in large type, and 
his words are always uttered in a large voice. It is said of that 
for a wager he is pre at a sittiug to fill the whole journal with 
which he is conn on any subject, from horseracing to horology ; 
but this we are not eee to guarantee. We will bet on his trying 
that or anything else, however, if anyone is anxious for a wager. 
As may have been guessed, Macstylus is of the Irish persuasion and 
the Conservative creed; he is a stalwart, handsome young fellow, 
blessed with a good appetite, a clear conscience, and a digestion like 
ar. ostrich. He is brusque in his manner, but will always go out of 
his way to oblige anyone; and so, long may he regard his paper and 
himself as the most worthy representatives of journals and journalism. 

Shak Cholmondeley Chuffkins, the celebrated writer on 
horse-racing, cricket, aquatics, pedestrianism, grammar, and the use of 
the globes, is as remarkable for the beauty of his personal appearance 
as for anything else. His hair curls in clus profusion, and his 


sentences run in similar sequence. His style is crisp and so are his | 
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‘“REDENTEM DECERE VERUM—”? 


First Swell :—“ SuHatut you Go To THE Cowes Recatta?”’ 
Second Swell :—“‘ Yaas, ’THINK 80.” 
First Ditto ;—“‘ Au, THEN I SHALL sEE you; I’m Gornc To Rypsz.” 
[Mrs. Chawbacon tells her husband that people ride races on cows up to Lunnon. 


whiskers, his periods are redundant, his clothes well fitting. But 


though an admitted authority on all matters concerning the English 
turf and Anglo-Saxon sport and pastime generally—though Admiral 
Rous trembles at his approach, and the Jockey Club deprecate his 
wrath, Chuffkins is not happy. No; he has a soul above buttons, and 
he thirsts for the pen of the pictorial critic. We have heard that on a 
Sunday after dinner, when his wife is asleep and the children are 
having their clean frocks put away so as to save the washing, 
Chuffkins writes voluminous notes of i visits to ideal 
Academies, in which he smashes impossible pictures and makes the 
hearthstones of apocryphal R.A.’s desolate. But he hides his notes 
when Mrs. C. comes downstairs, for she is a strong woman and an 
active, and she won’t have Sunday work in her house “not if she 
knows it.” And so, with all his seeming advantages and his un- 
doubted ability, Chuffkins is a disappointed man, and as he pursues 
the road of reporting on races, he pines for the power in which he 
must not participate but which he could wield so well. 


No one objects to Chuffkins’s ambition, least of all ourselves. It is 
only noticeable because he can do his own work so well, and ought 
therefore to be satisfied with the position ‘in which it has pleased 
Providence to place him.’’ But there are others in the same walk of 
life who are at least as aspiring, without being, except over a glass 
and among admirers, in any way as clever. These small fry of the 
sporting press are well represented by a man named Slimy, who, away 
from his office and apart from pens and ink, is able to write 
magnificent leaders, light articles, and reviews in a manner which 
should mske the proprietors of the daily papers blush for themselves 
that they have not given him literary employment. But somehow or 
other his great powers always desert him in the hour of need, and 
his writing is very poor stuff indeed compared with his talking. He is 
also unfortunate in the fact that any paper with which he may 
become connected seems to suffer from him considerably, and to be 
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euiie benefited by his absence. He regards scurrility when used in his 
own interést as a first-rate weapon, as bis history shows, buf will howl 
and writhe under fair criticism when it is directed cin al or any 
of his unwholesome fraterni +. The crew of which he ig ta- 
tive will stab a man in the fry Axe lie and brag: of 
themselves and decry the work ‘of superiors, so long as they 

they cannot be identified with their false statements ; but like 
the abject commana they are, these memraise a dismal outcry if anyone 
stoopg*law enough to ae in kind to their mischievous assertions. 
But ‘we begin alread to feel and so take leaye.of Slimy 
and hig band of “ rotheu journalists. “ar Mba | 

And-mow let us wash our hands and have a disinfectant, 


Se 
SECOND SIGHT. 
It’s very strange that to our’view* 
One rae Ss area eoar tates 
Nay, smuite-net, I 
To pilose 8 sata one’s - a 


repactbio ot old. Sab, 

I his-energies devotes 
To vanious objects:he promotes: 
He Manpeken, steady*man, 


He “zeal and pity, 
His offiges ave in the City. 


He once moted a device 
Foy, ova Zembla icez 
Aad also laboured . 0 coneey 
Greatiegatato Central Africa. 
was n@ exclusive elf, 


these matters to himself : 
o with like geal would burn 
ya share in the concern. 


With an uneslfisiiness sublime 

© gave ouble and his time, 
Nor sought reward for his devotion— 
Except a something for “ promotion.”’ 






Gleams of benevolence are reflected 
From his bald pate.. He lives respected. 
His coat and vest show ne’er a wrinkle, 
His spectacles with kindness twinkle. 


Says he, “‘ This measure, pray you, scan 
To benefit your fellow-man, 

By making corkscrews from wax-taper, 
‘And bottled porter from brown paper. 


“* How blesséd, corkscrews thus to place 
Within the reach of all our race! 

How great before mankind to set 

Beer, at two pence the hogshead, nett! 


“The Christian’s aim, the patriot’s dream, 
Are both united in the scheme ; 

Which must—a lower view to take— 
Clear cent. per cent, inyegted, make!” 


atte apes en 
Sep ee 

1g pate with. clf-locks red, 
The shining prare a ane 
About the docks, or Wapping Staixe, 


A fringe of beard adorned his chin ; 

nose grew: red, and: brown-his caters 
His limbs in le in loose blue garb were hid, 
And in his cheek he wore a quid. 


Where had I seen that form before ? 

I turned the matter o’er and o’er, 

And then was able to.declare, 

When I had seen him bast, and where. 


rea in the street. He walked quite near 
My elbow—whispered in my ear 
ir, do yer want, I’ve got ’em handy, 
Some cheap cigars or smuggled bran y, 


: I haven't taken shages up 


“« Silk handkerchers, sir? here they are! 
Buy some to hel tar.” 
What followed, t ais pain 


And how I'd vowedthen * Mot agai again ied 


The vision fled !— y ear 

Treacletrap’s voice smooth and clear. 
‘* Good-bye,” andmade my bow, 
“T don’t think just now!”” 


It’s strange#o me—is’t not to you— 
That this one man rece oe astwot 


And Treasletrap’s im the P docctte. 
= 


THE DOG AND? DWARF STORY. 


We have received Ser important topic, 
and from them have — 
Chelaem 


Smr,—The story of your/Own me much, but 
his efforts in the caus¢: Seve ares 
dwarfs did still more/ your cate oa breast tha 


on 
the best way to prove® factajand, doubt as they 
appear, to stand on eaten | <a. 
stated one great and glorio state another. Not 
ago I went to the - ama I left hemetas 
oaitive of the spot whereighive maw could be, and would 


Ore betted anyone ten , had it a 
betting and the scarcity of 
py homewould be an 


and miss my hap 
mark my words. By am untoward comBimation of circumstances 


was, at two the next m an el 
certainty even the name/of 
was my bewilderment that I 


police-station. The om tare aad 
after a short delay I recovered my 
it ig, under 













long 











remaing the same, certam ces 

forget e much more the whereabouts of a place 

to which you have once; and so in the hope that I have 

shed light on a difficult subject, I am, yours, &c. . ARGERED. 
Earlswood. 


Srr,—We've been trying for some days to discover why any 
gy should have arisen as to the belief Bice dog and dwarf 
fight. So far as the finding of the house out second. time is con- 
cerned the Commissioner's inability to do this is easily 

You must know that it ig customary for persons engaged in pursuits 
antagonistic to the law to take special precautions to prevent "a ure 
im the eventof discovery. When the police arrive the dwarf swallows 
the dog, and the place assumes its wonted appearance. We are aware 
that this is not quite all, but we haven’t yet been able to discover who 
swallows the dwarf. We’ ve tried several times ourselves, but cannot 
anyhow manageit. In the ee however, that it will be all right in 


time, we are, yours respec Some Ipiors. 
P.S.—Not idiots enough, amad 
Eee 
Guswers to Y Corresyoubents. 
[We cannot return u MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 


naccepted M. 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss.} 

Quits PaRLIAMENTARY.—Then why not sit for the Silly Islan 

J. E. H. (West Derby).— We rather suspect you of ane the de 

“ ReapinG Boy.”— Don’t try to be a drawing boy, then 

8S. F. W. (New Next time you “ enclose @ small joke” be more 
careful how you pack it. This one evidently slipped out in transmission, 
for we can find no trace of it. 

E. (Portsmouth).— We donot require that sort of thing, do not pretend 
to indite om pegneartam tones ae arn MSS., or write letters when 
no stamped and directed envelepe is sent 

Comut.—You’ve no head, or yeu wouldn’t indulge in such a foolish tale. 


We receive nothi from anon scribblers.. 
private squabbles. 


yr phanks for your portrait of yourself, but as yom are 
aE deserve to be we can’t puoligh it, 


pat 
N. 
Ss aD ll St, carey tas Sloe 


~ Deciined with : 
G., @id Jewry; F. C., Barnet; Bs, Finsbury-square ; W., Glasgow ; 
-K., Ounanbary 5 Throw Physic to the Dogs; A., East Sheen; D., 
tan ford-stréet: . A., Lewisham; N., ; W. S., Kew; T. N., 
Little Moorfaldes T Spi :m Bw. i; Waleees w. 8S. 
Finsbury; R., Wool ; 4. H., Bristol; Novo ; MM, 
Bermondsey ; W, R. N., le-street; H. O. N., Kennington; H. V. M, 
‘Penth; P. L., Tollertors ;. T. P.; T. W.L. H, Moray-road ; G. M., Liver- 
pool ; He-brewery ; C. 8., Islington. 
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OH ! 


Slender Gent kT DARE SAY, LADIBS, IT WILL SURPRISE YOU VERY MUCH, BUT WOULD YOU BELIEVE THAT I AM HEAVIER THAN THAT 
STOUT FELLOW WHO'S JUST PASSED?” 

















CROSBY'S BALSAMIC COUGH ELIXIR | DR. ROOKE'S 


| 
I° specially recommended by several eminent physicians, and by Dr. ROOKE, A N T j = L A N C tc T es | 
<__ Renborones, anther of me * eter» = ee A who wish to preserve health, and thus prolong life, should | 
Consumptive Night Sweats, Spitting of Blood, Shortness’ of Breath, and all read Dr. Rookes ‘‘ Anti-Lancet,” or, ‘Handy Guide 
aia ea. tots the ae ath ihe a inl to Domestic Medicine,” a can be hed — from onty | 
in bottles at 1s. 9d., 4s. 6d., 11s, respectable Chemists, Chemist, or post free from Dr. ke, Scarborough. neerning this | 
ep JAS. M. ee ee Scarborough “Dp ie Vike book, which contains 168 pages, the late eminent author, Sheridan | 
¥ i "aw * f fi . 
Lungs ‘aud Air Vessels.” o want Ga eam be ares of all | ap ere Saag will be an incalculable boon to every person | 


Ladies (in One Voice) :—* La! Mr. Wiierircu—impossiste! How can you PpRovE THAT?” 
Slender Gent (with a giggle) :—“ Suapiy BECAUSE HE I8 A LIGHTER-MAN! Ha, HA.” 
But no! Of course, I’m wro in, 
MRS. MALAPROP MUDDLETH. For that’s the fitting epithet 
| Alicampane—A-li-cam-pane :— 
I want to buy an avatar ; . ' 
They tell me they are curious things. tow otupid of me to forget! 
I don’t quite know them, but they are, | What is it that I want to buy? 
I fancy, birds with speckled wings. I’m not quite certain what I mean ; 
So in the meantime I shall try 
‘“* Avadavats!”” A-va-da-vats P— | Avalidavatenturine. 
Oh, dearme,no! You wake my mirth,— 
It isn't that at all, for that’s | Rosabella 
When Brahma reappears on earth. | Iris, perhaps, not too late to express our regret that the benefit of so 
No! Avatar's the thing I mean, true and fascinating an artistas Mdlle. Rose should havebeenalmost | 
| A little lively speckled bird ; a failure; and for the sake of the good taste of English playgoers we 
Though, stop !—perhaps Aventurine trust that the small attendance was due more to insufficient announce- 
Is possibly the proper word. | ment and inconvenient date than to any lack of sympathy with one 
who is ever bright and sparkling, never rude or vulgar. The enter- 
That's it of course! For avatar _tainment given was pleasant and tasteful, the chief item in it being a | 
Is glass that’s full of grains of gold, novelty in opéra bouffe, from the pen of Mr. John Plummer, which we 
The sort of kind of sparkling spar trust to see under more favourable circumstances. As itis well and | 
At Salviati’s you behold. cleverly written we doubtless shall. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 386. | 


Terr labours are ended, 
And weary M.P.’s 

Their way have all wended 
To lands or to seas, 

To spend their vacation 

In sweet relaxation. 


1. It’s all very fine in the abstract, we say, = 
But when we are put to the trial, 
That we view it at times in Falstaffian way 
I fear there can be no denial. 


2. By an average hand 
It’s easily spanned ; 
But it’s certain to stump VW 
A hand that’s a dump. errr 


3.Poor Prosywooes i (ststi‘S™S™S™CSCC*‘*Cr 
The lyric Muse, 
But she is most unkind, 
Tf you read through 
His ‘* poems,’ you 
No poetry will find. , 
4, With slash and trimming*make it smart, ae 
But do not wear on it a heart. an 
5. In the matter of drink 
Moderation, I think, 
Is proper. 
For take too much rum, 
And you're certain to come 
A cropper. 


6. Syllogisms to abbreviate,— 
By this means untwist ’em ; 
And you'll find that the system 
Your toils will alleviate. 


Sotution or Acrostic, No. 384.—Margate, Meeting’: 
Modicum, Alive, Ramble, Goat, Aei, Tan, Egg. 
Correct Souutions oF Acrostic No. 384, received 12th August : 


—Toast and Herrings; Gyp; Interim Guarantee; Oyster Patties’; 
Muffies; A little Fog Bird; Chookanook and Kune; Frank. 


We have to apologise to several correspondents, whose solutions 
have by an accident been overlooked for some weeks. 


Be Blowed ! 


A TITLE in the advertising columns catches our eye : 
‘‘The Sewage Difficulty Exploded.”” We wonder when 
the sewer burst—and where? 


DOTS AND LINES. 

Noruine going on. Partly because everybody is going off. = Sir 
Charles Dilke wound up the Session with threats of a Ballot Earth- 
quake. No great shakes. — The Queen’s Speech was not more than 
ordinarily ungrammatical. It was less than ordinarily a chronicle of 
work done—Tory reaction ! = It has been decided by crowner’s quest 
law that any gatekeeper of the Duke of Bedford’s may kill cabmen. 
There is not one law for the rich and another for the poor in 
England. It may be as well to remember this fact. — Temple Bar is 
giving unmistakeable si of a Conservative reaction. It is now 
supported on block-heads. — Germany has not bullied France about 
Spain. It is nice to see that it omits some chances of bullying people. 
= Bismarck is reported to have written complaining that babies are 
christened after him. Our sympathies are with the babies. = Lord 
Salisbury has given Dizzy the—well, say “the retort courteous.”’ 
How these Tories love one another! = Bank Holiday marked by the 
usual discourtesy and dishonesty of the railways. The companies are 
well represented by their servants. — Nice little fight betwen con- 
ductor and driver of ‘bus in Trafalgar-square. Police would not 
interfere, having been told possibly not to interfere with “carriage 
people.”” — The harvest 1s so good that the farmers are complaining. 
= French Assembly dissolved. Gambetta generously presented each 
member with a flea in his ear on the occasion. — Escape of Bazaine. 
French leave, of course. Not the first time he has been found wanting. 





Too Good to be True. 
A PROVINCIAL paper assures us that— 
The crops in the Midlands are well spoken of. 
We can't see that they are any the better for that. Nobody who is 


worth anything is without a few enemies, and surely the crops ought 
to be abused by loafers. 
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GROUSE SEASON. 


Nephew (who has dropped in to'the club and finds his Uncle at dinner) :— 
“Hatto, Uncite! I THoveut oLp JoLLIBoY ALWAYS DINED WITH You ?”’ 

Uncle ;—“‘Ou, 80 HE DOES, MY BOY, SO HE DOES; BUT DON'T YOU SEB, 
JUST IN THE GROUSE SEASON, IT’S—WELL, WE DON’T DINE TOGETHER. THE 
FACT IS, YOU KNOW THAT—THAT THERE'S ONLY ONE BACK TO A GROUSE—YOU 
UNDERSTAND ? "’ 








A Seasonable Gale. 


Ir seems rather a satire upon our system of law-giving that among 
many Acts passed every season few of them can be explained satisfac- 
torily by either their promoters or advocates. We have within the 
past few weeks seen the Betting Act, and all who have meddled with 
it, made eminently ridiculous; but fortune has been kinder to the 
Licensing Act which has during the recent Session become law. Mr. 
Child, whose official position as solicitor to two leading Licensed 
Victuallers’ Societies qualifies him well for the task, has published a 
digest of the Act as it at present stands, with explanatory notes, 
references, and cautions. The value of such a work is so evident that 
it requires no special recommendation from us, and we shall doubtless 
find it sohemhal as an authority in the squabbles and unpleasantnesses 
which a muddling Conservative and unnaturally paternal Parliament 
makes imminent whenever people quench their thirst. The brochure 
is published by Gale at 130, Fleat-street, and will doubtless prevent 
many a breeze of an unpleasant character, in which, of course, the 
public of one kind or other would be bound to suffer. 


In Marshall Array. 


Tue Promenade Concerts which now seem to be the regular summer 
entertainment at Covent Garden are again in full swing, and though 
the management is different this season the success appears as un- 
doubted as before. In eg to the vocal and regen music, 
there is quite a show of eminent personages, li » artistic, 
dramatic, and general—particularly general—under ‘the direction of 
Messrs. Fradelle and Marshall, who somehow or the other seem a 
now to have a monopoly of the intellectual and the lovely, as well as 
of those who are neither, and who therefore represent us in Parlia- 
ment and sometimes become Ministers. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Aug. 19, 1874. 
COLD WATER CURE. 


Rather unpleasant, dear Dizzy, but sure. 
Certain to cool you, 
And rule you, 
And school you,,. 
And make that rough tongue‘ef yours healthy and pure» 


Be more demure, 

Try to abjure 
Reokless-assertion ; try Col€-Water Cure! 
Certain to-aid you), 

Pervade youy: 
Dissuade you! 
From bilious inveetives*omirounds immature. 


x —————— 
BRIGHTOM AW@) ITS: AQUARIUM: 
By ConrTrisuTor. 


Watxrno across London ‘the:other Saturday with a light 
heart and half-a-gui the money to spare, please—I 


guintess 
was tempted, the weather being: bright and genial, to run down to: 


Brighton by the Aquagium special,.and just see how things were 
looking in that part of the»metropolis which stands by the hoarse 
resounding sea, and doesnm’éseemto»mind it. Being tempted, I of. 
course yielded as in ‘boundy,and in a very short time was: 
whirling over the tops ‘of the malodorous mansions and healthy but’ 
unpleasant tan-yards ofthe. Borough. But these were soom passed, 
and then I began to havemy ten-and-sixpence worth of country with 
a prospect of the open sea-at: the finish. I don’t know whether any- 
one will believe me, but I camstate on my honour that we didn’t have 


to wait more than five minutes at Croydon for the Victoria train; fore 


a — that were Mame So the 
jo yt the rest.of the passengers were extremely t ful.., 
T will netaltelen you-with am account’of the perils of the voy, 
chiefly because I'am not aequainted with them. We may have been 
within an ace of running off the line or into another train—our 
carriage may have been nearly set on fire, or our axletree may have 
been all but broken—but I was unconscious of danger. I knew we 
should get to Brighton all right, as I had invested in an insurance 
ticket—and whenever I gamble I always lose my money. I live in 
hopes, however, of one day landing a “ cool thou,” in which event I 
shall be like a good many others have been, more valuable as a corpse 
than I have ever been as a real live reporter. But it’s worth having a 
little personal inconvenience to get such a large sum all at once. 

Arrived in Brighton, I considered it my bounden duty to exhibit 
myself as much as possible; and so, sticking my return ticket in my 
hat, to show that I was a Londoner born and bred, I promenaded on 
the pier. There were not many pretty girls about, or I should 
have made a conquest doubtless—instead of which I went into one of 
the roundhouses and purchased some truly marvellous beer. It 
wasn't Tipper, it was more like Tupper, for it was neither strong nor 
mee and was, besides, suggestive of internal disarrangement. So 

thought I would get on to the Aquarium, and in a few minutes found 
myself at the entrance of that palatial yet withal fishy establishment. 
As I walked down the steps a band of chosen and brazen instru- 
mentalists sent forth a welcome in invigorating strains. Acknow- 
ledging the cordiality of the reception in a few well-chosen phrases, I 
at once commenced to study from the life. 

Some of the fish looked very much as they do in the shops, while 
others looked quite the reverse. I ised the cod almost at once, 
though the absence of the familiar oyster-sauce detracted much from 
the majesty of his appearance. I was aware that soles swim parallel 
with the horizon—if there is a horizon below the sea level—but 
always thought they swam in pairs,as sold. This is an imposition on 
the part of the dealers. They don’t sell pairs of brills, or turbots, or 
even flounders. Why they don’t even sell a pair of skates, which if 
common sense is anything they should do. I consider therefore that 
the London School Board should prevent the young of London being 
tampered with in this way. I can see that there is some reason why 
eprats should be sold in bundles, but no more pairs of soles for me if 
I know it. I don’t think much of the octopus—I’d rather have a 
steak any day, although Mr. Reeves Smith and Mr. Henry Lee say he 
tastes like anchovy toast and pickled cucumber, delicacies I don’t 
indulge in much. One of the tanks contains the legend, ‘“‘ Mackerel, 
anemones.” There happened to be a stray pilchard in with the other 
fish, and one proud Londoner who seemed to know even less than I 
did, said, “ Ah, that must be an ainmoan.”’ I felt at once the con- 
sciousness of superior intelligence, and began to explain. But it was 
of no use. Before I had well warmed to the subject my friend turned 
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n his heel, and said; with a laugh, “ Blest if I don’t think the old 
beggar’s yappy.”’ I looked then for consolation to the crustacea, and 
watched very intently an elderly crab stuffing his waistcoat pockets 
full of something or other. When he had done this, he sat down and 
began to chew the cud contentedly. Perhaps you'll say that crabs 
don’t chew the cud. Then it wasn’t cud he was putting into his 
pocket ; and as he’d got to eat it, and not I, it doesn’t much matter. 
I asked Mr. Lee if he could get me asset of king-crabs of gradually 
diminishing sizes, for I never saw anything that reminded me so 
much of a set of dish-covers of which I lost the ticket once* and 
couldn’t get an affidavit in time. Polished up a bit, and with a 
nice handle to each, they would look well on any’gentleman’s dresser. 

I happened to discover before I’d been about very long that there 
was a dinner on to commemorate the second: anniversary of the 
opening of the Aquarium, and as I was getting pretty peckish by this 
time I followed one of the waiters upstairs just as if I belonged to the 
establishment, and seeing a place at table bearing the name of a man 
who I knew wouldn’t be there, I slipped into it and commenced to talk 
at once to Mr. Nye Chart, of the Brighton Theatre, as unconcernedly 
as if I'd been asked. Once or twice I fancied Mr. Smith or Mr. Lee, 
both of whom sat nearly opposite, was going to ask me who I was, but 

I talked all the louder to Mr. Chart, sketched out a new line for the 
restoration of the drama, and didn’t allow the opposition to catch my 
eye. <A very pleasant man is Mr. Nye Chart, andI think I shall 
write him a farce or a tragedy, or something of that sort. The dinner 
was.capitally served byMr. Mellison, to whom, as I didn’t pay anything 
else, I freely remit my gratitude; but I didn’t. think much of the 
speeches, except the Mayor's, which was a marvel of eloquence, and 
made'me almost weep. Mr. Buckland talked about Mr. Buckland, and 
Henry Lee and Reeves Smith had to put up with scant honours. The 
London Press came unprepared, and the local ditto had evidently been 
weighing and measuring his sentences for a. week before in anticipa- 

tiom: of the honour. Still I pegged away through it all, and when 

there was nothing more to eat or drink came back to London. 


SONGS FOR THE END OF THE SEASON. 


1.—THE FORSAKEN. 
Air.—** When he who adores thee has left but his name.” 


Wuew he who adored thee has left but his card, 
With a P. P. C. on it behind; 

O say, wilt thou weep when they hint it is hard 
Thou so easily should’st be resigned ? 

No, don’t! for however thy friends may condemn, 
Tears can never efface the decree. 

Bat show that you care not for him or for them, 
Ag he proves that he cares not for thee. 


Thou hast no nonsensical dreams of “ first love,’’ 
Plain good sense rules each fancy of thine! 

May thy heart from those eyes descend like a dove 
Which shall find a warm nest within mine! 

O blest be the lover to whom thou shall give 
That sweet heart—which I hope is for me— 
If not—nought can render it worth while to live 

Save the pride of not dying for thee! 
— -0o -— 
2—THE RAILWAY STATION. 
Air.—* Paddy Snap.” 


Quick! you have but a second ! 
Into your seat while you may ! 

The guard—that churl !— has beckon’d, 
And you must away, away! 

Haveall your wits about you 
For oh! ’tis an express train ! 

And once it starts without you, 
You won't catch it up again ! 

Quick! you have but a second ! 
Into your seat while you may! 

The guard—that churl!— has beckon'd, 
And you must away, away! 


See the steam. how it gushes! 
Like song from a Muse's heart! 
See! Everyone rushes ! 
The train is about to start! 
‘“‘ Bag’s in the luggage van, sir: 
Where it will quite safe remain— 
Look as sharp as you can, sir! 
You'll certainly miss the train!’ 
Quick! you have but a second! 
Into your seat while you may! 
The guard—that churl !—has beckon’d, 
And you must away, away ! 
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THE LION AT BAY. 


An INDIGNANT LETTER FROM Dop GRILE To THE Eprror or “ Fun.’”’ 


S1r,—The series of outrageous papers.mpon ‘‘ Men of the Time,’ 
which have for several.weeks disgraeed the journal you profess to 
edit, constitute the.mest diabolical:erime of the season. That you 
should wish to blasken and wither the reputation of one of your con- 
tributors who, whatever may be his faults, has usually abstained from 
assaults upon private character, is a matter of no surprise to those who 
have observed the malignant cut of your trousers and the slandering 
swing of your coatetails—who have marked the menacing mean- 
derings of your erayat—-who,are familiar with the mendacious and pre- 
datery nature of -yourisback~hair ; but.that you should have dared to 
do: it .is beyond..and.@bove.comprehension. Knowing the lady-like 
demeanour that I,hope has always distinguished me, you probably 
counted upon my.@bject. submission ;~but l.beg«to inform you that 
these qualities are nmorewa tithan real; they do but mask the 
‘Lion! And this Lion. these. vagied:and repeated attacks have at last 

t to bay! 

‘Sir, I do iol plead .perfeetion ; I hope D-have such gentlemanly 
‘Viees as One may nounsh-without-reproach under@ social. system that 
recognises the importance ofmaintaining a wide belt of neutral ground 
between the downright sinner and the mpright saiot. That my 
contributions to your;paperihave ialways been comspicuous for their 
dtvath and the naturalness:of:their sentiment cannot conscientiously 
affem ; I may haverbeen oceasionally,in erromes to fact, and heedless 
of,artistic. congruity~ while idgopping in the moral :reflections. But 
fibiauis quite a different thing from a habit of wasring: soiled linen! 

‘\Bler: is there any |Rikeness hetween the, occagional absenceof high 
religious purpose ard the persistent ignoring of eeap and water. The 
onaidoes not imply #he other ;xthe other has nothing to.say to the_one. 
Nowsir ; you have shot wide. 6f the mark. 

tt Gor impecuniesity, Ieubmit thatiitis not azerime; and if it were, 
who! but-:you haveidrivename;to it bytthe miserable inadequacy of the 
pittance you are pleased to dole out towne for the verside société which’ 
itis.my-misfortunato write, however ifrequently. ‘That ee 
habit..of borrowinghalf-czowns it would! badudierous todeny ;t#hat | 
deomot-repaytthese Joans you dare not essertan the faceiof-thenfact that 
those..whieh'Eighawe borrewedtfrom yourself I have always.meanteto, 
return. Ifvjom hadiattagkedumoonrthe-groundiofudefective memory, 
that would hawesbeen a different thing:altogether. 

But I-will-not follow -you*through the maze 6f misstatement and 
the sinuosities of innuendo of which, under various fictitious names, I 
have been the torn and bleeding victim. I could not if I-would, for I 
have not the charges before me. No sooner does your slanderous 
paper put in its weekly appearance in my household than my 
youngest child, with the instinct of self-preservation, pounces upon it 
like a falcon, and devours it with savage avidity. The effect of your 
poisonous ‘“‘Men of the Time” upon that innocent’s health cun be 
easily imagined; but at least if saves the domestic hearth from moral 
pollution, and I can always: find.a copy on file in amy.of:the low pubs 
which I frequent. 

I cannot, however, forhear to touch uponone or two points in the 
article of last week. . In that, sir, under the name.of “ tylus’’ I 
am accused of brusqueness.of manner.and oatrichness of digestion. A 
falser or more fiendish ;charge was: never made against an affable 
dyspeptic. Consider, sir, how often: you and I -have sat together in 
refreshment rooms, and I have said with blandest benignity: ‘“‘ Ah! I 
fear I could not manage a -whole-chop if I-should order one. Would 
you mind giving me just the tiniest .bit off yours? Thank you.” 
Did you ever hear a brusque ostrich refuse his feed in so polite a manner 
asthat? Absurd! : ; 

As ““Chuffkins”” I:am charged with a consuming desire to write,art 
criticism. ‘Dhis is. detestable! Why, sir, amongst all the artists of 


London I have neither a friend nor an enemy. tpeaking of art I will 


.telh you.a little : story. | 

There was.a fellow named Lorrey—a desperately ugly man, even for 
a painter. :He had a-studiofrom which he rigozously excluded his 
wife, who, he.said, could not digest the.esthetic. It happened that a 
eelebrated African explorer had commissioned, Lerrey to paint a life- 
size portrait of.a gorilla, which by the.aid-of the traveller's sketches, 
ihevhad. done .dn:a very masterly manner. One day when it was 
‘finished he put it into a cab.at the:door, and looking into the drawing- 
room told his wife he was going out,.and should be absent until dinner 
time. -Getting into the cab he drove to his patron’s residence to 
deliver the painting. That gentleman being ill, gone tothe seaside, 
Lorrey would not leave the-pieture,-and took it backhome. As he was 
about to ring the door-bell he happened to glance into a window, and 
saw his wife fast asleep in an arm-chair. Here was an opportunity 
ifor .a. practical joke after his own heart. Taking the picture he set it 
up.on the window-ledge outside, so that it would appear to be staring 
into.the drawing-room, between the curtains. Then he let himself in 
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This had the desired effect ; she gave a little sigh, smiled faintly, and 
opened her eyes. They fell full upon the hideous countenance in the 
window. She gasped like a fish, started from her seat, pale as a ghost 
but only half awake, and stammered : 

“OQ, my gracious—he has returned! Get under the piano!” 

Subsequently there was a divorce in the Lorrey family. 

And now, sir, I suppose this pleasant anecdote will incite you to 
further assaults upon my character. I presume you will again say that 
‘““Slimy ’—body of Bacchus! am I an eel ?—“ howls and writhes 
under fair criticism when it is directed against himself or any of his 
unwholesome fraternity.’’ 

Enough of this. You havedestroyed my peace of mind, blighted the 
fair hopes of a guileless life,and withered the very cabbages in my 
kitchen garden. I hope—I do trust and pray that you are satisfied 
with the ruin you have wrought, and will at least let the dead rest. 
For you may as well learn that I have purchased a pot of caviare ! 
It stands on the table before me as I write. In yonder garden grows 
an onion. In my cupboard are twin slices of bread. It needs but a 
oo me mr Man of the Time 7 ane pune conscience with the 

oulest crime t you were ever guilty of—and that.ig saying a good 
deal. Till then farewell! oar ota 

You remember my. knockj:a sounding rat-tat-tetemmessendo, andya 
aupplementary agnicaudate:teemor. hen in \ wmnhiohnndy 

your 


the night hear » wed othe. kind i 
one sansa taal — Dov Game 
P.S.—It is pipiens meets aeieitts 
steal eecaienee ee idlny aoa ae 
a enemies, ..AD v ; che. | 
eee bia angoeing ty ¥ them. 
TT 
A TALE OF WUMBLE LIFE. 
Mr Amanda 
pertinent 
Wicnnaehent ; 






ubowther, the head beadle,de ! 
 Miba'd.somebher ; 


Buch anekber 
You have very seldomsegn. 
She cooked li 
In the kitchen 
Of the Duke Seamossfarine. 


‘My Amanda, 
Understand, a 
Damsel was of beauty fine. 
At the T. R. 
Hounsditch, she are 
Popular as Columbine. 
I am:simply 
Plain an Pimply 
Waiter.at the Old Blue Boar, 
Which. engages 
Me.at wages, 
Which just keep me and no.more! 
To Amanda 
They but hand.a 
Weekly pound at Treasury-chalk :— 
Times occur. to 
Her, dear sir, too, 
When the ghost declines to wall ! 
“Why am [I not 
Heir—ah, why not ?— 
Of some county palatine ? 
Pa’s relations 
Knew privations : 
Ma came, of a washing line. 
We can’t marry, 


So must tarry 
Single—there! my story's told! 

No decorous 

Union for us— 
Save the workhouse, when we're: old. 

——— SER 
One Swallow. 
A CONTEMPORARY gravely states that— 


Duri recent at ‘ 
we flack of eee Bradford, a girl had several teeth:knocked out 


with .a latchkey, entered the room, sat down on the arm of his wife’s | She must evidently have swallowed the, lightning—and perhaps the 
chair, and taking one of her hands. tenderly pressed. it to.awaken her. | teeth. We decline to swallow either. 
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A SEA GREEN (UN). 


Ted :—“T say, GEORGE; WHAT DO THEY USE THOSE OLD HORSES FOR ON THE SANDS?” 
George :—“ Wuy, DON’T YOU KNOW? THEY HANG THE TOWELS ON THEM TO DRY.” 





NEAT. 


Whar were systems and worlds—which are legion— 
Without orper their pathways to pitch P 

What the earth if un-tide-y ?—a region 
Mostly stagnant and flat as a ditch ! 

What were farmsteads, and gardens, and cities, 
Without order in hedge-row and street ? 

And yet some—’tis a thousand of pities— 
Will be never kept properly neat / 


Some folks think confusion and litter 
Are far more picturesque to the eye— 
And to feelings artistic are fitter 
Than the “ order” we call “ apple pie.” 
They disdain all the strict regulations— 
And consider all rules obsolete, 
That consign things to fixed situations, 
And dislike to see anything neat ! 
Opinions will constantly vary 
As to what may be order or not. 
John may differ most widely from Mary— 
Paddy quite disagree with a Scot. 
And perhaps, after all, it were better 
Individual feelings to treat 
“ oo spirit,” and not “ by the letter ’’— 
ere aré 80 many meanings to neat. 


Just an instance—I said, “ Drive me quicker— 
8 not whip! Oabby—pull not a rein! 
And if you'll lick your mare, we will liquor— 
At the station I'll stand you a drain.” 
He had thirst—’twas a pleasure to slake it! 
So I “ stood "—there was never a seat !— 
And I asked him to say how he'd take #— 
And he said he liked. having it neat. 








Many people are born to be slovens 
In their habits—in dress, and in thought. 
And some liquor’s but fit for “‘ The Ovens”’ 
(A gold digging afflicted with drought). 
But whenever your loved one is courted— 
And when red wine and rosy lips meet— 
(One home raised, and the other imported.) 
Both our women and wine should be neat ! 


a 


—————_—_—_——— 


Unanimity. 


Tx silly season has set in with more than its usual severity ; for 
nearly a week before the crack of the first gun on the moors, while, in 
short, some of the members of Parliament were still in town, the Satur- 
day Review was apparently left to edit itself. It has several articles on 
one topic—the Public Worship Bill—and it is amusing to see how Sir W. 
Harcourt, the lauded champion of one column, is denounced in another; 
and how in one page Mr. Gladstone is hurled to the ground, to be 
elevated to the skies in another. The only unanimity observable is in 
the prevailing conviction on every available point that more judges— 
salaried, of course—are required. If we did not know better (and we 
honestly admit we don’t), we should be inclined to think that most of 
the articles in our valued contemporary proceed fram the pens of 
barristers looking out for employment. The impression is somewhat 
borne out by the fact that few of the articles are unadorned with 


slipshod English. 





Friendly. 


A patty paper says, “‘ Friend Ferth has been committed for trial at 
Leeds for ¢ manslanghter of his mother.”’ Taking into considera- 
tion the justifiable pride of the journal in a friend who is clever 
enough to manslaughter a woman, we don’t see that the acquaintance 
| is a matter for such obtrusive boasting. 
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COLD WATER CURE 


Bathman :—“ YES, SIR! VERY UNPLEASANT WHILE IT LASTS, BUT IT WILL DO YOU ALL THE GOOD IN 


THE WORLD!” 
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RHYMES OF THE RECESS. 


Orr for a holiday! Off we go— 
‘‘Cads’’ and riders im Rotten-row, 

Shopmen and swells, 

From the sound of Bow Bélla,; 
Over the downs, on to the fells, 

Down to the sea 

Where the wind b lows:frte— 
Off to the moors and tiheir purple heather, 
Taking our chance of the autumn weather ; 
Flaneur and worker, savant and clown, 
Anywhere—anywhere' out of the town ! 


Off for a trip with Gaze or Cook, 
Or going each on his proper “ hook;’’ 
Clerics and clerks | 
All bent on our “ lsrks,’’ 
Tired of the streets, tiréd of the parks, 
Seeking ozone 
And weary grown 
Of business or pleasure, 
health— 
Seeking more gladly for that than wealth, 
On sand, or moorland, or breezy down ; 
Anywhere—anywhere out of the town! 


Off for a holiday! Lucky we! 
Pitying those who're nct so free ; 
Father and mother 
Sister and brother,’ 
Some of us having nor’one nor other; 
. By rail and steamer, 
Toiler and dreamer, 
Off to the woodland, off to the wold, 
To sultry Italy, Norway cold, 
Trying to turn pale faces brown ; 
Anywhere—anywhere out of the town! 


looking for 


Apropos OF THE’ StorRAGE or WATER.— 
Lay up for a dry day. 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


Messrs. Warne and Co., of Bedford-street, deserves the gratitude of 
old as well as young folks for their cheap reprint, in the Chandos 
Series, of the Fairy Tales of Andersen, oa the Legends of the Brothers 
Grimm. Which of us has not read, and would not read again, those 
wonderful books? Shall we ever cease'to believe inwardly that the 
chronicles of the saints are not more beautiful than the legends of 
Hans-Christian-ity, or to wonder how the writers of tales of such 
absolute delightfulness could be associated, even phonetically, with the 
idea of grimness! 

From the same publishers we receive The English Girl in a Convent 
School. It is described as “ a record of experience,” but the authoress 
is anonymous. It contains some clever sketches of character, but as a 
record of experience is so artificial and ingenious in construction that 
we can hardly help thinking that sometimes very good Protestants will 
do that.of which they accuse others—tell a fib for the advancement of 
truth. Some of the revelations may be damaging for convent schools, 
pan we must say that the English girl does not figure to much 
cre it. 

We have received from Messrs. Hogg and Co., of Paternoster-row, a 
circular headed The Bookseller and Its Criticisms. We cannot of course 
comment on the case from an ex-parte statement. If Messrs. Hogg 
can establish the truth of their assertions, they prove a grave charge 
against what has always been considered an ordinary trade organ. If 
they cannot do so, they have been guilty of something more than in- 
ee, as Mr. Whitaker will in that case, of course, prove to 

em. 

For nice light seaside reading we can recommend Mr. W. A. 
Leonard's pamphlet, enjoying the brief title of 4 Summary of Mr. 
Herbert Speneer's First Principles (Pitman, Paternoster-row), intended 
for use in schools. As an instanee of its weird beauty of language we 
might quote the touching passage in which we are told what might 


happen, 
When the aggregate has attained to a state of moving equilibrium, 


or the highly poetic comparison of “‘ The Knowable” and “‘ The Un- 
knowable,” with a picturesque digression into “ Ultimate Scientific 
Ideas.” Bet we shan’t, Our “ objective hypothesis: regards: Space 
and Time ae entities,’ and doesn’t see ite way to wasting either: 
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ADDING INSULT’ TO INJURY. 


— Elderly. Gentleman (who has received a brick on his ‘head from the Bricklayer above) :—“ H1! 
CONFOUND YOU, SIR; DO YOU SEE WHAT YOU HAVE DROPPED?”’ 
Voice from Above :— ALL RIGHT, GUW'NOR; YER NEEDNT TROUBLE*TO BRING IT/UP.”’ 








&A Dutch-drop. 


A wBEKLY paper gives ussthe following item of intelligence whieh 
shows that you cam have too:much of a good temple-er, even though 
you be not inclined to the.strong drink which rages :— 

DeaTH AT A Fave:i~On Monday, during the Good Templags* fétein Penylan- 


park, Oswestry, a young named Holland, while playing at “ kies-in g;” 
came into violent contact. with another man, and bei g kuocked>damnamee taken 


up dead. 

This looks too like a duck to be true, and we think it is only a notion 
put forth by “the people’s caterer” for the purpose of keeping his 
name before the public. But if it be, unfortunately, a fact, what a 
pity the opportunity cannot be improved, and drunkards made some- 
how to benefit by the death of this young teetotaller, who must 
certainly have had water on the brain. Moral: Teetotallers must have 
their heads iced during the hot weather to keep them from thawing 
and running about the place. 


A Groomy Look-out. 
WE clip this from the Telegraph in desperation, after having vainly 
searched for a situation likely to suit us :— 


WANTED, a YOUNG GROOM. One who has beer-accustomed te horses.— 
Apply personally to —— Oxford-street. 

The only grooms we know likely to be ummecustomed to horses are 
bridegrooms, and even they have been known to discover the superior 
excellence of the grey mare over all other equintal” animals. Bat 
they don’t know'it in time to stop short, unfortunately. 


Too Late. 


Tue Saturday Review'is always amusing. It devotes»tworcolarans 
to the so-called ‘ Beecher-Tilton’’ scandal, and having ~caredully. 
summarised all thatthe journals of New York say about. it,:windams 
with the profound observation— 

It is difficult to decide whether the original scandal .orthe diseumion oft inthe 
newspapers is the more loathsome. 

What a pity the-reflection did not occur tothe writer befomerkis: bagen 
his article! 
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THE GUILTY GOVERNESS. 
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Bune had a son, a governess, and a deceased wife's sister; at least, | governess.’ ‘ What isyour name?” “ Heien ' ** Helen or Ellen ? 


as regards the penultimate, I mean she was an item in his establish- | asked Mrs. B. “Helen!” ‘ How very awk’ .ri; people are apt to 
ment, as live plaything for the son. The governess loved Bung, and | think you are cockneyfying ‘Ellen.’” ‘And <! ¢ made this an excuse to 
told him so. He peonied, and answered, ‘“‘ He was much obliged for | give her notice to quit. ‘I don’t take vert notices,” said Helen. 
her polite invitation, but a oa engagement.” She guillotined his | ‘‘ You shall!” “I shan’t!’” (This ad Jib.) ‘What right have you 
sentence with the questionable remark, “‘To whom ?’’ ‘ My deceased | here?” was Helen’s further and unreasonin: ~emark. “ Mr. Bung’s 


wife's sister,” he simpered. “Do you know the results,” she said, | destiny in life was to swallow a peck of dirt «1 marry me.” “ Your 
“of this marriage ?” He blushed all the more. “ Should you have | combination is analogous,” sneered the gover cas. “No comedy- 
any aa her children and your son will be cousins.” ‘“ How?” | language here, miss,’ decided Mrs. Bung; ani .>« went and wrote the 
“The children of two sisters are generally so. You to your son’s | requisite notice. When Helen received it, she +’! Revenge!” went 
cousins are uncle—thus ‘you'd be father and uncle to the same. | upstairs, woke Master Bung, who was asle-p 2» a bonnet she had 
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can marry your son, who would, at the seme time, be her half-brother | ina cupboard to dry. Her next proceeding was to get ready her many 
—thus she would be daughter, daughter-in-law, and niece to you.”’ articles of apparel; her third to procure a long pin, thrusting it 
“ Ah,” he said, “I never looked at it in that light, but plenty of time | through the door and Master Bung pretty much at the same time ; her 
when the complication’s born.’ “I forbid the banns!”’ she cried. | fourth tolevant. _ ; ce ae 
“ They're not going to be put up,” he rejoined ; and went off and got | When Mr. Bung discovered his demi-offspring in a position as of trans- 
married in the most sneaking, mean manner possible. | fixed entomology, he fetched his wife and a detective. This last. 
The moment Mrs. Bung (2) came home, she set the house in order, | named personage (intelligent officer) was of an opinion that some one 
took charge of all the keys, and looked in all the cupboards, and did had done it; so he set off to discover whom. He was not very 
not take long to connect the disturbed state of the governess’s heart | successful; did not collar anyone, till a happy idea suggested his 


“JT am a virtuous arresting Mr. Bung. This he did, and Mr. B. was incarcerated ; but 


| 
Cousins canintermarry. If there be a daughter born, she (as a cousin) ; been trimming, with a little cold water, and then hung him upon a peg 
with its true cause ; she asked her who she was. 
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some time after, when 1t was settled he was guilty, the boy was 
unhooked, and, as if to mark his sense of gratitude at.this proceeding, 
recovered. His statement set his father free—the British public never 
thought of sending him money; he wasan Englishman—and to some 
extent implicated Helen; but the Metropolitan and City police forces 
being about this time engaged: in a controversy as to whose business 
it was to let an eminent swindler escape, Mr. Bung was compelled to 
undertake the pursuit of the governess in propria persona. So 
having, for convenience, convened the bulk of his fortune into a large 
bank-note, he one day caught sight of the odject—pardon the expression 
—of his search conversing with a booking-clerk at a suburban railway 
station. She saw him see her, so immediately seducing the affections 
of the clerk, persuaded him to. conceal. her in his office. Mr. Bung 
thinking she had left with her ticket, ran up and asked the clerk 
where-she had booked to? ‘“ Jerusalem,” suggested Helen inside. 
‘Jerusalem,’ answered the clerk. “ First return,’ gasped Mr. 
Bung. ‘Twenty-eight and. six,” said. theclerk; “train due in 
five minutes.” Bung, tendered his large note. An idea 
struck the governesss: ‘“‘Give«him,”’ she whispered, “his change 
in-halfpence; héis bound by the Bye-laws under extreme penalty to 
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A STRAIGHT TIP FOR THE LEGER. 


‘*T received a letter the other day from one of the most experienced -horse- 
watchers in the kingdom, who says that in his opinion it is long odds on Atlantic, 
George Frederick and Apology against the field, no matter how good some of the 
outsiders may turn out.’’—Sporting Correspondent in Weekly Times. 

*T was in the prime of Angrust Sime, 
A morning calm and still, 

With boys.on backs, some Leger cracks: 
Were going “ through the mill.” 

And some were hot and some were not, 
And some went with a will 


The trainer trained, the morning waned; 
To breakfast all went home. 

Then, dank with sweat and heavy wet, 
A tout did onward roam. 

He’d seen them tried—oh, he was “ wide,’’ 
He’d cut that trainer’s comb. 


Now as he went, he felt sexe spent, ; 
For he’d been up all night— 

Been drinking beer, and something clear 
And colourless and white. 

So feeling mixed, and somewhat fixed, 
He sat and roared outright : 


‘*T know I'm boozed, but that’s. excased-— 
Ex-cusable I mean— 

When one has been and gone and seen 
Of fillies fast the queen.’’ 

Another draught he took and laught— 
“The Leger’s won, I ween!”’ 


What had he done, this dirty one, 
To make him feel such joys ? 

Why did he leer, and then with fear, 
Move on and make no noise ?, 

Why did he shout when. he gotiouty 
And lose his equipoise ? 

Well did he know the: to 

- When once on blio road oP 

Away, away, for he could stay— 
And soon indoors he strode. 

But in his mind there lay confined 
A dreadful heavy load. 
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count it before leaving; he can’t do that without missing this train 
which, if you give me a ticket, I shall catch, and thus get a start of 
him. The clerk did as desired ; but Mr. Bung, unaware of the conse 
quences, concluding to miss the train if he stopped, bolted off, leaving 
his change altogether, and was speedily lost among the labyrinth of 
arches underground, where he was followed by a myrmidon (for the 
pores) of the company, and there-expiated his ignorance of the Bye 

ws by never being heard of since. Helen, who remained behind 
very imprudently married the clerk and:eighteen shillings a weelsy 
when natural consequences followed in theshape of twins, her husband, 
not unreasonably, began to think his ties somewhat too cumbrous 
for the aforesaid income; which bre resolved themselves into 
the fact of the twins undertaking an +, etree at his instigation 
He was hanged, while Helen repented of her»misdeeds, and went on 
the stage. Mrs. Bung took to evil courses, and became female 
inspector to the School Board... Master Bang: quite recovered, andiis 
an ornament to society. 

Being unable myself towdiscoversanymoral: to be conveyed in. this 
sketch, the author whois able to deduce‘one may dramatise itimthe 
form he may think fittest. I won’t tell Mr. Hollimgshead. 





Three nights and days, in diff’rent ways, 
Three stables had he watched. 
‘Ha, ha, my boy !”’ said he, with joy, 
‘‘ You never once got cotched. 
Atlantic, first, you saw well nurst, 
His rate you truly notched. 


“‘ George Fred’rick next your spirit vext, 
But soom you found his test; 
The flying mare next made you stare, 
I’m-sure you think she’s best.” 
And with a grin this man of gin 
Sank peacefully to rest. 
Avasrun. 


Answers to Correspondents: 


[We cannot return unaecepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they ere accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do- not: hold ourselves. 
responsible for loss.) 

M. (Cheltenbam).—We are under the impression that. questions of 
theology and faith cannot be advantageously treated in a comic paper. 

R. (Kilburn).—The MS. was returned, and if lostin the post.was lost 
owing to the very defective wrapper sent with it. Perhaps you thought 
it was not worth a wrap. 

G. S. M.—We don’t care. for verse with only two rhymes to four lines. 

R. G. (Dalston).—We’re sick of “ Dick’s father and John’s son.” 
Apply to Herald’s College, or the Anthropological Saciety, for goodness’ 

e 





light literature. 


GrowLer.—If you don’t like Ramsgate or Margate; why not try New- 


gate. Living ts cheap there! 

F. ( Lincoln’s-inn).—It.was written by the late Sir George Rose. 

C. H.—Much obliged for cutting. 

Declined with thanks :—G. H. K.; S. J., Bristol ; B., Dusham; F.S. L.; 
N., Great Russell-street; H., Stoke Newington ; L. C.; M. E., Manchesters 
H. T., Abingdon; S., Dublin; Theorist; Seth P.; W., Kingsland ;.C., 
Norwood; All-a-barn-eh?; V., Ampthill ; P., Seething-lane ; N., 
Euston-road; R. S. T.; G., Oakley-road ; Sa ; C., South Hornsey ; 
Toots the Second; Alias Josaphat; T, Horncastle; H. W: BR. 
Autolycus; C. W. B., Dandee; R. 8S. D, Liv ; Inveterate 
R. W.; A Dwarf Dog ;.G., Highbury; D: W., 5 Wallaby 
F. G., Walworth; E., Leeds; L., Bridgwater; Exonian ; S.; Torquay; Mak+ 
gate Dick; One who Knows; F., Warrington. 


we we we 








Srerra—The lines are about as brilliant as London gas. We prefer’ 
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Pi) MONTHLY MAG-PIE. 
i Avoust. 
| + In the New Monthly we have some very readable papers of a semi- 
antiquarian uature, which, however, while conveying information, are 
10 not of the dryasdust kind. The verse unluckily scarcely keeps pace 


with the other contents, which isa pity. It is a periodical of a class 
to dispense altogether with the ordinary “ magazine verse ’’—than 
which, if possible, this is even feebler—and should give genuine 
poetry, or nothing at all. 

Chambers’s Journal winds up “ The Best of Husbands”’ rather sadly, 
and begins, with more than the usual force of early chapters, a new 
story entitled “'The Manor House at Melford.’’ The other contents 
will commend themselves to many readers, but there is perhaps just a 
preponderance of the signature * W.C.,’’ in a periodical which, until 

recently, was anonymous. 
“The chief feature of the monthly part of the Penny Illustrated Paper 
(beyond its record, pictorial and literary, of passing events) is the story 
of “The Three Red Knights,” which Mr. J. Latey, jun., translates 
with great spirit from the vivid original by Paul Féval. 

We doubt whether even a novel by so talented’a writer as Mrs. 
Riddell, who opens the ball this month, can redeem London Society, the 
fate of which seems prophetically hinted at in Harrison Weir's clever 


CROSBY'S BALSAMIC COUGH ELIXIR 


8 specially recommended by several eminent hysicians, i and by Dr. ROOK E 
I Scarborough, author ote Anri-Lawcst. » It has i used with the 


most signal success for Asthma, Bronchitis, Consumption, Coughs, Influenza, 
Consumptive Night Sweats, Spitting of Blood, of Breath, and all 
affections of the and Chest. 


Bold in bottles at is. $d., 4s. 6d., and 11s. each, all respectable Chemists, and 
wholesale by JAS. M. CROSBY, Chemist, ee 

®,* Invalids should read Crospr’s Prise Treatise on ‘‘ Diseases of the 
Lungs and Air Vessels,” a copy of which can be had gratis of all 
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COOK’S EXCURSIONS. 


Jemima :—" Wuicn ME AND ANN, MUM, WHEN IT WILL BE CONWENENT FOR YOU TO GO TO THE SEASIDE, AS WHILE YOU'RE AWAY 
WE WAS THINKIN OF RUNNING DOWN OURSELVES TO THE SEASIDE AT GREENWICH OR GRAVESEND.” 


icture of “‘ London Society gone to the’”—no! “ at the Dog Show.’’ 
e only other picture particularly noticeable is that of Mr. George 
Cruikshank, jun., and that is only noticeable because in it he has been 
good enough to réchaufer a drawing he did for the Pictorial World. 
London society of course converses in French, and so the magazine of 
that name must deal in that tongue. Accordingly we have some gal- 
licisms that do credit to “Stratford-atte-Bowe.” Mr. P. Fitzgerald 
talks about “the Gaieteé’’ theatre, the ‘“‘ Debatés” paper, and “‘ L’ ceuvres 
du théatre,” which we fancy would hardly pass muster at St. Souper, 
where Mr. A. a-Beckett, ‘‘ Playing at Society,” finds people living on 
the floor above a hussier, whatever that may be! But it is left for 
the author of “ Vinette”’ to crown the edifice, by proving (if rhythm 
and rhyme mean anything) that in Opéra Bouffe, the first word isa 
disyllable, ‘“‘ Opra”’ and the second is “‘ boof,” to chime with “ hoof, 
aloof, roof, and proof.” 

The Young Gentleman’s Magazine brings “ the Field of Ice’’ to what 
must be almost its close. ‘ Johnny Ironsides,’’ with its decided anti- 
German sympathies, is concluded. The other papers are of the regular 
standard, and the whole number a good one. 


Wirn Aporocres To American Covsins.—Base Ball Players— 
Billiard Sharpers. 


DR. ROOKE'S 
ANTI-LANCET. 


A** who wish to preserve health, and thus prolong life, should 
read Dr. Rooke's ‘‘ Anti-Lancet,” or, ‘‘Handy Guide 
to Domestic Medicine,” which can be had gratis from any 
Chemist, or post free from Dr. Rooke, Scarborough. Concerning this 
book, which contains 168 pages, the late eminent author, Sheridan 
Knowles, observed :—“ Jt will be an incalculable boon to every person 
who ean read and think.” ~ 


{Avavusr 22, 1874. 
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MISPLACED METAPHOR. 


I tovep her with the deepest love | inne | 
My nature ever knew. | 

I vowed her eyes than heaven above | 
Were far more deeply blue. | 

She gave me a bewitching smile | 
That bade my panting brain 

With metaphor her heart beguile 
Of far more lofty strain. 


I vowed her nose was like a bud 
Upon some rose-bush fair ; 

That sunset in its golden flood 
Compared not with her hair. 

I said although the peaches blushed 
When rivalled by her cheek, 

Their hue, however red they flushed, 
Beside her bloom was weak. 


I swore her teeth were far more white 
Than any orient pearl. 
(I hoped my flattery would delight 
That rich and charming girl.) 
I called on coral to outvie 
Her lips, without a peer. 
I said the coral was passed by, 
And hailed it with a sneer. 


I had some other things on hand 
I wanted to throw in, 

About her ear, you'll understand, 
And some about her chin. 

But she did not, it seemed to me, 
Appreciate my skill ; 

Although I spread it thick you see, 
And with a right good will. 


The next dance came, her partner came, 
They went away to dance. 

I thought I heard her ask my name. 
I saw her partner’s glance. 

“Don’t know,” said he, “ what it may be, 
But surely he belongs 

To those it’s clear who earn their beer, 
By writing words for songs!” 
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LATEST FROM HANLEY. 


First Collier :—“ Dipst HEAR T’ROW LAST NoIGHT?” 

Second Collier :—** Noa; wor wor IT Anoor?” sie 
First Ditto ;—“* Wuy, a CoLLigk AN’ A CHRISTIAN WOR FOIGHTIN . 
Second Ditto :—“ An’ WHICH ’UN LBATHBRED ? ”’ 

First Ditto :—“ Wuor, T’CoLLtsR, TO BE SURE.” 


Very Fishy. | 


Ir is a form of remark in Billingsgate circles that hot | 
weather is me/t-ing. | 
t 








12. The gentleman who has always a foul and offensive story to tell 


A GENTLEMANLY BAKER'S DOZEN. eT las Leaneccie ten ae canieiel 


1. Tus gentleman who spunges on his friends until he gets money a: ls anon Newer defend h 
1 : freal . us or brother to defend her. 
. 5 OE OS. eS Sa ane. ante SNR 13. The gentleman who will recognise everybody but himself in 
2. The same gentleman when he is connected with journalism and this list. 
thinks it his duty to abuse those who fed him. 


3. The gentleman who sneers at everything he doesn’t understand , Bedfordbury- j 
and who has therefore lots of work cut out oe him. ; Dr. Lanxestsr thinks the Duke of Bedford's gatekeepers have a 


4. The gentleman who is not ashamed or afraid to wear one shirt for reninive right to kill cabmen. If somebody had got the right to 


: . : . coroners when they make idiotic assertions, we might save some- 
eet insulted and his honour at stake thing in fees, and prevent a time-honoured institution from becoming 


idi : duk d ibl le 
5. The gentleman who isn’t above begging half-crowns when he a yong Ay ea We Se a eae Meee Pens Foy 


can get them, and doesn’t despise sixpences; but who feels outraged TE ee. a 
whenever professional borrowing is talked about in his presence. Sporting Intelligence. 


6. The gentleman whose wife goes shabby, and whose children look An announcement published in the sporting papers states that a 
upon b and butter asa luxury and new boots with wonder; but | well-known Sheffielder has offered £100 for a handicap. We don’t 
who is regarded at tavern bars and pot-and-screw clubs as one of the | know the current price of these things, as ’re not used in our family ; 
best fellows in the world, dear boys. but trust the perchase may be compl and the bargain found 

7. The gentleman who despises people who were “ brought up” at | satisfactory on both sides. 
hard work; and forgets—or tries to—the time when he was “ brought | 
up” by a policeman. And what’s worse, taken away again. 

8. The gentleman who objects to the society of tradesmen—when A Nomex .counrray contains an advertisement for “two 
he can’t borrow any more money of them. cloggers who can il ps om, We should think large feet must 


9. The gentleman who knows everything and has been everywhere, | be quite an acquisition among cloggers and their employers. Brown 
but who has never been seen away from Fleet-street and the purlieus says perhaps they’re an accomplishment as well; but we don’t mind 








—— ——_— 


Foot-it! 


thereof. 

10. The gentleman who writes smart things, and says that editors 
are afraid to put them in their papers. (They are.) 

11. The gentleman who repeats other people’s jokes as his own, and 
speaks of the original jokers as duffers. 


A Small Result. 


Wuen the Chairman of a teetotal society in council assembled 
proceeds to “ take the sense of the meeting.” 


VOL. XX. 































































RS eT 1 


i TR 


salle dntnatatiatlieaetasineih ttt tities emanate eae aoa 
en _ eee an oe en at ; 


— 2 


LE. 























































ae = ge ee : 
ihe ~ dipmgipe M a . Oth: tai 
: Rpm - om lit ae i 
uaa. & vo 


- 
6 alan 
PO ee a 


den apt ne ene 
, ep nttdecagieina 
a 
ope : 


eo 


Hm 2 agree 
“ 


» 
Se mene 
ee er a oe 
. er 


aut 2% 
at se. 
oe “7 

" fe 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Aug. 26, 1874. 
“A LUCKY ESCAPE. 
es Q 1” the message ran ; 


1”? 
Lat all reme —all a cae 
read of 


man— 
at while there's life there's hope. 
ste aeeataeae 
0 0 
For not he might have died ; 
For loss is worst os oe betide — 
Then, life has little hope. 


But now once more the Marshal's free 
. oe ema a cope. 
time we all may see— 
In time with\us he may “a 
That while there's life there’s hope. 








THE LITTLE STORY. 


Dramatis Persone.—A Supernumerary Béitor. A. Preposterous 
Contributor. 


Scenz: The Fun Office. 


Preposterous CoxtrisvutTor. ~ Editor in ? 

Supernumerary Epiror.— Dead. 

P. 0.—The as favour me. (Produces roll of manuscript.) Here is 
a little story which I will read to you. 


§S. E.—Oh, oh! 

P. C.—(Reads.) “Tt was the last night of the year—a naughty, 
noxious, offensive t. Inthe principal sttest of San Francisco ’’—— 

S. E.—Confound Francisco ! 

P. C.—That’s all very well, but it had to be somewhere, you 
know. (Reads.) 

“In ipal street of San Francisco stood a small female 
fel time like a volunteer. Her little bare feet imprinted 
cold kisses on the paving-stones as she put them down and drew them 
up ‘ The chilling rain was having a good time with her 
scalp, and toyed y with her hair—her own hair. The night- 
wind shrewdly searched her tattered garments, as if it had suspected 
her of smuggling. She saw crowds of determined-looking people 
grimly ruining themselves in toys and confectionery for the dear ones 
at home, and she wished she was in a position to ruin a little on her 
own account. Then, as the happy throng sped past her with loads of 
things to make the children sick, she leaned against an iron lamp-post 
in front of a bake-shop and turned on the wicked envy. She 
thought, poor thing, she would like to be a cake—for this little girl 
was very hungry indeed. Then she tried again, and thought she 
would like to be a tart with smashed fruit inside; then she would 
be warmed over every day and nobody would eat her. For the child 
wascold as well as hungry. Finally, she tried quite hard, and thought 
she could be very well content as an oven ; for then she would be kept 
always hot, and people would put all manner of good things into 
her with a long shovel.” 

S. E.—I've read that somewhere. 

P. C.—Very likely. This little story has never been rejected by 
any paper to which I have offered it. It gets better, too, every time 
I write it. When it first appearedin the San Francisco News Letter 
the editor said it cost him a hundred subscribers, it was so execrably 
bad. Just mark the improvement! (Reads.) 

“The hours glided by—except a few that froze to the pavement— 
until midnight. The streets were now deserted, and the almanac 
having predicted a new moon about this time the lamps had been 
conscientiously extinguished. Badienly a . rent globe of sound fell 
from an adjacent church-tower, and exploded on the night with a deep 
metallic boom. Then all the clocks and bells in town ringing-in 
the New Year—pounding, and banging, and yelling, and finishing off 
all the nervous invalids left over from the preceding Sunday. The 
little orphan started from her dream, leaving a small patch of skin on 
the frosted lamp-post, clasped her thin blue hands and looked upward, 
‘ with mad disquietude’ ”’ 

S. E.—In the Salt Lake Herald it was “‘ with covetous eyes.” 

P. C.—I know it; hadn't read Byron then. Clever dog, Byron. 

Reads. 
. Preseatty a cranberry tart dropped at her feet, apparently from 
the clouds.” 

S. E.—How about those angels ? 

P. C.—The editor of the Chicago Tribune cut ’em out. He said 
Chicago was no place for them; and I don’t believe London—— 

S. E.—There, there! Never mind. Go on with the little story. 
P. C.—(Reads.) “ As she stooped to raise the tart a veal sandwich 
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Next a wheaten 

made her dodge nimbly, and then a broad ham fell flat-footed at 

her toes. A sack of Indian meal burst in the middle of the street; a 

side of bacon impaled itself on an iron npohing pasts Pretty soon a 
4 


e whizzing down, and clipped one of her ears. 


loaf 


chaim of sausages fell in a circle around her, flattening out as if a 
road-steamer had passed over them. Then there was a lull—nothing 
came down but dried fish, cold puddings, and flannel urider-clothing ; 
ay her wishes began to take effect again, and a quarter of 

descended with terrific momentum upon the top of the little 


— head! ”’ 
‘ oa did the editor of the New Yorx Times like. that quarter 
0 

P. C.—Oh, he swallowed it like a little man, and stuck in a few 
dressed pigs of his own. I've left them out, because I don’t want 
outsiders altering the Little Story. (Reads.) 

“One would have thought that ought to suffice; but not so. 
Bedding, shoes, firkins of butter, mighty cheeses, ropes of onions, 
quantities of loose jam, kegs of oysters, titanic fowls, crates of crockery 
and glassware, assorted house-keeping things, cooking-ranges, and 
tons of coal poured down in broad cataracts, piling themselves above 
that infant toa depth of twenty feet. The weather was more than 
two hours clearing up; and as late as half-past three a ponderous 
hogshead of sugar struck at the corner of Clay and Kearney-streets, 
with an impact that shook the peninsula like an earthquake, and 
stopped every clock in town. 

*“At daybreak the good merchants arrived upon the scene with 
shovels and wheelbarrows, and before the sun of the new yéar was an 
hour old they had provided for all these provisions—had stowed them 
away in their cellars, and nicely arranged them on their shelves, ready 
for sale to the deserving poor.”’ 

8S. E.—And the little girl—what became of her ? 

P. C.—You mustn’t get ahead of the little story. (Reads.) 

“When they had got down to the wicked little orphan who had 
not been content with her lot, some one fetched a broom, and she 
was carefully swept. Then they lifted her tenderly, and carried her 
to the coroner. That functionary was standing in the door of his 
office, and with a deprecatory wave of his hand he said to the man 
who was bearing her— 

“*There—go away my good fellow; there was a man here three 
times yesterday trying to sell me that identical map.’”’ : 


FOND REMEMBRANCE. 


Upon a steamer 
An idle dreamer 
Floated adown tow’rds Margate Pier ; 
“ Afore the funnel 
Close by the gunnel,”’ 
He, smoked his Cuba and drank his beer. 


In rumination 
And meditation 
He passed his time, and the miles flew by ; 
And dreams of ‘boyhood, 
That time of joyhood, 
Awoke his senses, and dimmed each eye. 


Again a scholar, 
With clean round collar, 
He played with marbles and such like toys. 
‘¢ Another drink, sir,’’ 
I'll have, I think, sir,— 
He drank the mem'ry of early joys. 


Then days, when older, 
With love made bolder, 
He first of sweethearts began to think, 
Rose up in fancy— 
He thought of Nancy— 
He thought, and ordered a special drink. 


Drinking and dreaming, 
And onward steaming, 
They reached the goal, and they ne’er got sunk. 
The shame is burning, 
But when returning, 
I can’t help thmking my man was drunk. 


Smali Thunder. 

Tue Thunderbolt is dead. It seems to have died for the purpose of 
showing that it once lived, for its final number was the first we ever 
saw. For the convenience of those who would like to know what the 
Thunderbolt was, we may as well state that it was a Plymouth 
‘‘comic,” the comicality of which must have evaporated during the 
process of printing. 
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SHE TRUE STORY OF BAZAINE’S ESCAPE.* 
(Semeran Tetzemgaruic Desratcu rrom ovr Sprciat TELEGRAPHIC 


CoMMISSIONER.) 


Arthe moment of telegraphing the flag of Germany waves over 
Bazaine the Free! You may remember that when we removed the 
flag of Germany from our first floor window aftep the last Royal 
Welcome, I told-you it would.goon be wanted again. That flag, care- 
fully congealed in my portmanteau, accompanied me some three weeks 
ago to the Ble de Sainte Marguerite. That played an important 


part in the escape which, when these lines you, will be a matter 
of-history. The Escape of Bazaine was planned and excouted by 
Speciat , , alone-and; unaided. Facta speak for th es. 
Lat a * . * - 


ceseir ! Ace seir, James! 


Aghille—a 
We: called each other: by our christian. names, I was attached to } 


hia, staff before. circumatances compelled me to join yours. F had. 
interxiewed him and atuanged every detail of his eseape, but 
refused to leave, hia prison. I was under contract 
several imports nt journals, i ing your own, to make him the hero 
theidull . Leader ial despatches, full and authentic 





and waiting a signal from me. I swore he } 
* 


aceounts were wri 
should Jeave his prison that night. He did. - 


Two hours after sunset I was again in his eell. Every effart to 
him to eseape had! been fruitless, At last I resorted to 
i I mesmerised him. 


wag dead ‘te the present—but not to theypast. 
on ae I whispered, “you are.in Meta, You myst get out,” 
+“ can’ 2? 
“ You must ; the eyes of Europe are uponyyou.”’ 
‘Youn rope ! Where ig it ?”’ 
‘| Here; ”’ and I handed him the now historical cord. ' le 
He ties it carefully to the bar of the cell window and fried its 


‘e ¢ is your-weight ?” I asked, anxiously, 

“ Pwenty-cight stone hy the Patent Weighing Chair.” 

“Good; the cord will just. bear you.” 

‘“ You are sureT-am getting out of Metz, James?’ 

“ Quite.” The next instant he was outside, swinging in the cold 
night air. 

= this moment a goaler entered eautiously. ‘*I fancied I heard 
something escaping,” he exclaimed. 

‘You did. It was the gas; turn it off at the meter.” 

He turned contemptuously on his heel and retired. I ran to the 
door and locked it. Then I looked through the window. The 
Marshal was still swinging in the cold night air. ' 

“T want to get into Metz again—it’s warmer there,” he wailed. 

‘‘ Nonsense. Drop!” 

He dropped himself, and a French oath immediately afterwards. 

‘“‘ This is very hard !”’ ; 

He referred to the rock upon which he had just alighted. 

“ Tf the rocks hurt you try a.piece of (f)lint.” : 

Fhe moon rose grandly over the waters, and by its pearly light he 
saw the joke. He inyited me down. The vicissitudes. of a. hfe 
devoted. to.sensational, literature had made me.an adept in the art of 
lowering myself, and in a moment I was by his side. No boat was to 
be seen, the sea was fearfully rough. , 

Suddenly a brilliant idea, struck me. Drawing the account of the 
man. and fight from my pocket I laid it on the beach. Land and 
water refused to swallow it, therefore it would float npon the ocean. 
I made it into a.paper boat and we seated ourselves in it. 

We endeavoured ona map of Hanley. to identify the locality of the 
fight, and were instantly af sea. 

I borrowed half-a-crown of the Marshal and raised the wind. 

I hoisted “‘ Full Confession of Our Own Commissioner,” and we had 
a raid sail, 

At the side of the first ship we met I parted with the Marshal. 

His nether garments had sustained sundry damages in transit. I 
handed him the flag of Germany, and with portions of that he repaired 
them. 

“ Thus,” he exclaimed, as he stood proudly on the deck of an Italian 
yacht, “thus will I invade the territory of our enemy. When next 

ou hear of me the despised Marshal of France have entered 
logne. Farewell!” 
* * * © = 

This is the true story of the Marshal's escape, To my editor first 
and then to posterity I look for due appreciation of my efforts. 
What form. will it take, I wonder? 


Spoons on him! 
Tus real “ Fiddle Pattern.’’— Herr Joachim. 
* Delayed in transmission. 
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AMBITION. 


It, perhaps, is utter folly, 
But I very often say 
It must be extremely jolly 
Writing a successful play. 
How some people seem to do it 
Js a puzzle to the press ; 
P believe when they get through it 
They're surprised at their success ! 


How shall I, this.end attaining, 
Be writer for the stage ? 
By 9 litele ‘paper staining,” 
ppily become “ the rage!” 
What should be the plot and poaion, 
What the teaching it sheuld dlaim— 
Old.or medern in its fashion— 
What should be the end.gnd aim ? 


hall it besevere and moral-- 
Tragie—eomic—or b ? 
Norman. keep—or groves of coral-— 
Pupgniture, or picturesque ? 
Giple-witheminimum of flounces-— 
Crowds of “super” men at apms-— 


Bl le fire - ounees-— 

Dhunder, tning, and “ mp 
Shall it be.a page romantic 

Qut of value of Debrett ? 

Where e aay“ you bot” ? 

it bedeam Hartera story, 
arm with sun of Southern.clime ? 

Bell of love—or full of glory— 
Quite absurd, or quite sublime ? 


@eries these for hard solution— 
Like to sucking marble eggs— 
Let us try reconstitution 
Both in politics and legs! 
Flags and ‘ fleshings ’’—chalk and cheering— 
oise and “ Bynkum’’— paint and show— 
And-the're’s very little fearing 
Politics and plays will “ go! ’’ 


One great item to diseover 

Is a handsome, clean-limbed girl ; 
Who can play a page or lover, 

And can drink her “ early purl ’’— 
Fair of hair and fair of feature— 

Eyes of fire, and form divine— 
‘Spirit’ hiddén beneath “ creature — 

Like a pearl dissolved in wine. 


All this Psyche knows of Cupid 
Is cupidity—andabe 
For her face—so fair, but stupid— 
Draws her weekly 9 
She can dance—oh! can't she! crikey! 
With white-wavings of her arms! 
People like agoulless Psyche, 
a Venus in her charms! 






= - . . 
I’ve consulted a ight; 
Hip advice is Clie abanceaiee 


A new piece, of course, you may write. 
But the waste of work is great, 
Therefore, spite of cynics’ sorrow, 
And what critics may advanee-— 
Steal—I beg your pardon—bosgow, : 
All your plots and plays from France.” 





Live and Let Live, 

A GENTLEMAN wishes to sell “a grand setter bitch, all liver, that has 
been shot over two seasons.’’ This must be quite a natural curiosity. 
A dog that has been shot for more than two seasons must be very 
deadly lively as well as all liver. 





Shocking Injustice. 
Ar Westminster Police-court last week a man was fined five 
shillings for drinking bad champagne. And the man who sold it 
remains untranspo to this day. How sad! 
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ALEXANDRINE AND PARK-LIKE JOCULARITY. 


Tall Book-maker :—“ Binuy ’ERE SHOULD GIT ’I8 NAME PUT IN THE ‘ LanpED Gentry.’ ” 

Mr. Moses :—“ Lanpzep Suzntry, vy ?” 

cH T. B.:—“Why, rYrom wor ’s says. ‘E’s LANDED ON EVERY RACB TO-DAY. THERE AINT A MORE ’EAVILY LANDED GENT IN 
te! Hencoiarp!” 


Py ARTFUL. DOTS AND LINES. 
; MarsHat Bazarne reported to be in several places at once. LEvery- 
ae ‘ AID the waiter in a | ‘ime is possible toa marshal of France, it seems. — Agricultural 
whisper Labourers’ march began to halt, and then halted altogether. — Ex- 
As he handed me | /¥24tic at Bristol, restored to reason by jumping out of window, 
wanted to punish his warder. Was it for letting him jump, or allow- 


oy oe oe ou like | i him to be cured ? = The Earl of Mar claims the Mar estates at 
, Se elie Alloa, “‘ of considerable value.” Mar abdéve par! — The Temple Bar 
> 


, , question remains undecided. It will probably do so until the Bar 
mee y roe om settles it for itself. —- Man taken burgling at Tove, having been dis- 
= “after having served part of his sentence’’ for a jewel 

- Tickets-of-leave are simply to make jailor’s work easy by 
ao ie long | bolding out prizes for seeming good conduct. = Two “ canoeists,” 
8 apparently the latest euphemism for “ idiots,’ nearly drowned off 


Once you gave to me Sonny. 


gone by, Ra ; w a n . i 

A msgate. Better call them “ ca-noodles.” — Bismarck received a 
PP wilting. nOW | Saxon military band in Berlin, showed them over his house, and gave 
" D8» them beer. Has he ever visited Blarney ? = Row at the Royal. 


Or ° illing another | rhe Odger family distinguished itself. Let’s hope it’s a Jast 
Now the best of fish | *PPCrance- 





Thus he spoke od “List! List! oh, List!” 

heaved a sigh. A Friend of ours who now and again thinks, when he has nothing 

: better to do, writes us a letter containing the following information :— 

Yes, I always buy a waiter, “* List’ men have had a shocking bad time of it lately. Pugi-lists are 

When at civic feast a guest ; now things of the past, and happily it seems almost impossible to 

The return is vastly greater, dream of their revival. Street instrumenta-lists have had a severe 

For you get of helps the best. worrying the last year or two, and now the poor two-to-one bar-one 

And for every coin expended, men are prohibited from exposing their lists. The only lists now on 

Now on this you may depend, exhibition are the Spiritua-lists, and the sooner they dry up the 

All the choicest has been blended ; better.” We distinctly decline to pay for this, as everybody knew it 

Yes, for every coin e ded, before, and we only print it so that the gentlemen who contribute so 

I’ve been carefully iended, largely to our waste-paper basket shall know the sort of stuff we 
Been looked after to the end. don’t want. 
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. A LUCKY ESCAPE. 


France :—“ AH, YOU’VE MANAGED TO SHOW SOME ABILITY AT LAST. WHAT A PITY, FOR THE SAKE OF 
YOUR HONOUR AND MY GLORY, THAT YOU DID NOT DISCOVER IT EARLIER!” 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 387. | 

AWAY, away, 

To the salt sea-spray, 

From flurry and worry— 

For respite from care, 
For change and fresh air 

They cheérfully hurry. 

. When a piece you produce | 

Beware of the goose. | 

It saved Rome, so they say, | 


.= ; 
wae 


es 


Bat it’s death to a play. 
2: My pencil fetch, 
I'll make a sketch— 
No finished work, with toil pervaded, 
But jast the mere contours unshaded. 


3. A-little narrow winding way, 
A liedge each side and trees o’erhead ;— 
A thorough English scene, you'll say, 
As has by poets oft been said. 
4. A potent fluid, whose rigation 
Can make or mar a reputation. 
5. How often have I, when I fished, 
To catch this silvery fellow wished ! 
6. It’s overgrown with ivy boughs, 
It holds a chair and table, 
And there I mildly niake carouse 
Whenever I at able. 
Pheu; fagaces! Postémus, 
How rapidly they fly from us, | 
ne or e’éra bed-post twinkles, 
nd leave us bat grey hairs and wrinkles. 
Soxrvrion or Acrostic No. 385. Grouse, Plenty : 
Gasp, Roll, Oroide, Union, Sackbat, Empty. 
) , A No, ad 19th Aug: :— 
Connnct Boxvrions or Acros} Teireaive oct Sie 


M.; Deré; Mufties; - Little ; 
5: aga aid Ross; Tom 3 
. : ve 
fe: Tea-at Bryan's; W. W. G. W.;.2 ak 
ot os Tamaroo 3 Boh; Spheroid ; 
Poiled Owt: Ineurance Broker Sank P. ;' Bl Prieto; 
Nevarec; Zoological Dido; Pilliloo ; ‘ee 7 Triges ; Cliff ; 
Josberton Partridges; Weston Iodine; Chump; Dubble and 
Merak; Eric (Mona); Ozone; Three Larks; Billy the Red; 
Smug; Samuel B. ; Brockley Jack; Margate Ozone; Slodger 
and Timey ; Doctor Brixton; Rodrigo. . 
Spheroid.—_We note your complaint. Itis better to conform 
to the usual mode of spelling, that being the plan on which the 
Acrostic is based. 


7. 






PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 

British Marine Alge (Bazaar Office, Wellington-street), is a. well- 
executed popular account of what we foolishly speak of.as ‘‘sea- 
weeds.” Mr. W. H. Grattamn writes clearly, and is, while 
scientifically acquainted with the subject, not too profuse in learned 
titles and technicalities. The illustrations are very delicate, and will 
greatly assist the beginner to identify his specimens. 

Giant-Land (Henderson, Red Lion-court) isa cheap re-issue of a 
tale which appeared in Our Young Folks’ Budget. Mr. Proctor's 
spirited illustrations alone are worth the price of the book, which has 
an effective coloured wrapper. 

The Gwide to Sheerness-on-Sea and the Isle of Sheppey (Times Office*) 
is an exhaustive little handbook for visitors to a locality which, as the 
brochure iteelf admits, is not as well-known and appreciated as it might 
be. From its pages we learn that Sheerness, being situated on an isle, 
is ‘‘ best approached by water,” that it is made up of several “‘ towns,”’ 
and, being -on the sea, boasts a beach and bathing. . The Great Eastern 
resides there, and Shoeburyness. lives on the Essex coast opposite. Its 
wild animals are chiefly sea-gulls and oysters, and it has a rival in 
‘Queenborough which “looks down semewhat on the pretensions of 
the rest of the island.” It revels also in the possession of a geology 
and a climate, together with ancient inhabitants. However, joking 
apart, the guide will be very useful to visitors. 

From Messre. Warne we have received four imens of Aunt 
Louisa’s Toy-Books, which represent the Zoological Garden’s section, 
and contain several illustrations ia colours of tremendously wild:and 
fierce looking animals, which are-however balanced by some innocuous, 
inoffensive, and zather \toy-shop leoking creatures. The “ libretto ”’ 
is very amusing, and contains an amount of true humour which will 
doubtless be found useful in teaching children what the illustrations 
are intended to represent. Altogether the books are bound to be as 


* Subaudi Sheermess Times. 
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SHINE-Y. 


Mrs. Sourkraut Brown :—“Ir's no vst, Brown; I've SAID 80 BEFORE, 


AND I teti you I’m pergermMinep I1——’’ 
Shoeblack :—“ D'ygR YEAR, SIR; GOING TO HAVE A SHINE?” 


popular as the rest-of the series, though an occasional visit to the 
‘Gardens in the Regent’s Park will be found of material assistance to 


the youthful students, who might otherwise grow up rivals to the fame 
of the celebrated heraldic painter. 

Grammar: Land (Houlston and Wright) is a little book written with 
the praiseworthy object of making the study of English compodition 
not only easy but agreeable and entertaining. It is likely, if: it 
obtains the fortune it deserves, to be popular with the rising genera- 
tion, for re of its merits as a guide to grammar, ) the 
narrative is , well told, and amusing. ‘The figures’ in the 
frontispiece are rather wooden, but the initial letters are nitely 
designed and well executed. 





Israel in Egypt. 

Tue Daily Independent has at last fixed a date for its first publica- 
tion, and all London is agog. (N.B.—No connection with the giants 
in Guildhall.) We are not prepared to say how long it will be after 
the Independent has come out before it will go in again ; but if’ the 
writing in its columns is to be anything like the verse whith has’ been 
issued as a kind of prospectus, we may expect to see the Commissioners 
de Lunatico Inquirendo buying up and suppressing the journal im the 
ee of a population which can stand a good deal, but which tarns 
a 





A Spirited Advertisement. 
We beg to call the attention of the spiritualists to this :— 
Fe a a Ee wn Soe 
with Mr. H—— he will oblige. ; 
Mr. H. does not distinctly state by what means the spirit of the 
solicitor who died on the 10th inst. is to communicate with him, but 
= resume he intends what is, by reporters, called “ the solicitors 
e. 
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BY-THE-BY. 


Enthusiastic but ill-mannered Admiror (to young Lady at piano) :—“ A DELIGHTFUL BALLAD, Miss Wars.sr, sr Jovs!” 
Miss W.:—“ Anp A LOVBLY PIANO—BY Broapwoop.” (Quietly.) 


(Noisily.) 








SEASONABLE SILLINESSES. 


From a great deal of correspondence upon nothing in icular and 
everything in general which is being constantly showered upon us just 
now, we select a few of the best and brightest examples, in the hope 
that they will compel a proper state of feeling in the minds of our 
readers, and remind them that there are seasons for everything— yea, 
even for being idiotic. So prevalent is the latter feeling just now 
that we feel the infection ourselves, and are half inclined to write a 
letter to The Times on the subject we know least about. But as we 
don’t know any subject upon which we're not competent to write 
exhaustively and critically, we restrain ourselves and attend to our 
own correspondence, the selections from which are as follows :— 


Srm,—Whene’er I take my walks abroad Ifeel quite at home. I 
generally make my way round by Temple Bar, and mantng with my 
eye in fine frenzy rolling at the corner of Chancery-lane, I, heedless 
of the traffic and the adjurations of the policeman to move on, conjure 
up recollections of times now gone, alas, never to return. Don’t tell 
me, sir, that the present moment is the happiest day of our lives—I 
know better, and I pine for the good old times.when George the 
Third was king, and the country was a country worth livingin. I 
gaze, sir, on Temple Bar, and weep to think that such a glorious 
structure should now be ridiculed by Leg Mapes printers’ devils, 
and such like small fry. To me, Temple is the finest piece of 


architecture in the world. And why? Because, sir, I am, yours very 
obediently, A Goop TEmp.ar. 


S1z,—Should a man emigrate to a free country or not ?—that is the 
question. And if not why rot?—tbat isthe answer so far as I am 
concerned. I once had a friend who emigrated to a free country, and 
thought he was going to do all manner of brave things, but he didn’t 
find everybody ina hurry to lt him take their goods and chattels 
away from them, and so he sat down and cried by the wayside. And 
a boy came up to him and said, “ Old man, why do you Pr” Andmy 
friend said, “* Because I am hungry, and thirsty, and tired, and weary, 








and I wish that I might die.”” But instead of being like the boy in 
the story books, and saying, “ Here is a lump of cake, old man,’’ this 
boy took up a rock and said, “‘ You lazy skunk get up—this is a free 
country, where everyone has to work for his living.” Of course after 
this my friend could not remain in such a benighted nation, and so he 
returned, and is now en , like the true gentleman he is, in living 
on his friends. And I don’t see why an y should emigrate when 
he has friends who can support him. Besides all this, Iam, yours 
fraternally, A Nositz Youne Man. 


Srm,— What do you think of the present state of the conditions of 
the api fy ome and Cesarewitch handicaps? I fancy they’re 
retty well, thank you; but I can’t understand why one horse should 
ve to carry more than another, i if he runs second in the 
Leger. I can’t as a rule understand an g much, but as I'm told 
that anybcdy should be able to see this I write to express my opinions 
in your valuable journal. Now if a horse runs second for a race it’s 
clear he doesn't run first, and so I think he’s entitled to due respect 
and consideration; and instead of being handicapped according to 
present arrangements be should be treated to some long oats, and 
warned not todo it again. I commend this to the Jockey Club, and 
beg to remain yours, sir, INFORMER. 





Why? 

Tus Saturday Review is to be congratulated on the acquisition of a 
new “ sportive contributor.” He apparently has never read that 
delight of all educated boys, The Last of the Mohicans, for he speaks of 
a horse named after the chief, Chi k, as “an unpleasantly- 
named ”’ horse, and then proceeds to give us this specimen of English, 
which would have done credit to poor old Nicholas :— 


Besides the turned loose Modena—and she should have been turned loose 
when it is remembered how she carried off autumn nurseries of 1872—there 
were those incessant performers, &c. 

To this we can only answer, “ Why ?” 
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CATS ! | 
Tue Evening Standard has been lately exercised in what it supposes 
to be its mind about the increase of slang, and makes several very , 
alarming statements, besides taking some eminent men to task for | p2”ted by a stamped 
indulging in! t@evulgar but expressive luxury. The ‘scholarly responsible for lass] 
and gentlemanly” writer of what for its length is a marvel of; O.R. Munro (Edinbuargh).—Not havingthe honour of your acqnaint- 
pompous ion. and want of logic, does not seem to be aware that a | ance, we fail to appreciate @he familiarity with Which you address us. 
good deal of what is ‘riow called slang was once part and parcel of the | Such “ familiarity” on youtmide “ breeds contempt” émours. 
written language; that what is now language was in several instances | Fumicator.—And very poor Tae ti beclioua tes ‘ 


once slang ; and that to make an arbitrary rule with regard to what is | as Odes wa. theo sa let thefiles at ¢ in ere 
and what is uot admissible in the way of colloquialism is impossible. Riaut (Manchester).—We wish you would ‘#ight® 1 We have 


He also doesn’t seem to know that there isa dictionary of English : 4 ; 
slang in existence; md when he talks of Macaulay defying grammar | an give up the attempt to mead your letiet, nob having the time to 


one cannot helpwishimg that Standard writers would do the same to iverpost). hat . 

the same purpose. Buittin addition to other objections the article in ante - See nicutie i Ry seelk Sabha Bos not the 
question is out of There is no more slipshod writing —for its | Ropgets.—Self-recentaend ation isso praise. 

weight—to be found @mywhére than in the Staidard, morning or; A.S.S.—But scarcy worth the 

evening. In #@.leadér fn a subsequent number, evidently the work No. 1 (Brixton-hill “What es ume? 
of the same sta@dent of “the exact method of writing the English | — (Galway) observaa+™ If you reas I sentiwortia givin (sic) in 
language,’ we are¢eld that Marshal Bazaine “‘ crept along a wall like | Fun, please do so.” Bitit)wedon't to think #, 

a cat.” Thesatewi Persia, Angora, the Isleof Man, the Royal Navy |  Amicus.—When you want to at @ men in print, ibis usual to begin 
and Newgate mtstiléek ‘to their laurels—so must the Great Wall of | by saying he does not know “ English grammar.” Wien it’s uotrue it 


Buskers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return’ tmaccepted MSS. @PGRMMMA,unless they are accom- 
and directed envelope, an @e do not hold ourselves 














“1S ‘on. deesn’t hurt him, and animses with the idea that you are 
China tremble fordtegepntation a. Fou 
H. T. (Kentish Town).—We will considerthe matter. 
Alarming! — (Windsor).—Thanks. 


AccorpiINnG to the Eeho a most extraordinary phenomenon took) (Seite) Fae ‘sorry, but owing to ili+iealthowelhave got in arrear 
lace at Chelsea the other e@escribed in our contemporary’s our correspondence. 
report of an inquest :— = , G. E. (Chelsea).—No, thank you! ais 
tani : Declined with thanks :—H. N., Cab; Walls ; G., Richmond ; 
acth, Chen, Seaman iste ewune reel an jcrked Nor tet ep = e = an I. 0. Us George, Li ; 4 Ns Manchester ; 
We were not a@ware that Chelsea was given to swinging found and | In Her Majesty's Service ; ~~ » &., LIVErpool ; 


ve ee : ~ | Vilikins; S. M, Eiell 3;J.G., Birmingha aj B., -st : 
jerking, and shall carefully avoid the neighbourhood in future, for it CP. T. Hornezetias EO , Stantioh town asad an = 2. Seaeseee . 
seems almost as shaky as our contemporary’s construction of sen- : 


H. G. W., Newmarkebp Wed. H., Greenwich ;J. M. Gig R., Wellington ; 
tences. T. W., Old Kent-roa@l; MuiL., Leeds ; P., Hulme; Nem; Oupar Fife. 








A NICE SGHOOL. 
“The authosities at the \iadustrial < Feltham have 
refused to receive.a boy on account of a di rem ent to 
his face. They wish ail their boys to look ——Daily Ft per. 


| 
| Tue Greeks of old, so we've been taught, 
| Considered it a bounden duty 





To turn their classic backs on aught 
That.could not boast the gift of beauty. 
This feature-worship still employs 
| pee ould Fate a nobler task had dealt "em }) 
he folk who choose but comely boys 
To ornament their school at Feltham. 
| How cotild \prédaic people think 

They would allow or scars or yineice 
| To mar lexions white an pink, 

And perfect lips and chins and dimples ? 

Let ugly boys the workhouse seek ; 

"Twas vain to plead, no words could melt ‘em— 

A face once marked by Nature's freak 
Was branded as unfit for Feltham. 


OE eee — 


The favoured lads whom fate has blessed 
With special grace of form and feature, 

Have doubtless on their minds i 

Their right to flout a plainer creature. 

Fit men their guides to fiercely flay— 

With scornful words one fain would pelt ’em ; 
But scorn and words are thrown away. 

On folk so vain as those at Feltham. 
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A Dead Certainty. 
Iv we may trust thé Windsor and Eton Express ‘the 
Mayor of Windsor has signed a notice of tolls which not 
unnaturally caused some excitement :— 


little excitement has been created in 
ially in the latter, by a 


noti i y Mayor of Window, stthen that frem and 
nies factor of Aeges it, hefoovine tak, onde 
the bridge with a dead corpse, 6s. $d. 

If the.charge fora héarse with ‘a dead corpse” is six. 
eee would the authorities make a reduction 
(say of the six ings) for.a live. corpse? 





HANSOM IS AS HANSOM DOES. 


al say, BILL, THIS CHAP CALLS HISSELF A Hanpsome CABBY—BLOWED 
IF DO. 


Mr. Priweor1'should give attention ‘to the chief trade 
of Sheffield av it— is vute-ry. 
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INCIDENT. 


Proprietor of small dog :—“‘ Hutto, Brown, WHAT DO YOU CALL THAT—A HUNTING DOG?” 
Brown (@ fancier) :—“ No; CAN’T YOU SEB, STOOPID, IT’S A LAP DOG—HE'LL LAP YOURS UP IN ABOUT A MINUTE IF YOU DON’T LOOK 
our. Hz’s susT BEEN INTO A BATHING MACHINE, AND BATEN AN OLD GENTLEMAN'S TROUSERS TO GIVE HIM AN APPETITE.” 


MONTHLY MAG-PIE. 

The Saturday Journal fully carries out its purpose 
magazine for the people, plentifully illustrated. The pictures appear 
for the chief part to be foreign, but they are well executed, and the 
letter-press is eminently ble, although here and there we meet 
with familiar reprint. 

Good Things shows no falling-off. 

Of the merits of The North and West (Hutchings and Romer, 
Conduit-street), written by D. Morley, and composed by H. Morley, it 
is sufficient perhaps to say that it is dedicated to the Duke and 
Duchess of Edinburgh, and that the words are commonplace, if not 
worse—at any rate where the following exquisite rhyme occurs— 

Welcome to your home 
In English hearts you'll find a place, they claim you for their own. 
The music, we may add, is quite as good as the words. 

Mignonette, a caprice pour piano, by Madame Burch La Deuze, is a 
very tasteful and pleasing composition. 

Received :—Le Follet, The Mirror, Our Young Folks’ Budget, The 
Gardener's Magazine, The Young Ladies’ Journal, Westminster Papers, 
Lesure Hour, Sunday at Home, Golden Hours, Town and Country, 
Cook's Excursionist. 


CROSBY’S BALSAMIC COUGH ELIXIR 


8 specially recommended several eminent physicians, and Dr. ROOEKE 
SS ee -Laxosr.”’ De hee te ed ea 


as a cheap 


most signal success for Asthma, Bronchitis, Infl 
Consumptive N! Suectn Gnitting af Biot, Gaatleam’ of a 
effections of the and Chest. 

by all respectable Chemists, and 


Sold in bottles at is. 9d., 4s. 6d., and ils. 
wholesale by JAS. M. CROSBY, Chemist, 

*,* Invalids should read Craossr’s Prize Treatise on ‘‘ Diseases of the 
Jango sad Air Vessels,” « copy of which can be bad gratis of all 








‘‘A Little Knowledge.” 

Tas American Gentleman’s Newspaper, Wilkes’s Spirit, which is 
sup by those who are not able to judge to know all about Eng- 
land and English people, has got in a slight fog about the latest 
Telegraphic invention, the dog and dwarf fight. Wiikes’s has confused 
Hanley with Henley, and thinks the performance, as described by 
“ Our Own,” was part of the regatta sports. The occasion is im- 
o_ of course, and Harvard and Atalanta are once more avenged. 

e’re sorry for the American gentlemen who have been led astray, 
and must apologise to them for not having had the battle by the side 
of the River Thames. And our sorrow is shared by the denizens of 
Peterborough-court, although they have got Brummy chained by the 
leg in the editorial sanctum. They'd like to have had it anywhere. 


A Walking Wedding. 
Txe Globe in its account of a recent marriage in high life describes 


how :— 

The bride walked on the arm of her father. 
We should fancy that the bridegroom must have been a little alarmed 
to see the acrobatic manner in which his future wife takes her walk- 


ing exercise. 


DR. ROOKE'S 
ANTI-LANCET. 


LL who wish to preserve health, and thus prolong life, should 

read Dr. Rookes ‘‘ Anti-Lancet,” or, ‘“‘Handy Guide 

to Domestic Medicine,” which can be had gratis from any 

Chemist, or post free from Dr. Rooke, Scarborough. Concerning this 

book, which contains 168 es, the late eminent author, Sheridan 

Knowles, observed :—‘‘ It will be an incalculable boon to every person 
who ean read and think.” 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, August 29, 1874. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 388. 


Wirn many a double, 
Through turnips and stubble, 
The dogs make their way, 
To hunt up the prey ; 
And when evening’s descended, 
And shooting is ended, 
With plenty of birds are the game-bags distended. 


1. Dom Perignon of Perpignan, 
A holy monk, and worthy man, 
Discovered first champagne, and eke 
To guard the bottle-necks from leak. 


2. The Gaul did to his ears his shoulders raise 
In giving his assent in native phrase. 
‘‘ Humph !”’ cried the Briton, “‘ how’s a chap to twig, 
When you just answer like a little pig ?”’ 


3. I do not like this kind of rue, 
To me it’s vapid, useless, crude ; 
There is no nourishment, ’tis true, 
In meat that isn’t fit for food. 


4. His Holiness sat down to mend 
A quill, and then a letter penned 
That, through all lands from end to end, 
He to the faithful meant to send, 
That they his will might comprehend. 


5. It seems to me, the more I think, 
That with the “ good old times ”’ 
‘‘ One virtue” you can barely link, 
And quite “a thousand crimes.” 
To judge from facts within our ken, 
I'd rather far live now than then. 


6. To me it doesn’t quite accord 
With wisdom, let me say, 
Because you have to draw the sword, 
To throw the sheath away. 


Sotution or Acrostic, No. 386.—Houses, Recess: 
Honour, Octave, Unpoetic, Sleeve, Excess, Sorites. 


Correct So.tutions or Acrostic No. 386, received 26th August: 
—Love; Your Own James; Ruby’s Ghost; D. E. H. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


MarsHat MacManon is starring in the provinces. He will reappear 
in Paris with that wnpopular farce “The Assembly.’”’ — The Welsh 
have been Eisteddfoding. Beer-barrels have suffered from leeks. = 
China and Japan have quarrelled. A tempest in teacups. — The 
Queen’s trip to Balmoral delayed by a Deesided inundation. — The 
Bishop of Lincoln thinks “‘ good must come out of the discussion,’’ as 
to whether it is decent to carry bigotry beyond the grave. It pro- 
bably will—but not to the Bishop. = The Dean of Arches has 
reversed the reredos decision. It seems ecclesiastical law is as 
uncertain as any other. — It has been decided at the Old Bailey that 
Peculiar People may let their children die. More Peculiar than 
Particular People. — Dr. Mary Walker is going to Constantinople as 
private physician to the Seraglio. Poor Seraglio! Happy America! 
== Brussels Conference prolongs its sitting. Why? It will hatch out 
nothing. = Notice has been given to French Bonapartist papers to 
abstain from calling Bazaine Marshal. This is rather worse than 
locking the stable door when the horse is stolen. — A spiritualist 
swindle was revealed at Newcastle the other day by means of a dark 
lantern. They had better keep their séances dark too. = We have 
growled about the weather all the summer. Weare getting it hot for 
it now. = Considerable doubt as to the truth of the story of Bazaine’s 
escape. The fact nevertheless is indisputable, so what's the odds! — 
Foresters’ Féte at the Crystal Palace. Great triumph of Jack-in-the- 


Green and Guy Fawkes combined. — Conservative inaction has pro- | 
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DOUBLE SIGHTING. 


First Volunteer :—“‘ Come, JONES, YOU MUSN’T HAVE ANY MORE OF THIS; 
YOU'LL SEE TWO BULL’S-EYES.”’ 

Second Ditto:—“ ALL RIGHT, OLD FELLOW, ALL THE BETTER; CANT MAKE 
A BAD SCORE—BOUND TO HIT ONE OF THEM.” 








But the most ambitious effort of the naturalist falls far short of the 
following new, true, and seasonable story :— 


A large number of rats having recently frequented a house at Hove, near 
Brighton, an inspection of the premises was made. It was found that most of the 
rats came from the drain connected with the house, but among other things a 
piano was incidentally inspected, when a large rat and five young ones were found 
secreted in the works. The old rat, on finding its place of concealment o ed, 
singled out and flew at the lady of the house, who was directing the search. She 
was immediately, in consequence, seized with a fit, and only recovered to find her- 
self seriously ill. 

This all comes of having Mr. Reeves Smith and Mr. Frank Buckland 
at Brighton, and shows that the higher education of animals is not 
always beneficial. The mention of the piano strikes a tender chord in 
our bosom, and makes us think that the foregoing narrative might be 
set to slow music, and played on the favourite instrument of the famed 


Apollo. 
A RHYME IN SEASON. 


Barrets double, 
Toil through stubble, 
Powder burn, the birds to trouble. 
Brace of mine, 
Two brace of thine, 
And three birds more will make up nine. 


“More Light.” 
An adventurous Newcastle tradesman took a bali’s-eye lantern with 


moted Liberal reaction. = Fine harvest-time. The crops have not | him to a spiritualistic séance, and turned on the light suddenly during 


gone a cropper. 





Ratiocination ! 


Tue sagacity of animals is always an interesting study, and we are | 


deeply indebted to many eminent gentlemen for the manner in which 
they have shown us that the dumbest of animals can at times speak to 


the feelings of those possessed of sufficient sense to understand them. 


VOL. XX. 


| the most secret part of the performance. To this two other North- 


umbrians took exception, and a police-court summons was one of the 
ultimate results. At the hearing of the case defendants stated that 
‘‘the sudden turning on of the light of the lantern produced dangerous 
effects in the case of one of the mediums.’”’ ‘The magistrates seemed 
to see this, and dismissing the summons, succeeded, if only for once, in 


securing a happy medium. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sept. 2, 1874. 


AN OLD STORY NEWLY READ. 


Tur land of cakes is decked with smiles, 
With smiles are all Scotch faces beaming; 
A well-lowed Queen with them beguiles 
The hours, ’mid peaks, ’mid lakelets gleaming. 


3ut England much misgives; in doubt 

She sadly looks to her whom fashion 

Will not wet om at all without ; , 
While Ireland flies in quite a passion. 


Poor Ireland's lot is sadly cast ; 
She rarely looks on royal faces. 
She's always left unto the last; 
Quite last is she of these three Graces. 





FLYING LEAVES. 


No. L—THE BRITISH TOURIST. 


Nowapays, what with Bank Holidays and Cheap Excursions, nearly 
everybody is more or less a vourist in England, though the trip may 
not be beyond Richmond, Gravesend, Broxbourne, or Norwood. The 
holiday-makers have gained experience, and availed themselvesof their 
privileges like old travellers. It is refreshing to see with what utter 
ng froid they make straight for the first-class carriages though they 
have only third-class tickets. They know that on such occasions 
station-masters, guards, and porters are at their meroy, and they take 
full revenge for the treatment they receive when not em féte. The first- 
class compartments may be alfeady filled by their lawful oceupants, 
buat that matters not: our holiday friends crowd in, stand on their toes, 
and favour them with an «xtemporaneous concert. Obsequious porters 
open the doors of the already ce = Hitng carriages to admit fresh 
arrivals, but the first invaders unselfishly protest. It is.well if the 
extra weight does not produce a hot axle, for a panic under such 
circumstances is an ugly thing. 

The bolder spirits who face the perils of ocean and go to Ramsgate 
by boat have their peculiar charms too. They are learned in nautical 
matters, and point out the buoys on the sands as portions of wreck, 
and account for the strange appearance of the Light Vessel at the Nore 
hy saying she is disabled and exhibiting a signal of distress. They 
interrogate the crew as to the chances of stormy weather round the 
Foreland, and nerve themselves for the struggle with warm brandy- 
and-water and inferior cigars. They land at the pier sick and 
solemn, but recover sufficiently by next day to visit the pier again, 
and jeer at the newcomers who have undergone what they suffered 
vesterday. 

In speaking of tourists who travel yet farther a-field, of course we 
instinctively think of Cook’s tourists; but they are generally quiet, 
respectable, steady-going folks, with a definite plan for their holiday 
trip. The objectionable tourist who goes “for a spree’’ with no 
settled notions except that he will stop wherever there is any “ life,’ 
and turn aside as he likes in search of that article, turns up his nose at 
Cook’s tourists, and is a general annoyance. We met with several 
specimens of him the other day crossing the Channel. A pleasant 
little group they were, apparently under the impression that they 
ought to behave as if they were bound for Margate. They smoked in 
the cabin and talked loudly, though the sofas were occupied by people 
trying to sleep. They shouted outside the ladies’ cabin, where there 
were children. They swore at the steward when he remonstrated 
with them, and asked him—the boat, owing to the number of passen- 
cers, having missed a tide—‘*‘ Why the he didn’t take the boat on 
to Paris as it was advertised ?”” Apparently they were not aware that 
the steward is not in command, or that the boat did not go to Paris. 
They made loud and vulgar comments on the passengers round them, 
and clattered up and down the companion-way, as noisily as they could. 
It was pleasant to see that when the boat started, sea-sickness affected 
what propriety could not, and kept them quiet. 

It is curious to note the restlessness that seizes the inexperienced 
tourists directly they come on board. They wander about aimlessly, 
ascending and descending the cabin stairs as if they had just come off 
the treadmill and could not break themselves of the habit contracted 
there. When there are many of them the constant tramping is 
unendurable. ‘It's like all the beasts going into the ark,’’ said one 
invalid, querulously, after an hour and a half’s constant clatter. Of 
course when the boat starts all places are taken; the wanderers are 
compelled towander under the tryingcircumstances of an unsteady deck. 
They stagger about wildly, clutching at space or anything else handy, 
and when they come down the cabin stairs, generally take the last six 
steps in one bound. They end by becoming huddled heaps of draggled 
clothes in odd nooks and corners on deck. 
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Another cheerful sample of tourist was, apparently, a commercial 
traveller, an old fellow with a grey beard and a face like a satyr. He 
seemed to wish to be the fascinating fellow, and to accomplish that 
object stood just outside the ladies’ cabin and made coarse remarks, 
accentuating them by pretending afterwards to have forgotten where he 
was. He offered his escort to a young Frenchwoman who was ascending 
the stairs—‘ J’ous marchez sur le deck ? je viendrai.” He eventually 
subsided and disappeared, let us hope to be as ill as he deserved. It is 
pleasant under all amnoyances, and when one is not subject to the 
malady oneself, to know that once over the bar the majority of these 
tormentors will succumb to the roll of the water, and become as con- 
temptible as they are disagreeable. 

One thing one cannot help remarking on board the Channel boats, 
and that is the patience and endurance of the stewardesses and 
stewards. ‘They have to bear with the rudeness, the worry, the abuse, 
and when these are abolished by the levelling influence of sea-sickne¢ss 
they have only a change in the form of annoyance, for then com- 
mences the unpleasant performance of their duty of attending on 
those who are ill and not ashamed. 

What a chorus itis! The composer of the “ Harmonious Black- 
smith” might well have made something of the “ Inharmonious 
Invalids.’’ There's the woman who shrieks, the man who groans, 
there are those who bellow like oxen, bray like donkeys, blow like 
whales, bleat like sheep, crow like cocks, and grunt like swine. There 
is no sound under heaven that sea-sickness does not adopt for its 
unearthly diapason as the ship rolls and pitches on the waters. 































MANIACAL. 


A aT: AM not much 

- se ete afraid of 
a, ghosts, 

_ Nor do I groan 

“em Aloud and 








moan 
my As men have 
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I’m not insane 
Nor am I vain, 
Yet I have 
been a hun- 
dred toasts. 
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I am not given 
much to pelf, 
Nor do I slide 
When I can 
ride— 
Sometimes I ride 
upon a shelf. 


It you may 

shock, 
But by this 

block, 
Sometimes I ride 
beside my- 

self. 

= The other night 
we both rode 


out. 
— 5 SS eee CD My second self 
ee Is made of delf, 


From him I often drink my stout. 
The demons laughed 
And goblins chaffed— 

This picture shows our state of doubt. 


It isn’t right, I’ve often thought, 
For men of mind 
To ride behind, 
Unless gymnastics they’ve been taught. 
I saw a ghoul 
Or I’m a fool, 
So slipped away and ne’er was caught. 


Ne 


It is the Cause! 


CotoneL Henperson reports that there are no less than eight 
hundred cab-drivers in London who are total abstainers. Knowing 
what teetotal oratory is, we are not surprised that people should 
complain that cabmen are abusive. 
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COOL CORRESPONDENCE. 


From Mr. Janez Hors, or Cuaicaco, to Mr. Pree WaANpDEL, OF 
New ORLEANS. 
December 2nd, 1870. 

T witt not bore you, my dear fellow, with a description of my 
journey into this rather cold region. Suffice it that by the time the 
train arrived within one hundred miles of this city the passengers, who 
had for some hours been in various stages of unconsciousness from cold, 
had all become quite stiff and insensible, myself amongst them, and of 
them. The next things I remember are the hum of low voices, and 
the gentle pressure of fingers on my wrist. Then I felt wrenching 
pains in all my limbs, followed by a stinging flush over the whole 
surface of the body, and awoke to full consciousness to find myself 
lying on my back ina hot steamy atmosphere beneath what appeared 
to be a dome of inconceivable height and dimness. Stretched out 
rigidly in similar attitude on either hand, I beheld the bodies of my 
late fellow passengers, in a long straight row. We were lying ona 
perforated table of iron, through which steam aspired in thin clouds, 
so that the whole interior was drowned in hot vapours in which 
loomed spectral figures, gliding here and there, vanishing in recession 
or augmenting in approach. 

I comprehended the situation in a moment, or thought I did. With 
a painful effort I sat bolt upright. As I did so a voice from behind 
me cried out in emotionless mechanical tones : 

‘“ Number 37 limber. Check him off and shake him out.” 

With that two demons came out of the gloom and laid hold of my 
collar. 

‘‘ Hold off, my lads,’ I gasped, endeavouring to free myself; 
“‘ there’s a mistake. I’m Jabez Hope, of New Orleans, firm of Hope 
and Wandel, wholesale boots and shoes. Strong churchman; no 
niggers since the war, and always voted the straight Democratic 
ticket. I have had no trial. Let go, I tell you! Call the head 
dev r 

Then the two fiends laughed laughs, and one said to the other: 

‘*‘ Guess this chappy thinks there’s been a smash-up, and ‘that his 
wife’s a widder.” 

Turning to me he said, with a reassuring grin: 

“It’s all right, old man; yer in the thawin’-room at the station, 
and yer done toa turn. Now come along and identify yer traps and 
calamities; the kerridge waits.”’ 

I was taken out, claimed my luggage, and was driven to my hotel in 
a coach with astove init. It sounds like a lie, but your:partner, dear 
Pikey, never fibs. It is cold in Chicago, believe me. 

Now to business. Lake Michigan is frozen hard. Fancy,’O child 
of a torrid clime, a sheet of nobody’s ice three hundred miles long, 
forty miles wide, and four feet thick! My plan is to collar that ice. 

Wind up the present business and send on the money at once. T'll 
build a warehouse bigger than the Capitol at Washington, store it full, 
and ship to your orders as the market may require. I can send it ‘in 
planks for skating-floors, in ornaments for the mantel, in nuggets for 
cocktails, or in solution for ice creams and general household purposes. 
It’sa bigthing! ~« 

I enclose a thin slip as a sample. 
ice ? 





Did you ever see such beautiful 





From Mr. Pixe Wanpgt, or New Orzeans, TO Mr. Janez Hops, 


or CHICAGO. 
December 24th, 1870. 

Your letter was so abominably defaced by blotting and blurring 
that it was entirely illegible. It must have come all the way by 
water. By the aid of chemicals and photography, however, I have 
made it out. But you forgot to enclose the sample. 

I have sold off everything by auction, at an alarming sacrifice, and 
enclose cheque for net. amount. Shall begin to spar for orders at once. 
I trust everything to you—but, I say, has anybody ever tried to grow 
ice in this vicinity? ‘There is Lake Pontchartrain, you know; I 
would rather languish in boots and shoes all my life than do anything 
to make this city as cold as Chicago; but would it have that effect? 
If you think the suggestion worth anything keep it dark and let me 
know what your notions are. —~ 

P.S.—The general course of the prevailing winds is from the city 
toward the lake. 





From Mr. Jasez Hore, or Ontcaco, tro Mr. Pree Wanpet, or 


New OR.LEANS.* 
February 29th, 1871. 
Wannie, dear, if you could see our new warehouse it would do your 
heart good! Though made of boards, and run up rather hastily, it is 
as pretty as a picture, and cost a deal of money, though I pay no 
ground rent. Do you think we ought to havea steeple on it? It 


* Several intermediate letters are lost. The Pontchartrain scheme came to 


nothing. 
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will hold I don’t know how many thousand tons, and is already nearly 
full. I have fifty men employed day and night cutting and storing— 
awful cold work! By the way, the ice, which when I wrote you last 
was ten feet thick, is now thinner. But don’t worry, there is plenty. 

The warehouse is eight or ten miles from the town, soI am not 
much bothered by visitors, of which I am very glad. Such a 
sniggering giggling lot I never saw ! 

It seems almost too absurdly incredible, but do you know, Wannie, 
I believe this ice of ours holds its coldness as the warm weather comes 
on. ft, do indeed, and you may mention the fact in the advertise- 
ments. 





From Mr. Pree Wanpet, or New Oarteans, ro Mr. Janez Hors, 


or CHIcago. 
March 7th, 1871. 
All goes well ; I get hundreds of orders. We shall doa roaring trade 
as the Semperfrigid Ice Company. But you have not told me whether 
the ice is fresh or salt. If it is fresh it won't do for cooking, and if it 
is salt it will spoil the cocktails and juleps. 
Is it as cold close to the bone as the outside cuts are ? 





From Mr. Jasez Hops, or Cuicaco, ro Mr. Prxe WaAnNDpDzL, OF 


New Or.eans. 
March 19th, 1871. 

Navigation on the ‘lakes is now open, and ships are leaving ‘for the 
north every day. I’m afloat, en route for Buffalo, with all assets 
of Hope and Wandel in my waistcoat pocket. We're bust out, my 
dear Pikie; we are to fortune and to fame unknown. A schooner 
from Milwaukee was wrecked last night about ten miles north of 
this port, on an enormous cube of floating ice—the first beng ever seen 
in the lakes. It is described by the survivors as being about'the size 
- oe Capitol at Washington. Half of that iceberg belongs to you, 

ie. ‘ 

The fact is I built our warehouse on an unfavourable site, about a 
mile out from shore—on the ice, you understand—and when'the thaw 
came it sank with all ‘its contents. You will be so glad to know that 
I was not in it at the time. 

P.S.—What a ridiculous question you askme. Bone,imdeed! My 
poor Wanny, you don't seem to know anything about the ice business. 


GOOD COMPANY. 


Art evening in the winter time 
I like to nestle near the fire, 
At leisure polishing a rhyme, 
Or dozing to my heart's desire. 
Then, let the weather blow or freeze, 
The torrent stream along the street ;— 
I little care when well at ease 
Within my snug and safe retreat. 


Should rhyme and reverie grow flat, 

I take a volume off the shelf, 
And enter on a cosy chat 

Between its author and myself. 
Should ie appear a gloomy guest 

I straight invite a dozen more. 
(My library is quite a nest 

Uf ancient and of modern lore.) 


I call:my Shelley or my Pope, 
My Burns, my Dryden, or my Keats ;~ 
Or, if I need a higher scape, 
My Milton here my Dante meets. 
For prose I summon Dicky Steele, 
Mild Addison or burly Sam ;— 
Or, coming later down, appeal 
To Hazlitt, Hunt, or Charley Lamb. 


In Space’s and in Time’s despite 
They hail from ev'ry land and age ; 
With some I talk for half a night, 
With some for only half a page. 
They all are clever. Frankly, though, 
In brains J bear away the bell; 
For they have teld me all they know, 
And all I know I[ never tell. 


ES 


Ten to One. 

Wuen Mr. Ten Broeck was over here his luck was proverbial. It 
doesn’t seem to have deserted him now, for when he was shot full in 
the forehead the bullet obligingly went right round, rather than 
destroy such a “ jolly old owner.” 
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THE READER. 


A pERson deeply read in books 

Was Xerxes Apemantus Crooks. 
To read and read | 
Was quite a greed 

With Xerxes Apemantus Crooks. 
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It was not History he read ; | 
. | He did not care for that, he said. 
"Twas partly squibs, | 

And partly fibs,— 
He did not care for that, he said. | 











uti i | Astronomy was not his line; 
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UMMM MRRA Ee alinull (iy) VLAN AEE ste said, without 

ea MMA} iit A ara. 

jl 


MAT ay 
ii Nit : ! Mi i i WN ii i] hie Mi) | | | He was content to let them shine! 
‘ ia) Nt ML) 

i i i | | WaT THI 

NY nn | 





. j 
ut i; 


} 
' 
i 








| He sought not scientific lore ; 
a] | He frankly said it was a bore. 
I Hh Your science might 
thy Be all quite right, 
HMI But still he thought it was a bore. 
WHA 
i i } ] | He did not study works on Art; 
A | | | It didn’t suit his apple-cart,— 
il Hii! } H 
TN He used to say 
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ANI In his quaint way, 
HAAG It didn’t suit his apple-cart. 
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| You may be fancying, perchance, 
_ He was a reader of romance. 
No! not a bit; 
That wasn’t it— 


He was no student of romance. 





| And now I think I hear you say— | 
| ‘Then what the dickens was it, pray?” 
Your patience flown, 
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I hear you moan— 
“Then what the dickens was it, pray?” | 
iti | 
iY Well, Xerxes Apemantus Crooks 
. ts Read all the books composed by cooks. 
7 | BBN = OW GG Se eres | He loved receipts 
F | BES FS ol UNS. | For roasts and sweets, {| 
ie | Did Xerxes Apemantus Crooks. 1! 
, | He’d read of partridge stuffed with leeks 
: 4 | Until the tears ran down his cheeks. i 
rij ai And when he read | 
BY [i x | Of collared head, | 
i] RET a " He very often wept for weeks. 1 
tt? re 
at Devoted to his cookery books 
: + Was Xerxes Apemantus Crooks ; | 


By day and night |! 
*T was his delight 
To read those moving cookery books, 
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some considerable time with a spinal complaint, I asked if they would grant me 


if | | 
ig : : Non Fit. 1 
i +k 7 tele Mr. Tennyson has been writing to 
+ Walt Whitman to condole with him on a 
it IMPROBABLE. | rheumatic attack, from which the Laureate 
rh . : ‘ po» has also been suffering. He will not 
te :-—“ WHAT WOULD You LIKE TO BE, CHARLIE, WHEN YOU GROW UP ¢ ; | 
| it Charlie :—*O, I sHOULD LIKE TO BE LIKE ARDIE (his eldest brother), nut I MIGHT have to condole with him on a fit of | 
Bi GROW UP A GIRL, you KNow!” poetry. | 
‘ey 


} 
Charity versus Organisation. | some temporary relief. I was told that the society only assisted those who could | 
THERE are 80 many persons ready and willing not only to use but | assist themselves, and that I ought to apply to the parish for relief. 
to abuse all institutions from which anything other than hard labour | Those who can assist themselves most, and who therefore come in for | 
can be obtained, that we are as a rule chary of ventilating the | the chief benefits of the Organisation, appear to be the Organisation's | 
grievances with which the needy portion of the population is too | own officers. Verbum sap. It does indeed seem as if there were a 
often possessed. We cannot, however, allow a letter in a weekly | great deal more organisation than charity about the so-called Charity 
contemporary referring to the Charity Organisation Society to pass | Organisation Society, the one selected being by no means a solitary 
unnoticed, if only because of the statement put forth by the Society | instance of its selfishness and intolerance. 
people themselves. After introducing himself and a few other par- 
ticular, the writer gos on So say :— Why is the selling of gravel and sand like the hand-rail of a 
The hours stated for applicants are from 10 to 12, and from 4to6. I arrived a 


: staircase ? 
i after 4 p.m., but there was no one at the office, and I waited about till past 6 me 
= before supeme eames. After stating my case, that I have been suffering for| Because itsa ballast-trade. 
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THE THREE GRACES——A NEW VERSION. 


Scotland :—“ WELCOME ONCE MORE, YOUR MAJESTY.” 





Ireland :—“SURE, AND YOUR HONOUR’S MAJESTY, IT'S BREAKING OUR HEARTS WE ARE FOR A SOIGHT OF 


England :—“*MAY WE NOT SOME DAY LOOK FOR YOUR ROYAL PRESENCE ?”’ 
YOUR KOINDLY 
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ODE TO OCEAN. 


Wetcome, bounding ocean, 
Welcome, leaping wave, 
Your glad sparkling motion 
Is the joy I crave. 
Humph !—such pleasant breezes 
Shame ’tis to pollute. 
Smoking now displeases— 
Hence, you vile cheroot! 


Ocean, I adore you— 
Never feel so well 

As when bounding o’er you 
With a freshening swell. 

Dinner? Not at present, 
It is close below, 

And the deck’s so pleasant, 
Eating I’ forego. 


Lo! the white spray flying 
O’er our vessel sweeps. 
She, to helm replying, 
Onward bravely keeps. 
Every rope grows tauter, 
As the surges spill ;— 
Brandy and hot water ?— 
Thank you, yes, I will. 


Welcome, bounding ocean, 
Welcome, rising gale : 
Bless me, I’ve @ notion 
That I’m feeling pale. 
All the folks I see 
Gazing are my face in— 
Hang it; oh, dear me! 
Hi, there! Stew* 





* Hie hiatus valde deflendus. 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Srr,—In the midst of the happy time I have been having with the 
grouse, and the whisky, and the well buttered bannocks of barley- 


“THE FeAST OF REASON.” 
Man of Mind :—“ Been ovut OF TOWN, Brown, oR ARB You GoInG?” 


Man of Matter :—“ Boru, my soy; 
GOING TO A ‘ WHITEBAIT’ AT GRINNIDGE.’ 


| 


| 


| Leger and reviewing each 


meal, you will perhaps admit that I have not been neglectful of the | 
duties for which I am specially engaged at a liberal salary upon your | 


paper. 
aides though the nominal amount is small the perquisites tell up 
considerably. Besides, the position is something, as I find even in the 
wilds of Scotland; and if I were not of an extremely modest and un- 
assuming disposition I might have my head turned, so important a 


person am I considered here, and so much is my skill with the deadly | 
tube admired. What with Dukes wishing to be introduced to me, | 


I say liberal salary because it helps to fill up the line, and | 
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_BREN TO A ‘ Beanreast’ at RosHERVILI AND 


dry. But to return to the verses. I had intended to do a copious 
description of myself shooting in the Highlands, giving a Homeric 
version of the slaughter, and of then turning incidentally to the 
horse’s pretentions at. length, the whole to 
make a complete number of the paper. But I must admit I failed. 
As it took nearly a hogshead of the best double distilled to produce 
this, I thought it was hardly worth while to continue, as if. might 


| prove slightly enigmatical, and wouldn't pay at the price :— 


and Princes of the Blood pressing snuff-mulls upon my acceptance, I | 


get now and again slightly confused, and only recover my usual 
confidence and unassuming yet determined demeanour by application 
to the silver-gilt and elegantly engraved toddy-flask [ keep slung at 
my side, in company with the double-barrelled Highland pistols and 


skene-dhu without which no gentleman’s library—I mean grouse- | 
short and conclude with a final if prosy selection for the Great Don- 


caster St. Leger. 


shooting equipment—is complete. I trust you will understand that 
the dignity of your paper—I think I may in this case say our paper— 
is not to be kept up without a little extra expenditure, and so when my 
messenger calls, if you can't understand his Gaelic utterances you may 


Upon my foct’s my native heath, 
Macaugspur is my name; 

The grouse they all go down beneath 
My gun's avenging flame. 

The wind is whistling in my teeth, 
And spoils my little game. 


| And so, as the verse fails me, and the combined aristocracy and 
landed proprietary of the neighbourheod in which this is written are 
_ waiting to give mea farewell banquet before I depart to shoot. the St. 


take it from me, that, as the immortal Swiveller has it, “ fork’s the | 


word.” 
only behave like a beneficent editor should under the circumstances, and 


enable me to represent the paper as the paper should be represented 
among the nobility and aristocracy as well as the royalty of the land, 
I may present you with one of the numerous mulls already referred to 
upon my return. 
second-hand envelope with the Glasgow post-mark has been used. 
We don’t believe Augspur has ever let a gun off in his life, or would 
know one if he hadn’t seen it in the shop-windows; and we’re sure 
the only mulls with which he is acquainted are those perpetrated by 
him in these columns.— Ep. |] 

Knowing that the Leger was drawing near, as Legers and quarter- 
days will do, I was about the other night to send you a prophecy in 
verse, but somehow or other the rhymes wouldn't flow freely. I can’t 
account for it, because I felt unusually poetic, and wept several weeps 
when the empty bottle reminded me of the happy days of childhood 
long gone by. I don’t see the exact association of ideas just now, but 


I am not at all inclined to be objectionable, and if you will | 


| 


a bit of fun now and then. 
(This 1s a very transparent dodge, although a | 


that’s possibly accounted for by the fact that there isn’t a drop of any- | 
thing to drink in the house, and my fancy as well as my flask has ran | 


Partridge, as I have somewhere heard it called, I must cut matters 


In my mind's-eye there are Atlantic and ae 
Frederick struggling for the mastery, while close up is Apology, who 
turns the tables upon Trent. AUGSPUB. 


Pall-mallesque, 


Tue Pall-mall Gazette, like the truly gentlemanly journal it is, likes 
Sometimes the subject chosen is rather 
funereal, as in the following, but the ability and the effort in the cause 
of gentlemanliness are none the less apparent :— 


SUICIDE AT WESTBOURNE PARK STATION. 


At Westbourne Park station this morning a man named Smithers, living at 
Kensal New Town, threw himself in front of a train eoming from Hammersmith, 
and was instantly killed. He was identified by his wife, who states that he on 
coffee-house at Kensal New Town, and that he had previously threatened to ki 


himself and to murder her. 
On second thoughts we are inclined to fancy this is nota joke. If both 
the reporter and the coffee-shop keeper were in real right down sober 
earnest, then the second part of the programme has yet to be played 
ed to give 


out. But should anything fatal happen we shall be pre 
accomplice 


evidence against the writer of the above paragraph. 
is beyond the reach of the law. 
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Lady (engaging servant) :—“ Yrs, we po.’ 
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the realistic performance of Mademoiselle Croizette in the death-scene 
which formed the only attraction—if attraction it could be called—of 
Octave Feuillet’s drama, Le Sphinx. The workings of the poison were 
simulated with such marvellous precision that the whole town was 
horrified, and the play naturally became a great success. In London, 
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ee 
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the time taken by 
to get through her death struggles—a piece of concentration rarely 
witnessed on the = stage—the great British public received the 
piece sluggishly, an 

unlucky foreign speculators. 
this same 
character, Blanche de Chelles, being played by Mademoiselle Beatrice, | 
with whose ability most metropolitan playgoers are familiar. The | 
pleasant and ae re of Berthe de Savigny finds a suitable | 
exponent in Miss L. Moodie; Lord Astley—who is such a marvel 
both in the original and the adaptation that he should prove a fortune | 
to any burlesque writer with taste for real humour—is played with | 
suitable solemnity by Mr. Dewhurst ; and the rest of the characters are | 
fairly distributed. Mademoiselle Beatrice takes more the Favart than | 
the Croizette view of the death-scene; and though on the opening | 
night the audience was not keenly alivetothe merit of the portrayal, | 
it is very clever, and will repay those who have, as well as those who | 
have not, studied Le Sphinz in its unadapted form. 

A few nights back—when, despite the heat of the weather, the 
house was crowded throughout, and possessed, if nothing else, an 
extremely appreciative gallery—the Opera Comique was reopened for 
“the autumn and winter season ’’ with an English version of Gaston 
Serpette’s La Branche Cassée. The title of the adaptation is The 
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We have now an English version of 
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Housemaid :—“ But po you BELonG To THEM Crvit Sgrvice Stores, mum?”’ 
’ 


Housemaid :—‘*O, AN’ MASTER BRINGS EVERYTHINK ’OME WITH ’IM?”’ 


A rgsw months back all Paris was in a state of excitement about | 


under the direction of Messrs. Valnay and Pitron, the drama was | 
produced in its original form, but, possibly owing to the shortness of | 
ademoiselle Favart, who here played the heroine, | 


| management to keep the stage free from draught. 
it did nothing to retrieve the €ortunes of the | 


lay occupying the boards of the Haymarket, the chief | 
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SERVICE. 
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Housemaid :—“O, ’Evvins, Mum, I MUST DECLINE YOUR SITTIWATION, FOR I DON’T sEE ’owW I°CAN POSSIBLY GET A YOUNG MAN WITH 
NOBODY COMING TO THE ’OUSE; AND AS FOR THEM P’LICEMEN THEY'RE 8O DECEITFUL!” 


| Broken Branch, and if Mr. Du Terreaux, to whom the work has been 


entrusted, hasfailedin any way it must be remembered that he has had to 
face exceptional disadvantages. In the first place, the original plot is 
decidedly unfitted for English tastes, and it is impossible for any man, 


| no matter how clever, to cut the point out of a story and retain the 
| interest. i 


In the second, a comic opera in three long acts is a little 
above the present average of our theatrical education, especially when 
some of the parts are entrusted to actors who cannot act, and others 
to singers whocannot sing. ‘The costumes are very rich and expensive, 
but ofttimes it is quite a wonder how so much ornament can be hung 
on so little apparel, and while the piece runs it will be well for the 
Miss Pauline Rita 
is a novice at stage work, but she possesses a magnificent voice, and 
with Miss Pattie Laverne and Mr. Chatterson, does much to dispel the 
dulness induced by some of the other characters. Cut down, there is 
quite enough brilliancy in the music, original and introduced, and 
ability in the dialogue, to make The Broken Branch a success. But it 
is too much to depend upon such a branch for a whole evening's 


amusement. 


On Monday and Tuesday in last week Mr. Holland, “the people’s 
caterer,’ as he delightgin being, and deserves to be, called, took his 
annual benefit at the hbmhe of enterprise and ingenuity, North Wool- 
wich Gardens. The importance of the occasion and the length of the 
programme precluded the benefit being satisfactorily arranged for one 
day only, and the number of people who flocked to support their 
caterer on the Tuesday as well as on the Monday showed that Mr. 
Holland’s efforts for the regeneration of his kind have not been 
allowed to pass unnoticed. From our own observation we should 
imagine that the most popular item in the programme was the 
‘‘ shilling tea,” for which visitors brought the hugest of appetites ; 
and next to that, probably from its edible title, was Mr. Frank Green’s 
popular bouffe, Carrot and Pa-snip, in which some Paynes were employed 
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to amuse, and with success. The bénéficiaire was himself one of the 
chief attractions, and it was rumoured that the collapse of a monster 
balloon on the first day was mainly attributable to perforation, one 
of the ends of the imperio-caterial moustache having gone oe 
the treble thickness of the oiled silk. This was a result much to be 
regretted, and in future we trust Mr. Holland will calculate his 
distance to more advantage. Among the numerous attractions of the 
establishment are a flock of geese kept for the purpose of frightening 
bad actors away when they apply for engagements, and for seeing 
that the fragments of festivals are not wasted. Mr. Holland has also 
a fox from whom he takes evening lessons in artfulness, and some 
gipsies who could teach beth him and the fox, and then have lote-to 
spare. Altogether North Woolwich Gardens are very jolly, and we 
are glad that so hard-working.an entertainer as “‘ the people’s.caterer,’’ 
had for his benefit. “ real bumper.” 





‘¢The oldest Inhabitant.”’ 


We commend this to Mt, Thoms and other disputants om the 
subject of cemtenarianism :— 

Deratu OF A OpnrTeENARIAN.—The oldest inhabitant in Cavam, Mrs. Anne Palmer, 
died on Friday, in full possessiom of her faculties, at 104 years of age. 
The gentlemen to whom we have referred can do as they please; but 
for ourselves-we prefer to believe that as Mrs. Palmer had to 
go on so long, she would have continued the habit contracted over a 
hundred years: ago if “‘im full: possession of' all her faculties.” Be- 
sides it’s unlucky. to die on a Friday. 





Extremes: Meet. 

In the answers. to correspondents.of a weekly paper one of’ the 
gentlemen who are always-writing for advice is told to avoid smoking 
except in most extreme: moderation. We live and learn. Hitherto 
we had believed that moderation was.a temperate arrangement, one: 
that had no capacity for extremes. 
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KNOWS HIS WAY. 


Friendly Fellow :—“ Aun! "Enery, TAKING YOUR LITTLE WALKS ABROAD 


I sez. 


’Enery :—“‘ Nor QuiTe ExactLy, Tommy, NOT QUITE EXACTLY, FOR I'm 


QUITE AT HOME ABOUT HERE.” 


EF'UN. 












Auswers to Correspondents. 





[We cannot ret urn unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do not hotd ourselves 
responsible for loss. } 


T. F.—Bad drawing.and worse morals. 

S ieiinawn) The not undertake to advise. 

. (Islington.)—The stamped and directed envelope should aecompany 
the MS. The Home for Lost and Starving Dogs is a admirable instite- 
tion, but we cannot undertake to open a similar establishment for stray 
contributions on the chanee of their being reclaimed. 

M. G. (Glasgow.)-- If we allowed such a yoking as “ gone ” and “morn” 
to pass.as rhymes anyone might be a poet, because “gone” would rhyme 
just as well with “ boots ”—indeed, better perhaps. 

G. (Leeds.)—It would not be etiquette. Besides we don’t care. 

“* MERRY-GO-ROUND.”— We don’t detect the merriment. It seems tous 
a melancholy failure. 


Declined with thanks :—J. A., Manchester; H. H., Penge; T. R.; &, 
Walworth; J: D. D., Islimgton ; F., Liverpool; An Old Subscriber; J. T., 
Hamilton-terrace; W., Stockton-on-Tees; G. B., Silver-street; J. J., 
Leeds; W. G. €., Finsbury-park; T. K,, Highbury; Pollaky; J. H., 
Hssex-street ; Constant Admirer; E. E., Whitehall-place; 0. H., Richard- 
street ; R. S.,. Folkestone-read ; A Seot; Perth ; W. W., Pall- mall; 
J. D. M., Dundee; J. F., Carlisle; Que sdégno; T. H., Wandeworth; 
N. B., Newcastle-on-Tyne, 





Instinct. 


We are told of a cattle thief who waardiscovered' through one of the 
stole beeves jumping from a railway truck, and finding his way back 
to his-disconsolate master. There is‘some advantage after all to the 
righteous in slow-going railway ttainms, For the unrighteous there is 
also this moral. When you thiéve cattle, cither.take em home ina 
cab or send ’em first-class. Wealways-do. 








A HOLIDAY DREAM. 


I rancy it must be a dream, 
I can’t believe that I'm awake! 
The: happiness is so extreme 
A holiday like this to take. 
I miss old London’s smoky smell, 
The buzzings of its busy hive, 
At the St. Petersburg Hotel, 
Rue de Caumartin, Thirty-five. 


The Boulevards, with their rows of trees, 
The red-legged soldiers strolling by, 
The white-capped Jonnes one never sees 
In London— so awake am I ; 
Yet dread that waking may dispel 
The vision that I’m here, alive, 
At the St. Petersburg Hotel, 
Rue de Caumartin, Thirty-five. 


Placed at my window here, I get, 
When from my work I downward glanee, 
A view of many a grande toilette, 
Whose like is only seen in France. 
To see the gaudin and the swell 
I can conveniently contrive 
From the St. Petersburg Hotel, 
Rue de Caumartin, Thirty-five. 
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I sip my coffee and I munch 
Brioche or Croissant to allay 
My hunger till the hour of lunch, 

The détiner of middle-day ; 
Yes! I’m in Paris, hale and well, 
| To realise the fact I strive, 

At the St. Petersburg Hotel, 
| Rue de Caumartin, Thirty -five. 


Fair Paris! Queen of cities all— 
May plenty crown your regal brow, 

May every blessing on you fall, 
May many dream, as I do now, 

| Of all the joys that with you dwell, 

When holidays at last arrive, 

At the St. Petersburg Hotel, 
Rue de Caumartin, Thirty-five, 
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When the dull days of October usher in the reign of Sense ? 
Will a treaty torn and tattered, or a British subject battered, 
Be the subject of our leaders; or our national defence ? 


Will Bazaine, the liberated, over here be fed and féted ? 
Will the coroners be busy through the fall of Temple Bar ? 
Will a congress held at Brussels, or eternal Spanish tussels, 
Be the topic of the moment; or a comet or a star ? 
Will the Beecher-Tilton scandal give some journalistic Vandal 
‘ip Still a chance to hurl his missiles at the idol of the States? 

ae Will a baby fight at Hanley, or the deeds of Mr, Stanley, 

: Be the matter of our discourse and the theme of our debates ? 


Try its hand at funny leaders and most miserably fail ? 

Will there be a dearth of money ? Will November's days be sunny ? 

_ Will the feature of the season be a poem or a play ? 
Will new novels all be cut up, or will Tattersall’s be shut up ? | 


FELICITY. DUPLICITY. SIMPLICITY. 
— ———————— eanaeeenee 
QUERY? | Will the magistrates’ decisions, or some terrible collisions, 
| Give more frequently employment to ‘‘ Our Own Reporter’s’’ pen f : 

Wuew the holidays are over, and each pleasure-seeking rover | Will Sir Charles the Chelsea Rad’s tone, or a speech by Mr. Gladstone, 
Casts his “ exes’’ up with horror, as he hurries back to town ; Make us elevate our eyebrows? Who will be the coming men? | 
Then the silly season's finished, and we find accounts diminished Will a Special Correspondent, in some lonely land despondent, 
Of the weird and wondrous creatures that the heavens sent us down. | Victimize his verdant chieftain with a twice-repeated tale ? 
What abuses will, I wonder, claim the Press's daily thunder, Will a certain Tory journal, with its blunders sempiternal, | 





Well, until the season’s over, it’s impossible to say. 
_ 





‘‘Strike! but hear.’’ 


In these days of lock-outs and general discontent, the following 
advertisement, taken from a North-country paper, is not likely to 
remain long unanswered :— 

WANTED, a Young MAN, to Strike; one accustomed to the Hearth preferred. 
Shall we daily be perusing breach of promise “ notes,” amusing ? —Apply —— Orange-street. 

Will Society be startled by petitions for divorce ? Subject for a new song for Moore and Burgess—“ Oh, strike the 
Will The Times be full of letters from the City money-getters ? hearth gently, my pretty young man.’ Cheque for copyright by 
Will the Zelegraph be open to complaints about “ the force ?”’ return will oblige. 


ROSRY’ DR. ROOKE'S 
eee e meee, coeee CLM) AN TICLANCET. 


Scarborough, author of the “ Awr1-Laycer.” as been used with the . : 
ost si itis ion, 5, A LL who wish to preserve health, and thus prolong life, should 
most signal success ma, Bronchitis, Consumption, Coughs, Influenza, d Dr. Rooke's “ Anti-Lancet,” or, “Handy ’ Guide 


for Asth n ’ 
Consumptive Night Sweats, Spitting of Blood, Shortness of Breath, and all 
&iTections of the Throat and Chest. to Domestic Medicine,” which can be had gratis from any 


Sold in bot*les at 1s. 94., 4s. 6d., and 11s. each, by all respectable Chemists, and | Chemist, or post free from Dr. Rooke, Scarborough. Concerning this 

- ; Pe = wa aa eee “Di oii book, which contains 168 pages, the late eminent author, Sheridan 
*.* Invalids sho read SBY’s e Treatise on seases 0 elir ae ae ; ; 

T.1n@s and Air Vessels,” a copy of which can be had gratis of all | Knowles, observed — ‘Lt will be an incalculable boon to erery person 

‘ .emuste. who can read and chink. 
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‘FAST FRIENDS.” 


Wuen first I travelled up to town 
To see what could be seen, , 

I feared that I should be * done brown,” 
Because I was so “‘ green ’’! 

But Tom and Jerry proved such “ Bricks ”’ 
In taking me about, 

They put me up to all the tricks, 
And every in and out! 

They took me here—they took me there— 
To places ‘‘ fast’’ and “slow” : 

In fact they took me everywhere 
Where nobody should go. 


They took me—but I mustn't say-- 
And also—never mind— 
It was upon a certain day, 
With some—uncertain—kind. 
We had a very jolly time, 
And lots of liquor rare! 
I found myself next morning—I'm 
Not bound to tell you where ! 
Our lives were full of “ lark”’ and fun, 
We wish’d they’d have no ends! 
But would go on as they begun, 
And we remain “ Fast Friends! "’ 


earth 


me 
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But days soon lost their rosy light— ° 
And nights their starry sheen! 

And neither life nor wine seem’d bright 
As they before had been ! 

I long'd for rest; for now I knew 
(Would I had known before! ) 

That cards and wine “till all is blue,”’ 
Will soon become a bore. 

I’ve spent my health—lI’ve spent my time— 
I’ve spent my dividends ! 

So off I'll bolt to distant clime, 
Away from my ‘“ Fast Friends !”’ 
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Figurative. 


Why ought arithmetic to prevent famine in France? 
—Because there twice four makes “ huit ” (wheat) which 


is 8 (ate) there. 
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MONTHLY MAG-PIE. 


SEPTEMBER. 


In _ the Cornhill we seem rapidly approaching the end of “ Far from 
the Madding Crowd,’’ and Joseph Poorgrass’s peculiar phraseology. 
Mr. Black’s story of “Three Feathers” is in his best style. The 
other papers are well deserving of perusal, and the number as a whole 


is above the average. 

_Macmilian’s is as usual fall of interesting if somewhat abstruse | 
discussions on topics of the day. Mr. Fleay on “Our Old Plays’’ is | 
especially good, and supplies much matter for consideration. 

In The Gentleman's the first paper we turn to is naturally Red 
Spinner'’s fishing article. We miss the member for the Chiltern 
Hundreds this month, but have an appreciative paper on Sterling from 
Mr. Lucy. Mr. Forbes, Robert Buchanan, and others of note con- 
tribute to make the number very readable. 

In the St. James's the first post must be assigned to Verne’s 

‘“‘ Mysterious Island’’ which becomes more and more absorbing. 
There are also papers by Cyrus Field and “ Ginx’s Baby” which will 
afford agreeable reading. ‘The Tribes of London”’ is scarcely worthy 
of the periodical. 
_ Once-a-Week continues “ Jack's Sister”’ with Mr. Waddy’s fanciful 
initials. The contents are otherwise more varied and numerous than 
customary, which is a decided advantage. “Table Talk” is still 
susceptible of much improvement. 

“The Field of Ice’ is finished in this month's Young Gentleman's 
Magazine ;”’ as is also “ Johnny Ironsides,’’ which winds up far more 
satisfactorily than we had been led to expect. The other contents 
cannot fail to interest the boys, for whom the periodical is specially 
intended. 

The Bive is scarcely as amusing this month as it has been hitherto 
for the general reader, being chiefly occupied with subjects connected 
with the school. 

Good Things is very pleasant this month, and seems better adapted 
than usual for the young folks, who must at times be a little puzzled 
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A SUGGESTIVE FRAGMENT. 


Wife :-—“ Lawk’s-a- patsy, Mrs. Guppins, MY HUSBAND AIN'T 
Sometimes ’ER’s AS NIcE AS I am MYSELF!”’ 





ee 


by some of the contents. Thg illustrations are for the most part 


foreign, but very good of their kind. 

In The Atlantic there is a capital paper of “ Rebel Recollections” 
by Mr. Egglestone, who fought on the Southern side. The number, 
taken altogether, is quite up to the average, which, as in the case of all 
American magazines, is a high one. 

The Saturday Journal is a wonderful sixpenn’orth. The illustra- 
tions, reproductions of French and German cuts, are excellent, and the 
letterpress is varied enough to suit all tastes. “The Bystander,’’ as 
the supplement is called, is an admirable résumé of various topics of 


interest. 
Mr. Proctor’s admirable illustrations are the chief attraction of Our 


Young Folks’ Weekly Budget, but the contents offer variety and amuse- 
ment, and there are some stirring serials that will be devoured 
greedily by the youngsters. 

In the Mirror Mr. Baden Pritchard gives us an interesting series of 
| sketches of travel on the Continent, and the number is taken up with 
_a wide choice of well-selected articles and extracts. Mrs. Compton 
| Reade’s novel is no great improvement on her former effort, and it is 
| a little difficult to guess in what language it is supposed to be written 
| —certainly not in English, for that language does not lend itself 

such an expression as “eradicating the roll from her dinner 


napkin”! 











‘Cut and Come Again.” 


An action was lately brought by one of the waiters in hall at 
Trinity College, Cambridge, to recover damages from a fellow-servant, 
a carver, who during a wrangle about the correct supply of plates to 
the latter cut plaintiff across the hand. The jury after some little 
deliberation awarded the injured man damages to the amount of his 
surgeon's bill only—a verdict which seems to imply that a carver basa 
perfect right to pursue his avocation, if only in the interests of another 


branch of the same profession. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sept. 9, 1874. 


The Empire founded on a rock 
Crumbled to atoms at the shock 
Of hopeless error. 


And now when peace and plenty smile, 
A golden harvest, mile on mile, 
With wealth surprising, 
Above the far horizon, lo ' 
The sun, that sank a while ago, 
Once more is rising ! 


Oh, may it gleam on peaceful fields, 
Where honest Labour deftly wields 
The gleaming sickle, 
And not upon the crimsoned plains, 
Where Victory by the falchion reigns 
With Fortune fickle. 


air Franee, of all true hearts the Queen, 
As once has sad Italia been 
_ In times of trouble, 
The path of fertile peace pursue, 
Nor follow Glory's steps, untrue 
As idle bubble. 


Enough of Fame already won, 
Welcome the broader, purer sun 

Of peaceful glory : 
Bid Art and plenteous Commerce hail, 
And o’er all other lands prevail 

In verse and story. 


Let Germany possess the Rhine, 
A nobler river shall define 
‘Your glorious limit. 
The stream of History alone 
Shall bound your land. so glorious grown 
Time cannot dim it! 
— -N -—-- 

Tue holiday season has scarcely begun “ ere,” in the phraseology 
of the daily paners, “the everlasting silences of peaks and glaciers 
have claimed their annual victims.’”’ The expression is certainly 
poetical, but it is not precisely true, and is decidedly unfair to the 
silences implicated. The silences like other upper classes are content 
to keep themselves to themselves, and would not think of descending 
into the vallevs to seek what are fancifully styled their victims. If a 
man deliberately flings himself into the bear-pit at the Zoo, we don't 
blame the bears. We call him an idiot. Andif an inexperienced 
Londoner elects to scramble over icefields and among crevasses and 
breaks his neck, it appears to us that he is to blame, and not the peaks 
and glaciers. Alpine climbing is a combination of vanity and snoh- 
bishness. It is idle to say that it arises from a love of the picturesque, 
for the picturesque is lost sight of altogether above a certain level 
which is within the limits of reasonable climbing. The truth is that 
Tymkyns is only ambitious to climb up a little higher than Simpkins, 
and when he has done it, then Jobkins burns with the desire to goa 
few yards further. Meanwhile in the pursuit of this futile folly, the 
adventurous souls do not hesitate to risk the lives of better men than 
themselves. Every year there are sacrificed valuable lives, the lives 
of the guides, hard-working fathers of families, desirous of earning 
money for their wives and children. These are the real victims, net 
of the everlasting silences, but of the ceaseless babblers, whose only 
aim in life is to be able to tell their cockney friends how they scaled 
the peaks and glaciers. In such cases vanity becomes a crime. 


——_—_—____—_ 


‘¢ Murder Most Foul.” 


We note in an Irish paper that “a fowl dealer was brutally 
murdered the other dav by a man named Knells.”’ The eternal fit- 
ness of things is eternally exhibiting itself, and even in murders one 
ean trace the hand of the arranger. Knells and deaths are in duty 
bound to go together; while the nature of his occupation must have 


prepared the victim for foul treatment! 
Tue Mirror states :— 


Five papers in England, a correspondent notes, are regularly contributed to by 
the insane; six are devoted to Spiritualism, five to Atheism, and fifty-seven to the 


temperance movement. 
The remainder is chiefly written by idiots. 


| he ones. 


ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY. 





> THE RISING SUN. By Litrie Jounny. 
| Ir set amid the tempest’s gloom, 
‘Mid sulphur gleam, and cannon’s boom, THE SNALE. 
| Mid fear and terror. Tue snale is the curosest animel I ever see, but that don't seem te 


make no differnce to the snale. He carrys his house on his back 
when he is to home, but sometimes he aint. Wen you see lots and 
lots of wite shels without nothing in ‘em but a twist, them is snales 
that isn’t to home. Sv «metimes these is broke wen your wauk on ’em, 
and then little boys gits’emin their bair feet, wich some boys that 
have good shoos likes t. go that way if it rains, but not in the winter. 
It’s jolly good fun to sev hens apickin up snaleshels thinkin they was 
werms. They don't swaller ‘em, but lays em down careful, and steps 
round as if they hadn’t see’em. Hens is good to eat, but not the ole 
They lays an eg and then cackels. Some boys can cackle as 
good asa hen, but they can’t lay egs. There wasahen fluin our 
garden, and wen mother went to chase it out she come acropper in the 
onion bed. 

Wen snales is away from home they call’em slugs, and these is the 
fellers that we find their shels. All snales stick out their eyes, but it 
dont do ’em no good, for as soon as they sees anything they pulls ’em 
in quicker. Snales is like eels; where they go there is gum, especily 
slugs. The eels in pies don’t have gum, but eel py sticks to your ribs, 
and gives you a tuck out better than fride. 

The French mossoos eats the snale, and then our sojers licks ’em 
like fun. Snales is slo, but the tortis can beat him at that. I always 
lays against the tortis for short dissances. The tortis is a crusty 
tation, but the wale, wich is bigger, is a sea tation. The one that 
swallered Johna was that kind. Tortices can make good time if he 
has got a live coal to back him. 

My sister says the snale puts his shel up in curl-papers, but it was 
her young man told her that, ’cause the wimmen fokes ain’t funny 
less they is told. 

The snale isn’t a beest, and it isn’t a bird, and it isn’t a fish, and it 
ain’t snakes. It is like a winkle, and is plentierin grass than when it 
snoes. 





THE FROG. 


I wouldn't sleep with a frog for a pot of money, for he is cold- 
Frogs is good to eat in the hind legs. Most frogs is green ’cept their 
bellies, wich is wite and smooth like a baby’s. Frogs was once all 
catterpillers. When you step on a catterpiller it would be a frog if it 
had fare play. The horse has a frog in their feet wich makes ’em 
jump. My father says a feller named Ease-up told him once there 
were a frog wich wanted to be a ox and busted. If he didn’t bust he 
would a et hay and hooked. 

The best place to find frogs is the mornin’ after a rain, but they 
jumps before you gits your hands onto’em. Them that don’t slips 
threw your fingers like they was oily, and then you can can see their 
wite belly when they fall on the ground if you look real quick ; for 
frogs isn’t like cats wich come down on their feet wen you flings ’em 
out the windo. The frog has feet like hands, only the thubm is littler. 
If I was frogs I would make a fire and see if I couldn't git dry like 
todes, but not warty. Todes liv to be a hundred years old, but croes 
is older ’cause they eats the todes up, and would eat the frogs up too 
if they could cetch ’em away from home. 

Frogs is to home in the water like ducks, but frogs can’t quack. 
They crokes. Wen they all crokes to once you won't have no bad 
dreems if you et ever so many pig’s-trotters for supper, cause you 
can’t sleep. The frog is a bay trakian, but the camomile with two 
hunches to its back is a backtrian. That is all a camomile is lke a 
frog, and that ain't much. 

The boys has a game they calls leap-frog wich is better than any 
other game, ’cause the girls can’t play it good. I got little Mary 
Jones to play leap-frog once, and her frock cetched on my back, and 
she hit her nose on my hed, and made it bleed. and tumbeld off at the 
side, and yeld. My sister’s young man he said it was a maiden over. 

Frogs is slicker than snales, and eats tadpoles. You don’t see ’em 
many times, but they see you wen you think there aint any in a mile. 
My sister's young man says once there was lots of frogs in a laik, ‘and 
there was fireworks one nite on the laik. and they all stuck up their 
heds to look on. Then it got cold, and the water frose, and wen the 
fireworks was over and they tride to go down in the weeds where it 
was warm they couldn't. So they held a Parlyment, and wen each 
had laid his views before their king, whose hed stuck up in the middel 
their was just as many plans for freeing the whole lot as there was 
singel frogs wich couldn’t move a inch. Onlv the king he didn’t say 
nothing at all, but looked uncommon wise. Wen the sun had melted 
‘em out in the mornin’ they said it was the king did it, but wen they 
went to thank him they couldn't find nothing to thank but his head, 
‘cause a big fish had bit away his body erly in the session. Then they 
said the king had dide for his peeple. 
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THE DOG. 

The dog ain't like the frog ‘cause he’s got more hair and a tail, wich 
the frog don’t. But he has the same legs. Dogs bark wen they 
wants to scare you, and wen he wants to hurt you he bites. Our 
dog’s name is Towser, but Mr. Bunker's dog's name is Boze. Wen 
dogs has got nothing else to do they lies in the sun and cetches flees 
with their teeth. It takes a good many flees to make a meel for a 
deg, but it don’t take only one dog to make a meel fora fle. Wen 
somebody is agoin’ to die the dog ‘owls, wich aint so about the under- 
takers, my sister's young man says. 

The bite of the mad dog is pizen. Last summer there was a mad 
dog came threw our village, and all the men went out to have a 
chase. They all had guns, and sticks, and sithes, but that mad dog, 
wich didn’t carry wate, was left so far behine that it didn’t have no 
chance at all, and pulled up, by ole Gaffer Peterses house just 
oposit our’n. Ole Gaffer he put his hed out of the parler windo and 
says he good doggy. Then the dog looked in his face and smiled. 
Then Gaffer he put his hed out of the second stery windo and says he 
shoo. Then the dog looked up and yawnd. Then Gaffer put his hed 
out of the third story windo, and said, says he, git out, you beest. 
Then a polliceman came up and kild the dog, and long after it was 
ded Gaffer Peters was a sittin’ on the peek of the roof, where he 
couldn't see into the street, and a-yellin’ all he knew how. Then his 
dotter went up to arest him, and she is red hedded like the mad dog, 
so wen she put her hed threw the trap in the roof he flung a chimny- 
pot at it, and hollerd all the time. And now Gaffer says he was only 
afrade for the childern, wich was on the first flore. 

Dogs is good to pull babies out of the water, but most famlies that 
has babies and dogs can’t afford to keep a pond. It’s enly one kind of 
dog wich does it, anyhow, and you have got to drownd three or four 
babies to teach him how. 

Sheep dogs will tend sheeps better than a man, but it takes two men 
to tend each dog, and explain to the sheeps wat it wants ’em to do. 





AUGSPUR ON THE CRICKET MATCH. 


JoeKEYs versus Press. 
ALE of the Adver- 
tiser, 
A stout and able 
’ 
Of jockeys no 
despiser, 
Swore hard, by 
this and 
that, 
Press should 
meet the riders, 


at cricket to 
essay, 





The 


East and west, and 
south and 
north, 

To summon his 
array. 


They landed first 
on Green- 





wood, 

x And made him 

F&wE® 7, ae come with 
speed ; 


Bold Mitchell's help they e’en would 
Have had in their sore need. 
But he was at the racing, and so they t« ok instead, 
Such men as Conquest, Collett, Clarke, 
Who ne'er give in till, stiff and stark. 
They yield, and soon are dead. 
And now, ’mid much excitement, 
To Prince’s Ground they hied, 
To win the Pressmen quite meant, 
Whatever might betide. 
Shame on the false reporter who lingered up in town, 
While Collett, Conquest, Gale, and Blake, 
With cricket-ball for Pressmen’s sake, 
Were getting wickets down. 
Meanwhile the bold Jem Goater— 
No idle mam was he— 
Had shown himself promoter, 
And made his team to see 
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That though their chief was absent, they mustn't feel dismay : 
‘** Now Custance, Burbidge, Godding, Prince, 
My lord the Marquis, and you, Quince, 
Strike home for me to-day. 


“‘ Strike home, and spare not leather, 
Whether on boot or ball, 
And when you run together 
Don’t stop, e’en if you fall.” 
He ceased, and each bold rider to Castor raised his hand, 
And said, ‘‘ I’m blowed if I don’t bat, 
And bow1, and field, and all of that, 
As long as I oan stand.” 


Fain would I tell the story 
In all of its details, 

How each side went for glory— 
My pen is weak and fails. 

And so I ll simply tell you, and never make you wait : 

The Pressmen scored but forty-nine, 

And lost, though their defence was fine,— 
Their foes made ninety -eight. 


Now that we’ve seen the finish 
May I express a hope, 
That cricket won t diminish 
But always have full scope! 
That no invention foreign, or fresh arrangement tame, 
May any way affect the joys 
We all of us, from men to boys, 
Derive from out our game. 


Of this year’s cricket season 
We've almost seen the last, 
And I must beg, with reason— 
In future as in past— 
That when the ball is rolling, and summer wears its dress, 
A match at cricket shall be played, 
And in it there shall be arrayed, 
Such men as those who, ne'er afraid, 
For both their sides so well essayed — 


For Jockeys and for Press. Av@srur. 


A Plucky Performance. 


By means of the well-written “ Athletic Notes” in Bell’s Life, 
which we constantly read, we have made ourselves, in theory, the 
most desperate of athletes, and can in fancy toss the caber or the pan - 
cake, walk a seven-mile hurdle race, doa ten-mile sprint, or cover a 
hundred yards in nine-and-a-quarter with any man over a quiet pipe. 
But we've got puzzled at last, and can’t understand our Be// when he 
gives out such a cracked statement as this :— 

J. Duckett, Liverpool, had a benefit in the Mile; and J. Spencer, Knotty Ash, 
170 yards start, ianded the Walking in goud style, despite the plucky efforts of J. 
Spencer, Knotty Ash, the scratch man. 

If J. Spencer of Knotty Ask be a bird—and if he isn't he has no claim 
to be at scratch and on the 170 yards mark also, for which statement we 
have good evidence— what right had he gotina walking match confined 
to amateurs’ As our athleticism doesn’t include the answering of 
conundrums we give it up, in the hope that the holder of the champion 
riddler’s belt wil give the matter due consideration, and report 


progress. 
Seaside Comforts. 


WE clip this from the Daily Telegraph :— 


BROADSTAIRS.—To be LET or SOLD, a most desirable FREEHOLD HOUSE 
well suited for a family residence, school, or institution, ¢ommanding an ex- 
tensive sea view. The entrance is by a private road, with plantation in frout, 
containing fourteen good rooms, with domestic offices. Rent, &c. 

It would seem there is some truth in the oft-iterated story of people 
sleeping in bathing machines at overcrowded watering-places, tor one 
of the chief attractions of this residence seems to be * a plantation in 
front containing fourteen good rooms.” 





Statistical. 


Tu1s is a dubious statement :— 


It has been estimated by Dr. Thomas Dick, that since the creation of the world 
14,000 mullions of beings have fallen in the battles which man hus waged against 
his fellow-creature, man. Ifthe foretingers only of these beings were to be laid 
in a straight line, they would reach 600,000 miles beyond the noun. 


Beyond the noon! That's what you may call being up to the time 
of day. We can’t help thinking that a thumb in connection with 
those fingers is applied to a nose somewhere ! 
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OUR GRANDMOTHERLY M.P. IN THE RECESS. 





1. He was enjoying, by the foaming billow, a little _ literature in the 
thape of the laws of England, 





3. “* Why, this is shameful !"’ he said; “my very landlady could understand 
this!!’’ And it was a scandalous fact, sir! His very landlady. could / 





2. When he suddenly came across an Act without any amendments or 





5. ** There,’’ he said, “‘ it’l) puzzle the old lady now.’”——6. ‘‘ That’s what we M.P.’s call a law of England, ma’am! Now it’ll match the other laws, ma’am. 
Stay—there’s just one more amendment which I——’”’ and he set to work again. 


Good Wishes. 


Tus Newcastle Daily Chronicle has an evident desire to amuse its 
readers during the first portion of the recess, and carries its good 
intentions so far into effect that the advertisement columns blossom 
forth with enigmatical effusions. As witness :— 

MANAGER and MANAGRESS of a Hotel wishes an Engagement. Good 

references can be given.—Address by letter to ——. 

We have put the question to every member of our staff individually, 
from the wd sub-assistant editor to the supernumerary errand boy, 
but none of them knows what a “managress”’ is. Judging by the 
singular verb which accompanies this extremely singular noun, we 
should think it means what Moore of Moore Hall used on a certain 
memorable occasion. Namely, videlicet, and that is to say—nothing. 


A Mouser. 

Prrrins has been to Paris, and says the French are such odd people. 
He was trying to make himself agreeable to the lady at a restaurant, 
who asked him if he would take sugar with his coffee. He asked her 
to sweeten it with one of her smiles, and she answered that they 
hadn’t caught any that day. The lady thinks the English are very 
odd people. The explanation is simple. Piffins asked her to sweeten 
his coffee with a souris, which means a mouse, instead of sourire, which 
means & smile. 


A Legal Point. 


A new article of dress cannot be legally examined, because it cannot 
disclose anything till it is worn. 


[SsrremsBer 12, 1874. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 389. 


Whuene in Spring the ploughman plodded ; 
Where in Summer green wheat nodded— 
Wore in Autumn golden looks, 
Spreads the weed-grown stubble field, 
And, as sign of plenteous yield, 
See the crowded rows of stooks. 
1. How he wooed the Laughing Water, 
How his foemen he did slaughter, 
How he slew the monster sturgeon, 
How he proved a cunning surgeon, 
And a chieftain and a teacher, 
How he met the pale-faced preacher— 
All is told to you in writing, 
Shown by l.ongfellow’s inditing. 
2. O’er the desert when I went 
I beheld him in his tent, 
Dirty, and of doubtful scent. 
3. Around the lover's piteous story, 
The poet's art has shed a glory. 
4. The religious views of pious Hindoos 
Are strange and odd, and this is a god. 
5. Oh, fickle moon! you sorely shent 
Action for an accident ; 
Your conduct was not quite so coy 
When vou beheld the shepherd boy. | 


6. Each man you meet has this conceit— 
That he can this prepare. 

But go to France,when you've a chance, | 
And you will eat it there. 


7. The law they now are framing 
So vigorously rails 
Against all kinds of gaming, 
’T will stop all “ heads or tails.” 


Sotution or Dovuxie Acrostic, No. 387.—Holiday- 
Seekers : Hiss, Outline, Lane, Ink, Dace, Arbour, Years. 


Correct Sorvtions oF Acrostic No. 387, RECEIVED 2np Sep- 
TEMBER :—Gyp; Cherry; Oker; F. Baker; Pimlico Tom Cat; 
Hammersmith; B.; Pollaky; Digory D.; P. Dooley; Rus in 
Urbe; Gravesend; Tamaroo; Mars; Peggotty’s Daughters; | 
Sairey Gamp; A Little Fog Bird; Buggins and Muggins; Peg- 
gotty; Brice; Doré; Hart; Boh; Margate; Niels; Lot-lot; | 


{ 


Snakes and Snuffers; Charlwood ; Making Lanterns; Little Pea- 
cocks; Interim Geasnntes ees ee ae Owl; Two Tourist (who has had a mouthful of bread and cheese) :-— Au, WELL; 600 
(s; Nolo; Margate Vic; J. Harry B.; Balbus; C.G.; Sara; enon . = ; << : + was & 
; , : : NI} s. d GOOD MORNING! AH— BY-THE-BYE THO, YOU SZEM TO 
Ruby’s Ghost; Esterhazy; Nodwos; Marion; Turk; Amble- MORNING, Mus. SHARK, = . '” , 
BE VERY MUCH TROUBLED WITH RATS HERE! 


side; Paddy; Pilgrim; Dubble and Merah; Two Colnbrook 
Fogies ; Windlesham ; Brownie; Ismeer; Reflector; The Lazy 
One; Aquarium; Teaat Bryan’s; Nuf; Ginna; Cliff; Nell 
and Pons; Spheroid; D. E. H.; Chinkum Wank; Pussycats- 
meeow; Sederopolitai; Jabberwock; M.A. P.; Emand Jim; | THEM.”’ 
Jenny Jones; T.S. W.; Slodger and Tiney; Nemo; The Tiger; | 
Eric; Doctor; Moth; Anna R; Ozone; Lightning; Gosberton | 
Partridges; Guitar; Noll; Zoological Dido; Guilac; Leibig | GLAD.”’ 
Family ; Brighton Cusses; Smug; Charles and Lucy; Lindis ; 


Mrs. S. (eagerly) :—‘‘ Ou, INDEED, SIR; NOW WILL you ? 





RATIOCINATION. 


Mrs. S.:—“Ou, YES; THAT WE ARE INDEED, SIR.” 
Tourist :—“ Wet, I'LL TELL YOU A CAPITAL WAY OF GETTING RID OF 


Tourist :—“ Yes, CHARGE ’EM HALF-A-CROWN FOR BREAD AND CHEESE; 


Nevaree; Your Own James; Chowles; Blue Pill; Alwine; Non | ; 9 
THEY LL NEVER COME AGAIN. 


sine Jure; Myrtle Vale; Old Kimgston ; Muffles. 








DOTS AND LINES. 


MarsHat MacMaunon’s “ royal progress’’ has fizzled out. Septen- 
nate is not septen-nationally popular. = Mark Lane is satisfied with 
the harvest. It is so good that the farmers grumble. — Beecher- 
Tilten scandal continues to excite the Yanks. The more it is stirred, 
the less it reminds one of Eau-de-Cologne. = Writer in The Times 
says, apropos of famine in Asia Minor, “‘ The Mahomedan religion is a 
religion of selfishness.’’ What alot of Mahomedans there must be in 
England! = Sir Wilfrid Lawson has been spouting water at Carlisle. 
Very like a wail. — Submarine communication between France and 
England is to be carried out by “immerging a duct.” Hope the 
traveller won't emerge a ducked! — A case of lead-poisoning by soda 
water is reported. ‘The water must have come from the brain of some 
teetotaller. = Great complaints of an invasion of winged ants. But 
what is that to one mother-in-law, who won't take to the wing. — 
Spanish Government has been recognised by several Powers. Didn't 
think it was clean enough to be recognisable. = Partridges reported to 
be fairly plentiful. As much sport as can be covey-ted. = It is stated 
that Mr. Albert Grant has offered seven thousand pounds towards 
laying out Soho Square. He is So-ho-spitable. — Fighting in Spain 
still continues. What will be the end of these Kilkenny Catalans! = 
Count de Chambord is gone to hunt in Bohemia. Sham boar- 
hunting ? — The International Exhibition has reduced its admission 
to threepence! Poor catchpenny ! = South Eastern threatens to stop 
its Workmen’s Trains. And yet no one would think of travelling by 
the South Eastern if he could help it! 





ART’S LANGUAGé. 


TurovuGH galleries of pictures rare, 
And cloisters cool of sculpture fair, 
In happy vein, 
To view such treasures well content 
Day after day, a week I spent 
With you, Eugéne? 
My French I know was very bad, 
And not one English word you had 
To make things plain ; 
Yet when we strayed her gifts among 
Art somehow found a common tongue 
For us, Eugéne! 
A look—a gesture—'twas enough! 
’T was language sculptured in the rough, 
A sketch, a strain. 
So sculpture, painting, music lend 
United service to befriend 
Our chat, Eugéne! 
Or French or English,—never mind! 
Art has a subtle link to bind 
With viewless chain 
The sympathies we can’t express— 
We feel, we commune,—but no less 
We talk, Eugéne! 
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A CROOKED 


Brown :—“ Hutto, Tommy, wHaT! YOU DOWN HERE.” 
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ANSWER. 


Tommy :—“* Yes, M’ BOY, ONLY JUST ARRIVED STRAIGHT FROM LONDON BY THE 3.50.” 


Captain Chaffington :—‘* An! 
Tommy.” 


FLYING LEAVES. 


No. IL—THE FRENCH WORKMAN. 


Ir ¢s Sunday! Yes, I confess it. At about the hour when I am 
climbing the Buttes Montmartre my compatriot the British Workman 
is being permitted to enter the gin-palace or the public-house with a 
view to his moral and intellectual elevation by means of vitriolic gin 
or cocculus Indicus ale. How far more beneficial are his privileges 
than the licence which allows the six middle-aged men whom I find on 





the summit of the Butte to amuse themselves by flying kites! Bill | 


Smith may hiccup politics, while these grave blue-bloused citizens are 


discussing the eventualities of kite-flying as if they were the affairs of | 


the nation. Happy England! Enlightened Briton! 


There is a sound of revelry by night, as has been noted by the bard. | 


We are approaching the Gardens, where, in spite of its being Sunday, 
the people are allowed to amuse themselves instead of becoming 
religiou-ly drunk. It is sad to have to admit that during a week's 
stay in Paris one sees only a single case of intoxication. 
result of letting people take their amusements instead of compelling 
them to soak themselves in beer like respectable Christians. Free 
England! Emancipated Briton! 

Here, if you please, in this garden there is a merry-go-round, whose 


horses feign to gallop in time with airs from La Fille de Madame | 


Angot. Here is a young workman treating his sweatheart to a canter, 
and there is a workman's wife giving her children a treat of the same 
ligneo-equine character. Here is a clean white-capped maid-servant 
who has asked for an evening out in order to spend her hoarded sous 
in a wild career ona grey charger. Behind us three or four young 
cuvriers are engaged in trying to swing a suspended ball into a ring, 
and doing it so deftly that they must bein the habit of trying their 
skill often. Yonder go an old couple with their grandchild, and 


This is the | 


SrraicHT FROM Lonpon, pip you? By Jove, THEN YOU MUST HAVE GOT WARPED ON THE WAY, 








| further off there is a nurse witha baby. Some of the visitors are 

| seated at tables drinking. What? Only coffee, or syrup and water. 

| John Bull, owvrier, is getting befuddled about this time on adulterated 
liquors. Honest England! Fortunate Briton! 

Across the road we find a ball afoot! Dancing on Sunday! 
| Dreadful, of course, and the earth, if it were not French soil, would 
doubtless open and swallow up ths profane caperers. Of course, the 

earth is of a better regulated mind than ever to contemplate swallowing 

up the boozers in an English public on a Sunday night. It is very 
terrible, I admit, but here are these agile Frenchman dancing and 
skipping as if they really liked it and didn’t believe it was wicked. 
Look at the neat little work-girls in their snowy caps tripping about so 
_merrily. And how their partners bound, and execute intricate steps 
until their legs flash about so rapidly as to become almost invisible. 
Allis perfectly correct and proper moreover. The cancan, approved 
by the Lord Chamberlain who prohibited Le Supplice d'une Femme, is 
' not danced in the working men’s dancing-places, and indeed is rigor- 
ously kept within narrower limits at its recognised places of perform- 
ance than it was on our correct English stage! Decorous England! 
Moral. Briton! 

Yet this quarter is the territory of the poorest and most riotous of 
Paris workmen! We are within a stone’s throw of the street where 
General Clement Thomas was shot. We are in the centre of the 
stronghold of the Commune. You would not think so to see the clean 
orderly folk taking their innocent pleasures. Poor they are doubtless, 
for the blouses are old and worn—but how neatly patched and how 
_clean! The women wear no dirty finery, no tawdry trinkets—but how 

white their collars and frills, and how sensible the petticoats, ankle 
high, instead of draggled with mud. And how considerate and kindly 
and polite they are to one another, and to strangers! To place 
beside the one drurmken man, recollection recalls only one rude 
Frenchman, the ticket-clerk at the railway station at Dieppe. He 
was rude enough for a dozen, but he was perhaps demoralised by 
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constant contact with the bearish British traveller—or he might have 
been a German. 


polite Englishman weuld have grumbled something about “a blessed 
furriner,” and gone his way. Polished England! Obliging Briton! 


Posted up. 


Country reporters as well as country juries have, if the stories 
often related of both be true, a great deal to answer for. We don't 
know who is in fault over the following, which appears in the 
Birmingham Daily Post, with regard to a late melancholy occurrence at 
Manchester, and so decline to give am opinion as to its merit as an 
original remark :— 

The painful tragedy which occurred at the Prince’s Club, Manchester, on 

Tuesday, formed the subject of a coroner’s enquiry yesterday. The evidence 
showed that for nine months past Mr. Barge had shown indications of insanity... . . 
A brother of Mr. Barge saad he was not aware that there was the slightest cause 
for ill-will towards Mr. Maclean. The jury found that Mr. Barge shot himself 
whilst of unsound mind, and afterwards committed suicide. 
This verdict would appear rather to controvert the statement of the 
brother. No one but aman possessed of two existences, one beside 
the ether, could submit such a performance to the consideration of a 
Manchester jury, or to the notice of a bold, even if Brummagem, 
su b-editor. 


Maxim.—A subtle man will always avoid a sutler. 
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SYMPATHETIC. 


Small Gent :—“ Yoe SEE THERE’S A SOMETHINK BETWEEN REAL GENTLEMEN 
AS LEADS THEM TO CONVERSE WITH ONE ANOTHER NO MATTER WUERE THEY MEET, 
np I 8XPECT THAT FEELIN’ WAS THE REASON YOU ASKED ME THE WAY TO THE 


ci’ ALEXANDRA Horex!”’ 


But to atone for him how many French people put 
themselves out of the way to oblige and help a stranger, where our | 
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Answers to Correspondents. 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, wnlese they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss | 

J. F. (Bradford.)—Having an Augspur of our own, we don’t require 
any Augspurious articles. 

F. (Watford.)— What for do you intend the enclosure ? 

R. (Commercial-road.)— Please see our rule as to the return of con- 
tributions. Not required. 

—— Joxer.—That pun about Charlatan was made about the time 
of Noah. 

W. (East India Avenue.)—But we don’t see any resemblance between 
“ acacia ” and “a case, sir.” Do you? 

Zon.—None of your sass! 

W. (Herefordshire.)—Ironical, as oo were “lead ” te sappose. 

ANOTHER Casva (Ramagate.)—More matter and less art. 

Declined with thanks:—G. R. C., Belfast; J. N., Live 1; J.F. R., 
Edinburgh ; W., Camberwell; F. A., Hadicigh ; Sam ; W. D., Margate ; 
P. F., Ayr; A. W. W., Brixton; S., Victoria-grove; L. R., Highbury ; 
G. M.; OC. HL, Margate; F., Highbury; R. D, Liverpool; Grambler; 
W. E., Ramsgate; F., Leicester; J. is. P.. Clerkenwell; W., Leeds; C., 
Liverpool-road; B. W., Kingsland; T. R. S. C.; Bloke; V., Poplar ; 
T. E.S, Burton-crescent ; W., Euston-road ; Jim; T. P. L. H. K.; Pablic 
Ledger; C. B. D.; Scribbler; RK. S. G.; From Belfast; W. H. HL, Brixten ; 
W. C., Middlesborough; Physic; A. H., Poplar; Gothamite ; ©, Hemel 
Hempstead; Qui Vive; A. G., Camden-road; G. B. H., Southampton ; 
H. S. W., Holborn; H. C. N., Kennington; J. R, Bayswater; Day of 
Rest; G. D. G. 


— 


} 


CHAINED TO THE OAR AGAIN. 


Bacx once more to pen and ink, 
After but a brief vacation. 
I can’t work—I sit and think 
Of my holiday's duration. 
On the Place de La Concorde 
In the sun I seem to blink— 
No! returns the truth abhorred, 
I’m once more at pen and ink. 


Through the Luxembourg I stray, 
On its gracious pictures gaze, 
As I did one sunny day— 
Ah, it was a day of days! 
Wee is me! like ropes of sand, 
All my visions shattered sink— 
Duty with imperious hand 
Drags me back to pen and ink! 


Famous Cluny, once again 
Wander I from room to room, 
Where the light through pictured pane 
Lends a glory to the gloom. 
Relics rare of days of old 
In the sunshine gleam and wink— 
Fades the dream— I but behold 
Once again my pen and ink! 


Notre Dame, the winding Seine, 
Bounteous Boulevards wide and fair, 

Gleaming lamps, an endless chain, 

/ Joy and music everywhere 

| Here in Paris—pshaw ! the dream ! 
Into nought my fancies shrink, 

Gone the glory and the gleam- - 
Nothing left but pen and ink! 


Yet ’tis pleasant to recall 

Memories of sojourn brief, 
Where unclouded sunbeams fall 

On the lime-tree’s fluttering leaf, 
Gay kiosque, and café bright, 

Clairon note and scabbard's clink— 
| Though I have returned to-night 

To my toil of pen and ink. 





Abundance. 


| 

| A Scorcx paper informs us that Mr. Sims Reeves is 
| ‘‘at Wiesbaden in the enjoyment of abundant health 
| and spirits.” We are quite content that he should keep 
| the former, but if he has any regard for it, for his 
| sobriety, and for our thirsty contributors, he will ferward 
| us a tew bottles of the latter. We prefer “ three 
| star,” but are not particular. 
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A WRONG APPLE-ICATION., 
The Rev. Mr. Owlblink (who is short-sighted and has mistaken the clerk for an orchard-thief) ;—“1’Lt TEACH YOU TO COME AFTER MY 


ArPLrs!”’ 


The Clerk (who has called about a wedding) :—“ PuEase, str, I DIDN'T COME ABOUT APPLES, BUT FOR A PAIR!” 


SERIOUS. 


Two advertisements placed immediately together in the Telegraph 
supplement make even that generally discarded sheet momentarily 
noticeable. The first is for a Governess who isto take entire charge of 
five children and their wardrobe, as well as to make herself generally 
useful. She is to understand English thoroughly, and her accomplish- 
ments must include music. The other advertisement is for a servant 
in a family of two who give very little trouble, and keep a lad to do 
all the rough work, boots, knives, &c. The lady who will have to 
slave for five children, and “ make herself generally useful’’ as well, is 
effered £12 a year, while the servant who has her hard work put out 

8 to receive “ £14 all found.” 

Moral :—“ Oh, men with sisters dear—oh, men with mothers and 

wives,” if you can’t make sure of your girls’ futures, let them run any 


risk within fair limits rather than become sufficiently accomplished to | 


obtain governesses’ situations in families where they will be expected 
to work like niggers all day long, and at night, when their charges 
are in bed, make themselves generally useful. 





Too much for Money. 


Tue peculiarity which affects the minds of our extremely rich but | disguised for the silly season. 
very niggardly postal authorities with regard to “ boy sorters’’ seems do know better than that.—P. 


CROSBY'S BALSAMIC COUGH ELIXIR 


ba specially recommended hy several eminent physicians, and by Dr. ROOKE, 
Scarborough, author of the “ Awri-Lanogtr.”” It has been used with the 
Asthma, Bronchitis, Consumption, Coughs, Influenza, 
Consumptive Night Sweats, Spitting of Blood, Shortness of Breath, and all | 

to D 


most signal success for 
affections of the Throat and Chest. 


Sold in bottles at 1s. 94., 4s. 6d., and 11s. each, by all respectable Chemists, and | Chemist, or post free from Dr. Rooke, Scarborough. Concerning this \ 


wholesale by JAS. M. CROSBY, Chemist, Scarborough. 


*,* Invalids should read Crossy’s Prize Treatise on ‘‘ Diseases of the 
oO 


Lungs and Air Vessels,” a copy of which can be had gratis 
Chemusts. 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoonix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, Sept. 12, 1874. 





| to have adapted itself to the ideas of a City tradesman, who advertises 


| thus :— 

} 

| LERK WANTED. Must write quick. If can read and write French correctly 
preferred. Wages 10s. per week.—Apply by letter, stating age, to —— 


| ° 
| And yet some people wonder why knowledge is not now-a-days better 
than houses and land; and others are surprised that there is a 
difficulty in keeping clerks in situations of trust and temptation 


| excruciatingly honest ! 


Jehnsonian. 


WE clip the following from a provincial paper, and present it to our 
| readers, who must, however, find their own salt :— 
A Loxe Swim.—A labourer named Nolan was rescued from drowning, at Bray, 


near Dublin, on Monday. He had tied his clothes round his neck, with a loaf of 
| bread wrapped up in them, and intended, he said, to swim over to England. He 


was given into custody as a lunatic. 
| There is evidently a mistake here, the name of the place selected for 
the starting point having betrayed the nature of the original inventor 


| of the paragraph. Thus doth donkeydom display its hoof even when 
ey written cloven hoof, but we 
‘] 








DR. ROOKE'S 
ANTI-LANCET. 


| LL who wish to preserve health, and thus prolong life, should 
read Dr. Rooke’s ‘‘ Anti-Lancet,” or, ‘‘Handy Guide 
omestic Medicine,” which can be had gratis from any 


book, which contains 168 pages, the late eminent author, Sheridan 
Knowles, observed :—‘ It will be an tncalculabl« boon to erery person 


*ho ean read and think.” ss 
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SSSA. ae CAPTAIN STAMMERS. | 
. 4 Wuewn Captain Stammers came to w 
His tongue began to falter 
He asked me to become his Ju— 
His Julia at the altar. 


And then, to make the matter worse A 
He ended his confession, 

By asking if I'd mind a curs— 
A cursory digression, 


ar 
i 


Because some people thought a stam— 
A stammer imperfection. 

Should I consider it a dam— 
A damaging objection ? 


He thought that while proposing now, 
"T'was proper to reveal it, 

Because he'd look so like a cow — . 
A coward to concea! it. 


A plain gold ring he longed to buy, 
[f I would not abjure it ; 

He only hoped that I might di— 
Direct him to precure it. 


If I'd be his, the best of men 
To be he would endeavour, 
And he'd consider me his ben— 

His benefactress ever! 


And then he said—and heaved a sizh, 
As if in deep dejection— 

He feared he could not hit my i— 
Ideal of perfection. 





FULL PARTICULARS. 


’ 


And then he knelt upon the grass 
¢ Once more his suit pursuing 
-:—© ANYTHIN ICULAR IN THE PAPER?’ : , | 
Idler ANYTHING en So then I owned I was an ass— | 
Journalist :—* YES, SIR !—EVERYTHING IN THE PAPER IS PARTICULAR! THERES | Assentient to his wooing! 
NOTHING IN IT THATS NOT PARTICULAR! 








THE™BARD. | 

Wirn penny whistles I began 

To toot my pensive lay ; 
But now that I’ve become a man | 

A nobler strain I play ; | 
Now, for the whooping ophicleide 

The whistle I discard, 
And hold, with reasonable pride, 

I am a beauteous bard. 


But still ambition swells my héart, 
The ophicleide seems weak 

My powers of music to impart— 
My sentiments to speak. 

To bluster on the bold bassoon 
As bliss I should regard ; 

On that I could discourse a tune, 
And prove I am a bard. 


I've murmured through the clarionet, 
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’ve twangled on the harp A 7 WS N\ < hve 
The whole chromatic alphabet AN | ~ AN YW SE AM 
In every flat and sharp. | TN LN ANN Wh 3 
I’ve tootled on the sbrilly comb, Hh) XN Se ERY 

I’ve whistled on a card: | oi Van < x) -_-# a arn 


They speak of me where’er I roam 
As an eccentric bard. 


Yet still I sigh in discontent 
Because I cannot get 
The melancholy instrument 
On which my heart is set. 

Oh, why did Fate her spite employ 
| Against me? It is hard 
That I can’t be a gay Swiss boy— 


ae 





A hurdy-gurdy bard! —— 
' National Airs and Atmospheres. SAW-NEY. 
Aw American says that, from his experi- Master Carpenter :—“ WELL, MY YOUNG MAN, HOW ARE YOU A-GETTING ON WITH THOSE | 
} 


' ence of a London September, he should 
say, “ Rain, Britannia!’’ ought to be as 
popular in England as “ Hail, Columbia!” 
is in the States. 


TOOLS ?”’ 
Young Man :—“I'vz GROUND ALL THE TOOLS BUT THI3 YER SAW, 8UB, AND I CAN'T 
GET ALL THE GAPS OUT OF HE!” 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sept. 16, 1874. 


UP IN A BALLOON. 


Up in a balloon—yes, up in a balloon, 

Drifting to destruction on the other side the moon, 
Driven hither, thither, 
Nobody knows whither— 

Up in a balloon—yes, up in a balloon. 





Pity poor Britannia, up in a balloon, 
Going to destruction. sure to reach it soon, 
Thanks to Tory faction, 

Falsely styled reaction ; 
Up in a balloon—yes, up in a balloon. 


Dizzy holds the valve-rope up in the balloon, 

Knows as much of steering as donkeys know of tune, 
Letting England wander 
Straight to somewhere yonder— 

Up in a balloon—yes, up in a balloon. 


— -o—— 


Tue wonderful twin-boat which is to rule the waves of the Channel 
— in parallel lines— failed to turn up at Dover according to appointment, 
in consequence of a brisk sea about the Downs. is to those who 
know the meaning of coasting would seem to imply that she cannot be 
altogether relied upon to answer her helm off a lee shore, and that her 
weak point would be of that kind must have been evident to all sailors. 
The most minute adjustment of her engines could not make the—prac- 
tically—two boats answer as rapidly as one. A graver objection still 
is that, in a chopping sea like the Channel, widening of beam does not 
produce greater steadiness; and it is not the pitching but the rolling 
which is productive of that ailment which the Castalia is intended to 
abolish. Our experience—a fairly long one—of Channel passages in 
all sorts of weather goes toward the conclusion that a small boat, such 
as the Lyons or Orleans on the Newhaven route, is, if a little wetter, 
decidedly less productive than the larger boats of real sea-sickness. 
We say “ real,’’ because we have seen people imagine themselves into 
spasms of nausea while the boat was alongside the quay as motionless 
as the Monument. For such a malady there is no cure and no pre- 
ventive; but the genuine derangement of the internal economy must be 
cured, if cured at all, by the lengthening, not the widening, of our 
Channel boats, and by the use of the lowering keel, which will enable 
craft to pass over harbour-bars, but check the lateral sway, when 
let down, in the sea-way. The twin-ship will undoubtedly fail to 
prevent sea-sickness. 


Sixty to One. 


Tuts is a little perplexing :— 


For the first three Sundays of the present month the lists of persons liable to 
serve as jurors will be placed on the church doors. Exemption can be claimed 
from sixty years of age, and unless made the parties must attend when 
summoned. 

We should like to be exempt from the charge of sixty years of age, 
but we don’t see how either three Sundays, the present month, or lists 
of jurors can set back the clock of time to exempt us. 


‘* Stitch, stitch, stitch!” 


Unper the head of ‘‘ Culpable Magisterial Leniency”’ we get rather 
a curious statement from one of the weekly papers. ‘The foreman ofa 
firm of army clothiers was summoned to Guildhall for assaulting one of 
the workwomen, who said that— 

Yhe previous week she finished off seven dozen and four pairs of soldiers’ 
trousers at seven farthings a pair (the work consisting of machining the seams 
and bands, all ready prepared. and putting the earments together). Each pair took 
her three-quarters of an heur. When she went for her money on Saturday last 
the foreman said he should deduct 7s. 7d. because the work was not properly done. 
On her remonstrating with him «nd claiming the whole amount, he told her if she 
did not go down the stairs he would throw her down, and immediately pushed her 
down, her fall being broken by a fellow-workwoman who was on the stairs. 

It would seem by this that even with the aid of machinery the 
sempstress’s positicn is not much improved since the days when the 
poet sang “‘ The Song of the Shirt.” The system of inflicting fines on 
poor and helpless people is one of the most dreadful ramifications of a 
most dreadful system of starvation; and our soldiers must be actually 
clad in garments wet with the tears and redolent of the sighs of 
sorrowing East-enders. The magistrate seems to have felt with the 
tailors, for the case being proved, he fined the offender ten shillings— 
2s. 5d. more than the latter fined the poor needlewoman. Well, 
there’s nothing like “ proputty” after all. It is certainly well con- 


sidered in the City. 
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ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—No. II. 


By Lirtie JouHnNny. 





CATS. 


Tuis is not a essy on the cat, wich would be one, but on cats, wich 
is sevrel, for cats is never by theirself only wen they sleeps, and they 
don't do that no differnt from other animels, but they is alone wen 
they cetches a mouse, except the mouse. We hada old cat ascot a 
mouse and didn’t kill it but only hurt it inside. Then she laid it 
down, and laid down by it, and shut her eys, and forgot; but wen it 
had crold away a bit she rememberd. Then father he said heed be 
blode, and the way he kickt the cat was crewil as you ever see. 
Feo the baby, wich was a-settin’ on the flore, lookt up and said 

gin. 

Cats can look in the dark better than day times, tho they isn’t so 
much tosee. That's cause their eys is like lanterns, but dogs looks 
best with a bras coler. Billy he says if dogs has bras colers with their 
oners’ names onto it they don’t go mad. Fe say that’s law. 

Cats wich has kittins is better than the other kind, ‘cause it’s good 
fun to drownd ’em in bags. My sister’s young man says wen you 
want to drownd kittins if you wil apple eye to the Socity for prefen- 
tin’ crulty to animels you can git rose water. 

Did you ever here the cats a-hollerin’ in the night, and a-spittin’ ? 
T have, lots, and I tel you it makes a feller afrade if he isn’t a-sleepin’ 
with his sister. Byron says cats is awful yet lovely in their strength, 
and they is mentiond by several. 





THE RAT. 


The rat should ot to foller cats in books, wich ain’t so in cellers. 
The rat eats chees wen he can git some that’s good, but dutch nocks 
him. There was a man bated a steel trap with dutch chees, and pretty 
soon he began to fine dedrats evry mornin’. At the end of a weak there 
was ded rats evry were, but the trap had never been sprang. Then 
he found out the rats was starved ’cause they had worn th. ir teeths off 
nawin’ the trap, and couldn't take their meels. They thought the trap 
was the bate and the dutch was the trap. 

You know who told me that about the dutch. Wen he comes to 
see my sister he asks me how I'm gettin’ on with my history, and 
then he tels me things wich I may put in it, and my sister she says 
shaw wat a fib, and I mussent bleeve a werd he says, and looks in his 
eyes with her'n, but he aint a bit afrade. Her’n are black, but hisn 
is , and so is rats. 

Rats is long tails, and if you berry a ded ‘un with his tail a-stickin’ 
out it would be a vine. Rats is killed by tairiers, wich is put into a 
pit where the rats has been cetched and let out. If it wasn’t for these 
tairiers there would be too many rats for anybody to live. The black- 
and-tan is finest to look at, but the rats licks ’em like smoke. 

I asked my father if ferrits was good for rats, and he says yes, that’s 
wat they lives on wen they can’t git vegittibles; but he was readin’ 
the newspaper, and mother she says wen a man is readin’ a newspaper 
they never knows nothin’. My uncle Ned he spoke up and said that 
was the best fraim of mine to read the papers. Newspapers tore up 
little makes a good nessed for rats, and the pufs wich wimen puts in 
their hare is call rats too, but not the bitin’ kind. 

Bishop Hatto was et by rats, evry little tiny bit up, and serve him 
mity well right too; but they don’t now ‘cause their is more bisheps 


than there is rats. 
Rats is row-dents, and rat-cetchers is row- dentists, and now for the 


snakes. 





THE SNAKE. 


Snakes is mosely pizen, but some don’t. My father says they used 
to walk on their tails, the same as us, but now they has to walk on 
there belly for foolin’ Eav ; but they seems to like it that way best. 
Snakes is said to be the same as serpence, but I always thought a ser- 
penny was the biggest. ‘The rattle snake's skin is too short for him, 
and don’t quite cover all his bones, and wen he wiggles they makes a 
nois. My sister's young man he says it’s the folt of the ratle snake's 
tailer, in a measure. 

Their is one wich is got stripes and is call garter snake, but it ain't 
got no buckel, and aint much worn. It migt be fassend with a ’asp, 
like a trunk, but not the elephance. ‘he ecl would be a snake if it 
wasn’t so good to eat, wich makes ‘em a fish. If you putaeel in your 
brother’s bed it will be a snake when he gits in, and he wil holler 
wild. 

‘There is a kind of snake wich takes its tale in its mouth and roles. 
Once a little boy seen one of ’em rolein’, and he thought it was some 
boy’s hoop got away, and he run after it with a stick, to role it home 
for hisself ; but as soon as he hit it it let go its tale and bit him good 
on the nose. Some fokes tel fibs, but I seen this mysef. That little 
boy is now a old man and my father, and 1 hope it will be a warnin’ 


to him. 
Snakes eats frogs, like French, and them in the Zoo has a rabbit. 
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One day a big “un in the Zoo swolered his blanket, and the keper 
bleeved some boy had stole it, so he give him a other, and he swolered 
that ’un too. When the keper he come round agin and didn't see no 
blankit he begun to think things, but the snake he lookt up at him so 
inocent he was a-shamed and went and got him a other, but watcht. 
Wen he seen the snake a swolerin’ that ‘un, too, he went and fecht a 
piller and threw it to him, and said now if your agoin’ to make up 
your bed incide, like that, you better take this piller, and wen youf 
terned in Ile pas you down a botle of hot water for your feet, and 
make you comftable. Waht time would you like to be woke in the 
mornin’ ? 

Taere is snakes as long as treas, wich eats gotes alive. Wehn the 
gotes is down they can’t breathe, but the snakes can’t neither, and 
then it is wich can hold out the longest. 





THE PIG. 


The pig is a domessic animil, but a old sow don't look it wen you 
eetch a little one by the hind leg to make it squeel. Pigs knows there 
dinner hour better than some humans, but it’s ’cause they never has 
anything else on their minds but slops. Our pig is in a pen, but 
Gaffer Peterses pig is wite with a blak tail. Our'n puts his feet in the 
trof, and that makes father sware, though he don’t know no better, 
and I fancy he woude, too, if he was a-fatnin’ to be kill, for wen your 
agoin’ to be kill in October you ain’t agoin to be a gentelman for that 
short time, not if you nose it. 

In Indy my uncle Ned says they stick em with spears for they is 
wild, and no wonder. 

The fur of pigs is call brissils wen they has any, but the pigs they 
make nowdays is gittin balder evry year, like Gaffer Peters, but all 
over. My sister’s young man says a friend of his'n has a pig that is 
a show, and plays cards, but that is a lie. 

Them at Smiffle is sometimes so fat that you can’t tell wich end it is 
that eats til you set a basin of grule near by, and then it swings 
round and points at it like a cumpass. Some men spends a lot of time 
curlin’ there pigs’ tales, wich is no use except to eat, and is best 
roasted, though the trotters is good, too. If I was asked to curl pigs’ 
tales I would be angry, and say it ain’t fit businice for any human 
being; you better git Billy. 

One day a man was drivin’ a pig threw our vilage, with a string 
tide to its hind leg. The man fassened the string to a telegraf pole, 
and went into the Jolly Brewer to git some gin, and my uncle Ned he 
let the pig looce, and tide a ham out of the kitchin in its place. Wen 
the man come out of the tap he fassened the end of the string about 
his rist, like it was before, and then lookt for his pig. He lookt at 
the ham, and then he look up at the telegraf wire, and then he 
swore a awful othe, and said Ide jest like to git my ‘ands on the 
beggar as sent that last message. 

Pigs roots in the mud, and then lies down in the root, and grunts 
like snorin’. 





FLYING LEAVES. 





No. IIL—PEEPS IN PARIS. 


Ir we want to cure an Englishman of his insular prejudices, to 
knock out cf a cockney his inordinate conceit in London, we have only 
to set him down in Paris—in any part of Paris, where a third-rate 
street eclipses our boasted Regent-street, Oxford-street, or Portland- 
place, and where the view from the Tuileries to the Are de T:tomphe 
obliterates our boasted Piccadilly vista, while all Trafalgar-square— 
‘‘ the finest site in Europe’’—could be popped into a fountain on the 
Place de la Concorde without making it spill over! Take our heathen 
temple, popularly known as St. Paul's Cathedral, and it is very small 
potatoes compared with the classic and cold Madeleine, while Notre 
Dame runs a dead-heat with our boasted Abbey at Westminster. It 
would be unfair indeed to speak of any of our palaces—even the 
Houses of Parliament—in the same breath with the Louvre, the 
Luxembourg, or even the ruins of the Tuileries, with their blank win- 
dow-spaces like the eye-sockets in the skull of a departed beauty ! 
‘‘ But the Thames Embankment!” cries the despairing Briton. Well, 
the Thames Embankment is about as wide as one of the side-walks on 
the Boulevards! 

What have we to show toa Parisian to compare with his splendid 
capital? The Crystal Palace! Well, it is fine enough in its way, but 
it is only the Palais de l’ Industrie rather larger, and much less tasteful. 
‘‘The South Kensington Museum!’ Well, its loan collections are 
good, but as far as genuine antiques go the little Hotel Cluny can give 
it a twenty-mile start and beat it at that. ‘‘ The British Museum ’’— 
h’m! the less said about that the better, for a more valuable collection 
was never less attractively disposed. “ But then the National Gal- 
lery! It may be small, but it is so select and valuable!’’ Granted 
that there are miles of second and third-rate pictures in the French 
Galleries, there is not one of them in which you would not find among 
the chaff two bushels of grain to our peck, and there are almost as many 
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galleries in Paris as we can count rooms in Trafalgar-square. As te 
sculpture and public monuments, we must hide our diminished heads, 
with our stone-yard statuary, to compare with 
The stone that breathes and struggles, 
The brass that seems to speak. 

There is one point on which of course London is unapproachable, 
not to be rivalled—for business, for commerce, for wealth. But does 
that make its case any better? We fancy not, and let us be candid! 
All the gold that flows through the arteries of our capital goes to 
glut—what? Does Art thrive on it? Does the sense of Beauty 
increase by its aid? Will London ever—with all its riches—be able 
to boast any such elevating, educating, ennobling charms as Paris ? 
Not a bit! While Paris is the City Beautiful of Bunyan, London will 
be for ever the living monument of Muckrake. scraping up its money 
with eyes intent on the mire from which it rakes its riches. 

A thing of beauty may be a joy for ever, but London likes to rattle 
the sovereigns in its trouser-pockets ! 


ATCH ’em alive, 
oh! 

Could I contrive, 
oh! 

Shoulda’t I 
truly be 
happy to 
do ui! 

Busaing and 
h : 
Going an ‘om- 


fi 

orrible tor- 
ment— one 
has to go 
through 
it! 

Flies are enough 
one to madness 
to drive, oh! 

Catch ’em 
alive, 
oh! 


Catch ’em alive, 
oh! 
Vainly I strive, 
oh! 
Never a bit 
ish the 
batches— 





‘They give me wider 
Berth than a spider, 
And ’tis but rarely he one of them catches ; 
Spite of us both they continue to thrive, oh! 
Catch ’em alive, oh! 
Catch ’em alive, oh! 
Still they survive, oh! 
Nothing | find their prosperity touches ; 
’Tis winter solely 
Conquers them wholly, 
Squeezes their life out with icicle clutches. 
So we must wait till the frost can arrive, oh! 
To catch ’em alive, oh! 


Content-ment ! 


Tuis is a little too bold :— 
[® the GENTLEMAN (name known) who in or about 1868 LEFT a PORT- 
MANTEAU at 148, —— street, Camden Town, and isnot CLAIMED within 
five days, the contents will be appropriated to pay expenses. 
Supposing nobody claims the gentleman, the advertiser proposes to 
eviscerate him to pay expenses. ‘This is paying in person instead of 
in purse with a vengeance. Where are the police ? 








Pleasure! 


We clip this from a Leicester paper :— 
A G—— and Sons, Coffin-makers and Funeral Undertakers. Funerals com- 
* pletely furnished in town or country on the most reasonable terms. Pleasure 
parties accommodated 
When coffin-makers and undertakers offer to accommodate pleasure 
parties, it becomes necessary to ask what railway company’s excursion 
trains they are alluding to! 
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IN AXATERNUMQUE SED—. 


Old Boakes :—“ Saip wnat” 
Mrs. C. :—* Whuy As YO 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Tue Carlists hare fired on German gunboats. So much the worse 
for the Carlists, who will look very Prussian blue soon. = MacMahon 


Mrs. Cluppins :—“Saip, inprep! Wuy I sarp AS THEY SAID AS YoU SAID AS I'D saID 
‘, 


SAID AS SHE SAID AS HE'D SAID YOU'D PUNCH HIS-ED! 





at Hammersmith. Bos(h) locutus. = Bazaine reporte1 to have started 
We have Base-zanies enough already. = Weather wet. 


has returned from his tour, not much elated. He should have stuck to his | 


Sedan-tary occupation. = Brussels Confererce has come to an end. But, 
at the same time, it arr ved at no conclusion. = The Reverend Beecher 
acquitted with flying colours. Not so surprising, ashe elected his own 
judge and jury! = The Prince of Wales has been visiting Berlin. 
Visiting his nephews German. = The Carlists are “gone to Pam- 
peluna.”” They have been wished therealong time.— The Enchantress, 
with the First Lord of the Admiralty on board, ran against a wall in 
Sunderland Docks. The First Lord must have been in command. = 
French balloonists picked up at sea. Very wro-nanghty of them to 
start. = Excursionists at Southend misbehaved as if they had been 
British tourists abroad. — Germans have been crowing over the anni- 
versary of Sedan. Prussian eagle crowing is rather a ridiculous object. 


= Duke of Northumberland is going to bed out Trafalgar Square. | 


Better to bed it out than to let it lie dormant as it does. = 'I'wo women 
going out to pick Eidelweiss have had serious falls. Will it teach 
them to be Eidel-wiser in future * = Pontigny Pilgrims have returned. 
They have had a very pleasant trip, thanks to Messrs. Cook and Son, 
who boiled their peas for them. = Sir Charles Dilke has been talking 


elie cent ee 


AS SHE'D SAID THAT YO: SAID AS HE SAID 


’” 


for England. 
Umbrella-makers and ducks are delighted. 


A Hardheaded Fish. 


We make it a constant rule in this paper never to interfere with 
anybody's private and particular belief, and so submit the following 
for the benefit of those who like their statements strong :— 


ACCIDENT TO THE Encuanrress.—On Thursday morning, as the Enchantress, 
with the First Lord of the Admiralty on board, was leaving Sunderland Dock, she 
came into collision with the quay wall, had her stem timber started, top rail carried 
away, and was otherwise damaged. On Wednesday night as she entered the 
dock the Enchantress had a boat stove in through colliding with a dolphin at the 
Hendon dock entrance. 


That a ship should meet with an acc‘ ‘ent when the First Lord of the 
Admiralty is on board is only according to rule and precedent, and if 
the story had stopped there all would have been weil. But we happen 
to know both Hendon and the Welsh Harp, neither of which contains 
either docks or dolphins, unless indeed they are in Mr. Warner's 
museum, which would bea fit place for the writer of the foregoing sea- 
sonable story. 


([Serremper 19, 1874. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 390. Wa ; | i 
By Autumn invaded, TIN ae » IH} i] oi} TA A 
The summer is faded, : a. \/ if} | Sees ALTE E 
The wind and the rain | YY] aN | . UTR} 
Are loud on the pane, yn 9 RY I : “ly, A 
The sunshine grows dimmer, Te rr 
The skies appear grimmer, | < ; ‘ Mi) HY 
The clouds spread their cowl— : ye a > | 
The fair turns to foul. ens | a I 


1. An ancient Saxon termination, 
Which means a house by implication, 
Or village, mansion, habitation. 


2. Sir Cauline had a fearful fight, 
So legends say, 
With this peculiar sort of knight 
In ancient day. 


3. A vessel, well-renowned, 
It cost us many a pound. 


4. The garb of ancient Gael, I ween, 
On hill and moorland often seen ; 
By noting it, you can 
Discern the wearer’s clan. 


5. If you should meet with Bruin, 
Be not embraced 
About the waist, 
Or he your ribs will ruin. 


6. Mr. Beecher, 
Eloquent preacher, 
Now probably gleans 
What this sort of thing} means. 


7. How much it must please 
Our toiling M.P.’s | 
To have respite and ease! 
SoLuTion oF AcRosTic, = 388.—Coveys Killed: 
Cork, Oui, Veal, Encyclical, Yore, Scabbard. 
hen: a BUT ONE STEP. 


Correct SoiuTtions or Acrostic, No. 388, received 9th Sept. :— 


Sideropolitain; Hoptop; Spheroid; Boh; W. W. G. W Aspiring Artist :—“'To approach THE SvuBLIME IN ART, SIR, WE MUST 


. G. W.; 
ic ; la ; ty; 17; Nell ; ; ; , 
Pik Os big AR met Rig sm | ace Doré You: tn GO UP STEP BY STEP, UNTIL WE MOUNT HIGH, SIR!—HIGH! VERY HIGH!” 
aot Seni se Lazy One; Slodger and Tiney; Liebig Second Ditto:—“ Au! BUT NO HIGHER—NOT ONE STEP HIGHER; ONE 
— STEP MORE WOULD BE THE—— AHEM! ” 
AUGSPUR’S FINAL SELECTIONS. George Frederick’s been idle, Glenalmond’s been winning," 


Blantyre’s been but second, Apology too ; 
Trent's backers alone have been constantly grinning. 
I wonder what next will be shown to the view. 


Mr. Epiror,—Sir,—I trust you duly received the hamper of game 
I sent you last week with my copy. I guess you did, for I see the 
‘‘pome”’ was inserted with only a few of the jokes cut out; and, 


besides, when I called on the publisher on my way out of town he told ee oe "1 Seiten 

me you'd been growling horribly at having to pay the carriage of 3 ¢ till Yr . pap yond tell it Id el 

something. Sir, in the fashionable circles in which I move, it is not Ge - Fr d vw k see 7 lik "i Balen! that’ 
supposed to be the cheese to pay the carriage of hampers containing orge Frederick lan 1 ty ‘fot ning that's greasy, 
presents of game, and I’m sure the cost couldn’t have been much from And Trent and Apology follow the first. pany 


Leadenhall—from Glasgow I mean, of course. I would have sent you 

a second lot, but the necessities of the Doncaster Meeting compelled 

me to shoulder my gun, and bid farewell to the haughty and aristocratic, The Deuz is in it! 

not to say noble and royal, crew with whom I have been feasting and a 4 

teaching how to bring down the goodly grouse and the merry partridge. | , 4, WEEKLY contemporary, not very strong apparently in its 
As I write these few lines I am not at Doncaster—I am at Sheffield, | foreign languages, says, dpropos of the Gaiety, that— 


whither I called to look at the foot-racers on my way down. For this woe a ** Cox oat a, and = ee of Trebizonde”’ are 
] > Mi ’ one s : too well known to n any special mention here, though we may, en passant, 
purpose I travelled by Midland, and I must say the service is splendid. | moties the fact thed the fees of these aanading wisediammen® tm ae dat 


I don’t know if Mr. Allport caused the train to go a bit faster because | smartly-written version by Mr. Arthur Clements 

I was on board, or whether he had the Pullman car especially | Ww b coal a . 
arranged for my benefit ; but whether or not I am bound to admit that | i edb observe that Mr. Arthur Clements’s conversion is decidedly 
travelling by this company’s line is both splendid and speedy. The air | 7 'P ae y the smartly-written and v ery ney Ceavermem: of Les Deus 
of Sheffield I find as poetic and inspiriting as of old, and after | ~°““7™ into “ The Deus Avengees. 
climbing one or two of its streets and gazing on its lovely people, I 
naturally drop into verse on the subject of the final notes for the I’'se Yorkshire, too! 


Great Doncaster St. Leger. 

’Tis not at all easy as you'll be agreeing, YORKSHIRE has always been a little horsey, but if we may believe 
To find out the first in the Leger this year : the Yorkshire Post itis getting rather extensive on that line, Our 

Though I'm a great prophet quite human’s my being, northern contemporary, speaking of a local agricultural exhibition, 
And prospects get marred as the fixture draws near. | Speaks of a spacious ring— 

Atlantic’s been sick, but he shows some improvement ; For the judging and leaping of horses and ponies 180 yards long by 42 broad. 
Still one cannot stand him as one did before. Horses and ponies a hundred and eighty yards long and forty-two 

I’m fearful to look for the last market movement, broad are not socommon down south as to be spoken of with such 
Though eager to know if “ they’ve killed any more.” apparent sang frotd. 
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THE DIGNITY OF LABOUR. 


Martha :—“ Ou, IF Y’ PLEASE ’M, IT’S THE 
Party with bundle :—“ BeGGin’ YER PARDING, MISS, IT AIN'T. 


THE LEGER HORSES ANALYSED. 


(By Our Sprcirat AnD ANALYTIC CoMMISSIONER.) 


In accordance with your requests, which to me are commands when 
accompanied by post-office order or cheque-bank cheque, I have, as is 
customary at ‘this season of the year, been interviewing the most 
prominent of the candidates for the Great Doncaster St. Leger. I 
have been travelling night and day since I left London, and my 
thorough knowledge of horse-flesh has been well put tothe test. At 
tirst the trainers and stable men thought I did not know more than 
ordinary sporting writers do about the “ equinial department ”’ of the 
turf, and introduced me to some long and thin animals which would 
not even be strong enough to pull a cab about; but I soon undeceived 
them, and caused many loud plaudits to follow my remarks and 
observations. I should wish you to notice one original statement put 
forth by me during my tour, which is that the horse is a noble animal 
and very useful to man. He stops at the sound of woe, and after- 
wards finds his way to his own stable. He will, however, find 
his way into any other where the food is more plentiful and the 
feather beds softer, and in that respect resembles the upright and 
honourable human being who is now writing to you, and whose 
constant endeavour it is to benefit his condition as well as his kind. 
Particularly his kind — a fellow-feeling makes us wondrous kind. 
This latter remark, though, refers more to the humble and useful pony 
of Jerusalem than to his proud and prancing relative of the race- 
course. This leads me naturally and by easy stages to the remem- 
brance that the gentleman who said “ the noblest study of mankind is 
max ’’ knew nothing about horseracing, or he would have said the 
noblest study of mankind is found in the Racing Calendar, varied now 
and then by visits to the various training stables. Why, aman might 
stand in Fieet-street or the Strand all his life studying ‘mankind, and 
what would he know at the finish?’ Nothing about the probable 
winner of the Leger I dure swear. And to show you that I am right, 


'»? 


WASHYWOMAN ! 
It’s THE LARNDREss!"’ 





I will give you a few opinions about the most prominent of the Don- 
caster candidates. 

Trent is so called from having been born on the banks of the noble 
river which laves the shores of the lamblike town of Nottingham, 
and then flows onward to the silent sea. That is when the tide is 
running down, of course. Trent the river and Trent the horse have 
points in common. ‘The former is, with certain distinctions, very like 
other rivers; and the same may be fairly said about the latter with 
regard to other horses. He has four legs, a head, and a tail; and on 
the eventful day he will be provided with a saddle and a bridle, as 
wel as another essential, a jockey. Need I say then, that I estimate 
Trent's chances at their proper value, and am not to be put down ty 
idle clamour;? I need. 

Apology is next worthy of attention. She is a fiily, which, for the 
benefit of the uninitiated, I will explain means that she belongs to 
the female persuasion. Such being the case she is often a little too 
fast, and requires keeping in check. She also, as her owner informed 
me, requires keeping in exercise, by which means I infer that her keep 
is rather of the i inexpensive ethan the extravagant kind. I have known 
horses which would only train on Christmas pudding and whisky 
toddy, while others exhibited a decided preference for apple-jam and 
egg-boxes. Long oats are generally given in, and are not considered 
an extra. Apology is dear to the hearts of most sporting writers, as 
she reminds them much of average retrospective work. For this 
reason, if for no other, I shall advise my readers to be well on the 
flying filly when the flag falls. A little while before may possibly 
do no harm. 

Atlantic has recently been considered all at sea, and more shame for 
him. He gave mean awful fright, for just before he went back in 
the market I had put my commission on him quite heavily, and it cost 
me at least three half-crowns to get out of my money. It is a very 
common error to suppose that Atlantic has anything to do with the 
Cunard interest, and though Iam not authorised to ‘contradict it I 
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will, for I hate to know of a lot of mistakes which people will always 
make unless properly guided into the right and proper path. Atlantic 
won the Guineas for his owner—(I wish he had won’em for me) ; he 
was third in the Derby, after being trained for some time on the 
Underground Railway ; and so I think that if he starts he will be sure 
to finish somewhere. 

George Frederick, winner of the Derby, is a fine specimen of the 
cart-horse—I mean of the Cartwright. I don’t exactly mean that 
either, so perhaps you'll take the will for the deed, and consider the 
joke as good as made. It’s not so easy to make jokes about horses’ 
names, I can assure you; perhaps that’s why racing's no laughing 
matter— perhaps the other is the reason; but the independent reader 
can have choice of cause and effect. Well, to returnto George Frede- 
rick. He won the Derby, and so ought to be able to win the Leger. 
But he has lately taken to kicking himeelf, a most unselfish per- 
formance, yet one likely to put him on the wrong side of the Leger 
account. (N.B.—Got a-joke in at last.) As it would be impolitic to 
conclude without prophesying in favour of the Derby winner, I beg 
also to give him my adhesion. 

Of the other animals I have been investigating—Leolinus, Glen- 
almond, Blantyre, Feu d’Amour, Rostrevor, Reverberation, Lady 
Patricia, &c., &c.,—I need only say that I have been favourably 
impressed with them all, and should not be surprised at any of them 
winning. Indeed, the only surprise I have is that they cannot all 
win. I did intend to speak favourably of Scamp; but after his owner 
Sir John D. Astley’s recent speech about Ireland Iam afraid that some 
of our Hibernian friends would set up the old dismal howl, and accuse 
us of personality. Certainly the horse’s name és suggestive. 


THE BUCCANEER. 
A Goop TempiaR Sone. 


Tue Baecaneer so Bold and Free, 

Had trimm’'d his sails to leeward : 

He shouted for a cup of tea, 

And “ Ballyrag’d”’ the steward ! 
He knocked the mate 
Across the pate, 

And sent him to the “ scuppers 
And swore the cook 
Should sharper look, 

And get the crew their suppers ! 

This Buccaneer so Brave and Bold— 

And this Buccaneer so free— 

Would always have when wet or cold, 

A cup of jolly hot Tea! 


This Buccaneer so Bold and Free 
Sail’d all the wide seas over! 
Where’er he went he swilled his Tea— 
A great Teetotal Rover! 
The first Tea ship 
He ne’er let slip— 
Made Passengers and Sailors 
To walk the plank 
While Tea he drank, 
And called them “‘cooks”’ and “ tailors’’! 
This Buccaneer so Brave and Bold, 
And this Buccaneer so free! 
The men, as overboard they roll’d, 
Had cups of jolly hot Tea. 


This Buccaneer so Bold and Free, 
Tho’ “ milk sop,” was no dandy— 
He made his milk-punch all of Tea, 
And used no rum or brandy. 
He ne’er dispensed 
With “ milk condensed,” 
Or that, “‘ Swiss” designated. 
‘When ships he found, 
The crew were drowned, 
In the manner I have stated. 
This Buccaneer so Brave and Bold, 
And this Buccaneer so free! 
He sent them into water cold, 
While he took jolly hot Tea! 


This Buccaneer so Bold and Free 
Had teeth as sweet as honey! 
And needed sugar in his Tea— 
But bought with Blood— not money ! 
For this he flies 
To West In-dies, 
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And home-bound cargoes seizes! 
In casks’ insides, 
The crew he hides, 
To float as Fortune pleases! 
This Buccaneer so Brave and Bold, 
And this Buccaneer so free, 
Would shoot each cask as on it roll’d— 
’Twixt cups of jolly hot Tea! 
This Buccaneer so Bold and Free, 
At last conceived the notion, 
That he on shore would take his Tea, 
Instead of on the ocean. 
The crew he “‘ squared ’’— 
The “swag” they shared— 
And bade adieu to sea-fights— 
He settled down 
Just out of Town, 
And teok to giving “ Tea-fights.”’ 
And there he soon, so Brave and Bold, 
Won a wife so Fair and Free, 
And golden thoughts from young and old— 
All by his capital Tea ! 


My Eyes. 
“THERE you go with your eye out” wasa popular saying in the 
early part of the century :— 


A LADY offers a happy and comfortable HOME to an INFANT BOY with blwe ¢ 


eyes, having lost her own. Remuneration not an object ; only asmall com- 
pensation required. 
But surely no parents would trust an infant with any coloured eyes to 
the care of a lady who, having lost her own organs of vision, by her 
own confession, would be unable to do that which is so necessary in 
the case of a growing child—keep her eye on it. 


Ausieers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return wnaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

Buiogss JoHNSON (Victoria-street.)—The joke is a very moderate one ; 
the demand is not! 

B. W. (Kingsland.)—Our correspondence is extensive, and you must 
wait your turn. 

Mirry.—We object to cheese-rinder-pest. 

J. W. (Dublin.)—No opening. 

— (Deptford.)—Perfectly illegible. 

W. H. (Tachbrook-street.)—MS. returned. We don’t publish three 
volume novels. 

Drums.—We never saw anything to beat you! 

Earwic (Edinburgh.)—We don’t know about the wig—but the verse is 
bald enough. 

F. S.—We are not responsible for that. 

ConsTANT READER.—Be satisfied then, and don’t try to be an inconstant 
writer. 

N. (Highbury.)—Your offer to “ coolaborate ” is a little too cool. 

Drama.—Apply to the ra or one of the theatrical papers. We don’t 
know, and must therefore decline to tell you. 

BE. O. (Adelphi-terrace.)— Have the goodness to attend to our rale. 

I. * S. (Warwick-street.)—* A stamped and directed envelope,” says 
our rule. 

G. H. C.—Thanks for cutting. 

SHauHPER.—On the contrary, not sharp enough. 

Ecap.— We have no recollection of it. 

Anonymovus.—Anonymous contributions go to the waste paper basket. 

A Temperance Man.—We should be sorry to deal so unfairly with 
your cause as to publish what you «re pleased to describe as your 
“ poetry.” 

Declined with thanks:—W. R. S, Cliften Down ; C. E. S., Bloomsbury ; 
H. H. C.; F. H., Birkenhead; D., Muckross ; F. N., Hatton-garden ; Toots ; 
A. H., Forfar; P. C., Manchester; A. H. B, Beavingtoa-road; F. G., 
Worthing; L., Twickenham; A. P. P., Islington; I., Fleetwood; C. F., 
Glasgow; J. E. J., Chelsea; W. M.; J. F., Carlisle; —, Roxeth; J. M., 
King-street; 8S. P.G.; Dickey Sam; J. C. C., Brighton ; R. M. 8., Dover; 
Labourer; H. B, Wolverhampton; J. F. M.; O. F., Tailbach; J. J., 
Accrington; J. F., Maida Vale; W.S., Finsbury; R, Leith; G. M.C, 
Birmingham; F. D., Walworth; S., Woolwich; Bob, Giasgow; R., 
Basinghall-street ; Citizen; B., Penge; —, Dublin; Miss B., Buck-street ; 
H. N., Kew; X., Stamford-hill; H. C., New Kent-road; Alma of the Cliff ; 
S.S., Thetford; D. O. E., Ebbw Vale; R. G., Whitby; N., Ventnor ; 
Ruby Mine, Bartholomew-lane ; J. F., Penrith; H. D., Liverpool; Dis- 
gusted Scot; C. J.S. W.; J. J. S., Cambridge; A. R., Kilburn; Eggshell- 
sior; J.C. H., Cheltenham; F. W. A., Margaret-street; M., Holborn ; 
Gouk ; J. F., Carlisle; H. E., Strand; T. 8.; L., Islington; J. W.; T.8., 
Bungay; W. M., Leeds; Walker; R. C., Sy lenham; T. Coventry ; Old 
Reader; L. B., Richmond ; Observer ; D., Dover; B. A., Westminster. 
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ONE FOR HIM! 
4 Clara (to Fit:-Smythe, who has been mildly sarcastic) :—‘‘ Ou, YoU KNOW, YOU'RE suUCH A quiz!” 
Fitz-S. :—“ Ou, I Was ONLY TAKING MYSELF OFF THEN!” 
Clara :-—" WHAT, GOING ALREADY? WELL, GOOD MORNING!”’ | 





























+} excellent, as usual, but the woodcuts seem familiar. It is to be regretted, 
; ; MONTHLY MAG-PIE. if our impression is a true one, that old matter should be bias in 
SEPTEMBER. | a periodical so long-established and popular as this. 
The frontispiece to Good Words is very telling, and the general 
| contents are readable, though at times a little trenching on the ground 
of the sister magazine, which, by its title, is pronouncedly a Sunday pe- 
riodical. It would be well perhaps to keep the two more definitely 
distinct. 


7 i \ Tue International Review is one of the best of the American critical 
." magazines—we should be tempted to say ‘ quarterlies,’’ as more 

ef clearly indicating the style, were it not that the International is pub- 
. lished six times a year. The contents are sound and well-written, and 
the subjects treated of are varied. The final paper is devoted to re- 
: views of books. | 
) Cook's Excursionist is rather melancholy reading for those whose Watch ye WantP 
nolidays are over and who have come back to harness again. It is Tue vanity of some people !— 

admirably compiled, and explains thoroughly the system by which WATCH.—To be SOLD, cheap, ahandsome Gentleman’s GOLD WATCH.— 

‘ you can be dispatched from Ludgate Circus to any portion of the Apply to T. D., &e. 


‘ habitable globe. Well, for our part, if the watch was a good one to go, we should care 
; In Scribner's Monthly the prime attraction is “ Wan Lee, the Pagan,” little if the gentleman who sold it was handsome or not to look at. 
| by Bret Harte, who is in his best form again, and gives a scathing enna nsaenanename tema 

rebuke to the proselytizing tendencies of the Christian Irish who try Literary Note. 


to convert their Chinese brethren in San Francisco by means of Mrs. Beecuer Srowe must be blue-mouldy for want of another | 
brickbats on the brain. Mr. King's interesting description of the Byron scandal to keep alive her expiring notoriety. Weonly wonder | 
Southern States is ably continued, and illustrated with woodcuts that that good and self-sacrificing being the Rev. Ward Beecher has | 
printed in a style infinitely superior to our pictorial magazines. not ere this honestly admitted that he got up the Tilton scandal | 

In the Sunday Magazine we seem to recognise a few old friends, as simply and solely in her interest. We would believe the statement— | 
for instance a paper by the late Dr. Guthrie. The Riverside Visitor is at least, quite as readily as we do any of his other explanations. | 
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fi. CROSBY'S BALSAMIC COUGH ELIXIR DR. ROOKE'S 





a F spetialiy uesemmpsn ted by several eminent phgeisione, ond by Dr. BOOKS, A N | | 7 a A N C rc T * | 
; Scarborough, author of the ** Anri-Lancer. t has n used with the : : ° 

most signal success for Asthma, Bronchitis, Consumption, Coughs, Influenza, LL who wish to preserve health, and thus prolong life, should 

7's Consumptive Night Sweats, Spitting of Blood, Shortness of Breath, and all | read Dr. Rooke’s ‘‘ Anti-Lancet,” or, ‘Handy Guide 

17 sections of the Throat and Chest. 'to Domestic Medicine,” which can be had gratis from any 

ty Sold in bottles at 1s. 94., 4s. 6d., and 11s. each, by all respectable Chemists, and | Chemist, or post free from Dr. Rooke, Scarborough. Concerning this 

r? ES aaaeieren, = ee oe Tae “Di _ book, which contains 168 pages, the late eminent author, Sheridan 

: e* Invalids should read Crossy’s ize Treatise on seases 0 e r ae — ae ; : le . ‘gon 

fi Lungs and Air Vessels,” & copy of which can be had gratis of all Knowles, a ‘Le will be an incalculable boom to erery persor 

: Chemists. who can read and *Aink, 
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NINETTE. 


On, Paris, Queen delicious 
Of beauty and of art! 
Why—cruel and capricious,— 
Why stole you my poor heart ? 
I’ve left that heart behind me, 
I never can forget— 
*Tis needless to remind me— 
I’ve left it with Ninette. 


Her locks are brown as berries, 
Her skin as white as curds, 

Her lips and cheeks like cherries, 
Her voice is like a bird’s ; 

Her blue eyes shine as sweetly 
As spring’s first violet ;— 

I’ve lost my heart completely— 
I’ve left it with Ninette! 


Our language might be broken, 
Half French, and English hali ;— 
And much that wasn’t spoken 
Was told by smile and laugh. 
And nods and becks and glances 
Supplied our alphabet ;— 
My heart’s entirely France’s— 
I’ve left it with Ninette ! 


Her portrait lies before me— 
Its smile is soft and kind ; 
But still it can’t restore me 
The heart I’ve left behind. 
I look at her and ponder— 
Am I forgotten yet ? 
I've left my poor heart yonder— 
I’ve left it with Ninette! 


But lest my frank confession 
Should fill you with surprise— 
I see your shocked expression 
And lifting up of eyes— 
"T wixt you, me, and the printer, 
This statement let me set— 
I’m forty-one next winter, 
She’s not yet eight, Ninette! 


What’s he driving at? 
Loox here! 


ITUATION as COACHMAN to drive a pair or one horse and 
carriage, and small garden.—&c. 


Where will he drive the garden ? 





Charlie :—“ Ma, Gi’ ME TWO TO ONB!” 
Mamma :—“*Enx? Wat? Wuat ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT, CHARLIE ? 


Charlie :—** Wuy, 11's THE LEGER BETWEEN THESE TWO CATERPILLARS, 
AND I’VE BACKED THE BIG ’UN AND THE LITTLE ONE’S WINNING, AND I WANT 


TO HEDGE!”’ 


19)? 
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TAKING AFTER PA. 
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DOTS AND LINES. 


A MovEMENT On foot to obtain free admission to the Tower. People 
used to be anxious to get out of it. — Admiralty yacht Enchantress 
collided with a dolphin and hurt herself. Very like a whale that 
dolphin. = Grand review of troops at Hanover before German 
Emperor. The artillery proved no great guns ! — Miss Dodd, of Brent- 
ford, fined for attempting to stab a tax-gatherer. She probably only 
wanted to sharpen her knives on him. = Sir Charles Dilke has been 
denouncing statesmen generally. A tempest in a—Chelsea china— 
teacup. = Christian clamour over Lord Ripon’s change of faith. 
Modern idea of religious liberty. — Railway accident near Norwich. 
Company of course not to blame for blunders of insufficiently paid 
Officials. — Great discussion about liveries of servants. Chiefly 
carried on by flunkeys out of livery. — Advocate of cremation at 
Hartlepool burnt his fingers. What's his opinion about it now? = 
Demonstration at the Crystal Palace on behalf of French aéronauts, 
who escaped a fatal blow, thanks to a smack. 





MY OLD ARM-CHAIR. 


1 roaTHE it—I loathe it—and who shall dare 
To snub me for loathing my own arm-chair ? 
Tt haunts me daily, and wheels its flight 

Into the dreams that I dream by night. 

When I look at its cover of outworn chintz, 
Where age and washing have blurred the tints, 
No earthly passion can well compare 

With my deadly hate for that old arm-chair. 


I loved with a love of the noblest kind ;— 
Sensitive—delicate—most refined. 





VOL. XX. 


But she spurned my love and betrayed her vow, 
And is only a Mrs. McKenzie now. 

I cannot forget though I might forgive ;— 

My wrongs will follow me whilst I live. 

But this is the memory worst to bear ;— 

She once took tea in that old arm-chair. 


I once had a creditor—(frightful man !)— 
Who bored me as creditors only can. 

He vaguely talked of a small amount 

Which took the shape of an old account. 
Every day, I remember well, 

He banged my knocker or twanged my bell. 
If he found me without any cash to spare 
He called me names from that old arm-chair. 


Incubi, demons, nightmares, owls, 
Vampires, goblins, ghosts and ghouls, 
Visit that seat and around it swarm 

In every possible shape and form. 

My life is a torture, a perfect curse— 

My home is a dungeon or something worse. 
I cannot be happy or freed from care 

Until I get rid of that old arm-chair. 


Rather Hard. 

A FARMER’s daughter has been sentenced to a month's imprison- 
ment with hard labour in Northallerton gaol for stealing one kid 
glove, value ninepence. This seems to be rather a severe punishment 
for a not very obvious offence, for what use could one glove be to 
anyone? The theft seems almost as absurd as stealing the holes out 
of a wire netting. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sept. 23, 1874. 
NOTHING IN THE PAPERS. 


Tue season is dull, 
And during the lull, 
The lion grows one of the gapers ; 
And sinks down his nose, 
And has a good doze— 
For there’s nothing at all in the papers. 


It’s true there’s a crash, 
And a terrible smash, 
From which very few were escapers, 
On a railway up North— 
But still it goes forth 
That there's nothing at all in the papers. 


Two aéronauts French, 
Got lately a drench, 
While the winds and the waves played-up capers, 
They were saved by a smack— 
_ But folks say, alack, 
That there's nothing at all in the papers. 


Then Bazaine with his rope, 
With his jailers to cope, 
Climbed rocks that were terrible scrapers. 
And we fill up: The Times 
With murderous crimes, 
Though there’s nothing ,at all in the papers. 

Wr have never opposed the introduction of tramways, because we 
believe they are valuable opponents to railway monopoly in the 
suburbs, and because we are always ready to advocate any means that 
will give the werking man cheap transit to his work from the better 
air of the outer circle of London. But these advantages can be given 
without allowing the tramways, because they are a benefit to some, to 
hecome an unbearable infliction to others. That drivers and con- 
ductors are too apt to be overbearing was proved by a fracas in the 
neighbourhood of Camberwell Green, where, owing to the narrowness 
of the road, the cars should be ready to accommodate the general 
traffic. That the rails are badly laid and insufficiently repaired, the 
number of broken axles and disabled vehicles one constantly sees 
alongside the trams most amply testify, while those who have to cross 
or go upon them, while driving, suffer constant inconvenience from jolts 
and wrenches, which would be impossible if the lines were laid 
properly. But the most needless and yet most unbearable nuisance 
will be found in the jangling and discordant bells which the com- 
panies have lately attached to their horses. One can have too much 
of the musical peals of French teams, but the clanking of these 
superannuated dinner-bells is maddening. As the drivers carry and 
make ample use of whistles, there can be no possible reason for the 
clatter, and it is to be hoped that the authorities will lose no time in 


suppressing what is as illegal as it is disagreeable. 





Lichen and Liquor. 


We learn from The Garden that Lichen or Reindeer Moss has been 
used in Sweden in the manufacture of whisky. This would seem to 
throw a doubt on the allegation that rolling bricks have no connection 
with moss, for, in the shape of whisky, moss must have set many a 
Swede reeling like a turnip-top. 


Counting the Cost. 

A very much married friend has fallen in with this piece of 

statistical information :—‘ The annual cost of funerals in London is 

estimated at over a million of money.” He says that seems a large 

sum, but they don't say how much more the weddings cost, and how 
much less you get for the outlay. 


— 





Cool-lective Wisdom. 

We read that “a ton of ice is used every night in cooling the air 
pumped into the House of Commons.” This is of course inclusive of 
the ice used to cool the liquids of the pumps, who turn on a stream of 
oratory on subjects they don’t know much about. 

School-Bored. 

Ir is stated that lunacy is on the increase. The return of lunatics, 
idiots, and persons of weak mind, for this year is in excess of the last 
record by one thousand seven hundred and thirty-one. And yet there 
are people who say that the School Board has done nothing! 


FUN. 
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ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—No. III. 


By Litre Jounny. 





THE EPHALENT. 

My uncle Ned he says he bets I can’t write a discipertion of the 
| bony fidy travler, and I don’t think I can too, less it’s the ephalent, 
wich I never seen ceptin’ it was a travlin’ with a cirsuc. Then it has 
a lot of waggins a-follerin’, and music a-plane, and my mother she 
won't let me go to the sho, but Billy went, and the necks day he hurt 
| hissef jumpin over two chairs. 
| The ephalent is the biggest animile but the wale, wich isnt a 
| animel at all, but a fish, though my Sundy Soochl book says it’s a 
created beein’. The ephalent has a trunk like a tale, but thikker. 
It's more like a leng ncse, but looser and curlier. 

Once there was a taler wihc prickt a ephalent’s trunk with his 
nedle. Then the ephalent went and got it ful of dirty water, and put 
it in the talers’ widnow, and blode it all over the taler, but my uncle 
Ned says it aint so. He says the taler let the sash down real quick on 
the ephalent’s trunk, and held it fass wile he sode up the end, and the 
ephalent had to swoller the dirty water and was sick abed. 

Wehn my uncle Ned said that, my sister’s young man, who is just 
like one of the famly, said then the docktor come and felt the 
ephalent’s pulce, and said it was tifoid fefer. 

They is two kinds of ephalents; one’s feets has five tose, but the 
other’s feets has only three tose. The five tose one is the best, ’cause 
more like men. ‘They all has ears like tabel covers, but not figgerd. 
There skins is made too big for ’em, and has to have tucks in it, and 
there teeth is call tucks too; one on both sides of their trunks. Billy 
says a man in the cirsuc put his hed in the ephalent’s mouth, wich ! 
think was safe enoguh, seein’ its teeth is outside. I bet noboddy but 
that men ever see a ephalent’s tung. Oxes tungs is nice biled. 

Their legs is like trees, with bark, but not like dog’s bark, whic 
isn’t real bark, but is call that ‘cause when the dog does it he wants 
you to leave. 

Uncle Ned he says that once in Injy they was a ephalent come 
about a man’s bunglo, wich is house there, and made trax in the 
night. In the mornin’ the man he see’em, and he said to his wife, 
says he, Saray, if them Smith girls comes a-visitin’ here without their 
shoos you tell ’em they better go back to England where the snaix is 
kep in a bottle at the chemist, for he thought, the man did, it was 


their trax. 








THE CRICKET. 

The cricket don’t need so much natular hissory as the ephalent, 
cause he is so much littler. He sings on the harth, but it is more 
like squeekin’, and he can jump wen you cetch him. The tea kittle 
and the cricket sings to gether, and their fokes in stories is happy, 
but give me a fiddle. Their is a game called cricket, but it isn’t like 
the real cricket a bit, ’cause it aint spry, and hurts your legs if you 
don’t tie ’em up like sore fingers. 

Wen the cricket is asittin’ still and mindin’ his own bisnuiss he 
looks like he was balancin’ hisself between two step ladders. 

Crickets is cangaroos in a former stait of exissence. 





THE HEN. 


I wrote about the hen in my paper on snales, but not all. Hens is 
various. Some is yeller leg, and some is blew, but I’m for the Oxford 
crew wen it comes to colours. The shankhigh hens isn’t so much sot 
after as wen they was first invented, ’cause wen they sets they can’t 
git down right on the egs, less the nest is on a wall. Bantems is good 
fiters, but coachin’ chiny is best to train ’em if it was a race. 

My uncle Ned has just lookt over my shoudler, and he says that 
about coachin’ chiny is good if that’s the way to call it, wich Ime 
sure I don’t know. He says that all good writers keeps a lawyer to 
draw up the puns, but Ime too little to keep a lawyer, ’cause there 
ain’t enoguh of me for a fe. 

Chickens is nothing but hens that isn’t ripe, and cocks is hens that 
cro; but if I was one I wouldn't get up so erly in the mornin’ just to 
cro. Ide sleep later, and let fokes call me a hen if they like. Hens 
lays an egevry day, but on Sundays they don’t, but the parson he 
preeches. Ifa hen didn’t lay-no egs Billy says she'd jest bust, and if 
the parson didn’t preech he'd be sick. 

Our ole hen she wanted to set, but mother she said no. So father 
he biled a eg as hot as fire, and laid it in a nest, and let the ole bird at it. 
She went and stood straddle of it, and looked at father like he was a 
fool; and then she shook herself to gether, and shet her eys, and 
settled down to her work. Pretty soon she made a awful squeek, and 
jumpt up and run round and round like drunk. Then she came back 
to the nest, and stuck out her head at the eg, with her wings dropt, 
and all her fethers standin’ forwards. And then she amed a peck at 
the eg, and her bil went in it, and it wouldn’t come off, and the hot 
yeller run all over her hed, and the way she raced about with that eg 
on her bil was fritefle to see. After that she was so frade of egs that 
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wen she felt she must lay one she run, and flew; and sometimes the | 
eg was lain in one place, and sometimes it wasn’t. Once it was lain. on 
the roof of the church, and roled off and smasht on a tobm stone close 
by whare my father stood talkin’ to ole Gaffer Peters. Gaffer he 
looked up, and shaked his hed, and wakled all round the church a- 
lookin’ up and shookin’ his hed, and then he said he’d been agin that 
new-fangeld whethercock from the very first. 

Such is hens, but ducks is another thing. Mr. Brily, the butcher, 
he had a hen and a duck. He put the duck’s egs under the hen, and 
the hen’s egs under the duck to hatch. They hatcht about the same 
time, and wen the two famlies come to gether they was jolly frighten. 
One day the duck was.a trine to git her chicks to swim m a pond, but 
they woudln't, wen the hen came to the other side, and her ducklins 
swam over to the ole duck as glad as they could be. But the ole 
duck she give-each one a peck on the hed, and they all turnd their 
bellys up.and drownded. ‘Wilethis was a-doin’ the ole hen ran round 
to the chicks and crackt all their little skuls. 

My mother says taint so, ‘cause the v’ice of Nature would a tole ’em 
better, but uncle Ned ‘hhe-says it was jest the vice of Nature wich made 
’em do it. 


ee 


THE SPIDER. 


This is a inseck that eetches flies in a net like a fish net, but mot in 
the water. The net is calld a:web, and wen it-eetches dust insted of 
flies it is a cobweb. The spider knoes ‘he is ugly, so he stays a good 
deal to home, but ugly wimmen to church and wakls in the 
street:more than pretty; but they are both in the same busnice, wich | 
is t in’. 

In Californy they has spiders that-acorns to spin webs, but goes out | 
and eetches game like other beasts of pray. They are.about the size | 
of a .girl- baby, and a lot pizener. These is tar antulers. Wen a 
Injin has bit hisself with a tar antuler he fils his skin with wisky, and 
steals a blanket to rap hisself in, and hunts a place ware his body will 
be most in the way. Then he lies down, andif the pizen don’t work 
all to onee he sings the deth song of the brave 


We was tole this to our house by a travler who said he guessed he | 
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REGISTRATION. 


Registrar :—* THE CHILD OF COURSE WAS BORN IN WEDLOCK ¢ 
Parent :—“*Doosz A BIT, SUR! HE WAS BORN IN BrumprTvun.” 


FUN. 
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knew a tarnal site about Injins and tar antulers though he hadn't 
never been to Oxford. But uncle Ned he says it és best to git a good 
edducation first, and then thro in Injins and tar antulers accordin’ to 


Spiders isn't socible ’ceptin among there own set. My sister's 
young man saysthat very good men and very big spiders is two classes 
wich has been left a good deal to gether in all , and they some 
times git pretty well acquainted, and wastes a fot of time in such 
frivlous amewsment as countin’ the bolt ‘heds in their dores. 


———_—_—_—_—_—_ 


Woman's Right—or Wrong? 


Accorpine to the following advertisement in the Irish Dimes, the 

fair sex has already taken a step towards Woman's Rights :— 

ELPER under a Coachman, or would take charge of a pony and pheton—A 

young Lady, RC, just disengaged, wishes for a.situation as above: cam be well 
recommended by his last. master: has no objection to the country. Address, &c. 
The young lady not only wishes to be a helper, or take charge of a 
pony., but is careful to add also “can be well recommended by Ais late 
master ;"’ thus usurping not only the functions but the personal 
pronoun of the late lord of creation, man. 


Pyretic-nics. 

Tae surgeon of the First Provisional Battalion of Volunteers has 
testified to the merits of Lamplough’s Pyretic Saline, which he has 
found very useful during the Autumn Manoeuvres. It is something 
to get the merits of one’s medicine thus Cronin-cled, and the inventor 
no doubt hums triumphantly to himself the song about the military 
gentleman who “took a s’line glanee at me!” 


Piano Forte-fied. 
AccorpinG to a leading article in the Furnétere Gazettean eminent 


that nocks him. | firm of pianoforte-makers in Grafton-road, Kentish Town, deserve 


their Brins-meed of praise for their new factory. 


PURE GRATITUDE. 


I ten a life serenely gay, 
Without a shadow of a care. 

My only wants from day to day 
| Were clothes and victuals, light and air. 
But Love and Beauty forged me chains, 

And Cupid with his fond mamma 
Turned all my pleasures into pains. 

Nous avons changé tout cela. 


For J was young and very green, 
And she was young and very fair. 
She marked my dignity of mien ; 
She praised my freely flowing hair. 
"T'was all dishevelled, all unkempt, 
And yet it won her heart away. 
From viewing it with calm contempt, 
I’ve come to brush it ev'ry day. 


She read my verses o’er-and o’er, 
And thought they were extremely grand. 
She read my essays, and she swore 
My prose betrayed a master hand. 
That hand, so masterly before, 
Is petting cleaner now, I hope. 
I wash it once a day, or more, 
With water and a bit of soap. 


She loved my high poetic brow : 
1 gota ftiven shilling hat. 
Tis damaged by the weather now 
To some extent— but what of that ? 
My figure pleased her, for she thought 
| My form as classic as my mind. 
| I went immediately and bought 
The loudest suit that I could find. 


| ’T was gratitude, and nothing less ; 
It made me prouder than a king 
| That she bewailcd my loneliness, 
And smiled on such a wretched thing. 
Our loves are dead, for good or ill 
A second life they gave to me. 
I’m not ble; but still 
l’m better than I used to be. 
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EASY PUNISHMENT. 


Old George :—“ JusT KEEP YOUR OLD CUDDY OFF OUR VARM, YOUNG JAKES, HE EATS ’ARF OUR HORSES FODDER.” 
Young Jakes :—‘** Wuoy I BE TOLD DONKEYS WON'T EAT ANYTHING BUT THISTLES AND NETTLES.” 

Old George :—‘*I CAUGHT HIM GKUBBING IN THERE LAST NIGHT.” 

Young Jakes :—*‘ Au, HE'D FLUNG ME OVER HIS HEAD SO I JUST TURNED HIM IN THERE FOR A PUNISHMENT.” 


THE DUCLLO. 


Aas. 


And Monsieur Veuillot 
Is right, although 
Opponents may call his behaviour low. 








Feu d’Amour. 


N . so _| A FASHIONABLE contemporary records :— 
ONSIEUR VEUILLOT The latest Parisian design for ear-rings consists of a golden gridiron, on which is 


Has been asked to go laid a heart formed of garnets, the idea to be conveyed being that of a bleeding 
Out for a duel. He an- | heart upon the fire of love. 
swered, “ No!” A young married lady of our acquaintance says these are all very well 


: ; for engaged girls, but after marriage a couple of ranges of bars would 
Monsieur Veuillot be more suitable, the idea to be conveyed being “out of the gridiron 
Must apparently know int? the fire.”’ 
That duelling does not 

one’s wisdom show. Bottled! 


Tue keeper of a Temperance Hotel at Leith has been fined for 
‘* shebeening ’’:— 

His excuse was that he merely ‘‘ performed a hospitable act by giving some 
wearied travellers a refreshment out of his own private bottle.’’ 


| We always fancied that very demonstrative teetotallers had “own 
Mensieur Veuillot | private bottles.”” Their object in denouncing drink is the lowering of 
Will let his ink flow, | its price for their own consumption. 

But not his blood, to | 


oblige a foe. | 





Monsieur Veuillot 
To see is not slow 
A word hurts very much | 





more than a blow. 


My Eye! 
Monsieur Veuillot ._| A Grave and moralising journal thus rhapsodises :—“ Our sight is 
Hasa right to say “ Boh!’ | the most perfect and most delightful of all our senses.” Our Irish 
Toa goose without having | contributor says he can’t see it. It is a short-sighted statement, 
to fight, I trow. | because if we are blind our sight is not delightful, and if we are a 
| my ight is not perfect. 
Monsieur Veuillot oy oe ee 
Will let people crow em, 
Because to risk murder Coining a Statement. 
he’s rather slow. A coNTEMPORARY profoundly notes that ‘‘ The Japanese revenue is 
estimated by yens. The yen is equal toadollar.” If it isthe same 
_as adollar, we don’t see yeny advantage in its being employed, as 
there cannot be yeny difference. 





KUN. [Serremuer 26, 1874. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 391. 


Who ever could dream that Vivian Grey 
Would be able to say, 

As he can to-day, 

‘“‘T invited have been 

By our gracious Queen 

To visit her Highland home serene ?”’ 


1. If on the notable Mondays in May 
Critics the truth would only speak, 
They'd undoubtedly say 
That there’s many an R.A. 
Whose work is this—and remarkably weak. 


2. There used'to be a Pagoda tree 
Of riches a ready giver. 
But Hindustan now takes from a man 
The better half of his liver. 


3. Some would fain behold it again— 
But I do not'care for the brand of cane! 


4. For a cold it’s good I'll gladly agree— 
But pour it over an omelette for me! 


5. Fra Lippo Lippi 
In measure so trippy, : 
According to Browning, who brings the lines pat in, 
Excepting ‘I love’’ construed little of Latin. 


6. From night to morn 
With labour worn, 
He-earns for wages hate and scorn. 


7. To Petrarch’s songs 
Her fame belongs. 


8. They made it in Sheffield and sent to Japan, 
Where they’re anxivus to sell it again if they can. 


So.tution oF Acrostic, No. 389.—Harvest Abounds : 
Hiawatha, Arab, Rumeo, Vishnu, Endymion, Salad, 
Toss. 

Correct SoLvTions oF Acrostic No. 389, received 16th Sept :— 
Mars; C. FP. H. and FP. G. H.: A. H.; Pern; Notnab; Burn- 
bank; Turk; Sara; Spheroid; Fokins and Flush; Pimlico Tom 
Cat; Satrey Gamp; m Hoam; J. Harry B.; Cassil; Boh; 
Pollaky ; Ismeer; Gravesend; W. W. G. W.; E. Road; Margate 
Vic; Peggotty’s Daughters: O. M.; Lulworth Chicken; Mrs. 
Ahasuerus; Boiled Owl; McKenzie; Ruby’s Ghost; Gyp; Mr. 
Oker ; Lady Alicia; Doré; Smug; Bessy; H. W. T.; Mufiles; 
Physic; Brighton Cusses; Brice; Brighton Cats; Pik; Luna and 
Sol; Damson Pie; Slavey: Burford Crayfisher; 10s. the Doz.; 
Old Tom; Invicta; Steep Holms; A Little Fog Bird; The New 
Moon; Interim Guarantee; Gosberton Partridges; Liebig 
Family; Slodger and Tiney; Thurnley; My Lady; Brownie; 
Guilac; Snakes and Snuffers; Jabberwock; Guitar; Rodrigo; 
J. McE.; Anna R.; Brighton Louie; Cliff; Ardmore; D. E.H., 
Sairey Liebig’s Admirer; Sheen Spider; Florrie; Your Own 
James; Making Lanterns: Gloster Pedestrian; Lobster Ken; 
Love; Chowles; Rooky; Monkey; Harold; Lamont; Brown 
Bear ; Three Wiseacres ; The Great Wangdoodle ; Nell and Pons; 
Peggotty. 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


BeautiruL binding, excellent paper and print, and charming 
illustrations were never more completely thrown away than in the 
case of Things a Lady would Like to Know (Nimmo, Raenans by a 
Mr. Southgate, who is described on the title-page as author of several 
works whose very names smell of book-making. The book is a 
cookery-book chiefly, with a dinner arbitrarily set down for every da 
in the year, and interlarded with utterly inapt quotations. Tudeod, 
inapt quotation seems to be the chief feature und principal end and 
aim of the compilation. A chapter is devoted to ‘“ Hints for the 
Angels of our Household,’ which is brimful of twaddle. On the 
whole, out of the legion of similar manuals with which we have of late 
years been inundated, this has the proud privilege of being the worst. 

Mr. Ashby Sterry has followed up his readable series of Shuttlecock 
Papers with an equally pleasant volume, under the unassuming title of 
Tiny Travels. It abounds in light racy sketches in his happy style, 
and will beguile many an hour very agreeably. 

Turns of the Wheel (Charing Cross Publishing Company) is one of 
those novels which are possibly agreeable and useful writing for 
amateurs, but not sufficiently attractive reading for the general public, 
which should by this time be tired enough of the inflated style usual 
with beginners. 

We gladly welcome a new and neat edition of The Carols of Cockayne 
(Chatto and Windus, Piccadilly) which contains some of the happiest of 
the poems of Mr. H. 8. Leigh, whose muse has of late been more 
reticent than his admirers could wish. 

Mr. J. G. Watts has just issued a volume of verse entitled The 
Blacksmith's Daughter, a new poem of some length, with several lyrics 
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CUTE? ‘‘YOU BET.” 


Sydney (with a whine) :—“I wisn I wap TuprEnce!”’ 

Queente :— I'LL TELL ’00 HOW ’00 TAN DIT Ir.” 

Sydney :—** How ?”’ 

Queenie :—*‘ Wuy, DO UPSTAIRS WITH ’00 WHISTLE AND TELL MA ’00 
WANT HER TO HEAR HOW NICELY ’00 CAN PLAY ‘ Homg, sweet Homeg’!” 

Sydney :—* WEL?” 

Queenie :—* SHE'LL GIVE ’00 TUPPENCE NOT TO PLAY IT!” 





reprinted from various periodicals. It is now a good many years since 
Mr. Watts first set up his cheerful song in the intervals of his daily 
work, and caught the ear of the public. 

From Red Lion House we receive two reprints from Our Young 
Folks’ Weekly Budget in the shape of King Pippin and Fairydom, both 
copiously illustrated by the facile and effective pencil of Mr. Proctor 


The Cap Fits. 

WE are somewhat accustomed to the elegances of the sporting 
writers of the daily press, but we cannot refrain from expressing our 
admiration for the latest eccentricity of the Daily Telegraph's Hotspur, 
who, speaking of the horses in the Leger, observes, dpropos of Mr. 
Merry’s pair, that— 

Blantyre wore a blue cap as istinguishing marx fr h 
Gisstinaed, the latter celina bend tad thokne oe Pegegar qn. 
A racehorse wearing a blue cap must have been almost as curious as 
“the latter”—whatever that sample of sporting phraseology may 
mean—in a hood and blinkers. A cap—with long ears and bells— 
might be appropriately awarded for such brilliance. 


The Hunt’s Up. 


Ws clip this from a weekly contemporary :— 

Mr. W. 8. Caine, of Liverpool, has bought for 300 guineas the last new picture 
in water-colours by Mr. A. W. Hunt, and he intends to present it to the new Art 
Gallery, the foundation-stone of which is to be laid by the Duke ef Edinburgh. 

It is not everyone who can afford to give away a water-colour worth 
three hundred guineas. We are glad Mr. Caine is Abel. 
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AUGSPUR ON HIS TRAVELS. 

a Str,—I think I informed you in my last that I was inhaling the 
F | balmy breezes of Sheffield before departing for the Moor of Doncaster, 
a which I may remark en passant, as we say in the town of blades, is 
MW very different indeed from the Moor of Venice, that I have heard you 
i: speak about. The principal sights in Sheffield are the post-office, 
- which is open free every day, Sundays excepted, and the two railway 
stations, one in the Victorian order of architecture, the other in the 
Allportland grotesque style. At both of these latter places tickets 
may be obtained in exchange for notes or gold, and the readiness with 
which even the greatest stranger's money is taken is deserving of both 
respect and admiration. The townhall clock is an object of intense 
interest in Sheffield, and its dulcet chimes, which are sounding in mine 
ear as I write, remind me of an original observation which has been 
running in my head for some days, and which I will render into Latin 
for your especial benefit. It is Tempus fugit. Apropos of this I should 
wish to remark, and my language is plain, that money fugit also, and 
that post-office orders are both known and understood in Sheffield. 
Verbum sat, and though the exact locality of his seat is unknown his 
1) utterances are bound to have been ex cathedrd, and his memory is still 

i” green among all who believe that a nod is as good as a wink toa 

_ blind horse. I have no wish to refer, sir, to your shortsightedness, 
mental or otherwise, but in the event of your not understanding what 
I mean by all this, I beg to refer you to the statement of the immortal 
Swiveller, “ Fork’s the word.” 

I was rather regretful—and if I had been of as mean and paltry a 
disposition as some people I know, I might have been jealous—that 
a you took advantage of my temporary absence to employ last week 
another sporting writer, whose name or anything connected with him 
shall never drop off this pen, for though I hold it to be always the 
duty of one journalist never to disparage another, I must say, and I 
say it with scorn, that a more helpless imbecile than your new man 
never exhibited his want of skill in the pages of any newspaper. 


A MATTER OF OPINION. 


Grace :—“ Dear mg, Carrte! WHAT GUYS THOSE QUAKERESSES LOOK IN THEIR ABSURD DRESSES! ” 
Quakeress :—“ Now, ANN, TAKE WARNING, CHILD; IF THOU EVER LEAVE OUR SOCIETY LOOK WHAT A FIGURE THOU MAY BECOME!” 


When I think of all I have done through a long course of years to | at Doncaster but at Sheffield, a magnificently remunerative speculation. 
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give this journal a tangible and recognised position as an authority in 
the sporting world my heart heaves, and I could weep for the ability 
I have so surely wasted. But, no matter! A time will come! 

This reminds me that during the week I have been to a Shefiield 
theatre, the Alexandra. I may as well state here, that during the 
week means during the Doncaster week, which I have spent in 
Sheffield, so far as the mornings and nights are concerned, going over 
to the race-meeting and returning same day, sometimes by train and 
sometimes by omnibus. Well, I learned something at this same 
Alexandra. I learnt a new phase of comicality. That it was 
comicality when you possessed the key I discovered by the roars of 
laughter which greeted the funny man whenever he made his 
appearance. It is not given to everybody to see an entertainment in 
which comic murders take place to the delight of an audience which is 
allowed to smoke all over the house, dress-circle included, and so I am 
thankful. When I return, I will show you practically, should you 
desire it, how the heroine knocked a foul assassin’s head on the stage 
till there must have been lumps on it—the head of course—each one 
big enough to hang a haton. Then the ruffian got up and pulled the 
heroine by the hair so as to show to demonstration that it could not 
possibly be false, although its colour was rather peculiar. Then the 
pistols were let off and the merry red fire began to blaze, the crackers 
were cracked with great ability, and the anxiously expected funny 
man appeared on the scene, killed all the ruffians, comic and other- 
wise, with an ease and ability that would have aroused the envy of the 
great and transpontine Hicks; and so, with virtue triumphant and vice 
thrown to the red fire for immediate consumption, the curtain slowly 
descended. I don’t think I shall want to go toa theatre again for 
years, such is the power of true histrionic art on the affections. 

Of course I went to see the great Doncaster pedestrian handicap, 
which was so called, I presume, because it was run at Newhall Grounds, 
which are in Sheffield. If fast running, immense attendances, and 
astonishing results are any tokens of the success of a venture, then the 
great Doncaster 205 yards pedestrian handicap was, despite its not being 
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People who now and again attend the running-grounds of London in 
a half-hearted manner have no idea of the fierce light which beats on 
foot-racers and foot-racing in Sheffield, or of the immense crowds 
which occupy every corner of the ground adjacent to the course. On 
the first day I saw sixteen heats run through and never a sign of dis- 
content on the part of the runners or their friends, or the shadow of a 
doubt or blunder on side of the officials. On the next day, when 
the second round the finals had to be run, and when many 
thousands of pounds depended on very close verdicts, there was a 
conspicuous absence of the desire for win, tie, or wrangle, so apparent 
whenever Londoners meet together for the purposes of sport, and 
everything was arranged satisfactorily. Which shows that, if the 
Intellectual enjoyments of the Sheffielder are rather peculiar, his 
physical tastes and requirements are wonderfully well regulated. 

I have dwelt so far on Sheffield and its peculiarities because every- 
one will be writing about Doncaster, and readers will be almost 
getting a surfeit. Coming to Doncaster from Sheffield one is surprised 
| at the vast difference in the two places. The former is all dirt and 
| grime and smoke, the latter is as cleanly as if it had been fresh scoured 
, from top to bottom in honour of the occasion. Im the former the chief 
| articles of commerce in the edible way assume the shape of sweets and 
tarts, in the latter mountains of the solidest food make the un- 
accustomed wayfarer pine for the appetite and the digestion of days 
now long gone by, and in the midst of his glory envy the hungry 
Yorkshire tyke who can devour without winking ten pounds of 
sausages by way of giving him an appetite for a dinner, which should 
make him blush te looka pig in the face for the future. Is pig-eating 
conducive to pigheadedness? Yorkshiremen are proverbially obsti- 
nate, and I would bet if I might that they eatas much pork, roast, 
boiled and fried, fresh, cured, and pickled, as double their quantity 
of people elsewhere. I fancy the pig is ashrewd animal, and so if Mr. 
Darwin, or even Mr. Tegetmeier, will just take the hint and look the 
matter out, I shall be obliged to him, and poor humanity may after all 
be benefited by my visit to Yorkshire. 

I was talking just now about betting, which reminds me that I 
haven’t told you how I got on over the Leger and other events. Of 
course I won. I commenced with a small investment of a couple of 
hundred on the winner of the Sheffield foot-racing handicap, Deighton 
of Chapeltown, ata good price, and placed the whole-of my winnings on 
Apology for the Leger. These, with other minor but by no means 
unprofitable investments, have made me to a certain extent inde- 
pendent of the smiles or frowns of fortune; but, sir, though my posi- 
tion is once again so improved that I can afford to snap my finger at 
you and all other editors, I shall be glad of a remittance, as settling-day 
has not yet arrived. When it does you shall hear again from yours, 
condescendingly, AUGSPUR. 
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“ Surg ’’-eon—“ Amari Aliquid.”’ 
Tu1s is a somewhat contradictory announcement :— 
r[\0 SURGEONS.—The PRACTICE of deceased SURGEON to be SOLD on easy 
- terms. Neighbourhood thickly populated, yet open and healthy. No surgeon 
within a mile.—Address, &c. 
The attempt to reconcile the healthiness of the neighbourhood with 
the fact of the decease of the surgeon rather detracts from its 
advantages for the new-comer. It would have been more encouraging 
to the fresh surgeon if it could have been stated that the neighbour- 
hood was healthy—but open to a large practice in accidents. 
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Did you Heifer! 


An agricultural organ plays up to this tune :— 
A heifer on a farm near some Stirlingshire rifle butts has met with a strange 


death. It had been in the habit of feeding on the fragments of the bullets; and, 
naturally, they did not agree with it. No less than twelve pounds of lead were 


found in its stomach. 

The heifer must have been the descendant of an Irish bull to take in 
this way to the bullets, which evidently “lead” to its death. Clearly 
it will be as well not to let cows feed near a butt if you look for 


butter. 


Italian Iron-ical. 


We are gravely informed— 


In Italy the finest violin strings are made by soaking silkworms in vinegar for a 
short time to soften them, when they may be pulled out to almost any desired 
length and fineness ; they are then sometimes slightly twisted. 


he tee to ask if this is the case, how they make bows? Fiddle- 
sticks ! 


Caboose and Abuse. 

Tue Portsmouth Times devotes an article to the consideration of the 
Naval School of Cookery, established at that port by order of the 
Admiralty. We presume that after this the old remark about the 
*“‘ gon of a sea-cook’’ will be abolished. 


FUN. 
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PALL MALL PROLOGIZES. 





Tue following appeared in the Pall Mall Gazetle :-— 
Romanism’s just the thing to win a new believer 

In one so famed for furthering “‘ the errors of Geneva.”’ 
It seems strange that an educated Englishman should make ‘‘ Geneva” rhyme 
with “* believer.’”’—** Talk,’’ in the Paisley Herald. 








A cockneyism in rhyme, you know, 
We never think a crime, you know,— 
We ply the pen 
For gentlemen, 
And feel ourselves sublime, you know! 


And every well-born swell, you know, 


Who lounges through Pall Mall, you know, 
Has come from school 
An utter fool, 


And scarce knows how to spell, you know. 


At least, that’s what we think, you know; 
For—not the truth to blink, you know— 
At learning’s fount 
No great amount 
It was our lot to drink, you know. 


Yet still to live we write, you know, 
And articles indite, you know ; 

And so at times 

Blurt out our rhymes, 
According to our light, you know. 


A penny for a line, you know, 

Of course we should decline, you know— 
The price we fix 
(Six pence for six) 

Is something superfine, you know. 


Whatever we may be, you know, 

No common scribblers we, you know. 
As gentlemen 
Our lines we pen 

For gentlemen to see, you know ! 


Aushers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

G. C. (Paignton.)—By all means. We do not need them. 

P. (Tavistock-place.)—You should have attended to our rule, which 
is perfectly plain and intelligible. 

Vox Poputt.—Where did you learn that a comic paper ought not to be 
political? Bosh! 

J. W.—We fear you only hasten the fall of Temple Bar by writing 
such ponderous verses on it. 

F.— Effectivement ! 

E. W. W. (Waltham Abbey.)—Have the goodness to read our rale 
above. 

D. D. (Windsor.)—We never see the paper you name. 

G. R.—We cannot answer questions of the kind. 

D. (Liverpool).—We have no space for chance contributions to the 
Annual at any time. 

T. S. (Plymouth.)—Thank you, good sir, we Hoe you one! 

NatTHan.— Your “ Sick Sonnet” shows less ability than debility. 

G. (Westminster.)—You had better inquire for yourself at the office of 


the paper you name. , 
— (Exeter.)—Questions of faith cannot be satisfactorily settled by a 


pun, we fancy. 

J. L. (Greenwich.)—We are glad you mentioned that the enclosure was 
a drawing. We thought it was a blot. 

GrowLer.—Not at all! You might as well expect undertakers to drink 
nothing but vin de Graves. 

H. M. P. (Tavistock-place.)—Has been declined already. We do not 
require anything of the kind. 

— (Kingstown.)—Much obliged. 

Declined with thanks :—A. B., Wrexham; Jay Day, Liverpool;5. DB. ; 
Admirer, Manchester ; F., Jersey; ¥. E. R., Aberdeen; C. T., Fleet-street; 
S., Glasgow; B., Downham-road; T. A., Mint-street; J. W. M., Oban; 
J. R. C., Brighton ; Wick, Rochester; A. W. C., Dumfries; Pigeon-Pie ; 
—, Middlesborough ; T. Paisley; J. T. G., Stockton-on-Tees ; Sapparkas ; 
M., Thatched House; H., Howard-street; A. W., Canonbury-road; F., 

ittle College-street; —, Warwick-crescent; E. H. 8S. F.; —, Dever; 
Viaticus; S., Canterbury; M. S., Kensington; G., Highbury; Toots ; 
N. W., Camberwell; Regular Subscriber; D., Brompton; Dinornis; 
Reader from the First ; Sour Grapes ; F., Kennington ; W. W., Lambeth 
F. M., Liverpool; G. 8. L.; R., Leeds. 
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PLEASANT FOR OUR ARTISTS! 


Labourer :— Ou, ays! 
THEER!”’ 


MONTHLY MAG-PIE. 


SEPTEMBER. 


In the Penny Illustrated Paper the story of ‘“‘The Three Red 
Knights”’ is drawing to its close, and will be followed by a translation 
from the able _ of Mr. John Latey Junior of a story by Dumas, of 
which no English version has hitherto appeared. 

In the Westminster Papers the writer of the Dramatic Notes is 
growing more and more eccentric. Apropos of the failure of the 
French companies, despite the approval of them expressed in the 
papers, he is good enough to teach the critics to suck raw eggs. His 
view of a critic's duty is novel, for he maintains in so many words 
that proper criticism should be the praise of what is popular, not of 
what is According to this the critics should be silent about 
u genius and belaud cancans and “ lion comiques”’ ! 

Art is particularly attractive this month. The first heliograph is 
most felicitous. 

Received :—The Young Ladies’ Journal, Leisure Hour, Sunday at 
Home, Le Follet, Golden Hours, London Society, Family Herald, 
Pictorial World, The Blue, Gardener's Magazine. 








’Pon my Soul! 


A GENERALLY trustworthy paper assures us—“ There are no soles in 
America.’’ Then how do their poor feet get on ? 


CROSBY'S BALSAMIC COUGH ELIXIR 


8 specially recommended by several eminent ph 
I Scarborough, author of the ‘“‘Awri-Laycer.”’ It 


most signal = 
Consumptive 


affections of the t and Ch 


Sold in bottles at 1s. 94., 4s. 6d., and 11s. each, by all respectable Chemists, and 


wholesale by JAS. M. CROSBY, Chemist, Scarborough. 


*,* Invalids should read Crossy’s Prize Treatise on ‘‘ Diseases of the 
be had is of all 


jange and Air Vessels,’ a copy of which can gratis 0 


I cAN TELL YE THE WAY TO PENSHURST PLACE—BUT ’TAIN’T MUCH GOOD. 


ans, and by Dr. ROOKE, 
has been used wi 


success for Asthma, Bronchitis, Consumption, Coughs, Influenza, 
Night Sweats, Spitting of Blood, Shortness of Breath, and all 
est. 


THEY DON'T ALLOW NO TRAMPS 








More Free than Welcome. 


Tus Sheffield Daily Telegraph has been following in the wake of its 
London namesake, and despatching specials all over the world and 
elsewhere. Some of the letters published in the 8. D. 7. are very 
amusing, especially one of them which comes from a contributor who 
has taken up his residence for the time being in Antrim, and who sends, 
with comments and criticism, some specimens of what he takes to be 
novelties in Hibernian melody. Here is one sample, which may stand 
as representing the rest :— 

fogs the Duke onto me, “‘ Pass the wine, Misther Free, 

or you’re the boy never was lazy ’’— 
With a wink of his eye an’ a look mighty sly, 
** Arrah, Mickey, now can’t you be ’asy!”’ 

Shade of the immortal Harry Lorrequer!—and has it come to this? 
What have Charles O'Malley and his bold Mickey Free done that their 
claims are thus passed over by a gentleman who considers himself 
competent, whatever others may do, to sit in judgment on the songs 
of the sister isle. Another of the wrongs of Ireland ! 





Birds of a Feather. 

‘‘Nature”’ devotes an article to the fast-increasing employment of the 
homing-pigeon for press purposes. We trust it will soon exterminate 
the other bird which has hitherto been so extensively used in 

| journalism—the canard. 


DR. ROOKE'S 
ANTI-LANCET. 


LL who wish to preserve health, and thu. prolong life, should 

read Dr. Rooke's ‘‘ Anti-Lancet,’ or, ‘‘Handy Guide 

to Domestic Medicine,” which can be had gratis from any 

Chemist, or post free from Dr. Rooke, Scarborough. Concerning this 

book, which contains 168 pages, the late eminent author, Sheridan 

Knowles, observed :—‘' J¢ will be an incaleulable boon to erery person 
who ean read and think.” 








Printed by JUDD & CO., Pheaix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 90, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, Sept. 26, 1874. 








a a TT TTT 








OcroseR 3, 1874.] 





RISKS. 


Tr we thought of the risks we are running 
On our pathway through life every day, 

We should fancy it needed much cunning 
To get through the dangerous way. 

They surround us—are under and over— 
Where they are not ’tis hardest to say ; 

Even snakes you may find among clover, 
And needles in bundles of hay! 
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When on railways we’re taking our journeys, 
The directors are having their “ sprees ;”’ 
Trains tilting—like old knights at tourneys— 

(To attorneys providing great,fees !) 
Give them “ bacon”’ by whole hogs—not rashers— 
And run the officials all in; 
They should all be committed as ‘‘ smashers,”’ | 


97 9 


For life’s of more value than ‘‘tin’’! 


We may be battered down in the City, 
Rolled flat by a ponderous dray ! 
When abroad may be seized by banditti, 
And for life, or for ears, have to pay ! 
Most annoying ’tis paying a ransom, 
Yet perhaps not so much “infra dig.,”’ 
As it is being killed by a Hansom, 
Or smashed by a victualler’s gig! 


But on land, or on rail, or on ocean, 
The terror that drives you most wild 
Is the widow possessed with the notion, 
Yuu must make love to her—or her child! 
If you can but escape this annoyance— 
I advise that you will if you can— 
You may meet other dangers with joyunce, 
And be a most fortunate man! 





Sport ! 
A CONTEMPORARY reports that—- 


The Sultan has ordered every Mussulman to repair to the 
Mosque for prayer five times a day, at prescribed hours. The 
Minister of Police is charged with the execution of the decree, | 
and threatens to arrest those who disobey it. 


When a fellow has to go five times a day to Divine ser- | 
vice he must be a muscle-man of the most athletic kind. | 
This beats muscular Christianity hollow! | 





UNDER ORDERS. 


Ir would be hard to imagine anything better suited to the pleasant 
little theatre at Charing Cross than the merry, if not brilliant, 
burlesque with which the Lydia Thompson troupe has been so long 
identified in the United States. It would be hard to imagine a 
company, from Miss Thompson and Mr. Lionel Brough down to the 
least presentable page, more calculated to give point to otherwise often 
vapid sentences, and to put spirit and vitality into an otherwise 
commonplace piece of work, than that which, for a good long time will, 
we trust, exhibit its humours in King William-street. To attempt a 
résumé, no matter how slight, of the plot of Blue Beard would result in 
utter failure ; we left on the opening night wondering what it was all 
about, but at the same time full of amusement and sore with laughter. 
Miss Lydia Thompson is as graceful and charming as of yore, and she 
is assisted ably by Miss Irwin and Miss Athertone. Several other 
young ladies deserve praise, but we have not space to enumerate them. 
Mr. Brough was very much at home in the part of Blue Beard, and 
attitude and intonation being everything in this kind of work, rendered 
material assistance to the piece. The surprise of the evening was 
however that given by Mr. Edouin, a grotesque who should take high 
rank among us, but it is only fair to state that a good deal of his 
success was due to the manner in which he was played up to by Mr. 
Brough. A little more of this kind of artistic generosity would do 
some good for the stage. Altogether Blue Beard looks like making a 
good and lasting success. But who can tell in these days ? 

The tenth anniversary of a continuous and, if not uneventful, 
certainly prosperous career at the St. James’s Hall, was held by the 
Moore and Burgess Minstrels with a solemnity befitting so important 
an occasion. An entirely new programme was offered to a public 
which filled up every available inch of space in the concert hall, and 
expressed its satisfaction in various but undoubtedly satisfactory 
ways. In the course of nine or ten years there have been of necessity 
many changes in the occupants of the long row of chairs, but still the 
selection of artistes is unrivalled, and it is hardto say who are the 
greater favourites—those whose claims are comparatively ancient or the 
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Native :—“‘ Yees, zUR, THIS ROAD WILL TAKE you TO CRAMPTON.” 


Tired Tourist :—*Ou! I am very GLAD; I SHALL SIT DOWN AND 
TAKEN THEN. 


BK 
I WAS NOT AWARE YOU HAD MOVEABLE ROADS IN THIS PART." 





newest comers. Where everything is conducted on such specially 
level terms, and where all are chosen for their ability, it is not only 
hard but unpleasant to select any performer on whom to bestow 
particular praise. Still we cannot pass over the banjo solo of Mr. 
Walter Howard, who is a genuine humgurist ; while, turning another 
way, we could wish that more pretentious establishments could boast 
each so genuine and ynaffected an acting manager as Mr. Frederick 
Burgess, who, however, ought to black himself if consistency is any- 
thing. 

There are few photographic galleries in London to equal the 
collection of portraits of notable people on view at Messrs. Fradelle 
and Marshall's, No. 230, Regent-street. ‘Their style of “‘ Mezzotint”’ 
is unsurpassable, and they have the happy knack of posing sitters, or 
allowing them to pose themselves, in a natural and therefore 
characteristic manner. The mere number of the celebrities whose 
portraits they have taken indicates an immense amount of work, and it 
may be presumed that statesmen, artists, and others engaged in 
various pursuits, are mot brought before the lens without the 
expenditure of time, patience, and persuasion. The specialty just now 
of the greatest interest is the display of portraits of noted Anglo- 
Indians—soldiers, statesmen and men of science—to whom our Eastern 
Empire is so indebted for its growing prosperity. We can honestly 
recommend our readers not to pass through Regent-street again with- 
out dropping into Messrs. Fradelle and Marshall's pleasant gallery. 








All Round. 


We have heard of a round man ina square hole, but this beats 
him:— 
WANTED, a CIRCULAR SAWYER, used to small work; also a Man to 
Plane.—Apply, &c. 
Perhaps the author of Zen Miles from Town (work with an excellent 
circulation) can point out somebody within that—shall we say, radius? 
—who might round upon this applicant. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sept. 30. 1874. 
NOT TO BE CAUGHT! 


Tis one fact all Danish men mark— 
Germany would fain have Denmark, 
In the Bund, in the Bund, 
In the Bund, in the Bund! 
First Schleswig up it gobbled, 
It did—it did! 
For Denmark next 
Its soul is vext ; 
But Denmark won't be nobbled, 
Bestrid, Bestrid 
Against its will, and hobbled! 


Denmark doesn’t care for Bismarck, 
Won't be driven, marked with Ais mark, 
To the Bund, to the Bund, 
To the Bund, to the Bund! 
No sheep the gallant Danes are— 
Oh, no+oh, no! 
Let German fools 
Be Prussia’s tools, 
Who much devoid of brains are ; 
Too slow, too slow, 
To see how small their gains are! 


Bismarck vainly baits his angle, 
In the water lets its dangle, 
For the Bund, for the Bund, 
For the Bund, for the Bund! 
His invitations scribble 
He may—he may! 
To catch a State 
May deck his bait 
With promise and with quibble. 
But nay! But nay! 
Wise Denmark will not nibble. 


Bismarck may perhaps be wishing 
Great success may crown his fishing 





ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—No. IV. 


By Litrie Jounny. 





THE SHEEP. 


THis anumal is one of the seven wunders of the worl, ‘cause its hair 
is wool, but not cotton wool. If there wasn’t no sheeps their wouldn’t 
be no wool, except jest a little on the hedges, wich the birds makes 
nests of, and if their wasn’t no wool were would this cote be? So you 
see we a!l ware second-han close, wich we gits from the sheeps. It's 
funny to think if the sheeps et all the cotton plants and dide with the 
bellyake we woudl all git jolly sunburnt nex summer, whic I bet would 
make ole Mister Bunker fri, ‘cause he is fat like a hog. But he 
don’t root. 

The he sheeps is call rams, and the little sheeps is call labms, and 
the she sheeps is a you. They is all made of board and close, but 
some fokes likes beefs better to eat. Wena sheep has been sheerd he 
don’t look like the same. My father had a sheep wihc was sheerd, 
and wen it was sheerd it was so shamed it blusht red, jest like my 
sister. It had a little labm, and wen the labm come up to suck it run 
up with its eyes shut, as they always does, but wen it got done, and 
lookt wot it was about, it kep a-backin’ off and a noddin’ its hed like 
sayin’ I beg your pardin, it was my mistake ; and that labm had to be 
brot up by hand. 

Sheeps is very plafle wen they are young, but not so much as 
kittins. Wehn the son shines worm in the spring they turns out and 
has a good time on the grass, like a cirsuc, Billy says, but no music 
and no appalent. Once I saw a ole cow wich was a watchin a labm 
wich was a-goin’ it. Then the ole cow she stuck out her tale stif, and 
give a jump up, and come down with her legs strate like stilts. Then 
the labm stopt stil and lookt at her, and then it walked all the way 
round her, a-lookin’ at her all over, and then it went strate away in « 
other fiel out of site of the ole cow, and begun to go it agin. 

My uncle Ned says the Skanny navons had a god wich could hear 
the wool a groin’ on the back of the sheeps, but wot good did it do 
him if he couldn’t stop it? I spose he wasnt a real live sure enoughf 


god, but just somebody lide. 
Rams is great butters, and their horns would be good shels for a 


big snale. : 








THE COW. 


The cow has littler fun in ’em than all other animels roled into one. 
A cow wouldn’t laughf if she dide, but cows moo wen they wants 
their cafs to suck’em. The milk we gits for our te is pull out of 
cows, and then pumpt at with a pump til it is enoughf more. They 
give chees too, but weather acow givs more than one chee to each 
cows isn t none to the other.* 

Cows is lots of kines, or veryities, like dogs, and horses, and hens. 
Some don’t have no horns, and these is moolies wich can’t tos dogs 
like the one in the house wich Jack bilt. If I was a cow Ide rather 
be a horse, for horse’s don’t have to be milkt. 

Once there was a feller, and he had acow wich got burs in her 
tale, so it was all tangle, and he went to pick’em out. He put his 
fingers threw the tarsel of the ole cow’s tale likea cobin, and was a 
goin’ to begin wen the ole cow she got afrade and begun to wakl 
away. The feller he couldn't hole her, and he had to go too, a tryne 
all the time to pull his fingers out but coudln’t for they was cot. 
Then he said wo, and he said holt, and steddy there, and no ’‘casion to 
hurry, and everything he coudl think of, but the ole cow she jus kep 
goin’ round the faster and him a follerin’. Prety soon a big dog come 
wich he new was a sabbage dog, and after lookin’ a minnit it jined the 
per cession wile studdin’ how it ot toact. So they kep a goin anda 
goin round—the ole cow, and the man, and the dog, the dog a smeln’ 
the man’s cafs and a maken’ up its mine. The feller he didn’t kno 
wether he rather have the dog bite him or bite the cow. But later on 
a other man he see ’em, and fetcht a pail of slops wich he set down, 


For the Bund, for the Bund, 
For the Bund, for the Bund! 
The Danes through all his banter 
Can look—can look! 
Through outward garb 
Detect the barb— 
So he can take instanter 
His hook— his hook, 
And go off at a canter! 
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Ir we are to believe the papers, crimes of violence are alarmingly on 
the increase. But then, equally, if we are to believe the papers, there 
are districts where dwarfs fight dogs! The Daily Telegraph is wise 
in its generation, and knows .the sort of article that its readers like, 
and other papers, while constantly deprecating its tactics, invariably 
adopt them sooner or later, either consciously or unconsciously. Our 
spirited contemporary saw that a column of murderous assaults would 
be a racy feature, and an assumed increase of ferocity among the 
lower classes would supply a raison d'étre. That the lower classes 
indulge in the atrocities, which their betters like to read about, is, 
doubtless, true. That assaults with violence are become more frequent 
we venture to doubt. It is the vigilance of reporters, not the brutality 
of the criminal class, that is on the increase. ‘‘ Keep the pot a-boil- 
ing ’’ and there is always a certain amount of scum. If you carefully 
collect the scum and dish it up instead of the broth, the obvious infer- 
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ence will be that scum is on the increase and broth declining. By 


the same tactics whereby is proved the growth of savagery, namely, | 
| and wen her tail was slack the man’s fingers come loos. 


by giving special prominence to every instance, it would be easy to 
prove that deaths resulting from scratches from rusty nails were 
largely on the increase—and if it were worth while to do so, it would 
be done by the sensational press. In the meantime, however beneficial 
it may be to have public attention so drawn to any evil as to conduce 
to its removal, it is satisfactory to know that England is neither better 
nor worse than it has been for a century io this particular respect. 
Education will in time do much to improve crime off the face of the 
country. It may also destroy the morbid taste which likes to read 
about crime. In that case it will starve sensation journalism to death. 





Bough-wow! 

We are informed that the Casual narrative of the dog and dwarf 
fight has led to the establishment of a branch of the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals at Hanley. The branch is all very 
well, but will it succeed in twigging the truth of the story. 


and wen they come round to it the ole cow she stopt to have some, 
Then he 
turnd roun to the dog, wich was a settin’ down a grinnin’, and he 
shook his fist at the dog, and he says, says he, thinkin to fool the man 
that fecht the slops, you wuthless brute you mus take ’em by the tales. 
I never see such a awkard dog. If it’s a goin to take hafl a day to 
teech you how to drive a gentel cow like this’un Ile sell you. But it 
was the man that fecht the slop's dog. 
In America bulls is call gentlemen cows. 





THE CAMMLE. 

It aint camomile, like I wrote before, for that groes in gardens, but 
cammle. This wadruped is a forner. People says they was once 
cammles and elepants in England, but if they was where is they now, 
for they couldn’t git away without swimmin’. It is wicked for some 
fokls to lie so when we kno better. 














* Known to the author.—Eb. Fun. 
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The cammle has a hunch onto his back, and some has two. Cats gits | with ’em a stickin to his hat, and a-singing it out jus like oppera, but 
their's up, too, some times, but not perminent. My sister’s young man | I would like best to be the Prince of Wales, ‘cause then I would have 
says cammles didn't once have hunches, but they was give ’em cause | so much money I could buy a taller hat, wich would cetch more flies. 
they laughft at a hunchback man. He says the kind that has two Wen my father lies down to sleep in the day time he sleeps a little 
hunches mus have laught at two hunchback men, or laughf twice. wile, and then he says hang the flies, Johnny fetch me the Daily News, 
The cammle is best in desserts, were it is soft, for its feetsis like | wich he puts over his face like a tent. One day I, give him the 
Mary An Peterses. It has a stomach for evry day in the week, and | Standard, wich had come round some thing from the shop, and wen he 
a big ’un for Sunday. These is all water tanx ; wot it eats goes.into | waked and see wat paper it was he called me to him, and said Johnny 
its hunch. It is call the ship of the desert, but aint, ’cause ships is in | didn’t you kno wot paper it was, and I said yes, and he said didn’t you 
the water, and some of ’em carrys canons, and shoots the Frenchmen, | kno flies was better than the Standard, and I said yes, father, but 
and then the sailers climes the mast, and hollers three times, wile the | there was a waps. Then father he thot a long time, and then he said 
capen he sings God save the Queen with cne arm inasling. That's | well, Johnny, you kno wat I think of flies, and you kno waht I think 
the sort of thing for me, but cammles is good for dry land where there | of conservatives, and pertickler you kno wot I think of that Standard, 
aint no Frenchmen but Arabs. but, Johnny, if there was a waps, and you heard it say it was a-goin’ 
A Arab wich had lay down in the middle of the day to sleep woke | to set on your father’s nose, an i 








sting him in both eys, Ile forgive you 
in the evening, and settin up he said, Ally be prased for ledin him | this time if you git away real quic I knu what that ment, and 
in site of the Holy Mount. Then he nelt down on the sand with his | jumpt throo the dore just as my father let fly the bootjack. 

hed that way, and nockt his ford agin the ground, and prade all night, If your mother is ee and you put thick treacle on the fore 
but it was only his cammle a-neelin’ between him and the sky. Then | finger of her right han, then tickle her nose like a fly with straw 
the Arab wen it was day, and he seen, he took a stick out from under | you wil see jolly good fun. 

his striped shawl, and went up to the cammle, and hit him a awfle 





wack on the hed, and said, Arrah, now, ye dhirty infidel, fot do ye | Ce oe 
mane by tryin yer haythen gammon on a throo belaver ? | TO A PEN-SIVE POET. 
That's waht my sister’s young man calls gospil truth. | Wur nibble your quill so, and } o 
Verses with angui pains, 
THE FLY. When the pens of Macniven and Cameron 
This is call the house fly, but I’ve see ’em evrywere; the only Form very good sauce for the brains ? 


diffrence is that wen you ure out of dores you are playin’ with Billy 

and you don’t notic the flies, but in the house your mother boxes your 

ear, and says set still you little pest, and wile your settin’ stil you sees Rum! 

the flies on the windo and evry place, but the blubottle isa other) Wis learn from a weekly that-— 

thing altogether. A ‘Temperance Church ” is:bsing-built im/North Shields. None but teetotallers 
They is only two men in the world wich I would like to be, andiome | Will beadmitted tomembership. 

is the Prince of Wales, and the other is the cetch ’’em all alive mam, | We smppose that spiritual teaching will be excluded. 











DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 392. 


Te leaves are dying, 
| The swallows 
But neither the hops nor. y fail ; 
wWouthe wally call 
For wonstitalinss dank Sandie nut-brewn ale! 


. A fig for-you,; and afig forme, 
Now-that the 


Anda fig for the bird that sits in the tree, 


Cinnamen,; nutmeg, cloves, and ginger 
(So the-old chuzus goes). 
Assisted ‘the spiri notable singe-er — 
Gave him jolly red nose. 


| 3. He to other plains 
| In search: of ' or better gains, 
But some avow 
For certain now 
He’s wiser if he here remains! 
4. If a man to his visits devotes 


When he goes on a damsel to cally 
It looks just like courtship, that’s all! 


. Some their defunct desire to burn, 

| And keep their ashes in an urn ; 

| But some, when o’er the Styx they’re ferried, 
Prefer to see the parties buried. 


| }. On a south wall I like to see 

These luscious globes upon the tree, 

And own, whene’er I chance to meet ’em, 
I’m very apt indeed to eat ’em! 


iy 


— 


1 |) tC | cA 
ei ane |e 

ae Wt | UN 

A A 


bo 
. 


Pry 
’ q Oe \ if 

y “ ary, 
on rH 


sal 


Qt 


-_ 
os 


7. He rears a lot of glorious beeves 

Among his pastures, rich, and wide, and flat ; 
And as a rule the saw believes— 

“* Who feeds fat oxen should himself be fat.’’ 


~ 


ART AND MUSIC. 


So.tuTion or Acrostic No. 390.— Weather Changes : 


(Pleasant for our friend Stump, who is on his way to the Art School. ) Wic, Eldritch, Alabama, Tartan, Hug, Exposé, Recess. 
a cow. I -ATT ! , a ° Correct SexruTions or Acrostic, No. 390, received 23rd Sept. 
Liza : THERE NOw, I TOLD you so, Bitty! HE AIN’T A-COMING HERE, —-Mabing Leateres, ©. 0. 


’COS HE AIN’T THE SAME ORGAN MAN AS ALLUS CUMES ON A SATURDAY.” 








opie 


2D. me Fn Ss 


Eee cae 


EN Oe SD 


A RR win oe RE kang 


ee ee 


aay 


ee 


Ce oe ed 
= A P 


ee 


+ 


aaapen 


Pari: aia 


Se oe 


ORR rea aa 


ye 
Sr en, Sea 


ie ie ae 


_—_— 


oe 


wee 
ee 
2! 


ty 


Young Lady:—“Ir MusT KE SIX MILES FROM HERE TO MuppDLYTowN, Is IT Not, Mrs. 


, 


STERBINs ?' 


Mrs. Stebbins :—“ YxRs, Miss, IT BE JUST THAT!” 


eae 





DIVISION OF LABOUR. 


Young Lady :—“Ir WouLD BE TOO FAR FOR US TO WALK?” 
Mrs. Stebbins :—“ On, No! YEW'D DO IT RIGHT ENOUGH, YOUNG LADIES; IT ONLY MAKES 
THREE MOILE A PIECE, DOAN'T IT?” 
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his forte. = International Postage Congress meets at Berne. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Hope it 


will stamp out the Postal jest. <— The French President is off on 


another tour. 


Not a tour de force. — Strikes in plenty. 


The next 


lock-out will be that of the inn-key-pers, about dond-fide travellers. = 
Railway directors agitate for removal of passengers’ duty. The 
passengers should insist on the performance of directors’ duty. — 








Germany wants to gobble up Denmark. 
hunger ! — Usual average of wives kicked to death. This particular 
Dizzx's visit to Ireland anxiously awaited. Doublin’ was always | industry is flourishing throughout the country. — Mr. Arthur Arnold 
stands for Northampton. He bases his claims on Political Echo-nomy ? 
= Temple Bar is not to be taken down this fall. Will have a fall of 
its own by-and-bve. — The Hon. A. S. (there’s only one 8S.) Ayrton 
Hope he’il makea stay. = he Times 
loses its Sampson. It retains its jawbone. = Halliday and Water— 
we mean Walter—Scott at Drury Lane, Talismanic and carpenterial! 


has arrived at New York. 
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THE JONESES. 


Mrs. Jonzs, 

When she was young, 
Spoke dulcet tones 

With silver tongue. 
But Mrs. Jones 

Has, now she’s old,— 
Her spouse depones— 

A tongue to scold. 


So great a change 

('Twixt you and me) 
Is very strange, 

As you'll agree ; 
Since bill and coo 

No more she will,— 
What now she'll do 

Is boo and kill! 


But Mrs. J. 
In turn avows, 
The fault she ll lay 
Upon her spouse. 
For Mr. J. 
Affection, since 
Their wedding day, 
Doth ne’er evince ! 


Nor can one e’er 
Invent pretence 
To bring the pair 
To common sense. 
Tis vain to cite, 
Presumption strong, 
That each is right 
And each is wrong. 


They both agree 
In but one end— 
Abusing me, 
Their kindest friend. 
And to pursue 
Me with abuse, 
Oft ’twixt the two 
Will peace produce. 


When I get in 
This water hot, 
The couple win 
A happier lot. 
For me it’s nice, 
Unhappy elf, 
To sacrifice 
For them myself. 


They've ne'er exprest 
Their thanks for my 
Disinterest- 
Ed chivalry. 
In fact, you see, 
Their conduct tends 
To blacken me 
To all our friends ; 


Who say, “‘ There’s Smith! 
What right’s he got 
To meddle witha 
The Jones's lot ? 
A wrong to do 
To man and wife, 
Between the two 
To stir up strife !’’ 
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NOT TO BE CAUGHT! 
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THE REAL AND THE IDEAL. 


Ir is nonsense to talk of this world’s realities 
As stupid and fleeting—dull and vain, 
When compared with those-fanciful idealities 
That float about in a poet’s brain ! 
To talk of “a child of imagination 
Living apart in a world its own,” 
Is the greatest rubbish that all creation 
In all its wonders has ever known! | 


Ne’er talk of the earth, though ’tis death’s dominion, | 
As cold and chill to a poet’s soul! 

No poet is he who on weeping pinion 
Will hover only where dark clouds roll. 

If he soar no higher than thin wet vapour 
To cloudless sky where true heaven begins, 

He should stick to ledger and daily paper, 
Nor toil for that which the poet wins! 


Tis the REAL of earth that will form our dreamings, | 
The reav that makesjit a blissful place ! 
And the reat encircled with fancy’s gleamings 
Is all that the poet’s eye can trace! 
For he never could weave his world of fancies, 
Did not sweet beings of beauty here 
Light his loving soul with their kindling glances, 
And give him thoughts for his spirit-sphere. 


The ideal and real—the hardwork and day-dreams— 
Our lives are made of them—link by link! 

Fact, toiling together with Fancy, has made reams 
Of paper worth cash (or spoil’d) by ink! 

So in Temple chambers—or castle Spanish, 
We hold ideal and real too! 

And our fair ideal shall never vanish 
While we, fair reader, have REALLY you ! 


Temperate. 


THERE is a touching honesty about California which 
gives it a claim to be called a golden land :— 

A California temperance association limits the beverages of its 
members te wine, beer, and cider, ‘‘ except when labouring under 
a sense of discouragement, and then whisky shall be allowed.’’ 
Now if our teetotallers would be only as sensible—no! 
they are quite as sensible in the way of limiting their 
beverages—but quite as truthful and candid about their 
discouragements, how much better we should like them. 


! 





PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


In a small sheet, published by himself in Union-road, Newington, | 
Alexander Hay, ship’s carpenter, lets the light in upon the brutalities 


practised by drunken captains and time-serving under-officers on 
board sailing ships. The Thrilling Narrative is a particularly rough- 
hewn and unvarnished tale, and its narrator possibly attributes to his 


authorship of.some lines of rude verse, cruelties for which that sin is 


not answerable. But that he suffered, and suffered most undeservedly, 
that he was persecuted, and persecuted most unreasonably, is evident 
from the fact that his utterance is unaided by artifice or skill, being the 
plain words of aman who has undergone hardship and bitterness. 
He has high testimonials, mozeover, from employers on shore, which 
go to prove the truth of Mr. Plimsoll’s assertions as to the state of 
our merchant ships, which, when not floating coffins, are-—well, worse 
than, say, purgatories afloat ! 


Messrs. Warne and Co., of Bedford-street, have republished, in the 
Chandos Library, Mr. Henry Morley’s excellent chronicle of Bartholo- 
mew Fair, from its origin to its disestablishment. It enshrines curious 
relics of old City history, showing the gradual decadence of a religious 
and charitable institution, through a trading resort into a public 
Saturnalia; and the relations of the Corporation with it as changing 
from amicable to hostile. The chapter on the shows is very curious, 
and there is much valuable information to be found throughout the 


work. The pictures, exact fac-similes, are valuable additions to the | 


worth of the book. 
From Mr. Nimmo, of Edinburgh and London, we receive four 
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FASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE. 


First Boy :—* GoInG TO NUMBER SIX! VY¥ THEY'RE HOUT OF TOWN: THE. 
"AREN'T PASSED ’ERE THIS 
Second Boy :—* VELL, THEN, IT MUST 
BACK OF 


"79 


MONTH. 
BE THEIR 


'?? 


THE 'OUSE AND EATS THEIR WIiTrLeEs! 


GHOSTS AS LIVES IN 1! 





| moreover, of being really like the animals they represent ; as might 
be expected of an artist with Mr. Griset’s knowledge of Natura! 


History. e 


| : : 

| A Brutal Epidemic. 
| Tue brutality of Brummy and his associates seems to be catching i) 
| the neighbourhood of Hanley, if the following, clipped from a dail) 
paper, be trustworthy :— 

On Monday afternoon, a little girl, eight years of age, named Elizabeth Robinson 
| Was attacked in a savage manner by a donkey at Hanley. The sereams of th: 
| child attracted the attention of a man, who, on driving the animal away, found 
| the poor child’s arm had been dreadfully lacerated, the flesh hanging from it in 
| pieces. She lies in a precarious condition. 


| We are sincerely sorry for the child, but are glad to think that now 





quadrupeds are coming out in the common assault line, their masters 
| the bipeds will begin to leave off. ’*Tis a pity the law will not allow 
| of a kicking match between two Staffordshire donkeys, one quad- 
| rupedal and the other bipeda!. What an opportunity it would be fo: 
|“ Our Own,” and what a lesson for the two-legged kickist! unless 
| indeed the latter had got feet like some one we know. Our friend, 

however, only kicks that which is down, and not that which can kick 
| back again. In this he is, unfortunately, like all other kickers wh: 
| believe themselves to be human beings. 


| ’Ear! Where ? 
| A NoRTH country paper relates that— 





capital juvenile picture books. As the summer trees are shedding | John Heath, a collier, has been remanded at Hanley ona charge of having 
their leaves, the Christmas trees begin to put theirs forth, and there | bitten off a large piece of another man’s ear, which he swallowed. 

will not be many more popular than Ernest Griset’s Fuy Beasts, | Hanley is a peculiar place where dog and dwarf fights, that don’? 
Three Young Mariners, The Ashantees, and The Brothers Bold. The | occur, take place casually, so that we are prepared for eccentricities 
drawings are dashingly rendered, and admirably printed in colours, | there. Still we should like to know whether it was before or after h« 
telling their own story with spirit and vigour, with the advantage, | swallowed the other man’s ear that Heath bit a large piece off it. 





: = 
Che seg 
hy 


Ys 9 





2 . . a — 
aah spo ai . sa Bet nv salanee " 
+. Ca) 

wena, ST OE. atte em — a . 4 > 

. whet 


one italy mor: Riggers”. s 


Oyen 


eae 


er OF 


. = B be Sa inte d. 
iain an dp online ied aoe Pee ee eee 
ee ee pete a 


ee el sr eee 
imernen. ona 


mm ® 


4 
- ® a mm a ne a a 


ON 


AN ESSAY 


a 
. 


WE dew 


ee 


cree Pee e 


bk Des 


A IOLA > Pitas Beng ey a 


RE sok URI ag Ge OLE A eae ton ee 
“is 


eles: 


£ 
St een ..teanent 





6. Rengwep EXeErrions. 


a 


A Model of Meanness. 


Proresson Brackie, and other gentlemen who object in a more 
decided if less theoretic manner toGermans and all which does to them 


the following paragraph :— 
The Continental /#raid says that early in the summer a shepherd of Oberwald, 


tt lt tte tt 


exhaustion, who had evidently been bewildered by the storm that was raging, and 
saved his life. The tourist recently sent a letter from Bremen to his deliverer, 
| enclosing an order for 5.0 marks upon a bank in Stuttgart, which, when presented, 
proved te be valueless. 


There is a refinement of caddism about this which while it arouses a glow 


FUN. 


_ off barber's clerk, almost gives the lie to itself. 
ever, this grateful German might occupy a niche in the famous 
gallery that contains Judas, the gentleman who thanked God he had 


belong, may be glad to have their antipathies verified in some way by | 
latter class this aspiring German would be received as a beloved 


brother. 


in the Canton of Valais, found a German tourist lying on a glacier in a state of | 


| to comicality, has hit on a joke. 


{Ocroser 3, 1874. 








PAINTING FROM NATURE. 
THE BENEFITS OF 


BODILY REFRESHMENT. 
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8. UNMINGLED SATISFACTION. 





Should it be true, how- 


a country tosell, Titus Oates, all murderers of helpless children, and, 
particularly, all writers of anonymous injurious letters, among which 


Reecy of the Soil. 
Mr. Reece, who objects to comic papers, and, judging by his work, 
He makes some one say ‘‘ Go to 


Hull.”” What's more, he gets a laugh. This is at a theatre called the 


of envy in the breast of every true snob, gent, counterjumper and left- | Gaiety! What's in a name ? 








a 








AUGSPUR ON HIS TRAVELS. 


Sirn,— For a long time it has been a source of incessant wonder to 
me how I manage to escape seeing the sights which are always 
thrusting themselves upon the observation of other and, if anything, 
less special correspondents. I have been travelling now for more 
than a fortnight, up one line and down another, across one part of the 
country and back round another way, on local lines, main lines, 
trunk and other luggage lines, and I have never met any of the extra- 
ordinary old men who tell you what’s going to win the next big race, 
never run against any leading bookmakers who are devising schemes 
—little recking who 1 am—for carrying off the next great handicap, 
and what is still more strange, have never been on the spot when an 
accident has happened. I take this as a hint from the powers which 
direct all things into their proper channels that I am not intended by 
nature or invention for a proper picturesque reporter, and so as soon 
as I have got rid of what money is left I shall return, and do my 
descriptions of foreign parts from the head-quarters of journalism, 
F leet-street. 

It may seem singular, but it is none the less a fact, that descriptive 
writing can be ordered much better in London thanelsewhere. There 
you can get books of reference, and the mind. being untrammelled by 
facts, imagination will play its part far better than it wili when writing 
has to be done during the hurry of travel. I am quite sure that if 
I had stopped at home during the past-fcurteen or fifteen days I could 
have imagined many things more than have happened to me many 
times told, and have saved my expenses into the bargain. I could 
have thought of interesting stories told by the fellow passengers one 
never meets, of help given by me to the young and lovely couples 
who never run away, and of wrong directions given to the infuriate 
old niggardly and cross-grained parents who only track their eloping 
children on the Great Fancy Counties Railway. Allthis I could have 
done had I been satisfied to travel in mind only, and I might in time, 
so vivid would my descriptions have been, have become appointed a 
special discursive pictorial writer to one of the largest, the highest 
class, or wide-worldest circulators. But, alas! I have come out 
dependent upon facts, and I find they are not only stubborn but very 
unwieldy things to deal with, so far as making up an article out of 
them is concerned. 

Space is, I know, short and art is long, so I will condense what I 
have to say into the smallest space possible. As you will see, nothing 
of the least importance happened to me since my last. I don’t take 
any heed of the popular enthusiasm caused by my presence among 
lovers of horse-racing in the North, many of whom have made heavy 
fortunes by following my predictions, while others have reduced them- 
selves to hopeless despondency and nothing to eat for weeks, by going 
against them. But I may as well tell you kow I was treated. When 
it was discovered that I was staying at an hotel in Sheffield the week 
following Doncaster races, a deputation of the principal inhabitants 
waited on me, and commenced to make speeches about the singular 
felicity enjoyed by them in having me in their town. As you are 
aware, I dislike speeches or talking of any kind very much indeed, and 
so I asked them politely but firmly to desist from all forms of floriated 
oratory, and to say in as few words as possible what they would have 
me do. To put it in as few words as possible, it was that I would be 
the guest of those the deputation represented during the remainder of 
my stay, and as I have no wish to incur unnecessary expense to those 
who do me the honour of sending me out, I almost at once—though 
not without some slight show of that modest reserve for which I am 
famous—consented. By this time several state carriages had arrived, 
drawn not by horses, but by Sheffield’s lovely daughters, harnessed 
with ropes of the most beautiful roses, and driven with reins of 
ambient pearls, which were woven through bridles of burnt almonds 
and brown sugar. By special request, and for this time only, I took 
the box seat of the leading carriage, and preceded by four military 
bands, each playing the favourite tune of its regiment in fine order, we 
commenced our triumphant march round the town, stopping now and 
again to take up presents and hampers of game which had been 
made up hurriedly on hearing of my presence. A carriage was retained 
especially for these parcels, and when it was full and we could take no 
more, we made our way to the house of the principal leader of the 
movement, where a magnificent collation had been provided. The 
military bands stationed themselves, one on each side of the door, and 
the other two sat on the parapet where pipes and coffee were served 
out to them, with orders not to spit down the chimney-pots lest 
they shou’d put the kitchen fires out. The bands near the door 
preferred bread and cheese and oyster sauce, which are said to be 
good for the wry-necked fife and the hoarse resounding drum. The 
young ladies were formed into solid square and regaled with tamarinds 
on toast, hot soda and brandy, and boiled butter-scotch, while ham 
and champagne were handed round to the crowd which had assembled 
to do me honour. 

Meantime I made my preparations for the banquet. The chief of 
the mutes and the kisleraga, attended by a hundred and ninety-nine 
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damsels of dazzling beauty, led me into a magnificent bath-room, where 
you touched a spring and a swimming bath came out all ready prepared, 
to the sound of the most dulcet music. You touched another and the 


swimming bath went back, and a shower of rosewater—hot, cold, and 
tepid—presented itself, attended by self-xcting shampooing arrange- 
ments, and suits of splendid clothing, gold watches, chains, diamond 


rings, pins, and splendid studs. There were evergreens every where 
and bands playing all the time; there were soap and towels, and 
brushes and combs, and fireworks going off; there were tooth-pow er 
and perfumes, and bells ringing, and sounds of cannon being let ol! as 
well as prisoners, to commemorate the joyous occasion; there wer 
sandwiches and bottled ale ; and there were, above all, pork sausay: s 
and mashed potatoes. 

I will not pursue a painful subject farther. You will see #hat wha‘ 
I said at the outset is true, and that nothing but the most commonplace 
occurrences have attended me upon my journey, which I could have 
done just as well, or better, in Fleet-street. AvespPux. 


SUBLIMELY UNCONSCIOUS. 


To the flowers of earth, to the sfars above, 

To the sounding seas I have breathed my love. 
I have hymned it morning and noon and night, 
In poesy fit for a Bedlamite. 

[I have sung of my love to my Brinsmead’s gr. n1; 
I have brooded upon it along the Strand,— 
Yet, bold as I am, I should hardly dare 
Tospeak of my love to my lady fair. 

The flowers were kind and the stars polite, 
And the deep seas pitied my hopeless plight. 
The verses I wrote were weak in rhyme, 

But they brought me joy for a brief, brief time. 
My grand with my sorrows would oft condole, 
And the Strand was dear to my Cockney soul. 
I melted my listeners every where ;— 

But could I have melted my lady fair ? 


The flowers can fade, and the stars grow dim, 
And the seas bring peril to life and limb ; 

And versification’s a dreadful bore, 

Unless for a shilling a line or more. 

The pitch of my Brinsmead’s grand runs down. 
There are prettier walks than the Strand in town. 
So, altogether, I scarcely care 

To risk the “* No” of my lady fair. 


Answers to Correspondents. 





they are accom 


[¥~ cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do not hold ourselves 
wesponsible for loss. } 

D. C. L.—Not exactly. Why not send MS. in the usaa_ manner ” 

S. H. B. S.—“ Love in a Shower ” is nevertheless too dry. 

R0T.—Quite so! 

O. (Wolverhampton.)—Hardly fair game for a jest. 

G. (Louth.)—We are amply supplied. 

W. H. G. (Old Kent-road.)—We have published avery mach better 
parody of that ourselves. 

— (Workington.)— Your “ Long live the Immortal D!” looks like swear- 
ing. If not, it’s nonsense. 

G. T. and A. N. O.—A. N. O. nymous scribblers only amuse us. 

H. C. Y. (Chillaton.)—Done—and by Mrs. Beecher Stowe !—long since. 

Drixze.—It must have a good deal of gre -n in it to see any chance of our 
inserting that paragraph. 

H. C. N. (Kennington.)—We do not undertake to do what you ask. 

H. M. (Park-streect, Camberwell.)—You should have attended to our 
rule if you wished them returned. 

G. (Catford-bridge.)—Thank you! Personalities of that sort may suit 
American journalism ; we don’t care about them. 

J. G. R.—But “ boots” and “ candlestick ” would be quite as good riyme 
as “morn” and “ gone,” so den’t send us any more “ poetry ” of that kind. 

PxHoto.— Don’t put the ca: te before the horse—especially as there seers 
to be a donkey in your premises if not your conelusion. 

Declined with thanks :—H., Pall-mall; J.C. B.; F., Greenock; Pool; 
L., Eccles; W. M.; H. W. P., Leadenhall-street ; B. B., Camberwell-rond ; 
Fleecy Sam; McC., Glasgow; 8., Liverpool ; J., Hawkhurst; W., Harrow ; 
J. R. M. C. F., Malpas-road; A. D. H., Dalston; R. W. 8., Liverpool; 
Perkin ; N., Edinburgh ; Y., Haverfordwest; E.G., Dundee; D. M., Leeds ; 
R. W.; E., Lesmahagow; J. G. P. B., Manchester; C. H., Darlington; R. 
V.; Bb. B.; F. W., Brecon; W. J. A., Edgware-road; Cowealf; G. A., 
Manchester; F., Wimbledon; J. J., Bath; Viator, Dublin; B., Pe!stead ; 
OC. S. M.; Waggles; A., Regent-street; P., Kennington; T., St. George’s- 
road ; Buzz; R., Hanley; A Reader, Stroud; B.S., Highgate; L., !ans- 
down-crescent; F., Manchester; L., Newington-butts; W.H. J., Duke- 
street ; C. J. M., Fleetwood, R. C. C, Waverley Hotel. 
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AN EPISODE 


. Mr. Snook is a wonderfully energetic School Bard officer, 
. For ever swooping on boys of any and every description, 

. And waiting at street corners for unsuspecting victims. 

. (N.B.—An unsuspecting victim.) 


A SONG OF WINE. 


I rors the summer's slow decline, 

I see the leaves desert the trees, 

‘Tue days grow shorter by degrees,— 
And think of elderberry wine! 


I see with joy the berries culled, 
And think, when colds my brain afflict, 
How well the clusters we have picked 
Will serve my purpose, nicely mulled. 
I do not care for British port, 
For gooseberry I have no taste, 
And currant wine I think a waste— 

No! elder-wine is just my sort ! 

Your Gladstone claret’s rather thin; 
And foreign wines are very dear ; 
Rum shrub I feelis not my sphere ; 

I can't afford unsweeten-d gin! 

I do not care for brandy much— 

‘Tis only British | can buy ; 
The price of whisky is sv high 
That it's a drink I never touch. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


IN 


THE 


| 








(OctongR 3, 1874. 
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LIFE OF MR. SNOOK. 


5. Though very short-sighted, Mr. 8. has still an eye for business. 

6. But a stern-minded shopkeeper, however, turns up, 

7. And Mr. 8. is committed to the tender mercies of the law. 
Epitaph :—Poor Snook ! 








My throat is wide—my means are small ; 
I recognise the truth divine— 
It’s better to have elder-wine, 

Than never to have wine at all. 


Laborare est—— 


A PHILOSOPHICALLY-minded journal says, gravely— 
| Never mind where you Work; care more about bow you work. Never mind who 
| sees, if conscience approves. 
' This must be consolatory to those condemned to hard labour in 
prisons! Never mind if it is Coldbath-fields! Certainly ; and then, 
| except the warders, there are few to see, and probably conscience is not 
| very troublesome in guch localities. 


Classical! 


In an article on Cheap Lodging Houses in the Pictorial World the 
writer expresses great surprise to find a classical scholar among the 
tramps in one den. As, however, he records as the chief utterance of 
this classical gentleman the unintelligible remark, *‘ amicus certes in re 
inceata cernitur,’’ we don’t wonder at his wonder. 





FOR LUNCHEON. 


HOCOLAL MENIER. 


Printea by JU: Ly & OO. Phusmax Works, 6t. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, «icc. street, E.C.—London, Oct, 3, 1874. 
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THE LAMB THAT WANTED TO SEE THE WORLD. 
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And never noticed two garrotters 
)s Who followed close upon his trotters. 


a9 


A certain simple lamb one day, And, bent upon a harmless tour, He took with him his travellin 
Went out into the fields to play ; (As all things to the pure are pure) (Unconscious of its being “‘ swag 


oe 


— —— ~< a 
Those two garrotters, ’tis suspected, Despite the hapless lamb’s alarms, Who seized the robbers with a fight, So that the wolves, safe-locked in fetter, 
Their shameful theft would have effected, But for the aid of two gens d’armes, And didn’t bark so much as bite; Said that their bark would have been better ! 








Back then returned the hapless lamb, Who could not their delight restrain And Lambkin tells his story o’er Which tale the mystery unravels 
To mother Ewe and father Ram, To see their darling back again. And vows that he will stray no more! How soon your noodle tires of travels. 
Entire-ly so! Good Judgment. 


A CONTEMPORARY speaks of a boat-race on the Watney Channel. | . 
We should think, unless the race took place in the vats of the eminent | y Ba 2 aoe Eo 7 roa rae, fe i ° = 
brewer named, the Channel referred to must be the Walney, which is | . e : : . . 
in the North-country, unless recently shifted. Fancy a race on a | Connery pretty respectably on that organ, and so their testimony ts 
beer-stream! What a lot of rowers would get upset—accidentally of | , 
course. | 





Mohawking. 
: Warm! | Tue Mohawk Minstrels have again taken up their abode in Islington 
An advertisement says :—“* Wanted, a Barrow man at a baker's.” | after a flying visit to the provinces. As before, they attract large 
This is hardly sufficiently explicit; for, judged by the hot work done | numbers of appreciative visitors nightly, and prove, by their good 
at bakers’ shops, we should think the man required would best come | songs and better singing, well worthy of the patronage bestowed on 


from Barrow-in-Furness. | them. 


VOL. XX. 
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We are glad to be able to record, for the everlasting glory of the 
London, Chatham, and Dover Railway, that during :the last six 
months one Crystal Palace train was punctual at Ludgate Station. 
stern regard for truth, however, compels us to admit that in con- 
nection with this line “‘ punctuality ” must be looked upon as a rather 

aking, the train in question was 
xperienced travellers from Ludgate 
to the l’alace adopt a system which almost invariably works well. 
a train arrives at the Ludgate platform at the advertised time for their 
train they know it is not their train. 
they do not think of entering it without due inquiry as to its destina- 
If it is ten or twenty minutes late, they are pretty sure it is 


elastic word, and that, strictly s 
only five minutes behind time. 


tion. 





FUN OW FICE, Wednesday, Oct. 7, 1874. 


AN ADDRESS ON DRESS. 


Says Mr. G. 
He Says, Says he,— 
‘“‘]T wonder how-such things can be!’’ 
That British gals 
Should wear fal-lals 
Ridiculous as thosewe see ! 


“The heads of hair 
That women wear 
Are truly an absurd«affair! 
The draggling skirt « 
Picks up i dirt 
Till Fair is foul, and foul is Fairt” 


And we admit 

That he has hit 

Upon the truth a little bit— 
That woman's dress 
Is nothing less 

Than a display ;of lack of wit! 


— —o0 —— 


HUN. 


If it is only five minutes late, 
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may fairly assume that Zoo will have as long a run as any of its recent 
predecessors.» Mr. Terry, as a virtuous young man who yields to 
temptation, does much for thé piece, and he is ably supported by 
Messrs. Cox and Marius. Miss Lottie Venne is so good that we regret 
she should be one of the young ladies who give themselves-catch 
names ; but in Miss Claude we can see nothing but reasom. to wonder 
that so much good taste should be sacrificed to one in whom vulgarity 
usurps the place of wit, and who, mistaking assurance for ability and 
posturing for piquaney, offers us the very antithesis of those ladies 
with whom the Strand Theatre was associated in the palmy days of a 
dozen years or so ago. 

_ Mr. Francis Fairlie seems to us the embodiment of that pluck which 
is always exhibiting itself. in the most unlooked-for places.- In the 
face of disadvantages which would have caused nine out.:of ‘ten 
managers to shut up shop and go home, he conducted his campaign -at 
the St. James's toa successful issue, and now; despite the ill-luek which 
hangs about Newcastle-street ventures, andthe still more terrible 
opposition of the Chamberlain's office, he is:fighting the good fight at 
the Globe Theatre. Mr. Pigott in the*zeal which becomes a new 
official—some call it pigotry—has cut out the objectionable “ Ripirelle”’ 
dance from JVert-Vert ; and so, if we are going to have consistency and 
not partisanship, we shall before long see other houses shorn of ~what 
has for along. time been the:r principal feature. Both East Lynne, 
which opens, and Vert-Vert, which concludes, would be the better for a 
little more condensation, especially as some of the artists engaged are 
not too clever. A pleasant exception to the rule is found in Mr. 
Barrett, who plays an impossible policeman in the first piece and an 
impossibler gardener in the seeond. The dresses are very nice in the 
opéra bouffe, but, unlike it, do not require any shortening ; the singing is 
good, and the legswell shaped. What morecan.a modern playgoer 


require ? 


Anyone who is familiar with the brightness which Mr. H. J. Byron 
generally throws into-his work will have a great difficulty in believing 


he can really be the author, adapter, translator, or whatever it may be, 
of The Demon's Bride, now performing at. the Alhambra. We feel 
quite sure that if any writer—even were he a born burlesquist—had 
tried to be as dreary as possible, he could not have succeeded more than 
the author of the nondescrip: piece at the Alhambrahas done. Withthe 


exception of Miss Rose Bell, the actors and actresses seem quite 
depressed with the weight of their several parts, and,.as anyone who 
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their train. Unfortunately, the inexperienced traveller gets into the 
train which arrives with seeming punctuality, and is very lucky if he 
finds out his mistake no further off thamat Loughborough Junction, 
_ where, from either the Metropolitan or: Main Line, he has to find his 
way through dark passages to his own platform—to see as a rule the 
train he intended to take, departing from the station. Under such 
circumstances the obvious remedy is to abuse some one, but the com- 
pany’s servants are so civil and patient that few people find heart to 
adopt it. Indeed, the company, knowing their weakness, appear to 
think they can meet it by insisting on pleasant officers. Nevertheless, 
| gratifying as it is to find railway servants pleasant, patient, civil, and 
| obliging, one is: hardly: reconciled to the inefficiency of a traffic- 
| management which is one consistent bungle from beginning to end. 
' Of course the answer of the company to this objection is that the 
delay arises from the effort to ensure safety. But this plea is no more 
| admissible than that of ‘the defaulting shopkeeper who cannot meet 
| his liabilities because he is overtrading! ‘There are four railways at 
| Jeast°running through Ludgate—the Main Line, the High Level, the 
' Metropolitan, and the Great Northern branch from Herne Hill. 
Taking two lines of rails (up and down) for each, this requires 
double the number afforded in Ludgate Station’ or on the bridge 
_ between there and Blackfriars! Some of these days there will be a 
| fearful accident, and many lives will be lost; but it is gratifying to 
| reflect that neither the managing director nor the traffic manager will 
louse his life. If anybody is hanged, it will probably be some minor 
official, whose over zeal in his employers’ service has carried’. him 


too far. 


UNDER ORDERS. 


NoTWITHSTANDING the amount of card-playing which goes on in this 
wicked land of ours, the title of the musical piece just produced at 
the Strand—Loo, and the Party who took Miss,—will be considered by 
a great many somewhat esoteric. So will the jokes when they are at all 
new, though it is only fair to say that Mr. Farnie errs but little in the 
way of novelty. Such good old friends as “ How long will that 
asparagus be ?—About eight inches, sir,","—and such reminders of by- 
gone jokists as the story of the native and the settler, meet one at 
every turn, and, truth to tell, are by no means objectionable, as 
affording timely relief from their new companions. But Mr. Farnie 
has fallen upon pleasant times, and upon a kind of work which might 
fail if it were at all clever; and he certainly meets the demands made 
upon him most admirably. There @re in the new “ Buffonnerie 
Musicale’’ several pretty dresses, some still prettier dances, a large 
quantity of well-arranged airs, and an utter want of coherency ; so we 


— tt 


has ever seen Mr. Paulton and one or two other Alhambra favourites 
knows, this is quite unnecessary. As, however, we are informed that 
a new’play is in active rehearsal, we won't say any more, except to 
hope for better things in future. 


ROUGH. 


You're bigger by far than your mother ;— 
She’s smooth—and you're ragged and torn ; 
And people advised me to smother 
Your life out the day you were born. 
From that dismal fate I preserved you, 
And brought you religiously up— 
But I wonder if much I have served you, 
You ragged-and reasonless pup! 


A frown fills your breast with dejection, 
A smile fills your heart with delight ; 
You've clearly a lot of affection, 
Although you're a terrible fright! 
To cover my hand with caresses, 
You'll run from your plate or your cup. 
You think more of kindness than messes, 
You ragged and reasonless pup! 


I paid for your mother five guineas— 
{ never should pay it again !— 
She's just like those beautiful ninnies, 
Who make such sad fools of us men. 
he’s lovely ;—enough! What odds who are 
Providing her bite and her sup; 
She's not such a noodle as you are, 
You ragged and reasonless pup! 


But somehow I’m getting a notion, 
That's shaping itself to a creed, 

That Beauty is less than Devotion, 
Fidelity better than Breed. 


And you—could you speak, you would say so !— 


Are glad of my bringing you up; 
Your love, live or dead, to display so, 
You ragged and reasonless pup! 
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AUGSPUR ON PAST AND FUTURE. 


Str,— You will be glad to know, I feel sure, though you may 
pretend the reverse, that I have returned to my humble cot, and that 
my wanderings are over for the present. When I say humble cot I 
of course speak metaphorically, for my ‘house is mot a cot, but a 
substantial brick-built eight-roomed town residence, with rates and 
taxes laid on, and gas and water cut off, and.all that sort of thing in the 
way of modern improvements. Still cot is a term of-endearment, and 
has a pastoral sound, and so [ say I have returned to my humble but 
native cot in the sweet smiling walley of Clerkenwell, with a i 
view of the Coldbath Fields establishment in «the distance. After 
many roving miles how sweet it is to come to ithedwelling place.of 
middle-age, and have a glass of rum. ‘Lhis latter remarkiis of course 
Shakespeare slightly altered, and I:trustiimproved. ‘Themeason I put 
in the word rum was for the sake ofthe rhyme, for Ident dainkanuch 
myself; but rum, rhyme, and reason, were greatthings to get all 
together, and so I gave~way to that impulse which marks the vacant 
mind. ‘There goes another,paraphrase; but.as Bir. Adapter Halliday 
would say, “ This is not journalism!” So J «will get enwith my 
story. 

“Story! God bless’—— Butnever mind. Sir, you have no idea 
ef the troubles I have been through, and I scarcely dare confide them 
to the paper upon which I am at present pothooking and hanging. It 
may astonish you to hear it, but perhaps you will consider it in the 
honorarium, when [ state that I am the hero of the great riding feat 
which convulsed London the other day. Perhaps you didn’t know I 
was a two-wheeler, did you? I didn’t myself until recently, but it’s 
very easy to check the unbidden bicycle when you know how. 
There’s no whoaing and. geehuppingmecessary ; you simply assume a 
graceful posture, give the animal :a ‘touch of the-spur, and go on. If 
you start on the top of a steepthill, or off the parapet of a house, you 
will be all right, and will go on steadily, with the wheels either up or 
down, till something interferes with your progress. If you are going 
too fast at the time, the best thing you can do is to jump off and allow 
the vehicle to take its chance, which is mostly a good one, as, left to 
itself the apparatus will generally subside, and find its way to the 
nearest police-station. One great advantage of the bicycle is that it 
doesn’t eat much, neither does it cost much for stabling. There is 
also another thing in its favour. You may tell almost any story of 
your doings on a bicycle, and if you keep well within the bounds of 
immoderation no one will doubt you. You may offer to ride from 
Bath to London and back in two, four, six, or eight hours, and no one 
will question your capacity, and if you will only go into the backyard, 
and rub a little mud over yourself, fall down the kitchen stairs two or 
three times so as to get a travel-stained and weary appearance, and 
then ride through the streets, people will not only believe that you can 
lL» what you say, but that you have done it, which is more—a good 
deal more. It is rather astonishing that all the people who wish to 
ride long distances on bicycles ride them from or to Bath; and it is 
quite wonderful that the more dirt a bicyclist puts on himself and his 
vehicle, the more the folks of London believe that he has just arrived 
from Bath. As if Bath and bathing were absolutely opposed to each 
other! Now, sir, my case is very different from that of these so-called 
travellers. I rode from London to York on a velocipede, which for 
that special occasion was called Black Bess, and accomplished the dis- 
tance in two hoursand a quarter. Ascoming back is easier, as well as 
shorter, I reckoned to be at the Standard in Cornhill on the»return 
journey in exactly two hours, and should most decidedly have 
succeeded if, just as I was passing through Colney Hatch, four 
diabolical and desperate ruffians, all:armed to .the teeth with police- 
men’s staves, fastened to the end ofdassoes, had not jumped out of four 
ditches, and commenced to threw their terrible missiles at me with 
marvellous aim. The first I managed to avoid, but the second——~ 
[We have read something like this before—too recently to pass 
it over.— Ep. | * ® ¢ * * 

Well, now, having told you all my troubles, I mean to forswear 
bicycles, and stick to horseflesh in the future. As the commencement of 
a new leaf I will give you an expert’s opinion on the two great events 
which form the staple attraction of the ensuing Newmarket Meeting. 
It has often been remarked, and may just as well be remarked again, 
that turf prophecies, any more than turf propheciers, are by no means 
infallible. But this shows the eternal fitness of things, for if they 
were, there would soon be an end to horseracing. I alone remain an 
exception to the rule, as will be seen at once if anyone will take the 
trouble to look, and my accurate correctness is balanced by a prevalent 
disposition not, to believe in anything I say until after therace. After 
the races are over, after the races are done, the people begin to discover 
the winner was told’em in Fun. Which reminds me that now or 
never is the time to publish my poetic prophecy on the Cesarewitch :— 


When first the handicap appeared 
I fancied I could tell 
What would by fielders most be feared, 
To backers be the most endeared, 
When flag from starter fell. 


FUN. 
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But time, which teaches-all so much, 
Has taught me lesson sore— 

Has taught me not in courage Dutch 

To place dependence, but choose such 
As never will give o'er. 


And so on Mornington I'll stand, 
Although they say he's lame. 

Next Royal George I'll take in hand, 

And with Whitehall fill up my band. 
I trust you'll stand the same. 


I've heard people say they didn’t want to win after reading my 
verses, which were themselves sufficient-for the money. Perhaps it's 
because.a great many persons can’t be brought to read my rhymes, 
and still:more can't'be made to understand them, that bookmakers yet 
flourigh. 1 dont care; I know:the truly always were without 
#ppresiation ‘till too late, and that’s how | know how really clever I 
am. (@f course it wont doim.an article like this to pass the Middle 
Park ‘Plate over, and so.enee-egain I wind myself up, and once again 
let go the pinions of poesy,/as follows :— - 

Our two-year-old Derby sees clinkers well met, 
The struggle is hot as near finish they get ; 

On Balfe and the Friar all gazes seem set, 

On music and prayer long odds would be bet. 
But now one strides forth to astonish all eyes, 


And Galopin gallops away with:the; prize. AvaGspvr. 





HODGE. 


HERE'S folks 
fool for . 
And tell me I'm a 
simple dufier ; 
But weuld theydind it to 


I'm a 





their liking 
To sufferg@bat 1 have 
to suffer? 
It’s quite a treat 
Forane;to eat 
(Onee in six weeks a bit 
of meat! 


About my thriftlessness 
they chatter, 
And I’m compelled to 
bear it meekly. 
I'd like to see them grow 
much fatter 
On only seven shillings 


weekly! 
And out of those 
Buy food and 
clo’es, 


And pay the,rent and-things one owes! 


They say we don’t wantmediateors 
To come between ms.and our masters— 
That Arch and all.such.agitators 
Can only bring us to disasters. 
But we could do 
With just a few 
More friends like him, aad that.is true. 


We might have just gone.on/for.ever 
Submitting to the harshest treatment, 
And brought up families that never 
Would understand what butcher's meat meant, 
If he had not 
Just shown us what 
To do tow’rds bettering our lot! 


I’ll own that here and there a neighbour 
Has lost his place, his wage, his mud-shed— 
But wars of Capital ard Labour 
Can’t be conducted without bloodshed. 
And it is best, 
It is confest, 
That some should suffer for the rest. 


So when folks blow me up for striking, 
And tell me I’m.a simple duffer, 
I only ask how they'd be hiking 
To have their lot a little rougher ; 
And how they'd speak 
If they'd to eke 
Out life on seven bob a week! 


—— 
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OUR GRANDMOTHERLY M.P. AND THE SILLY SEASON. 
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1. He was so absorbed in the latest bit of padding about Pontoppidan and the’ Monster Kraken that he really hadn’t noticed where he sat down. 
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i 2. “ Awful bosh all that about polyps, ain’t it!’’ said a voice, so close to his 3. ** Now you’d hardly credit that J was a newspaper writer once! But I 
: . elbow that be almost started. was. I used to twaddle about the Kraken in the silly 
. season till I dreamed about it!’’ 
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WHEN! 


WHEN chips grow into churches, 
And bottles turn to beer, 
When Science pays researches, 
And mutton is not dear, 
When work obtains its wages, 
And wages get their work, 
When fools are kept in cages, 
And lawyers cease to smirk, 
When Honesty is catching, 
And statesmen shrink from place, 
When Conscience needs no patching, 
And Beauty wears no lace, 


——— A 
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ee | 4. And I used to brood about ’em till I brooded myself 5. But our M.P’s chance had come, and he bolted 6. “Hullo!” he said; ‘nearly two hours! but 
e intoone. And if others I knows on don’t look like mad. . . ° . ° I suppose it’s the fresh air.’’ Still he 
7: out they may get took the same way ; ms forgotten his mission to 
mi so jest you hint-——’”’ the Newspaper Writers. 
ie 








When Duffers get on queerly, 
And authors’ pay is high— 
I hope—and hope sincerely— 
Queen Ann at last will die! 


Very like a Bard. 


| Aw advertiser asks for “a clerk who can write shorthand in South 
Wales.” In the event of his having to travel wouldn't it be as well if 
| this clerk could write it anywhere? Still we are free to admit that 
' anyone who had to take the language of the bards down in shorthand 
for a week or two would not be likely to require his accomplishment 
anywhere else, unless Hanwell were on his road home. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 393. 


Wit barrels double 
Our pleasant trouble 
Through turnips and stubble 
Is almost past. 
We take our station 
By thick plantation 
For variation 
Of sport at last. 
1. A useful article, though there’s a scoff for it, 
In asking anybody how he’s off for it. 
2. The Count of Monte Cristo had 
A habit bad 
Of taking sometimes as hypnotic 
An exotic 
Narcotic. 
3. The weather is sultry and hot, 
And I shall much wonder, 
If we before evening have not 
A slight taste of thunder! 
4. If I again 
Should visit Spain, 
I shall not wish 
For better fare 
If they prepare 
This sort of dish. 


5. I have a passion-flower that should 
Be trained upon a frame of wood. 


6. He is a god accerding to the views 

Of the Hindoos. 

7. Dickory, dickory, dock ; 
The mouse ran up the clock ;— | GER or, 
The clock struck ten and two, PTA WA 
And down poor mousie flew. = oe 
8. A penny a-piece for us four, 
Only that sum and no more! 


SoL_vuTion or Acrostic, No. 391.—Disraeli, Balinoral : 
Daub, India, School, Rum, Amo, Editor, Laura, Idol. 


Corkect SOLUTIONS OF AcrosTIC, No. 891, received 80th Sept. :— 
Squart; The Owl; Fenella; Ruby’s Ghost; Irlandaise; Rod- 
rigo; Snakes and Snuffers; Liebig Family ; Invicta; A. H. R.; 
The Syriat Wangdoodle; L. A. T.; Tom and Ben; E. H.; 
Ismeer ; Blue Pill Apron; Putney Pancake ; Sideropolitain ; Ard- 
more; Love; D. E. H.; Anne R.; Chowles; Gosburton Par- 
taidges; Tamaroo; Slodger and Tiney; Smug; Doré; Nell and 
Poos; T. G. H. C. F. H.; Pollaky; Spheroid; Nodwos; 
Peggotty’s Daughters; Mars; X.; Q.; Notnab; Peggotty; ; ” 
Boh; Gyp; Noo; A Little Fogbird; Fern; Betsy; Liebig; coaT I noveut. 
Jolly Old Rekab; Ozone; Zoological Dido; Old Tom; Em and 
Fred ; Your Own James 


Se 
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DOTS AND LINES. 


Tue Premier is not well enough to visit Ireland. Ireland is not 
weil enough to visit him. = Guatemala has handed over Mr. Magee 

€ ma-guineas demanded as compensation. = Lord Mayor entertained 
the Orientalists. The Orientalists felt quite at home in the Eastern 
Central District. = They are going to punish a railway official for the 
Thorpe accident. The punishment should be applied more direct- 
(er)ly. = German papers deny that they wanted to steal Denmark. 
We know cozens German better! — Sentence of death passed in his 
absence on M. Regnier. M. Regnier is a-Regnier du soir and holds to 
espoir |! — German Emperor launched an ironclad at Kiel. Hadn't 
any keels before! —King of Holland has assured Ha-gue that the 
tr. uble of Aching will be over soon! = Papers announce the retire- 
raent of Lord Northbrook. Let them talk—they can’t India-r him! 


ee ee 


Dinner 4 la Ostrich. 


Tue man who recently made a light repast by swallowing a fork 
has been outdone by another who, according to the papers, had a taste 
for eating iron, and has died through taking into his inside a pound 
and a halfof iron nails and a bradawl. Let us hope this taste for 
ferruginous luxuries is not on the increase. It would be sad if a 
d€@enuer a la fourchette came to mean that the guests were expected 
literally to partake of the forks, and we hardly dare contemplate a 
state of things in which another Charles Lamb felt himself constrained | 
to write an ‘‘ Essay on Roast Pig—iron.”’ 





Horse-dealer :— I say, Jacoss, I owk you SOMETHING!” 


Jacobs :—“ Vot, MY DEAR ?”’ 
Horse-dealer :—“* A JOLLY GOOD HIDING FOR SWINDLING ME OVER THAT 
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Jacobs :—‘‘ Ou, NEVER MIND, MY DEAR, I'LL GIVE you THAT!” 








YOUTH AND AGE. 


‘* You dreary dun! 
Your bill must run ; 
Pray, go away ! 
Some other day,” 
Says Youth to Time. 
‘‘ You have no rhyme 
Nor reason!” Youth is apt to say. 


But Time comes back 
To the attack. 
Or soon or late, 
With mien sedate, 
Returns old Time 
Like Truth sublime, 
Like Truth sublime, or certain Fate. 


Until at last, 
When years are past, 
Cries faded Youth— 
‘*T see, forsooth, 
At last, that I’m 
Like you, old Time, 
And so we'd better go, in truth !,”’ 





A Crowner’s Question. 


A GENTLEMAN at Hull took it into his head to hang himself in front 


An or-k-ard Law. 


of the coroner's door. As the deceased’s name was Mudd, perhaps he 


Unper the new rules, any boys found stealing and eating apples it | had some muddy idea that his death would be a warning to coroners 


an orchard shall be brought under apple-ate jurisdiction. not to have 


doors. Quien sabe ? 
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BREEDING IRRITATION. 


Sarah Jane :—* Gorn’ To LEAVE, Em'ty !” 


Em'ly:—“* Ix course! 
MAN NOT TO CALL NO MORE, AS HE'S GOIN’ TO 'AV& IRRITATED BREAD 


ACKSHALLY MASTER’S TOLD THE BAKER'S YOUNG 
’? } . . 
: In chalk—the earth will soon efface it ! 
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A SCRIBBLER. 


‘** Nor a bad joke! ” says Brown ; “ Behold 
| Jones takes the paper. ‘ Well, I never!’ 
The hand that wrote the joke is cold— 
The pen is laid aside for ever! 
What matter, so the laugh is gained ? 
When frogs display blood’s circulation, 
It’s possible the frogs are pained— 
But they’re of use to education ! 


And men may live, or men may die, 

But still the public needs diversion. 
An acrobat who breaks his thigh 

Can’t damp the fun of an Excursion. 
So men, who live by spinning lines, 

Not dancing on them (let’s be funny ! ) 
Can’t grumble if the world opines 

It likes the value of its money. 


I never murmur— Fate forbid !— 
[ never say such work is fearful : 
I've done, as other mummers did,— 
Hid ’neath the mask my eyelids tearful. 
But still I find my patience fail 
| When fools conceive it wise to grumble— 
‘* That joke last week was old and stale ’’— 
As if a man could never stumble. 


Yet, after all, I can forgive 
The idiocy—and those who show it; 
Conscious that they have got to live— 
To live as idiots—and know it !— 
To creep and crawl—to try to sting— 
To spit their venom at their betters, 
And all their slimy brains to fling, 
Anonymously, into letters! 


Who cares what arrows Hate may fling, 
And Envy and Unreason feather ; 
Conscience alone can add the sting— 
And that’s the difference altogether. 
So write upon my coffin-lid — 
’T will be enough in chalk to trace it — 
‘* He did what other jesters did.”’ 


[But she meant “ aérated ?”’ 


| much of the straining after comic effect in the general tone of the 


MONTHLY MAG-PIE. 


OcToRER. 


In the Cornhill we have the continuation of Mr. Black’s novel and 
a new story, while “ Far from the Madding Crowd” approaches its 
end, with a final parting of Troy and Bathsheba. “The Sun a_ 
Bubble”’ is curious, and the remaining papers constitute a readable | 
number. 

Mr. Wilkie Collins winds up his “ Frozen Deep”’ in this month's | 
Temple Bar, and will not be greatly missed. “ Victor Hugo”’ is | 


| articles. 


We miss Johnny Ludlow this month from The Argosy, which is not 
so exceedingly good that it can spare him. ‘“ Across the Plains,” for 
instance, is a very bald and uninteresting narrative, which, though 
described as “true,” is not on that account any more worthy of 
record. 

Jules Verne’s ‘Mysterious Island” is the backbone of the S¢- 
James's Magazine, and deepens in interest as it proceeds, chiefly because 
all the expedients of the heroes are within the bounds of probability, 


excellent, and the other articles in the number are good enough to | ang science, not fancy, supplies their wants. An article by Mr. Towns- 


balance against the two serials. 


We are glad to learn that the 'hend Mayer on “ Leigh Hunt and Southwood Smith” is a valuable 


authoress of “Ought We to Visit Her?” will begin a story in the | contribution that will command attention. 


November issue of the magazine. 
The Gentleman's offers agreeable reading this month, chiefly, we | 
must admit, owing to the Member for the Chiltern Hundreds and Red- 
Spinner. ‘ Frederick Lemaitre’’ is fair, but ‘‘ Paris under the 
Septennate "’ smacks of special advocacy too much for our taste. 


The attraction of Macmillan this month is a story by Bret Harte, in | 
which he plays on the chords of humour and pathos with all his old | 
force, and keeps his dénowement a secret until the last few pages, in a | 
telling way. The remainder of the number is fully up to the standard | 
of the magazine. 

In Chaméers's there is a sad little tale about “ A Black Doll”’ that | 
will he appreciated. Several papers on Scotch notabilities are interest- 
ing, and there is a fair share of articlesof information. We are not | 
quite sure that the departure from the rule of anonymity, taking the | 
direction, as Jerrold observed in regard to another periodical, of | 
mononymity, is desirable. | 

It is, perhaps, rather too early to pronounce on the merits of the | 
very decided change effected in Once a Week, but we are inclined to 
think the experiment not a happy one. Mr. Waddy is not in his | 


element in the new style of illustration, and there is somewhat too | 





A FLIRT. 


Fancirvt, flirting, flighty Fan, 

Why do you always tease a man, 

Leaving him just where he first began— 
Madly in love—and doubt 

Why can't you let him say his say, 

And give him an honest “ yea” or “‘ nay ’’ P— 

Not talk in your wild bewildering way— 
One can't tell what one’s about. 


Fan! you'll discover, some of these days, 
Men can condemn, as well as praise, 
All your fanciful flighty ways, 
And tell you the bitter truth. 
It does not very much matter now, 
But Time, when he scores your age on your brow, 
May very likely remind you how 
You wasted a golden youth! 
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FUN. 


Monkies is divide in four clases, wich is the long arm, and the blue 
nose, and the ring tale, and the others. You can see ’em all to the 
Zoo, and give ‘em nuts, but I rather eat’em myselve. My father says 
ol we do is a crib from the monkies, but mother she says he ot to be a 
shamed, ’cause monkies is only waht we mite a been if we haddent 
been good. But wehn my father he ast her if she ever knew a monkey 
to summens anyboddy for not sendin’ Billy to scoohl, like the Soochl 
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ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—No. V. 


By Littte Jounny. 








THE WALE. 


Tus feller as been wrote of a little wen speakin’ of the epalent, 
’cause they is both big, but the wales don’t have notrunk. My uncle 
MWed says wales aint a fish, but my father he said do you take Johnny 
for a fool, and I must make it a fish likeitis. He says sience is good 
enoughf for the wimmin fokes, but men ot to know fishes wen, they. is 
big enoughf to be see so plain as a wale. I believe my father, ’cause 
if it ain’t a fish you might as well call it.a steem bote. 

Wales is cot with a long strait hook call a harpoon, butsgme times 
they. don’t bite, and then the sailers has to take off the.fly.and put the 
hook in’em by hand. That make the wale angry, and he curls his 
tale round and smash the bote into mach-would, ‘cause wen he aint 
hangry he don’t. want to be cot. 

Billy says once there was one bit, and wile the man was a pullin’ 
him to the bank the rod broke and the man fel in and was swallerd up, 
but. Billy must meana.sammon, only a sammon aint big enoguhf to 
swoller a man less the man was cut up in little pieces, but then he 
couldn’t fish, but,only lie on the gras and watch the others a fishin’. 

A wale as two holes,in the top of their heds whic they blows water 
out of lik rainbows, only, it aint rain-water, but salt water. Wen he is 
a blown he looks, like two long fethers in his hat, but it aint, it’s the 
water. Them in.museums is only fraim-work; all the coverin’ as been 
biled for oil, If,a museum wale was put in,the water,it couldn't git a 
decent livin’. 

My sister's young man, he says aman was bathing, and a wale 
come up from the bottom, between the.man’s legs, and, there the man 
was, on the wale’s, back like a horse, and him.a goin’ away, from the 
ship that.the man sailed in. He said woe to, the wale, but it was woe 
to the man. Then he said stup her, captin, but wales don’t have 
captins, only mates, and these isn’t always with’em. Then he thot.a 
wile, the man did, and then he said there ain't but jest two things 
igh I,can do; one is to go belo and reverce the engine, and the uther 
isto stay on deck and take observations of the sun. Tle wait a wile 
and see wich is best, ’cause the man knew he couldn't help hissef. 
Pretty soon they was a storm, and the wale was wreckt. ‘Then as the 
cosegard was a savin’ the man he said I might. almose as well staid on 
the ship. 

Winmin is their own bones inside, and wale bones outside. 





THE PIDGIN. 


The pidgin isn’t the turkle dove, but is like that one, and coos all 
the same. Some is powters, and some is tumblers, but not to drink 
out of. Wen pidgins is cultivated they are all kinds, but the wild can 
eat more akorns. WenI am big like the Clamant my father says I 
may shoot pidgins at matches, like gentlemen all does, but my sister she 
says no man that shoots pidgins can mairy her, but no man woudl 
want to marry her as long as the pidgins hold out, for that woudl be fun 
enouf. Wen she said it her young man got as red as a beet root, and 
the nex day he askid my uncle Ned if he knew anybody that woudl 
lac vo by a firs rate gun. My uncle Ned he laughft, and said he 
would by it if it was a good pidgin gun, but he dident think it was, 
cause it had come near spilin’ a match. 

Some pidgins is such good flires that fokes gives’em letters to carry. 
They will deliver it anywere inside of a day, for all they does is jest go 
up and wait til the earth a turnin’ roun brings the rite place below em, 
and then they pounces down on it, and the man wich gits the letter 
says poor bird, how tired you mus be, and the pidgin takes on like he 
was so as to get cuddled. 

Wen my sister’s young man went to.London he cot one of father's 
pidgins and took it with him to fetch back a letter to her. The nex 
day wenever she herd the poseman’s nock she was near faintin’, ’cause 
she thoguht it was her letter, for she bleeved the pidgin would have to 
take it to the pose office first like other letters. But wen my uncle 
Ned tole her the pidgin mus come threw the windo she went and 
opend evry windo in the house, and it was a cole day, and mother and 
the baby took cole, and was illalong time. The letter dident come, 
but no matter, for it was printed in a Camewell newspaper were the 
pidgin went, just the worng way from wat it ot. I never see such a 


sick letter. 





THE MONKEY. 


Monkies is call that ’cause they was named by the monks, but if I 
was a monk I would have call ’’em something else. No animel is half 
so clever as the monkey; some knows more than Billy, and Ide back 
any monkey I ever see agin ole Gaffer Peters in a competive examima- 
tion. Some is babboons, and some is aps, and some is grillies, but the 
worst is grillies. I never seen a live grilly, but the ded ’uns is enoughf 


for me. 


teeths is always chatterin in our climit. 
aint, but they all chatters, and the griller he rores into the bargain. 
They all does watever they see men do. 


the monkey. 
of water and: set them ou doors. Then the 
rope, and put it under his cote, and let it h 
and, wen the monkey was a lookin’ the boy-wentand set down on one 
pail, and h 

set down on, 
water it frose, and:wen it was 
house, but the monkey he couldent ’cause his tale was. 
and in the mornin’ he was frose. to deth. When.the man foun him 
there, nex day, he swore awfle, ’cause he liked the 
boy came up and said wat a, pity, the monkey dide jasag, it; hadigot 
almose cleer of the ice. ; 


says he don’t know how that is, but, it’s certain,we are 
Wen my father tole me one day, I; wi 
parson, wich was. by, said he was, curus, to.see wat the second genera- 
tion woude be like, and my father he,dident:say no more jus.then. 


sitting dead in his cabin, having in 
a gallon of whisky. 


Bored does, she diddent say any more about goodnice. 


Monkies comes mocely from worm countrys, and that is wy their 
Some haga tail and others 


Once they was a man, had a monkey, and.the man’s boy he hated 
So one cole,evening in the, winterthe boy took two pails 
@, boy he took a-peece of 
down like it was.a tale, 


the rope.in the,water, Then the monkey. he went and 
e other, pail; and) his.tale.in the water, Then the 

frose the boy got up and:wentyin the 
fags. in the ice, 


; but the 
Father says we are all desended from the monkeys My, Ned 


endin’. 
ed from the monkey the 


Monkies is as plafle as kittins, but:their.notions of plaflenice is so 


differnt from the kittin’s, notion that: the, kitting likes to play by 


theirself wen it is convenent, 


S-candle-ougs 


A Scorcu paper says :— 


A Wick correspondent says the captain of a Glasgow.schooner.has been foun 
the i is death 


four hours preceding his drunk bulf 


We presume he was a Wick-ed man, from the.interest this shining 
light takes in him ! 


Aushers to Correspondents. 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom. 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, -nd we do not hold oursilves 
responsible for loss | 

Waiter (Dublin.)—If you write English and sign your name to it, we 
may read it. 

8. G. (Chelmsford.)—Thanks! 

Oxp Boots (Slough.)—You and your manners want mending. 
will call we’ll introduce you toa new puir. 

H. (Balham.)—Much obliged. 

B. (Westbourne-square.)—That pony was evidently a donkey! 

S. D. (Percy-street.)—We cannot depart from our rule. 

QuincuNx.—Did you intend that for verse? We ask merely out of 
curiosity. 

T. (Kelvin.)—And very weak Tea too! 

Spzs (Bristol)—Should mind his Spes and cues, or we'll print him! 

VERT-VeRT.—Ver— very r! 

G. (Kingswear.)—We did not know “ the late Dr. P.” 

A. O. (Bevington-road.)—“ A great eel’ unfortunately does not seem 
to us to resemble “a great deal.” There is a “d”-fishiency. 

C. T.—Too con-C. T.’d. 

VIATOR.—Siste ! 

N. (Kennington.)-- We decline to give opinions. 
reject. 

SoME-ONE (signature illegible), dating from. Hatcham—possibly Colney 
Hatcham, informs us, dpropos of our remarks on the Castalia, that we 
should not express an opinion on an untried experiment. It appcars to 
us opinions are not of much use when the experiment has been tried. 
He informs us that he does not write with Lindley Marray before him. 
The statement is needless, as, the fact is apparent. Finally, he invites us 
to publish his letter, which we refrain from doing, out of regard for th» 
feelings of his friends and family. 

T. D. (Chatham )—You are T. D. ious! 

Declined with thanks :—F. D. T., Ely-plaee,; J.S., Manchester; Baff r; 
C. C.; W. G. S., New Kent-road ; B.,‘Polytechnic; G. D. B., Notting-hill ; 
Sailor; T. Y. C.; H. H. L., Brixton; Billus; G., Dartmouth; B, Bromp- 
ton-square ; Jack Spigot; W. K.; A. H., Iver; W. G., Danse; “ One Wao 
Has,” etc,; K. V., West Brompton; Amatemr, Bow; I , Winchester-stie t- 
Constant Reader; +., Liverpool; W.4S., Highbury; H. E., Newinzton- 
crescent ; D., Longton; H. M., Marlborourgh; Walrus; W. E. M., Poplar; 


If you 


We simply accept or 


L., Dublin ; B. L., Manchester; F. E., Haekney; A Noodle; S. B., Burnes ; 
W.H. P., Sutton; J. G. D.; J. D. O. B., Dublin. 


} 
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THE GREAT UNPAID. 


Chairman :-—“ CERTAINLY: ADJOURNED TILL WHEN? Say THE TWENTIETH 


' 


First Justice :—“ But, I say, THE HOUNDS MBET AT SmiTH’s SPINNEY ON THE TWENTIETH!” 


Chairman :—“ Let ME SEE! 


Second Justice :—“ First DAY OF THE RACE-MEETING—BETTER SAY THE TWENTY-FOURTH.”’ 
Third Justice :—“* Horse-FAIR AT BONNYCASTLE.”’ 








VERY DOUBTFUL LINES. 


I’m not at all sure when I sing 

That my “ comics’’ have got the right ring ; 
For my voice it is rough, 
And my manner is ff, 

So oft tears to the eyes I can bring 
Of my hearers, who say “ Hold, enough!”’ 


I’m not at all sure when I write 
That my writing is like to be bright ; 
For my subject's oft low, 
And not rarely, you know, 


Folks cry ‘* black’’ when they’re sure you mean white ; 


Or they'll hint you’re confoundedly slow! 


I’m doubtful whenever I think 

If my thoughts are of victuals or drink ; 
For of drink, sure, I’m fond, 
Still good eating’s beyond 

Any rival that’s mentioned in ink ; 
If it isn’t, then let me abscond ! 


, come’ “ 


I’vE A LAWN PARTY ON THE TWENTY-FIRST—SUPPOSE WE SAY THE TWENTY-SECOND ?”’ 


[So on, ad lib. 








My doubts you may think are so strong 

That they've quite spoilt the point of my song; 
But it never had point, 
For our time’s out of joint, 

And to point I’ve been told is quite wrong— 
I’ve been told it by those who're anoint! 


Se 


Fire and Fury! 


We have received a long letter from a short cofrespondent at 
Manchester calling our attention to this :— 


Several pillar letter boxes having been found on fire of late in Marwhester; the 
fire-brigade superintendent suggests that it would be as well to have the boxes 
such a height that mischievous children would be unable to reach them. 


Our friend (if we may call him so on such a short acquaintance) wants | 
to know how “ fellows who are not ghastly five-feet giants’’ are td 
post their letters. He suggests a ladder to each pillar, or an opening 
for small writers half-way up the pillar. The suggestion is a trifle 
childish—but then he is but a little one. 








FOR BREAKFAST. 


HOCOL 


AT MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 
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HEALTHY OR WEALTHY. 


No doubt to be lovely and rolling in wealth 
fs as pleasant as might be expected ; 

Yet many their beauty and riches for health 
Would swop, could the change be effected. 

For beauty is merely a matter of taste, 
Wealth may go and return like a plover, 

While health is a charm it’s so easy to waste, 
So remarkably hard to recover! 


Lord Podd-Agra possesses plains, valleys, and hills, 
And servants far more than Dame Durden: 

But he’s achers besides in the shape of those ills 
That serve but to make life a burden. 

He'd gladly give mansion or castle or lodge 
(For he truly can never enjoy them) 

For the powers digestive of labourer Hodge 
(That have seldom enough to employ them). 


The Countess Neuralgine has gems and to spare, 
Connoisseurs give them eulogies handsome ; 

They gleam on her dress, on her arms, in her hair— 
They are worthy an Emperor’s ransom. 

But her nerves are like wires (though the wire be of 


Her diamonds gladly she'd give, we are told, 
In exchange for poor Blowsalind’s roses ! 


Ah, Youth may be wealthy or Youth may be‘poor— 
May squander—or fail to make earnings— 

Be plain, or be handsome,—of one thing be sure, 
Either way it need feel no heart-burnings. 

But it boasts one possession, one beautiful prize, 
Which to waste, or to fail to take care of, 

Too oft at the flower of one’s age will give rise 
To remorse one can’t now be aware of! 


We heed it but little when hearty and strong. 
What's to harm it? say we—we’re so clever! 
We fling it away, to find out before long, 
That once vanished, ’tis vanished for ever. 
Well! : ro cries o’er spilt milk,” says the saw, ‘‘is a 
ool! ”— 
With restrictions, to own it I’m willing! 
Since we knowingly tilt o’er the can, as a rule, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
gold) 
And her eyes she for nights never closes ; 
We are fools—prior, long, to the spilling. 


MONTHLY MAG-PIE. 


OcrToRER. 


Tue Atlantic Monthly is more than usually good, which is saying 
much. Jt contains a carefully argued paper by James Freeman 
Clarke on the question, needlessly vext, “‘ Have animals souls?’ It 
seems to us that a limitless eternity has room enough for all, and we 
humans, therefore, need not fear to be crowded out, and the question 
cannot be solved here. But perhaps some people would not care in 
another life to meet creatures they had so ill-treated in this. Mr. 
Egglestone gives some vivid pictures of the southern chivalry, and 
there are other excellent prose contributions, with the usual sound 
crit‘cisms of art and literature generally. For the verse it is enough 
to say that in‘‘ Ramon” Bret Harte raises a lump in the reader’s 
throat and a mist of tears in his eyes. That is, if the reader is 
worth it. 

Colburn’s is neither better nor worse than usual, and seems to have 
dropt into a beaten path which is suited to its circle of readers. An 
unpretentious and natural paper of ‘‘ Reminiscences of the Brig 
Temple after a lapse of forty-four years” is to our mind the best thing 
in the number. We turned to “ Oxford”’’ with interest, to leave it 
with disappointment. The merits of a review of “‘ A Batch of Poets”’ 
are as high as might be presumed from the general character of the 
poetry published in the pages of the magazine. 

The writer of the “ Dramatic Notes” in the Westminster Papers, 
whose department has always been one of the chief attractions of the 
publication, and for whose judgment we have over and over again 
expressed our admiration, considers that we misread his remarks last 
month as to the duties of a critic. He repudiates what it appeared to 
us was his opinion, but points out that such an opinion is held by two 
papers. For them we don’t care, knowing how they might be 
influenced, but we are glad to find that he did not mean what we took 
him to mean, for we like his work. But we confess he puzzles us 
when he insists that “ the critic should be absolutely neutral between 


VOL. XX. 
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BOARD AND BORED, 


This is Mr. Toodles who has most patiently fished from 6 a.m. to 5 p.m. in 
the pouring rain, and has been rewarded at last with a most magnificent take of an 
ounce and a half, and has just congratulated himself upon the reward of his patience 
and diligence when . 





the public and his profession.’’ It seems to us a critic has to express 
an opinion, and we cannot reconcile the expression of an opinion with 
neutrality. To take a similar, but by no means parallel, case, how is 
a judge to be absolutely neutral between the contending parties, if he 
has to decide on the respective merits of each side. If our friend 
means “ unbiassed’’ we can understand, and with, him. But 
even an unbiassed judge must give a decision, and then he will pro- 
bably be called a partizan by the loser! 
Mayfair wants only a few good illustrations to make it worthy o 
its name. It isin other respects able—shall we say read-able and 
laugh-able ? There’s a pettish little paper by some one who has been 
roughly handled by the critics, and who logically proves that he is 
a great writer because some critics misrated some t writers. We 
trust even a Whately could find no flaw in this syllogism. Asa 
specimen of the rhyme we quote one gem of a stanza :— 
Thou silver girdle to the virgin earth ! 
I love thy free rapport 
With beauty, and the rounded fruit it bears. 
Thy wayward moods have sought, 
Thy lisp of love, thy wrathful tempest shout, 
Thy whiffiers showing that earth’s king is out. 
We are not sufficiently “ whiffler’’ to attempt to alter the punctua- 
tion or offer a translation. 


‘¢ Good Entertainment.’’ 


Tus sets us thinking :— 
A LADY wishes to have two ENTERTAINING ROOMS and three or four BED 
ROOMS UNFURNISHED, &c. 
How does the lady wish the rooms to entertain her? The Egyptian 
and St. James’s Hall are two Entertaining rooms, but it is owing 
chiefly to those who are in them. Well, she is more sensible than the 
prudish old maid who declined to take certain rooms because of the 
mirror—it was such a good-looking glass. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Oct. 14, 1874. 
AN ILL WIND. 


** Ti. winds get pretty much and strong abuse 
From those for whom misfortune 'they produce ; 
From those to-whom‘they welcome windfalls bring, 
They don't—‘for that is quite another thing ! 
Suppose that crime and murder should decline, 
How would reporters make ‘their penny-a-line ? 

If people ceased to lic and-cheat.and rob, 

How would your barrister:be paidyper job ? 

If accidents should buildings never amash 

Where should the builder look*toet:his cash ? 
How the upholsterer, alike unblest, 

On coin invested get his interest ? 

Or how, another instance thus to give, 

Tf folks won't die, ean undertakers live ? 

Should murder cease, the hangman lacking doles, 
Must take tomending—not dismissing—soles ! 

Now this explosion !—I admit, of course, 

I'm glad I lived beyond its range of furce— 

But when this powder lots of windows splinters 

It helps to keepmme*warm for several winters ! 
Besides, but forthis blow-up, deuce is in’t, 

How could somefdiks have got their names in print ? 
So builders, scribblers, glaziers, snobs, and others 
tage upholsterers,are men and brothers! ) 

We ought to praise—praise loudly, too, none louder— 
A tardy Government and rapid powder! ”’ 


So sang a glazier, pocketing his gains 
For panes, made needful by another's pains.. 
cnet 


We cannot altogether compliment ‘Northampton on the style of 
voter which it can turn out, in ¢pite of the quieting influences of a 
But we congratulate it on the “fact that Mr. 
Bradlaugh’s place at the -poll was, in sporting phraseology, ‘‘mo- 
’ We admit it is somewhat.a negative sort of tribute, best 


ballot election. 


where! 


fitted to pair off with*the famons:apology of the man who having told 
another he was “ a bigger fool tham*he looked,’’ retracted it by saying 
Still we are anxious to 


do the civil thing by Northampton, and a little ingemuity enables us 
It has proved— if 


he was “ not a bigger fool than he looked.”’ 


to express our gratitude for one thing it has done. 
proof weré necessary—that these “dangerous demagogues,’’ these “‘for- 


midable leaders of the mob,” lead the mob about as much as a pig 


pushed in a cow-catcher leads the locomotive. Mr. Bradlaugh, the 
idol of the people, most pitifully appealed to his ‘ followers” for 
their own sakes—and especially for his, we note—to behave them- 
selves like reasoning animals—with what effect wrecked houses and 
the reading of the Riot Act faintly indicate! And there was no 
“don't put him under the pump, gentlemen ”’ in the great candidate’s 
supplications. He was selfishly in earnest, but, unfortunately, if an 
incendiary expends his pitiful ha’porth of matches in firing a stack, 
all his tears won’t put out the blaze. Perhaps Mr. Bradlaugh, if he 
possesses common sense—we say 80 with fear, for he is reported to 
have threatened to prosecute a paper for calling him a Christian— 
will take the lesson to heart on his way to the States, and damp the 
brimstone which so nearly burnt his own fingers. The Atlantic 
would answer the purpose, if it satisfied the demands of the vanity 
with which he regards his cheap box o’ lights of reason. We must 
conclude without saying, dpropos of his rumoured action, that it is 
lucky that Christianity is something like the proverbial corporation, 
and cannot move in the matter, or surely any action the accused paper 
should properly proceed from Christianity. It would, probably, win 
the day, and so, as such examples are catching, and reason and some 
other abstract virtues might also “‘ give employment to the gentlemen 
of the long robe,” it is as well that Christianity has no /ocus standi as 


a prosecutor. 


A Riddle. 


Tue North Wilts Herald the other day announced :— 

*,* We are compelled at the last moment to withdraw our leading articles and 
other matter. 
And yet the paper was not a blank. Perhaps it was filled with some 
other “ther matter”’ instead of the other “ other matter’’ which is 
quite another ‘ other’ “ other matter.’ We give it up. 








No Flies! 





THE GREAT EXPLOSION. 


[As we have no wish that a great many experiences and able 
suggestions with regard to the late explosion should be lost on the 
public, we have opened our columns to those correspondents who, from 


ractice or theory, seem to know most about what they are writing.. 


The following is a selection of the absolute best from 15,197,842 
communications, 2,749,821 of which were on post-cards. Dealers in 
waste paper and contractors for rubbish generally had best apply at 


once. | 


Sm,—It was the early grey of morning, and I was lying awake 
wondering what would be the best thing for a man of cultivated taste 
and moderate income to have for breakfast. I thought of streaky 
rashers and of fried eggs, then varied this performance with visions of 
ham fat and beef sausages, and was just about to decide upon the 
momentous question of tea or coffee, when, in the words of the immortal 
Shakespeare, I heard a loud and sudden bounce, and for the time could 
not pronounce, if I were safe or shct. My wife, who is a sound sleeper 
of a very material turn of mind, jumpéd up, and said, in unconscious 
imitation of the negro minstrel of the happy days when I was again 
a child, “ Who's that knocking at the door?”’ But immediately 
afterwards, fully realising the danger of the situation, and hearing the 
dull rumble of the dire and not to say dread explosion dying fitfully 
away in the distance, she exclaimed, in a voice at onee of grief and of 
warning, ‘“‘ There, I told you how it would be, the kitchen boiler's 
busted.’’ I lay for some little time calmly endeavouring to soothe the 
agitation which harassed the partner of my bosom, and anxious to 
discover if there was any fresh danger. Eventually finding that 
everything remained quiet, and that there were no new signs of 
disaster, I aroused myself, threw open the front window, and cried, 
** Police! ’’ in which laudable effort in the cause of suffering humanity 
Iam glad to say I was ably assisted by my wife and the lodgers, who 
varied the performance by shouting “‘ Murder!” This, sir, is not the 
time or place to make grievous complaint against the custodians of 
the night, but I may say their treatment of us was shamefully 
neglectful: one of them actually told me—mea man who owes rates 
and taxes—to shut up, as “the ’splosion was more nora mile off.” 
Satisfied by this— though rather ruffled at the policeman’s rudeness— 
that none of us was hurt, we unlocked our doors and encouraged each 
other to be of good cheer. My object in writing to you, sir, is to show 
that the density of the surrounding houses, packed as they weie with 
the heads of families, had no effect in deadening the sound of one of 
the most unpremeditated explosions of modern times, though my 
distance—as you will see, eleventy-one Camden-square—was mcre far 
than near. Trusting you will shed this little light on a great public 


subject, I beg to subscribe myself, yours truthfully, 
GuUNPOWDERIENSIABILIS. 





Sir,—Early on the morning of the explosion I and some friends 
thought it would be the correct thing, especially as-we are all engaged 
in the artistic profession, to go to the top of Primrose Hill, and see 
the sun rise over this glorious city of ours. I say ours because it is usual, 
although most of the things I possess in it are debts, which none but 
a base and hireling lot of low tradesmen would ever ask a son of art 
to liquidate. But this is by no means to the point, and I will merely 
remark as I pass, Base is the slave who pays. Well, sir, I and my 
friends were very tired when we got to the top of the hill, and were 
wondering whether there was anything in the way of stim left at the 
club, where we had been making sure of getting up early, whena 
loud flash was heard and all the world wondered. Looking to the 
right we saw nothing, to the left and behind we observed the same ; 
but those of us who were in a position to see straight before our very 
eyes beheld a sight never to be forgotten in the interests of that art 
of which I am a too humble representative. The water was below 
and the sky above; on one side was the Park and on the other the 
houses. In the middle was the bridge, now, alas! a bridge no longer. 
Where had it gone? Where, indeed! Where was the gunpowder ? 
And echo answers, “ Where?’’ Should you be inclined to send a 
remittance for this bit of accurate description, it will be thankfully 


received at the Maceration Club, W.C., by yours, 
Srary Harrem. 





Srr,—On the morning of the 2nd inst., a barge containing gun- 
powder exploded. I am told that not long ago a barge containing 
even more gunpowder passed along the same canal, but.as it did not 
explode no notice was taken. Now, sir, I contend that the taking of 
gunpowder and other explosives from one place to another is wrong. 
Not many years ago I wrote an article in the Deliriwn Tremens which 
proved to the satisfaction of everybody but those engaged in this 
nefarious traffic, that gunpowder should -be stored in vessels fire 
and explosion proof when it is being removed from one place to 


A SENSATIONAL advertisement in the dailies begins with these words : ; 1 
It then goes on to eulogise a certain tooth | another. If you can’t run vessels on a canal which are quite procf 


—** Fly to the Rescue.” 
powder as preserving the teeth. 
in this case looks like flying in one’s own face. 


cel 


CLEARSIGHT. 


All right nodoubt! But the flying | against accident then don’t put them in the way of accident. I think 


this disposes of future trouble. 





Hmmm mmmccmnncn ncn ncn errr 
[Ocroper 17, 1874. 
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Srr,—It has become matter of ocular and auricular demonstration 
that what is intended to go up will generally find its own level before 
it comes down again. Such I hold to be the property of that explo- 
sive commonly known as blasting powder, when in an ordinary 
condition. Now we a'l know that sparks fly upwards. Why did not 
the captain of the destroyed barge turn the: powder downwards, 80 
that for this oceasion only the less exposed: portions radiated nearest 
to the earth's surface? By this means’I fancy the gradients which 
culminate at the meeting of those obtuse angles generally known as 
pyrotechnicalities, would have been coincidental with the apposition 
never experienced except in cases of awful and calamitous cleverness ; 
and the abnormal result might have ended in the extremity of 
cachinnation and colossability, where now nought but gloom and 
glaziers hold perennial not to. say-periwineular saturnalia and gibber- 
ing genuflexion. Trusting this may shed’ seme light on a vexed 
question, I am, yours obstetrically, Ont Wuo Knows. 





Srr,—Supposing there had’been ten: times as much gunpowder and 
it had exploded, ten times as often, in places ten times as popular. 
Supposing gunpowder was green pea-soup, and wouldn’tigoioff. Sup- 
posing that bridges were: made of brass, and barges: were: balloons. 
Supposing that Madagascar-was- im Marylebone. Supposing that the 
Zuyder Zee was in the Zoological Gardens, and that the elephant's 
trunk was packed with prodigious projectiles. Supposing, finally, 
that I was you, and that you in that case were a pons asinorum. Sup- 
posing all this, then, [ am, yours faithfully, 
A Svuppossp Somspopy. 





Srr,—the recent explosion on the Regent's Canal seems to me to 
have been sent for the purpose of showing that gunpowder is not all 
beer and skittles. But the occasion may be improved, sir, for all that, 
and human nature may be aptly described as.a desire for the smoking 
of pipes over powder magazines. Alas! how little we know of what 
may result from the misplacement of one small spark from even so 
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| humble an instrument as a bargee’s pipe. I enclose you a few g1oss 
of tracts entitled, “The ‘'obacco of the Turbulent, or Canals made 
Calamitous ;’’ and in the hope that you will be inwardly comforted by 
them, I beg to subscribe myself, SMOKOTALLER. 





Srr.—I have, after many days of thinking against thought, dis- 
covered a way of sending gunpowder wherever youtwant.it sent with- 
out danger. It wants Government co-operation, butiwhiat of that ? 
What is a Government for if not to co-operate witht iawentors? My 
idea is to have some immense guns built, which will fife: léng-or short 
distances according to requirement. ‘These guns will’ take: immense 
round or spheroid shot, which will be cast hollow and filled with powder. 
When anyone wants a largesquantity of explosive material he will 
send his address to the manufacturer, who will fill a cannon-ball and 
fire it from the patent) self-gradiating propeller. On a certain day in 
the week a man can gov» round and collect the empty» shot; and’so all 
chances of explosion are neutralised by the plan of'which I amwthe sole 
patentee and INVENTOR. 


‘* Off, off, I say!” 
Wuartever could ‘have caused the following extraordifary action on 
the part of a breechloader P— 


To COFFEE-HOUSE KEEPERS —30s. REWARD.—LEFT, on the morning 
of the 20th August, a SNIDER RIFLE.—Address A. B., —— 


It would be worth while knowing where the rifle left and whither it 
was going. Why it left is a question much easier of solution, when it 
is explained that many of these guns have a tendency to go off 
suddenly. 


“Look after the Pence.” 
Tue penny-wisdom just displayed in the new tariff of the Metropo- 
litan District Railway seems an avowal thatthe line has hitherto been 
worked on a pound—indeed, a compound—feolish principle. 
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OFF AND ON. 


“aiter (to old gentleman who is endeavouring to ease his corns) :—“ Suor- 


HORN, sir?” 
Old. Gent. (testily) :—*‘ Suoz-Horn? no! 
SHOE HO’RF.”” 






CONFOUND IT ALL, I WANT THE 


A FABLE. 
A MAN once had a garden plot, 
A pretty little flowery spot, 
Wherein he took his chit delight, 
From early morning until night. 
A very ordinary ass 
Was fed upon the common’s. grass, 
| And often extra fodder owed’ 
| The garden when its lawn was mowed ; 
On strength of which, when, gone astray, 
He snapped up trifles by the way, 
And those who owned them murmured, vext, 
Our ass woul say, “1’m sure! What next! 
| Who wants the rubbish? I do not,— 
| I own yon pleasant garden plot! ’’ 
Oft in that garden had his hoofs 
Of trespass left the owner proofs, 
Who chanced to come one day—and found 
The donkey in his bit of ground. 
‘‘ You grateful ass! Is this,’’ he said, 
Your thanks for being sometimes fed ! 
You see this stick? Be off!’’ And so 
The donkey felt constrained to go. 
But spent that day—and.others:too, 
Tw telling all the story through. 
“ You know the man who tills my ground ? 
I’ve had to cut him! Iwas bound!” 
He whispered to:the wall-eyed sorrel, 
“ | and that.chap have had a quarrel!" 
He-told the raminating cow, 
‘* and the biped had a row!”’ 
Next to the stye his way he wends 
With “I and he are no more friends.”’ 
He even mentioned to the worms, 
‘* We are not now on speaking terms.” 
MORAL. 
How silly it would be of men 
To imitate the ass, and when 
They get rebukings from their betters, 
Go boastfully and show the letters. 


“More Ligh<.”’ 

Aw advertiser asks for a situation as “‘ night watch- 
man or other light employment.’”’” There goes our 
ignorance again. We always thought the employment 
of a night watchman was naturally of a dark descrip- 
tion. 
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GRANDMOTHERLY GOVERNMENT ASLEEP. 





1, The Government had for some'time past been peacefully dreaming about 


muzzling little dogs and preventing folks getting tipsy, 


Deary—deary—deary !’’ she said; “‘ there’sa dreadful smash! But who'd 
have thought of five tons of gunpowder going off like that !”’ 








5. ** What! regulate the carriage of explosives!’’ he exclaimed ; ‘‘ I fear any law 


on the subject would be so absurdly simple and definite that the people 
would understand it.’’ 


Reviewing a Review. 


Tue writers on the Saturday Review, taken generally, are, if ungram- 
matical and ill-tempered, at least not fools. When, therefore, any 
special bit of silly partizanship is needed, a “‘ clever young man,’ raw 
from the University, is dished up. Only aclever young man could 
have written the other day—that, though the repeal of a certain clause 
in the Education Act “‘ would be just and reasonable ’’ it was not “ to 
the interest of the Church of England to take the lead ’’ in promoting 
a just and reasonable reform! Clever young man may think the 
“interest of the Church of England’ is a monetary matter. We 
don’t! Wethink its intcrest is to be just and fearnot. Clever young 


**You just go to sleep again. till 


That wouldn’t do,’’ she mused. 
you’re woke by another great bang—and then we’ll talk about it,”’ he said. 


6. “ Ah! 


And we suppose she will 








man further urges that ‘“‘the reversal of injudicious legislation ”’ is 
best left to those “‘ victims’ on whom “ it inflicts injury ’—unless they 
are “exceptionally weak.” Clever young man— exceptionally weak 
—should try to get a reversal of the legislation which constructed him 
without brains enough to note that this argument of his goes to prove 
the right of a small garrotter to throttle an unprepared strong man, or 
of a vicious little husband to knock his big wife down with a poker 


and dance upon her. 





From THE Wrone Sr1pe.—Doctor Mortimer Granville wishes it to 
be known he is no longer editor of the Glode. Thisis playing into 
| the new editor's hands with a vengeance. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 394. a a PAT BB 
1 tH AM 11) ie . 2 
Tue folks who heard the awful sound, Ray eM! | Le UA ; 4 
a MK} Ar Y my 
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Which shook the town for miles around, ih 


th 


\ 


Said “‘ That's an earthquake, I'll be bound.”’ 
But it was something else, they found. 


1. Do not sleep at Wimbledon 
If this nuisance you would shun. 


2. It was the scheme 


Of poet’s dream, 


But fled away 
At break ef day,— 


Ue Yi 
AT VAM 
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Was lost, to his regret extreme. 


3. A silly noodle, who, tis said, 
Will let you knock himn the head, 
To help to stuff a feather-bed. 


4.I into aidiscussion got 
With onewho.gave ittoue hot, 


g) 
And said D:had of this a lot! ’ 
5. Tshave.a friend: who often sings a Z Hier SE Rt i 
4 a yy 


Avmusical mélange of things ; 4 VY TEAR DNS : 
And this he calls 4 | 1 Ni " a ; } y } Mm Ht 
His medley-squalls. Me ify Meay . | 


6. Lhe boatmen dance.and sing and row . 
In-strange craft on the Ohio. 


7. This teaches you:a ‘thing to trace, 
By searching in the selfi-same ‘place 
As-where you’ ve found, some little space. 


8. Lhe Church's festival is o'er, but we 
To.keep it for another week agree, 
And have decided what its name shall be. 


9. When he was quite a:grey old boy 
‘He hastened to the siege of Troy ; 
And during all the tedious war 
His wisdom was respected for. 


Sotution or Acrostic, No. 392.—Brewing, October : | MUSH-ROOM FOR IMPROVEMENT. 


| 





Beccafico, Rubific, Emigrant, Woo, Intomb, Nectarine, : ° : 
Grazier.— Correct Solutions received October 8th: Gyp; Jones (reading bill of fare) :— Ris-DE-vEAU AUX CHAMPIGNONS. Heng, 
Physic; Ellen Frances; Cliff; Making Lanterns; Brown, YOU'VE BEEN TO Boutona! Waar Dogs iT MEAN?” 

Spheroid ; Sinky and Swanky; Nemo; Slodger and Brown :— Ris-pDE-VEAU—THAT’S VEAL. AUX CHAMPIGNONS! LET ME 
Tiney. SEE; ER—ER—OH! VEAL AND CHAMPAGNE. ORDER SOME OF THAT!” 


_-—-— 2 


DOTS AND LINES. Journalistic Accuracy. 


Count Arnim sent to prison at Berlin. Oh, the Arnimosity of | 4 peporrer on the Daily Telegraph, evidently well qualified to | 
Gam-belter thea, yrerionaramaasof@Mmamakefalee Geena Maser ct | San etaeennena ean eeeateee eae ees $2 | 
Freemasons, vice Lord Ripon who resigned—de Grey did! — Neigh- Lillie Bridge coatand nore a et ee anid his 1 eet | 
bourhood of Regent’s Canal at North Gate shaken to foundations by a | against the comments of the sceptical.” As Mr. Stanton's Sethensions | 
blow up. Government will be ditto if it does not at once regulate the | went to the tune of riding 106 miles in eight hours, and asin the trial 
ees aia eet ane eae frre aa care - which led to the remark just quoted his performance amounted to 96 | 
lower animals. — The New Lord Mayor, being done in Stone, should —— bry ee Suomen ao ee 
cut a figure. — Roupell is notcoming out. Hecame out strong enough | about the subject—a congregation which naturally takes in Telegraph 
page Tig —_ : “a oa — - cont ee ee = serene ee aeons from bicycling to the Bank 
smoking asin. Heis not sin-gular in that belief, at any rate. — Mr. ee a ee a 
Disraeli is still slightly affected. By bronchitis, we mean. — The 
re-election of the U.S. President is not to be taken for Granted. — 
Papers still prattle of the scandal, called ‘‘ Beecher-Tilton.” Should 
have thought either of them big enough to be.a scandal single-handed. 
= Cardinal Cullen forbids the faithful to hear J/ Talismano. Does | lame duck :— 

Archbishop Manning meditate sending them to Richard Caur de Lion William Roupell, ex-M.P., will be liberated shortly from confinement. Since he 
as a penance ? = Fell&hs (we don’t mean the club-swells) are anxious | first came to the prison he has proved himself an excellent nurse to the sick and 
about the Nile, which threatens to destroy crops Er Nilo fit nil. = dying prisoners. : . 

Butcher, who gave a promenade concert at a wedding, was brought to He was an excellent nurse to the Roupell Estates, in the interest of 
his marrowbones by the police, and doesn’t find Cleaver’s so-’"appy! — others than his creditors, and it would be a pity to deprive him of so 
Bradlaugh hopelessly beaten for Northampton. Better leave the congenial an occupation in the prison hospital. 

brads for the discontented cobblers, and not interfere with the law in 
future. = Don Carlos accused of getting shot in his stomach during 


a scrimmage. He has no stomach for fighting, so we fearlessly con- A Let-Off. 
tradict the report. — N.B.—at the moment of going to press, we stop| Tue calm and equable temperament of Mr. Knox, the Marylebone 


the machines to announce that in the$matter of the carriage of powder | magistrate, was shown the other day to its full extent, when the 
through the metropolis the Government has done what it was expected | worthy gentleman discharged a revolver, which soon afterwards left 
todo. Nothing! | the court without a stain on its character. 
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Who’s out, now? 
Tue Dorset County Chronicle is responsible for this canard about a 
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THE PLEASURES OF BOATING. 


Papa (who has taken mamma and the girls and Mrs. Podgers for a nice row) from the stern-sheets :—"* Wuat I LIKE ABOUT ROWING I8 THAT 
ONE GETS HEALTHY EXERCISE, AND PASSES THROUGH BBAUTIFUL SCENERY, WITHOUT TOO MUCH EXERTION. 


COME, JAMES, PULL AWAY, MY BUY, WE SHALL BE LATE FOR DINNER.” 


OUR! 


Tue bilious Saturday Reviewer, who is furious because he cannot 
monopolise the right of foreign travel, falls foul of Messrs. Cook and 
Son in a recent number. Messrs. Cook and Son probably have 
substantial reasons to afford to laugh at his spiteful sillinesses. We do 
not feel inclined to do so, if only out of regard for his lack of informa- 
tion, which he shows, for example, in ‘thinking,’ “ believing,” or 
‘‘imagining ’’ about certain classical references, which a’ peep into 
Lempriére (no great authority, but quite good enough for his pur- 

) would have supplied, if he were sufliciently solvent to buy the 
book from the sixpenny tray of the second-hand vendor, or sufficiently 
respectable to satisfy the not very exigent requirements of the British 
Museum Library. Our bilious friend, who seemingly expends so much 
money on travel that he has not enough left to meet the demands of 
his digestive secretion, is pleased to be satirical over the use in Messrs. 
Cook's hand-books of the editorial (or royal) “ we,’’ and sneers at the 
expression “‘our chin.’’ It is rather like i:s cheek! When, finding 
his proper level, he becomes sub-assistant penny-a-liner on the 
Whitechapel Whistle, he will understand what it is to “take up our 
pen” or to give “our opinion,” as a humble individual, only too 
delighted to earn an extra shilling for writing a leader, during the 
unavoidable absence of “ our editor,’’ at the nearest public-house. * 


Astley’s Circus. 


Tyres in nature recur, as the following proves :— | 

A letter from Sir J. D. Astley, M.P., has been published, addressed to a gentle- | 
man who acted on behalf of the Chevalier O’Clery, one of the lrish Home Rule 
members, withdrawing the speech he recently made at a Lincolpshire ram sale. 
The first Astley of distinction was noted for his power of throwing | 
a somersault and changing his coat while doing so. To be sure it was | 
on an equine saddle and had nothing to do with saddles of mutton. | 
He could ride in a ring, too, better than he could argue in a circle, | 
and after his performance never refused to come out. 


Ss 








LOVERS’ QUARRELS.—A CAMBRIDGESHIRE TIP. 


Sarp dear little Alice, 
Who never meant malice, 
‘‘ My feelings are outraged, so cruel are you ; 
You’ve lost all affection, 
I’ve gained all dejection, 
You're off with the old love—pray who is the new ?”’ 


When Alice had spoken, 
I answered, heart-broken— 
“ Great goodness! I ne’er loved another but you ; 
Not even my mother, 
Nor sister nor brother, 
Has e’er had devotion so constant, so true.”’ 


‘‘ Tf I could believe you,”’ 
Said she, “‘ I’d receive you 
Back into these arms, and then happy I'd die ; 
But in your own writing 
I saw—how afirighting !— 
That sweet Mignonette did all rivals outvie. 


I laughed at the error, 
Then much to her terror 
I soon showed how grievous had been her mistake : 
“‘ Mignonette’s but a racer, 
Who may give a facer 
To Cambridgeshire layers that liberties take.”’ 


Once launched upon racing, 
Of winning and placing, 

I talked unto Alice for such a long while, 
That when I'd concluded, 
She slily alluded 

To Novateur’s merit as known at a mile. 


—AUGSPUR. 





(To his son and heir.)—Come, 
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ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—No. VI. 


By Lirtie Jounny. 





THE TODE. 


Turis feller belogns to the genius bufo, but he aint the same as buffo, 
for that is the ugly lookin’ feller which makesa nusance of hissef in 
the oppry by laughfin wen the others is alkethavin the stummy cake, 
and the stummy cake aint no laughfin matter if you ever had it. 
Todes is like frogs, but more dignity, and wen you come to think of it 
frogs is wetter. The warts wich todes is noted for cant be cured, for 
they is cronick, but if I couldent git wel Ide.stay am the house. 

A man had a wart, anda ele Gipsy woman tolei\him if he would 
tutch the wart to a tode stool, and say some words#atidsgo home, and 
back nex day and tutch the wart to the tode stool agin,and say some 
more words, and pull up the tode stool, *the wart wouldlego a way. 
The man did it the first day, but wen he wentithe nex day\he:eouldent 
fine the tode stool, for a buttonist had todk it mp and set Vitrout in his 
garden to see how big he could make it gro. Amd wen theitode stool 
grode the man’s wort it. grode too,.and it got to be the biggest wort in 
the country. And all the timethe buttonist was‘a havin theman with 
the wart for his gardener,and%the man thot ‘the ‘todexstool was a 
musroom and tended itailbhe:knewthow. 

Billy he says theitede stools isentwat.thextedes sits downon, but is 
jus call that. Wen my uncle Ned therd him say that, hewsaid, Billy 
wat does they set down on? and -wen ‘Billythe:coudent tell, my uncle 
Ned he fround, and he said, said) he, Billyfokes like you, that goes 
aboutrsayin taint so, and yet notvexplanin ‘how it sis,is:athemts, and 
atheists is a”theef. ‘Then I said, uncle \Ned,:maybeithe:todes don’t 
set down:at all, and he turned on mesand said «you »pessilent Gom- 
munest,- and»was:alookin’ forssome thing’to:thro, wen ‘I run. 

‘My. granifather ‘knew a vtode wich some'body had tamed til it was 
folks. “Wen its masterwissled it-would come for flies. ‘Fhey cetches 
"em with there tung,»whic *is'ssome like a long wed werm, but more 
like litenin, only litenin thaint got-no:gum onto it. ‘The:fli wil'be a 
standin-a tibbin its hine Jegs to gather and a:thinkin wat:a fine/fli it 
is, and \the -tode a settin vsome dissance:away like it »was.a sleep. 
Wile you wre seein.the*fli<as:plane.as:youreversecany thing, all to 
once it aintithere. TLhen=thestede the looks np at you-sollem, out,of 
his eyes, like*he.saidewat's become: of that'fly ? »but:you kno he et.it. 

Some: todes lives in the«water,:and:theiriis.a-spotted féller wich lives 
in a tree like birds. This ’un hollers like a red Injian and then 
chuckels to think there wasent nothin the matter. 





THE MOLE. 


Moles is all waysa doin wot they ottent, so they keeps a good deal 
to theirselfs, but if I was one Ide come out of that and wash my face 
and hands and behave like people. The mole haint got no eyse, cause 
if he had any the gravvle woudl git in ’em, and he woudl have to send 
for the docter, and the docter would say were is my fe to come from, 
let him take his eys to the chemmice. 

The mole has a nose like hogs, only not any knob on the end. The 
differents between a hog and moles is the hog roots and goes along 
about its bisnuiess, but the mole follers it up like he ment it. 

One day Billy come home a holdin a little mole by the tail wich 
some boy had cot and give him, and it was a live. Wen my sister see 
him she said O, you crewel crewel boy, thro it in the fire this minnit. 
But uncle Ned he said no, Billy, you come along with me and we will 
make a example of that feller. So they went in the guarden, and he 
dug a hole, and said we wil berry the scoundril a live; and Billy put 
the mole in and they fild up the hole. But wen Billy’tole my sister 
she cride, and he was a shamed, and he wittled a head stone out of a 
board for the mole, and uncle Ned wrote on the board this way which 
I kave just coppied : 
Sacred to the Memory 


OF 


A MOLECULE. 


THE PORCUPINE. 


This is a nother kine of thing from the mole. It has quils like 
birds, but wen you have stept on a bird, and then goes and steps on 
porcupines, you fine they aint the same quils. The kines of porcu- 
pines is manier than I ever counted. You can see’em in museums, 
stuft, and their quils nice painted to make ‘em show fine. Wehn I 
was up to London I saw some in a glas case, and a man a lookin’ at 
"em said to the man that takes the. tickets, as he was a goin out, my 
good feller, I'me a member for preventin crewlty to animiles, and to- 
morro Ile send you a box of Rimmel’s finest toylet sope wich you are 
to use on the porcupines; but how could the feller do it is wot Ide 
like to kno. 

The only porcupine I ever see wild was a hedge hog, and it was a 
havin a fight with a dog. Their way to fite isto role up like a catter 


FUN. 


Liverpool magistrates on a charge of murder, it being 
wife’s death by kicking her. : 


It is rather hard to call the woman:a flat because: her husband-was her 
master and:knocked her dewn ! 








pillow, and let the ennemy do all the hard work, and that’s the way 
this ’un was a managin it, and the poor dog was tired almoce to deth. 
Then the dog's master in a other fiel called the dog, and the dog seein 
they was no time to-wase took a flyin bite at the hedge hog's back as 
it lay like a bol, fortthe‘dog, maybe, thot bitin real quick woudlent 
hurt mutch, but the»yway it houled it was a mistake. Wenthe dog 
was out of hearin I-went and poke the hedge hog with a long pole, 
but it was dead a week. . 

Ole Gaffer Peters the said, to our house one day, hedge hogs ottent 
be col that, causemo boddy dont say the hedges of needles but their 
points. 

My sister's youngman says there was two hedge hogs. One was 
young, and hadifriteful sharp quils, and was call Liberal, and the other 
was ole, and bald ike a YMessiean «dog, and was named Conservative. 
They had a awfle‘fite. ‘They layidown about a yard apart, and roled 
up, and .shetitheirieys. The éun had been tot that was how to 
fite;-but he could«avet.theole feller up if he had any sense. The ole 
‘un he knew that»rollin-wp»was no good for him, but he’had fot that 
way all his lifexand:hewasent a goin to change. So they Jay stil, and 
wen one see ‘the @ther:a-openin his ey he shut his'n,.and wen he 
opend it the other “he shut jhis’n, and they was so brave they 
woudent givein;and they wass#so excited they dident kno how the 


time was a passin, and wen my sister’s young man come away they 


was grone very thin and weak, 
If my sister's young. man/fident give me marbles and aikite-»with 
Mister Disrally’s? aintedonut with the taila comin ont of the 


mouth I spose h dier 
eee 


Flat *but Gnnatural. 


Tats is brutal in the paper that reports it— 


William Worthington, master of aflat,*has been committed for trial by the 
ing allegedtthat he caused his 


And that's flat ! 


Tell that te the Merjevimes! 


A CONTEMPORARY States that— 

The Oficial Gazette of Kielce, Russia, records the death of a peasant in the 
village of Merjevino at theage of 136! 
Can’t the Gazette tell us somethink Kielce~somethink Kielcier to 
believe than that? Talk of decimal coinage! This is a 


Kiel(c)ometrical fiction. 


Aushers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, -nd we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss] 

S. M.—* Focussed!” Why not reverse the order of syllables ? 

Brit Bacxstay.— Bill Backstay, bis mark,” is more valuable than his 





re-marks. 


T. U. P.—You are positively bad, though you might be comparatively 


worse. 
T. (Liverpool.)—Thanks ; but we can see where the cutting has been 


tampered with. ; 
C. (Sunderland.)—We distinctly decline to return MS. if our rule is not 


complied with. 

Zor’s Cousix.—We don’t require tracings from old cuts. 

J. H. (Harrington-square.)\—Done already. We agree with you 
entirely. 

Hazser.—We don’t approve of such habits. 

M. (Brompton-road.)—The movement is a good one. 
much for your form of advocacy. 

EnqQuirER.—But we have so many enquirers—and they don’t answer, 
so we shan’t either! 

T. L.—We have already taken it up and done our best. 

AGGRIEVED.—We have lent our Slang Dictionary, and even if we had 
not shouldn’t worry through a long anonymous letter. 

W. (Clapham.)—You don’t seem to understand the question. 

READER.—Thanks. 

Declined with thanks :—W. C., Charing-cross ; Enquirer ; B., Liverpool ; 
Idiot, Workington ; E. B., Barnsbury; J. R, Edinburgh; W., Hertford ; 
A. J.M. 8.; D, Chatham; O. D, Spring Gardens; Sour Old Maid ; 
J.D. G., Waterloo-place; D. M., Highbury; G., Avenue-roal; A. G, 
Louth; Poor Clerk; H. W., Weymouth; A Growler; S. W., Leeds , 
L.S. D.; B., Worcester; The Irrepressible ; W. W., Kingsland-road ; M. F.; 
George N.; An Old Reader; T. D., Holloway; G., Gray’s-inn-roadf; 
Choops ; A Camberwell Swell; A. J. G.; An Karly Bird; E. P., Walworth- 
road; T.S.;A Patient Plumber; C. and Co.; N. C.S., Willesden; N., 
Honor Oak; R., Hackney; T. G., Alderagate-street; A Sufferer; C. A, 
Manchester ; W., Minories; F.O.; R. E. W., Dover. 


We can’t say so 
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PLEASANT PROSPECT. 


His Friend :—“ Ay, 11's SOME STEEP, AND IT’S LIKE TRIS THE WHOLE WAY; BUT IT’S NOT MORE THAN TWA MILE NOO, AND A WALK'S 


pO ee ST SOE A ayes 
I 








Jones (on his way to join the shooters) :—‘* WELL, I ’OPE THERE AINT MUCH MORE OF THESE ‘IGH 'ILLS!”’ 


Were [ a living creature, or flesh, or fowl, or fish, 
The whole day through 
I'd gladly do 
Exactly what I might wish. 
Always provided—aye, there’s the bone !— 
That people would let me severely alone. 


Ireland’s Eye. 
Tue papere inform us that— 


The American team won in the international match with Irish riflemen on 


A PURRSTRATE WAY 0’ GETTING YER WIND IN WORKING ORDER FOR THE MORE SERIOUS BUSINESS 0’ THE DAY!”’ 
PROVIDED. 
I'd feed on the pips 
Of the haws and hips 
As contented as I could be! 
Always provided—aye, there’s the rub !— 
That I didn’t fall in with a Sparrow Club. | 
Were I a little lambkin a-skipping on the grass, | 


I'd nibble and crop 
The green herb’s top, | 

And my days would merrily pass ! 
Always provided—aye, there's the loss !— 
That no one had ever invented mint-sauce! 


Were I a little troutlet a-swimming in the stream, 
I'd lazily rise 

And swallow the flies, 

And my life would be one long dream' | 

Always provided—aye, there's the strait !— | 

That no one eer thought of a hook and a bait! | 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


Wenz I a little sparrow a-living in a tree, 
| 
| 





ee me 








Saturday, but only 7? majority of three, and then, too, one of the Irishmen 
made a bull’s-eye on the wrong target. 

‘¢ Only a majority of three, and then, too, one of the Irishmen made a 
bull’s-eye on the wrong target!’’ ‘Then “too, one”’ is the Irish for 


three, we suppose! At any rate it is characteristic that there should 


be a sort of claim to score a shot which may be described as in the eye 
of an Irish bull. 





TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


Nee ee nanan _ ES — ~ a) 
NOTICE !—Jn the Press and will shortly appear, | 
Wirn Numerovs ILLUSTRATIONS BY THE First ARTISTS. 


ee 





FOR LUNCHEON. 


“CHOCOLAT MENIER. 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, 8t. Andrew's THil!, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, Oct. 17, 1874. 
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Octrorsr 24, 18 


‘“HOW HAPPY COULD | 


Brown :—“ THis BEATS ALL your ScoTcH MOORS, OLD 
By-THE-way, BrowN, HAVE YOU EVER BEEN IN ScoTLAND?”’ 


Jones :—‘* I SHOULD THINK 80, INDEED. 
Brown :—“ No! Have you ?” 
Jones :—** ScaTianp ! 


CESAREWITCH AND CAMBRIDGESHIRE. 


Srr,—I wish it to be distinctly understood that I am prepared to 
refund the money of anyone who will make a statutory declaration 
that he lost over the Cesarewitch through following my advice. You 
may think I'm joking, but my readers won’t, for they know I’m not 
in the habit of doing anything of the kind, especially when cash is 
concerned. [ consider cash a most solemn institution, and though 
I've heard many make light of it, and sneer, that’s when they haven't 
any of their own—they alter their tone precious sharp when they run 
into a few hundred quids, and you, depending on what they’ ve said 
when broke, and perhaps remembering what you've done for them 
then, try to cultivate their acquaintance. But this is neither here nor 
there, at all events so far as I’m {concerned now, though the very 
possession of money often reminds me of the days when I was hard 
up, and those who are now the first to speak of me as an old friend 
used, like the Good Samaritan of old, to cross over and check the un- 
bidden tear. I think that is the right simile. But what’s the odds? 
The fact is I was entrusted with the Aventuriére commission, and 
worked it so well that nobody suspected till the race was over that any 
money had gone on my friend Ailesbury’s mare. That’s why I for once 
did not give the winner in your columns, as I was in duty bound not 
to mention it to anyone, and besides you and your readers must be 
almost as much tired of receiving as I am of giving positive certainties. 
So if anyone chooses to go before a magistrate and swear that he lost 
his money I am in a position to repay him. I make this condition, as 
I do not care about being a mark for the unscrupulous—whether editors 
or otherwise — who would declare they had lost fortunes if some 
check were not placed upon them. [I should prefer all claimants 
appearing before Mr. Knox, because that worthy magistrate might be 
tempted to discharge his revolver again, this time effectually ; and 
next to him I would choose the Lord Mayor, for he might slay an 
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BE WITH HEATH—’”? 


Boy, I CAN TELL YoU 


Wuy, I’vE NEVER BEEN FURTHER THAN Hounslow IN MY LIFE!” 





applicant with a civic joke, or might, in the event of a real gentleman 
appearing before him, be tempted to go a little further than he did last 
week, and lick the swearer'’s boots. Anyhow, there’s my proposition. 
I've got a few loose billions and don’t care what I spend when I'm 
out. So in great haste, as time is precious, and trusting you will re- 
member what I told you in my last about Novateur and Mignonette,— 
besides which you'd better keepa weather eye on Gamecock—I am, 
yours magniloquently. AUGSPUR. 


LAWN versus LAUNDE. 


Sarp the Bishop of Lincoln, “ I’m sure it’s a sin 

That the mare of a parson should go in and win. 

For a great many years you your horses have raced, 
For agreat many years you your cloth have disgraced. 
We didn’t much mind it when nobody knew, 

But now its made public indignant’s our view. 

As a mere country parson your conduct’s unfit, 

Now if you'd been a Bishop ——. Come hand usa bit. 





Fishy. 
Tus Times lately reporting on the fishing in the South of Ireland 


observed :— 

The Lee and Bandon rivers are the only ones open. They will remain open until 

ist prox. They are now in splendid order; fish taking freely; weather fine and 
bracing ; wind west ; aneroid below ‘ Chango.’ 
We don’t remember such a place on either the Lee or Bandon as 
Chango, and without any unsportsmanlike, or ungallant wish to 
interfere with her sport, we wish Annie Royd would communicate to 
us the situation. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Oct. 21, 1874. 
PEACE. 


“Peace! Peace! Orestes-like we breathe the prayer!” 
(Longfellow, ‘‘ Hymn to Night,’’) 
‘ “The welcome, the thrice prayed-for, the most fair,’’— 
The unexpected sight ! 


Shall any man this sight, as a too-blest 
Contemp’rary, review ? 

When side by side the party-leaders rest, 
Peace made between the two! 


Shall by the roaring Liberal lion's side 
Without a fear of wrong, 

The bronchially-affected lamb abide, 
And bleat its gentle song ? 


And shall the lion with its eyes half-shut 
Doze, undisturbed by pranks 

Of playful lamb, whose stubborn head would butt 
At times his tawny flanks. 


Speak, Silent Future,—what’s to come, disclose ! 
Relieve our anxious doubt. 

The Silent Future raises thumb to nose, 
And spreads its fingers out ! 


— --9 — 


Ir may be fairly presumed that an 
would, from «prud 
humanity, ‘have taken care not to risk another explosion, supposing he 


had been the cause—more or less innocent—of the Regent's Canal 
calamity. Companies, however, have no consciences; and it was 
pretty plain from the way in which the Canal Companies, guilty of the 


accident, offered evidence at the inquests, that they intended to persist 
in carrying on a traffic which at any moment might cause the death of 


hundreds. A company only considers hundreds important when pre- 


ceded by the le 


circumstances it is imperative that Government should lose no time in 


taking steps toregulate the powder trafic, and if Government will not 


do it of its own accord, public opinion must compel it doso. It is 
absurd to say that no means are discoverable to minimise the danger. 
A limited quantity of powder should be placed in each barge, which 
should carry nothing else ; and powder barges should not be permitted 
to pass along the canal except at defined intervals of time and space. 
The barges should be painted red, so that the men on them could not 
plead ignorance of the cargo as an excuse for fires, pipes, or lights, 
which should be strictly prohibited. The answer of the Companies to 
this will be that it is inconvenient, and would not pay, and they would 
have to abandon the carriage of powder. Let them abandon it—the 
sooner the better. As for its not paying, that isa matter of indiffer- 
ence to everybody, except the Companies. And as for the incon- 
venience !—well, it is inconvenient to have your house blown about 
your ears, or even to be killed in order that the Companies may make 
profits. There is one other possible regulation—d Ja Sydney Smith— 
ee on board every powder barge and see how safe we 
0 e! 


Shaken. 


To judge from his letter to the papers, a “‘ well-known novelist” 
had his grammar as well as his house shaken by the late explosion. 
He observes lucidly—to put his sentence in grammatical sequence— 
“ Our situation, covered with broken glass, hampered with blinds and 
curtains, blocked in by fallen roofs and doors, was too alarming.” 
We should think any servant justified in not taking a “situation” 
entailing such perquisites as, for instance, “fallen roofs.” How many 
roofs does a house in Titchfield-terrace have as a rule, we wonder? 
The author continues—‘“ My servants appeared with blackened faces, 
but without a bruise.” We have seen sweeps similarly “ situated.” 
But why didn’t he send them down to fetch a bruise, if he wanted one ? 
‘‘ Fortunately,” he adds, “‘ I slept with”——. But these are private 
details; so we will merely ask if ‘‘the top of a silver cruet” is 
‘novel’ language for “the silver top of a cruet,’’ and dismiss the 


subject. 


More Hibernico. 


Somenopy advertises fcr sixpence the information, “ How best to 
get out of debt.” So far as we can see, the best way to get out of it 


is not to get into it. 





GEFEN AR AMEE MARSA MESO IY 


FUN. 


ordinary and individual trader 
ential and selfish motives, if not on the ground of 


“ £,”’ and human life ‘is tova collective Board of 
Directors an unimportant item; though, individually, each would 
shrink from imperilling it—especially in his own person. Under these 
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NATURAL HISTORY.—No. VII. 


By Litrize JouNNY. 


ESSAYS IN 





THE DONKY. 

Tus joker belongs to the genious ass, and it has two species, the he 
and the she. It is a beest of burden, but I shud think its ears was 
enoughf with out any thing onto its back. It is a kind of horse, but 
littler, and not so nice, tho donkies, I expect, is pretty to their selfs, 
like womens, but womens can’t bra, they scoles. I like to here a 


‘donky bra, and a fiddle is good too, but:give me a hand orgin. 


There was a ole feller use tocome here-wich hada orgin with a 
donky to draw it on a cart, for he:was too ole to carry it on his 
stummach. He had been all his live savin money to by the donky, 
and wen he got one he was as proud as a luce afire, and wouldent 
speak to the men wich carried their orgins on their stummachs. Once 
the ole man he was sick, and the other fellers they clubd to gather and 
hired the donky for a week, and spiled him. So wen the ole man got 
well and begun to play the orgin the donky begun to bra, like the 


fellers had tot him. Then the ole man let go the crank and said to 


the donky who’s a turnin you? But wen the ole man begun agin the 
donky begun agin too, and the ole man a and said how many 
tunes was the donky set for, wich only moved his ears and waited for 
the orgin. The nex time wen the donky did it the ole man said could 
the donky play Nelly Gra, but wen the jokes was all out you never 
see such a furyous ole man. He wopt the donky offel, but no use. 
Well, that night Mister Briley, the bucher, heard music a playin and 
a playin like mad in a field, and he thot it was fairies, and drest hissef 
and went out to see wat they was up to, but it was the ole man had 
cut the donky’s head of and stuck it on a hedge, and was standin of a 
turnin the orgin as fass as he coud make it hum, for spite. Wen 
Mister Briley he see wat was up he creeped behind the hedge, and put 
his hands to his mouth, so, and braed friteful! The ole feller dropt 
his orgin and cut away like he had bit hissef with a dog, and was 
never see agin by no body, and serve him rite. 

If you was ast can a donky tok, you wud say no, and then the 
Sunday Scoohl teacher woud say you wicked little boy, they was one 
tokt to Balirfi, you must git seventeen chapters by heart. 

Once in Spain they was ever so many donkies bein drove to market 
along a narro path in :the bottom of a vally, with each donkies head 
tide to an other’s tail, but a land slide@lid-down of the mountin and 
berried em. A long time after that a geogolist wich was a digging in 
them parts foun their bones, and follered up the line til he dug ’em 
all out. Then he wrote a account of a fossle animil wich was a half a 
mile long, and had more legs than a centipee. Wen Mister Cuvier 
heard about it he went and look, and then made a picter of the 
animil like it was wen it was a live, and sech a looking picter no 
boddy ever see. The heads bothered Mister Cuvier, but he said it 
wasent science for a animil to have so many heads, and he left ’em all 
out of the picter but one. 

My father met a man once carryin a donky pick a back, and wen 
my father said poor little feller, wat broke his leg, the man said 
t’blessit moke has luggit I all t’wy frum Lunnun, an’ I be guvin’ hea 
bit of.a rust; that’s wot brakit un’s lag. 

The donky is see in their glory at Hampsted Heeth, but wen our 
famly was to Malvern they was donkies there too. 





THE LION. 


A lion met a tiger and said I am the king of beace, but the tiger he 
said wot good did that do him wen they was lots of animils could lick 
him like smoke, one of wich was the tiger. Then the king said he 
woudent persu the subjeck, and the subjeck said that was cos he 
dassent. But mother says it was notty to sass the king. 

The lion has a mane jus like my sister, but the she one is more like 
Billy. They is said to rore like dissant thunder, but I spose that is 
cos wen one hears ’em one tries to make it dissant by runnin. If I 
was to meet a lion in the woods I wud go up to him and cut of his 
head, and that wudl make him rore like thunder if any thing woud. 
Some lions is big enugh to take a ox by the back and shake it like you 
wud] a rat. 

There was a lion on a rock, and a mule come along belo with a 
pack saddle on, wich is like a saw horse. The lion was near sited and 
dident see the pack saddle, and reecht down from the rock to’nip the 
mule, but got the saddle fass in its jaws, and the mule got a way. 
Then the lion was in awfle pain, and went to a village, and wakled 
along threw the street til it foun « man a sawin wood, and went up to 
him, and winkt its eye like it said wot woud he give for a first rate 
saw horse? But the man seen by the girth that it‘was a pack saddle 
and went a way with out makin a offer. 

Some fokes says the lion looks like a man, but Ide like to kno wot 
man, for I never see him. Maybe them in Traffalger square does, for 
they don’t look muth like lions, less you mean lions wich is shaved 
evry mornin, and has their hair brushed and oild, and carries a 





| 


owe ee er eee - 





Ocroper' 24, 1874] 


prayer book. The stif tale feller wich stud on Norfumerlon House | 
was werth a million of ’em, but a hipotamess is the jockey for me. 





THE BREAD AND BUTTER FLY. 

This inseck is mocely call only the butter fly, cause the other is too 
long to use regler, but Sundays we say the hole thing. Billy he says 
butter fly aint it at all, but it’s flutter by; but. Billy is all waysa 
sayin somethin wich he thinks is clever but whic I calls rot. 

Once me and uncle Ned and my sister was in the garden, and they 
was a butter fly, and my sister she thot she was cunnin, and said 
was it like girls, meanin they likes flowers, or is pretty, or some suc 
bosh ; but uncle Ned he said cause it was big;fun to cetch.’em in your 
hat, but wen they was cot they was no use. Then my sistershe skipt 
the other riddles, and said she mus butten ‘her: boot. 

Butter flys is first tadpoles, and then they is crisalisses; wich has a 
handle on one side like water jugs. They bust the crisalis and comes 
out like out of a ban box, and it aint no wonder: they looks brite and 
fine for before they has time to git dirty they die of ole age. Bishep 
Butler he says the butter fly a bustin out of crisalis:shose that men 
has immortle soles, but my father he says wot is shode by their dyin 
right a way after? Maybe a man mus be a bishep to reson by an 
ology. 

Mother says if I put salt ona butter fly’s tale I can cetch ’em, but 
she can’t fool me with a ole joke like that, for the pint of it is they 
dont have no tails, but you can birds, and that is all I no about the 
bread and butter fly. 


That Boring Augur. 


WE learn from a local paper that— 


On Friday a museum of small-arms was inaugurated at Birmingham. The 
museum contains a large collection of ancient firearms and examples of every 


process connected with modern i 
We always thought an auger was a carpenter’s implement not a small 
arm. But it may be used in modern gunmaking. 
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A SCAR(C)E CROW. 


Ramrod, who is short-sighted, thinks he “ killed his bird that time !”’ 


FUN. 
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CRUELTY TO CABMEN. 

Ara recent indignation meeting of the cabmen of London, held to 
decry the idiocy of a driver who had actually restored some property 
left in- his cab, it was decided unanimously, as well as without con- 
tradiction :— 

That there is no distance less than three miles in the metropolis, 
and more if possible. 


That no cabman worthy of thename ever possesses change, Change 
was made for slaves and Vimenaien rr : 

That every cabman is to be considered innocent, even after he has 
been proved guilty. 


That all policemen were born the natural enemies of cabmen ; and 
that magistrates are even worse. 

That are always prejudiced and passionate. 

That drivers are a deal too disi ted and mild in their manners. 
That any effort tosimprove the cabs of London be most strenuously 


opposed by this « “They're too good as it is for half on ’em.”’ 
That two and ways make six, and ten if possible in the 
cabman’s ready reekoner-: 


That Mrs. Giagemetti-Prodgers be blowed. 

That the word of a cabman is better than the oath of a copper. 

That an interval for reffeshment do now take place, and that a vote 
of thanks and sixpence be tendered the chairman. 


—$—<$—$—_—$$ 


Tin. 
We clip this ffomthe Telegraph :— 

ANTED, a Y INVOICE and to assist in the offi ° 
W. ne ED, » Yo : OLERK, — e office generally 
We hope thatitiiesallusion to metal means that he will touch the tin— 
or, as they gta ins an re In too many cases the brass is 
only visible brazenii ence with which advertisers ask for 
Admirable Ciiehitons at thirtyyshillings a ! 
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AD COR MEUM. 
Another Version. 


ye — ae you ! zoe common thief ! 
ou, by- your bumping, thumping, jumping, madly, 
| Somehow. i astasaiiinal with the full belief ‘i . 
| _ Thateyou were weak, and suff ring rather badly : 

| Whereas I find—now that I know you fully— 

|  Yidm're the one healthy organ I possess, 

|. Aindionly make a riot when you bully 

|, ‘Die other organs, that are weak, and less! 


| Yomget my sympathy by false pretence, 
_ UWpommy word, you are an artful dodger, 
| Aitemantiin this carcase, where offence 
-* Yomalwaysegivetovevery other lodger. 
Yiou; letiten: Lenenynlisoese pice the attic,— 
| Stomach, who's:the, Parlours, ever rack 


| And)allithe:whilé:I’vemourned your woes and throes— 
And o'erryour:fancied agony would linger ; 

| While to your nose (supposing you've a nose) 

| You've put your finger (if you have a finger). 

| You've cruelly deceived a landlord trusting, 

| You've got his halfpence but deserved his kicks :— 

| I want to know what's to prevent my thrusting 
You out of doors and selling off your sticks ¢ 


| I've often wished, I warn you, that I could— 
As Horace writes it—‘“‘ hoc erat in votis’’ ; 
So if your future conduct is not good, 
Beware! for I shall serve you with a notice! 
| You're like a printing-press tor ever swinging 
Within a crazy building, till one fears 
Your ceaseless battering will end in bringing 
The rotten fabric down about one’s ears. 
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ie Well! then of course the mortar and the bricks 
VY i 


Will stop your silly little game for ever, 
_ Get in your works, and bring to endless fix 
The evolutions you consider clever. 
Already you have shaken down some plaster— 
Go at half-steam in future, and take care, 
For if you bring the house to such disaster, 
Pray don’t forget you will be buried there ! 
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THE WORLD. 


Tue world is ra- 
ther a big word for 
a little paper to 
assume, the more 
especially when “the 
World” simply 
means a poor copy 
of Yankee journal- 
ism, a typewhich the 
English ‘“‘ world” is 
not quite accustomed 
to as yet. Those 
who hold the liberty 
of the press as too 
s-cred a thing to 
trifle with, will not 
be sorry to see that 
a case has come be- 
fore the Lord Mayor, 
which proves how a 
disinterested and un- 
prejudiced writer, 
who does not know 
what a “bear” is, 
and can quote John- 
son not very appo- 
sitely, is engaged to 
write on. sensational 
virtue, with no possi- 
ble intention of de- 
preciating stock in 
which he has no 
interest—not even 
an inimical and 
rpeculative interest. 
It is a pity that Mr. 
Yates’s late trip to 
America has led him 


’ 


into the error of not | 


letting ‘‘ the world” 
forget a Thackeray 
episode which it 
would probably be 
glad to commit to 
oblivion. It is per- 
haps also a pity— 
if ee the world” 
takes any further 
concern about him— 
that an ex-member 
for St. Marylebone 
should remind it of 
a“ shindy ” at Hom- 
bourg, in which 
neither of the two 
parties concerned 
came out with more 
credit than could be 
conveniently carried 
in a teaspoon. We 
do not wish to see 
anything like a 
gag ging of the press, 
but it is precisely on 
that account that we 
regret to note the 
tone which, if any- 
thing, could justify 
the revival of “ the 
scold’s bridle.”’ 


‘‘Ready! aye, Ready!”’ 
We are authorised to state that the surmises recently made as to 
the reason why the Pillar Letter Boxes have been painted red are none 
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LATEST IRISH INTELLIGENCE. 


Young Lady ;—‘“‘ Have you sgEN Bripcet asout? I can’r FIND HER ANYWHERE!’’ 
Pat:—“‘SuHvuRE AN BEDAD DIDN'T I sEg HER JIST NOW ASLEEP IN THE KITCHEN, 


| WATCHING THE BREAD BAKING,”’ 


that the Na 


of them correct ; we are pleased to be the medium of communicating 


to the public that the colour has been adopted from a laudable 
economy. They were first so painted just previously to the entry of 
the Emperor of Russia into London, for the purpose of saving 
soldiers—as each of these red pillars filled up the ranks, and became 


a pillar of the State. “As so many great personages C 
through the City, this economical plan is 


making progresses 


calculated to save a regiment of the line. 





Hol-low Thought, 


are now constantly 


It is rumoured in high 
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| A Report, Not 


an Explosion. 


Tue rumour that 
eighty tons of pow- 
der had been con- 
veyed along the 
Regent’s Canal the 
other day nearly 
emptied St. John’s 
Wood. Weare hap- 
py to be in a position 
to contradict the ru- 
mour that there was 
any danger of a 
blow-up. A blow- 
out, to use a vulgar 
phrase, was just pos- 
sible, the powder 
being nothing more 
perilous than Bor- 
wick’s Baking Pow- 
der. 





On the Tapis. 


Ir is rumoured 
that Roach-dale will 
receive a share of the 
attentions of Mr. 
John Bright after his 
successful salmon- 
fishing. It is well- 
known to members 
of the gentle craft 
that at that spot he 
was initiated into 
the art and mystery 
of “ spinning.”’ 





Necessity knows 
no Law(son). 


Txose who would 
be deprived of a 
good night’s rest in 
the absence of their 
customary ‘“ night- 
cap’’ should adopt 
as a motto, “‘ Moun- 
tain Dew et mon 
Droit.” 





Drum him out! 


A CORRESPONDENT 
suggests that the 
Vancouver's Island 
Flag-staff in Kew 
Gardens is admirably 
adapted for use asan 
inland storm-signal 
station—seeing that 
it is a cone-ifer. 





Why must Ealing 
be objectionable to 
Goody Templars ?— 
It is compounded of 
A.L.E. and G.IN. 








places that retired Post Captains will be in command of these pillars, so 
as well as the Army will be represented in these shows. 


We may incidentally mention that the old saying “from Pillar to 
| Post’’ is now to be altered to “ ¢o Pillar to Post? 


Wuen the Dover boat has to wait for the tide off Calais Pier you 
may safely assume that the water is 7’eau on the French Coast. 


Wuat tags Wor Lp says (when it’s safe) :—Who’s afraid ? 
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PEACE. 


FOR A FRESCO IN THE PALACE OF WESTMINSTER, TO BE COMPLETED NEXT SESSION. 


EFUN-- Ocrosper 24, 1874. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 395. 


A monTH, that’s dreary and perverse ; 
Cross-grained, and curst, 

The next will probably be worse :— 
The next be worst :— 

Yet when the weather’s sharp and chill, 

‘Tis better than this muggy, still, 

Damp atmosphere which makes one ill, 
As does the first. 


1. Crawly, creepy, 

Hideous, sleepy, 

Monster heapy, 
Long of limb, 

Which you light on, 

Down at Brighton ;— 

Look with fright on 
Things like him! 

2. This Eastern justice has full often laid, oh, 
On culprits sentence of the Bastinado. 


3. “It’s of no consequence! ’’ he’d blushing, say, 
And smile and blink in his peculiar way. 


4. Those who this would represent 
Call it a reed instrument ; 
Yet some upon it play, I fear, 
Who cannot read—but play by ear. 


5. This used to be 
My granny’s tea, 
She held it dear. 
But nowadays 
Its blame or praise 
We seldom hear. | 


6. For writing these, I’d like to throttle 
That miserable Aristotle. - 


7.’Tis the last of the season, 
I scatter each leaf, 
And feel for that reason, 
With sorrow and grief, 
That summer’s so brief ! 


Sotvution or Acrostic, No. 393.—Shooting Pheasant : 
Soap, Hasheesh, Oppressive, Olla, Trellis, Indra, Noon, 
Groat.— Correct Solutions received October 14th :—D. B.; 
Ruby’s Ghost; Down Cat; Reb and Loo; D. E. H.; 
Tupac Amaru; B. A. M.; Smug; Chic; Doré; 
Brice ; Ozone. 








DOTS AND LINES. 


Tue Duchess of Edinburgh has presented us with a Prince. We 
all take an interest in the Princey-pal. — Count Arnim still in prison 
on charge of embezzling letters. If it’s a true bill he’ll be dis-Counted. 
— In spite of the explosion, powder to the extent of eighty tons at a 
time is still carried along Regent’s Canal. Grand Junction should be 
met by an inter-junction. = German Emperor will not go to Italy. 
We hope Italy will survive the disappointment. — Admiral Serrano 
received English and French Ambassadors. But Spain is still far 
from ‘all sereno !’’— Church Congress at Brighton. Exhibition of 
of-fish-iating clergy at the Aquarium. = Pheasant - shooting in 
England is well-reported on. Peasants, shooting in Ireland, are 
flourishing. — The Premier has gone to Hughenden. Hope hewill 
return healthy and Bucks-om. = Duke of Northumberland reported 
to have followed Lord Ripon’s example. Duke writes from Alnwick 
to deny Alnwick-redibility to the report. — General Kotzebue closed 
Agricultural Show at Warsaw. ‘‘ Off, off!’ said the Stranger,’ and 
Popoff popped: off. = School Board building fell down in Blackfriars. 
The Board breaks down generally. — Bishop of Lincoln expostulates 
with the ‘Rev. J. W. King for owning a St. Leger winner. The 
Reverend: Gentleman evidently approves of saints like St. Leger, and 
will not, like Father Newman, put out his Apologia. — Beecher has 
commeneed an action for libel against Tilton and Moulton. He knows 
the value of .an advertisement. — Mr. Labouchere insults a Broker. 
Broker assaults'Mr, Labouchere. Mr. Labouchere offers to lend him 
his stick for.that-purpose, but, on second thoughts, doesn’t. Not even 
a hat damaged! All Humbourg—we mean, Humbug! = The 
weather changesconstantly. The smallest of small change, from fog 
to mist, and From mist to rain. 


Tue Tarkine Fisu (par excellence).—Sole au Grattan. 
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PROOF POSITIVE. 


Stern Oficial :—‘‘ You MUST COME WITH ME TO THE POLICE-STATION, 
WHERE I SHALL CHARGE YOU WITH BEING DRUNK AND INCAPABLE 

Votary of Barleycorn :—‘‘ NoTHin’ OF THE SORT—OFFP’SHER I'M sor’ R— 
(draws pipe)—puff-clay soB’R—COME Now!”’ 


Permanent. 
We are “Board,” and wish we could “ Brighton” our intellect 
enough to understand this :— 


BOARD (Brighton).—A widow lady offers good board and all the comforts of a 
home to ladies and gentlemen (five only taken), temporary or permanent. 


Ladies, 25s. to 30s. per week, gentlemen, 35s. to 40s., &c. 

In spite of the implied compliment that gentlemen are worth from five 
to ten shillings more than ladies, we confess we don’t understand the 
difference between gentlemen temporary, and gentlemen permanent, 


even supposing that only five are taken. 
. A WPlain-tive Application. 
Ir is evidently easier:to be plese in feature or cookery than clear in 
language, as the following will show :— 


(00D PLAIN: @GOK ima Gentleman’s family, or Working Housekeeper to a 
single Gentleman. Age£40. Wages from £20 to £25. 
We 


In our youthful days we were often told that time is money. 
never felt so much a boy againas we did on reading the foregoing, 
especially as that’s just the sum we've been trying to raise for thisJast 


forty years. 





Anything but a Broken Reed. 


We understand from a contemporary that “Mr. E. J. Reed, M.P., 
formerly Constructor of the British Navy, has, says the Birmingham 
Post, received no less than £60,000 for designing the two German 
iron-clad vessels Kaiser and Deutschland, which have recently been 
successfully launched at Millwall.’? This is what may be called the 
Reedy money, with a vengeance; and yet the Ex-Constructor gets 


| great credit, and very deservedly, for his ships. 
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THE ASS THAT WOULD A-SHOOTING GO! 





BEFORE THE SHOT. 


| 


So he shouldered his gun, and shut his eye— 
“ Hee-haw!”’ said Neddy! 

So he shouldered his gun, and shut his eye, 

And he pulled at the trigger, and bang !—let fly ! 
With a heady Neddy, rash and unsteady ! 
“ Hee-haw !’’ said Neddy “ I’m ready!” 


The crows flew off with a very loud caw— 
‘“‘ Hee-haw!’’ said Neddy ! 

The crows flew off with a very loud caw— 

But he’d peppered the cow till her steaks were raw ! 
With a heady Neddy, rash and unsteady ! 
“ Hee-haw!’’ said Neddy ‘ I’m ready! ”’ 


“Oh ho!” said the ass, “I’m a marksman now ”— 
“ Hee-haw!’’ said Neddy! 

“ Oh ho!” said the ass, “ I’m a marksman now, 

For I’ve missed a pheasant and bagged a cow! ’ 
With a heady Neddy, rash and unsteady! 
‘*‘ Hee-haw !”’ said Neddy ‘‘ I’m ready!”’ 


The cockneys, alarmed at the creature's squeals— 
‘“‘ Hee-haw!”’ said Neddy! 

The cockneys, alarmed at the creature’s squeals, 

They left the donkey and took to their heels, 
With a heady Neddy, rash and unsteady ! 
‘‘ Hee-haw!”’ said Neddy “I’m ready !”’ 


Then the farmer came and he made a din— 
‘‘ Hee-haw!”’ said Neddy! 

The farmer came and he made a din, 

And called a policeman and ran him in! 


An ass he would a-shooting go— 
** Hee-haw !’’ said Noddy ! 

An ass he would a-shooting go, 

Whether the keepers would let him or no, 
With a heady Neddy, rash andjunsteady! 
“* Hee-haw !’’ said Neddy “I'm ready! ’’ 


So up he took his rusty old gun— 
“‘ Hee-haw!” says Neddy! 

So up he took his rusty old gun, 

And off he galloped to have some fun, 
With a heady Neddy, rash and unsteady ! 
“* Hee-haw !’’ said Neddy “ I’m ready !”’ 


But just as into a field he trots— 
** Hee-haw !”’ said Neddy ! 

But just as into a field he trots, 

He met a couple of cockney-shots, 
With a heady Neddy, rash and unsteady ! 
“* Hee-haw! ” said Neddy “ I’m ready!”’ 


At last these sportsmen they made their ways— 
‘** Hee-haw!’’ said Neddy! 

At last these sportsmen they made their ways 

To a field were a cow was turned to graze, 
With a heady Neddy, rash and unsteady ! 
‘** Hee-haw!”’ said Neddy “ I’m ready !”’ 


Around the cow were some old black crows— 
‘“* Hee-haw!"’ said Neddy ! 
Around the cow were some old black crows, 
Quoth the donkey, “ They're very fine pheasants, those!" 


With a heady Neddy, rash and unsteady ! With a heady Neddy, rash and unsteady ! 
Ne eddy, ‘‘ Make ready !”’ 


‘“* Hee-haw!”’ said ‘‘ Hee-haw!”’ said Neddy ‘I’m ready !"’ 





AFTER THE SHOT. 
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UNDER ORDERS. 


Tue reopening of the Surrey Theatre was accomplished by Mr. W. 
Holland with all the pomp and circumstance befitting so important 
an undertaking. The front of the house was swept and garnished, the 
refreshment department was duly and . popularly catered-for, the 
managerial speeches were rehearsed to slow music, and eventually the 
curtain was raised upon Ship Ahoy ! anewand original as well as nautical 
adaptation of asmall story founded upomthe statements of Mr. Samuel 
Plimsoll, M.P., to whom in its first furmethe narrative was dedicated. 
As should be the case in all Surrey dramas,tthe extremes of virtue and 
vice are exhibited to the admiration and reprebation of audiences with 
the strongest sympathies. In Ship Ahey /sallthatithe most nautical 
of theatre-goers could desire is to be foumd. “@Bhereare a hornpipe, a 
song, amd a sailing vessel ; a mutiny, a wre¢ky arescue. Right 
suffers agood deal at the hands of might,butiinthe-end.triumphs;and 
wrong gets a foretaste of what all ins may -eventually expect, a 
ee sccaaamiee scene more was et ee Mr. John 

my as a t youn in dmtthe merchant mafine,wears a 
navabwniform, and tines ehetoeatd so’ that if the piece hasaleng run 
weumay expect a dislocationeraorse,:to take place somemight: when 
the — = — loose ; a Miss ee a nee ens 
is @ me oly spectacle that nothing.in the world comld»possib 
comfort. The tikes Surrey \oaieaathlliien, Mr. Fawn, Suaninve a 
confidential clerk, takes a great liberties, and wants, stage- 
managing sadly. He ought to have y all to himself, every now 


and again, as, under present circumstamces, the stage isuhardly .big 
ost ‘ai 


enough for him. Messrs. Sidney and as 

excellent, and seem worthy:of a betterifate thamithat reserved “for 
them ; still, as their doom, aswell asseverything else im conneétion with 
the piece, exactly hits the taste of those-who pay, and shows themerit, 
and ingenuity of Mr. Holland’s management, thereiis no zeason why 
we should complain. 

The London Athletic Club:sports, kéld quite rec at Lillie Bridge 
Grounds, West Brompton, were mere successful’ hasever been 
the case before atvany similar meéting, the attendance being very 
numerous and the running of calibre. The times for many 
of: the races were far above on standard, and the finishes, 
both in the even raees:and intthechaniilicaps, left nothing to be desired. 
Therfailure of the day, thenghtthatwwas equal to thessuccesses ofsaame 
mectings, ‘was the :walki for »which:the limitemgan-was 

.ifise* half-mile 


never } despite the otek eimg df the 
y good, think- 


race showed the folly of any young man; no- ¥ 
ing he can train on for ever; but though Slade, the hitherto champion, 
was beaten, he will doubtless show to better advantage than before, 
after the rest his defeat shows to be imperative. The quarter mile 
was won by Powles, in very fast time, and so was the 150 yards by 
Elborough, and what is still better than fast times and close finishes, 
the whole of the business was got through withoat hindrance or dis- 
qualification of any kind. A considerable amount of the success 
which now attends the L.A.C. meetings is due to the efforts made by 
the brothers Waddell, who seem to possess an uncommon share of that 
rare faculty which enables some managers to steer clear of petty 
jealousies and meannesses, and to command the respect and admiration 
of all with whom they are brought into contact. 


An Optieal Delusion. 


THosE who would rather use their eyes than their elbows may be 
interested in the following advertisement, which is taken from a daily 
paper flysheet, and may therefore have escaped general observa- 
tion :— 

OPTICAL MANAGER WANTED. 

trade. Liberal salary.—Address 
We should have thought employers suffered quite enough from “ eye 
service’ without putting a premium on it, and offering a liberal 
salary. We have heard of a man who could mind his own eye, but 
not of one who could manage the optics of others. He’d require the 
glasses spoken of by Mr. Samivel Weller. 


ust be thoroughly used to the wholesale 


Sic Fatur. 

Tue editorship of the Evening Standard is afflicted with a fat—well 
we won't say fat-uity, perhaps, so let’s say fat-ality—which would make 
the ponderous sportiveness of its leaders more appreciated if it could 
be more easily recognisable. As it is, itis only the close observer, 
who can be sure it is funny, by noting that, like the hippopotamus 
tickled by a fly, it wags its little tail industriously. It often makes 
itself merry over the errors of contemporaries, but we presume is not 
likely to shake its sides over its own blunders, such for instance as 
talking last Thursday of “Mr. S. R. Townshend, Mayor of 
Richmond,’ when it meant “Mr. S. R. Townshend Mayer, of 
Richmond,” a well-known literary man, but not one of a corporation 
—a body which seems to be so fat—no, we mean fascinating—to the 


Evening Standard, 


THE SICK GOURMAND. 


To one, not well enough to eat 
Much solid meat, 

*Tis quite a treat 

A nice receipt 

In verses neat, 

With rhymeseomplete, 

And proper‘feet, 

To render sweet ; 

Wherefore I pen myvhumble sheet. 


Bortzp Marrownones. 


These if the cook is but: itious 
co ae dish: delicious. 

w them in differentlemgths to taste, 
Cover the open endeywith:paste, 
Composed of water and of tlour ; 

Tie in a cloth, and boil.am hour, 
In water, which, observe:me, must 
Sufficiemt be to cover, just. 

Serve heton.toast as erisp.as crust. 


‘Srewev Ovsrers. 


Oysters! So much [ove you, look you, 
That.L half think it wrong to cook you: 
But yet at times I feel a wish 

Fora well-buttered chafing dish, 

Wherein, when nicely shelled, to place you, 
With parsley and with pepper grace you ; 
Pour half a glass of Moét in, 

Cover with butter—slices thin— 

Sprinkle with bread crumbs—better plan 
Perhaps with grated Parmesan— 

Cover the dish, then-+fire below, above you— 
Cook you as' tenderly as if I leve you. 


What's this? Alas, “the mixture as before! ’’ 
Give me my dose. This day I writemo more! 





Gushers to Correspondents. 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom. 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, <nd we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. ] 

W. D. (Buckingham-street.)—Not in our line. 
religious-battle-ship. ar 

G. A. N. (Dublin.)—You should wait for an invitation. _ 

W. RB. (Buckingham Palace-road.)-- Much obliged for advice, but the 
chances are we know our own business best ! 

BaRBARUS.—So is the joke, with an “O !” ; 

J. W. (South Lambeth.)—Thanks; but you should suggest the idea to 
a photographer. 

S. (Sunderland.)—A directed cover would have done. The fact that 
your signature was incorrectly read is a clear reason for our requesting a 
directed cover—for a multitude of sins against caligraphy. Too late! But 
that’s your fault! ; 

Rovex SuacesTion.— More rough than ready wit. 

F. H. (Dublin.)—We never depart from our rule. ; 

C. O. K.—Contributions on postal cards are already published, and 
therefore useless to us. ; 

— (Chipping Ongar.)—Letter illegible. Signature (“as a proof of 
good faith”) ditto. 

Lavcuinc Hyena.— Anonymous contributions goto the W.P.B. 

C. (West Brompton.)—The person named has no connection with this 


We are not a line-of- 


R. K.—Thanks for the picture. As you left no address this is our 


only means of acknowledging it. ; 
R. (Edinburgh.)—If you want your MS. you should comply with our 


rule. 
» A. L.—Done, when it appeared, in May. 

Jounson Wesster—Clever! It was our correspondent who gave 
himself the name. Besides, we consult Nuttall and not a Yankee. Try 
an English Dictionary. 

Declined with thanks :—J. S., Blanford; J. R. M. ©. F.; W., Holloway ; 
Romantic, Liverpool ; Lex;A. G. HL, Waterloo ; F. J. B., Pall-mall; 8. M.; 
N. U., Club; H., South Bank; R. H, Paddington ; W. H. H, Fitzroy- 
square ; Tim; W. W. H., Kensington; C., Nottingham ; s., ; F., 
Dewsbury ; Wangdoodle; P., Harlesden; 5., Edinburgh ; W., Woolwich ; 
J. M. W., Edinburgh ; S., Leeds; J. R., Edinburgh ; G. E. T., Pentonville- 
road; J. G., Glasgow; B., Oanterbury; Sovolatile; B, Kingsland-road ; 
E., Manchester; J. D. G.; Peter; G., Islington; Constant Reader ; W., 
Sunderland ; Leon ; Seer eceae: R., Peckham ; S., Grampound ; 
Ec ;M., ; Novelty ; L., Liverpool; W., Southport ; G., Ripley ; 
W., Montague-street; E. J. B., Woolwich; A. McF., Speam-bridge. 
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INSIDE AND OUTSIDE. 


Boozy Parent (whose daughter has a weakness for an artist) :—“‘I HRAR THAT YOU TAKE WALKS WITH THAT PICTURE-MAKING FBLLOW. 


HAVE NO MORE TO SAY TO HIM! 
Smart Grandson : 


A PRETTY FELLOW, WITH SCARCELY A COAT TO HIS BACK! ” 
— On, COME Now, GRAN’PA, HE’S NOT MUCH WORSE OFF THAN YOU IN THAT RESPECT, FOR IT WAS ONLY YESTERDAY 


I HEARD THE DOCTOR SAY YOU HADN'T ANY COAT TO YOUR STOMACH!”’ 


MONTHLY MAG-PIE 


OcroRER. 


TuE Charing Cross is amusing, but not perhaps in the style at which 
itaims. Its verse is its best production—from one point of view. 
For instance, a poet, with a French name apparently, calls Béranger 
consistently Berangar. But this may be an idiosyncracy, as he speaks 
also of Homer and Lever. The knack is catching, for another bard 
nore weee, of ons a young lady Bijou, to which the sole objection 
we it sounds a little like “‘ By Jove!” We have been 
» attracted by the poetry that a little of the prose was enough 

or us. 

In Good Things ‘‘ Harry Delane’’ comes to a conclusion, as does also 
‘*‘ Sweetheart.’” The other contents are of the usual kind and the 
illustrations of the regular sort, including an excellent reproduction 
of *' Le Roi est Mort.” 

In the Saturday Journal we have a novel by the author of that 
delightful story, “ Abel Drake’s Wife,” a love-song by Austin Dobson, 
and a tale by Dr. Gilbert. The author of “ Orion ”’ also contributes, 
with other well-known writers. When the public gets all this for 
sixpence it has no right to complain, and the enterprise of the publisher 
should be solidly rewarded. The illustrations would be the better for 


FOR BREAKFAST. 








a few English pictures interspersed for variety among the French and 


cuts, 

RecgiveD :—Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Young Ladies’ Journal, 
Family Herald, Le Follet, London Society, Good Words, Sunday Maga- 
zine, Golden Hours, Gardeners’ Magazine, Pictorial World, Penny Lillus- 
trated Paper, the Blue. 


A Colourable Story. 


Tuts is odd :— 


There is said to be a wonderful girl in Ohio who, when blindfolded, can tell 
colours by touch. 


Is this being colour blind? If not, perhaps it’s being touch-insensible 


—or say sound-deaf- We're so bothered over it we're getting brain- 
idiotic, or comething ¢ of that sort! 


NOTICE! — Will be ready with the 
TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


Wirn Numerous ILLUSTRATIONS BY THE First ARTISTS. 


November Magazines, 


HOCOLAT MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 
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AN EPISCOPAL CHARGE. 


Coachman :—“‘ No, stz! Tue BisHor ’2’s OUT 0’ TOWN JUST NOW; BUT THESE WAS "13 LoRDsHIP’s VERY woRDs :—‘ Look ERE,’ 'E 
SAYS, ‘DON'T YOU GIT A-SELLIN’ OF IM TO ANY BLOKE AS WON'T TREAT ’IM KIND, AND DON’T YOU TAKE NOTHINK UNDER A COUPLE OF 


PONIES FOR ’1m!’”’ 


TONIC OR DEPLETIVE ? 


Ir a poor man is barely worth a stiver, 
Whereon to live, 
We ought to give, 
It seems to me, our shilling, or our fiver, 
According as we can, to help the man 
In his unhappy lot ;— 
Not take away what little he has got. 


Or if a man has eyes exceeding weak, 
His sight to aid, 
We should have made 
A peer of spectacles to deck his beak, 
Whereby we haply might improve his sight, 
Rather than wholly blot 
Out the poor failing eyeballs he has got. 


Or if a man should catch his toe and stumble 
Woe should extend 
A hand, and lend 
Our best of aid to save him from a tumble, 
Because a fall on stones may break one’s bones ;— 
Rather than with a blow 
To knock him down, because he caught his toe! 


Then surely if a man is short of blood, 
We should essay 
In every way 
By nourishment to swell the vital flood, 
And not the course pursue some doctors do— 
y every means to drain 
The scanty fluid that scarce swells the vein ! 


Vou. XX. 








‘¢ That’s the Ticket!” 


Tues has been a good deal written and said within the past year 
or so about the small salaries received by our police istrates, but 
few people can have dreamt that any of the metropolitan Minoses were 

ut to the shifts to which it would seem by the following Mr. 
ham, of Hammersmith, is subjected :— 
woman, who t an article of dress with her, applied for a sum- 
re & a pawnbroker, for aes 


A 
mons care of it, whereby it had 
Reqeme metentes. Mr yon her to take a aa ons 


when it was pledged. Mr. \ 
own articles that unless they were taken out frow time to time and shaken he 


must expect to find the moth in them, whatever care was taken. 

We sincerely trust that, when a better state of things arrives—as 
arrive it must sooner or later—Mr. Ingham will be able to “ take his 
things out’’ once and for ever, and not be subjected to the indignity 
of depositing them with people whose habit it is to publish their 
irresponsibility in the matter of “‘ moth, damp, and similar damage.” 


‘*The head and front ——” 


Tus anecdote is incomplete :— 
An eminent tor recently received a visit from a nouveau riche, who wished 
to know what the w be for an equestrian bust of himself! 
There is a misunderstanding of the meaning of the nouveau riche. He 
was quite right. He wants his bust, fixed, centaur-wise, on—vwell, 
yeoman not on a horse, but on one of those ponies which we owe to 
estine. 


Kit-Cat. 
Tus Globe the other day had an article on “Soldier's Kit.” While 
the sailor boasts the Poll so often sung by Dibden, we don’t see why 
the soldier should not be allowed his Kit. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Oct. 28, 1874. 


THE CHALLENGE. 


Let other lines decry it— 

The Midland means to try it, 
Reform, reform. 

Though companies short-sighted, 

About their gains affrighted, 
May rage and storm! 


“ Experimental ;"’"—granted ! 

But only minds undeunted 
Attempt reform. 

The plan may fail or flourish :— 

More praise to those who nourish 
No zeal lukewarm ! 


More praise to those who're striving 
For public good contriving 
Each fresh reform. 
Not living in black-mail way, 
Like many another railway, 


In greedy swarm ! 





UNDER ORDERS. 


Tuere is nothing at all extraordinary in the fact that the writer of 
a piece called Old Soldiers, which had been favourably received, should 
write another called Old Sailors—more especially when that same 
writer is none other than our'old and ever-ready friend Mr. Henry 
Byron. There is, however, something very extraordinary in the 
manner in which he has chosen'to construct his comedy, and the pains 
he has been at to find parts not only for those who represent the 
sailors, but for the rest of the stock Strand company, who are often 
dragged in as it were by the hair of the head to say the smart things 
Mr. Byron can write so well, but for which in the present case there 
is often no raison d'étre whatever. As he has done so much, it is 
rather wonderful that “the great twin brethren,” so well known in 
connection with this theatre, were left out in the cold, and not brought 
on the stage for the purpose cf giving some of their celebrated sayings 
and cracking a few of their famous jokes. As it would be impossible 
to give a detailed account likely to be at all understood of the plot of 
Old Sailors, we refrain from making the attempt ; but we can cordially 
recommend all who like bright and sparkling epigram, merry jest, 
and smart saving, and who are not fastidious as to the youth or 
character of the witticisms. to go and study the piece for themselves. 
We were not aware that Mr. Terry was a frequenter of racecourses, 
but he must have sen the Jockey Club handicapper somewhere, and 
has profited by the pattern in his make-up and manner ; while on the 
other hand Mr. C. H. Stephenson seems to have gone back to the 
middle ages, and to have regarded Friar Tuck as the model upon which 
to base Joe Gill; though, by the way, we have no evidence that the 
Holy Clerk of Copmanharst ever went to sea in his life. Mr. Vernon 
plays like the clever actor that he is, but we should suggest to him 
that it is not possible even in Derbyshire, where the peaks and 
precipices are but of moderate height and depth, to snatch a fellow- 
creature from a position of great peril, and return with him to the 
stage in less than fifteen seconds by the watch. Mr. Cox hasan un- 
pleasant part, but he gets through all right, and Mrs. Raymond is 
great at creating laughter. We have seldom seen Miss Swanborough 
to greater advantage than as Millicent Tremaine, and Miss Marion 
Terry, who is quiet and ladylike, offers a very agreeable contrast to 
some young ladies we know. Altogether, we should think Old Sailors 
is bound to be popular despite its outrageous dialogue and pre- 
posterous finale. Perhaps we ought to have said because of them. 

The Court Theatre has reopened, and offers as its special attraction, 
Brighton, a piece which, whoever its author and whatever its origin, is 
decidedly entertaining. The cast is different in several particulars 
from that with which this Anglo-American comedy was first identified 
at the little house in Sloane-square, and is both improved and 
strengthened, old favourites remaining and new being added to 
support them. 

We are glad to notice that Miss Emily Mott will on her return from 
Italy— where she has been studying since her recovery from a severe 
indisposition— give a grand evening concert at St. James’s Hall. The 
date fixed is November 17, and as the artists include, among others 
who are well known, Mr. Sims Reeves and Mr. Lewis Thomas, we 
have no doubt that the fair denéfieiaire will be decidedly successful in 
her venture. 


Smoke ! 

“A Cigar and Tobacconist’s”’ is advertised for sale. The would- 
be vendors are mere likely to do good business if they sell the 
tobacconist’s by itself, and give the cigar to the purchaser. What's a 
cigar among one ? 


BUN. 
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ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—No., VIII. 


By Lirtie Joxunny. 





THE BEAR. 


A man had a tame bear wich was fond of sweets, like they all is, and 
little boys, too, but girls like slate pencils, and the bear got the bung 
out of a barrel of ‘trickle, and et, and et. Wen it had et enuf it was 
sick, and went to bed with the trickle a runnin all the wile. Wen the 
trickle was all out, the bear was a site to see, for it had role about in 
the trickle, and wen the man come and foun the bear he lookt a wile 
and then he said were is your bread? The bear was so sick it 
grinned, wich the man thot was cos he was funny, and went on to say 
you is so sweet you must be lick, Sammy, that was the man’s boy, you 
likes this sort of thing, too, come and lick it up. After, wen the man 
ast Sammy did he lick it up, Sammy said he had lick it a hour with a 
big stick, but not up, cos it woudent git up; and wen the man look 
the bear was beat so bad it was ded. 

The bear is some thing like a hog and some thing like a buflo, but 
more like a hog wen it eats. Wen it is wile it lives on bad little boys 
and girls that sass fokes, but them in the Zoo eats biscuits, and apples, 
and nuts, ’cause little boys and girls that sasses fokés aint took to the 
Zoo, but as to stop to home and git the cat to kiss ’em.* 

Billy says if a bear et him their woud be a fite, but whot good 
woud that do Billy, Ide like to kno, wen he was et. He toksa deel 
about fitin, dus Billy, but Ive see-him put his hed under the blankets 
wen the nurse tole a bear‘stcry tomake us go to sleep and said boo. 

Bears sets up wen they wants to be fed, and makes « lap, like my 
sister a tryin to cetck a bol, the okkerd thing. I see a boy once to 
the Zoo, wen the bear made a lap he lit a cracker and tost it in the 
bear’s lap. The bear cockt its head and lookt down at the cracker 
a smokin in its hair, and then look up at the boy, and cockt its head 
the other way, like sayin I kno-wot that is, you can’t fool me. But 
wen the cracker went off you nevur see such a friten bear. 

Uncle Ned says wen he was in America“he was in the woods 
and a monstous big bear come’ jumpin at him, and he run, but 
the bear cud run fasser than uncle Ned, and cot up with him. 
But just as uncle Ned shet his eyes to be swoller the bear stopt and 
set up and made a lap, and:every’time it cot up with him it did the 
same way, andsouncle ‘Ned he wasent et. Then uncle Ned he knew 
the bear was®ne which had‘eseape from a show, and had forgot how 
to cetch its pray. He sa@yshe hasent got any doubt but wot that 
bear tells the others wot a great thing it is to be civilize. 

The poler bear is a kind whic is so lazy they has to be stir up with 
a long pole to take their meels, but the black is more frequent. 

Bears is all plantygrades, but if you was to call em that they-would 
think to their selfs wot does the fool mean ? 





THE FLE. 

This is the most unpopler of all animels that wok the earth, and it 
dont for it jumps. ‘A rattle snake is worse than a fle, but wate for 
wate the fles nock ‘em. 

I have see it in a book that a fle is so strong it can drag a chane a 
hundred times hevier than its self, and I think it wudl be honester for 
"em to do that for a livin, dont you? Wen you come to see’em in a 
micoscrop you aint surprise they can draw chanes, cos they look so 
friteful big, but wen you think of’em bitin then you say youv had 
enugh micersope, and you look a way, and wissle Madim Ango, and 
try to think of some thing els, and maybe your beginin to wissle 
it now. 


THE SWON. 


It was once belief that swons dide a singin the ded march in Sol, but 
that is jus ‘cause wen thyre straten out they is shape like a fiddle. 
They don’t sing at all, but they puts there hed under the water and 
wiggles often enouf. ‘The swons in the ‘lems is equal divide between 
the City of London and the Queen, but if I was the Queen Ide take 
’em all for my sef, and chop.of the Lord Mayr’s hed in a minit, for all 
he looks so fine. 

A man that had a swon’s boy come in ‘from gunnin, and said father, 
they was aawfle big snake stuck up its hed out of the gras in the 
pond, and I knew it was lookin for your swon, soI shot it, but it 
was the swon's neck itsef,.and the man said that come of sendin him 
to Rugby stead of Eton, how coud he kno wot aswon was like? 
After that the man he took his boy out of Rugby, and sent him to 
Eton, and tride to git.a bil in to Parlment to dissendow Rugby, and 
peple said he tuk a deep intres.in the hire educasion, the man dia. 

A swon is one thing and a geece is a other, but a lady wich dident 
kno that got geece for swons, to swim in the water in her park, and 


* I say, whatalark! Johnny means get the catechism, for I was sat upon like 
that once, and he don’t know what it is, he is‘such a howlin’ dunce for his age, not 
a bit like me.— Wicuiam, 
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: wen she ast a visiter if they wasent nice he said they was very extror- 


’ namental swons. 


| 
ly 


' 


Se tt ttt neat 


The little fethers on there brest is call down, but their is a kind of 
sheeps wich has ’em too, ’cause they is call south downs, and black eye 
Susan has’em, for the fleet lay moored in em, and that’s the song. 
for me. 

Little swons is: signeta,and my sister's young man says. their trax>): 
in the mud is their: signatures, but I thougt signatures was writin 
Johnny on a peece:of'paper and: shone it to your father. 

Swons has allways been mutch liked by poets, and painters, and 
such duffers, but wen you see ’em close they is ugly enuf to makea pig 
leeve its feed, that is how I feel about swons if you wan to kno. 





SHARKS. 


Wen Mister Briley the:butcher's son was:shome las. Chrismice he tole 
us a lot of things, cos he is sailer, about-wales, and fline fish, and sea 
serpence, and sharks, but moce about.sharks, cos a shark et the nigger 
cook of the ship. Hesays wile the.ship was anker at Southamten the 
cook was misen, and noboddy knew wot had become of him, and wile 
they was taklin about it the poseman come on the ship with a letter 
for the cook, and the captin said go away with it, he aint here, but a 
sailer wich haddent spoke tutched his had and said give the letter to 
him and hede deliver it. So it was give to the sailer, and he put a 
iern hook thru it, and let it down over the side of the ship with a rope 
and a big shark jumpt out of the water and snacht it like litenin it 
was done so quick. Then they holled the shark on board, and wen it 
was cut open there was the nigger-eook in its belly. Jack Briley he 
says wen the ship is becalm the sharkeswill come up to the top of the 
water, and role over on theim backs aselazy as lords, and turn up their 
eys to the sailers very lovin, like. they said hullo, shipmate, wy dont 
you come down and lets haveya good’swim, but the sailers they kno 
how it wuld be if:they did. 

Once they. was:onera:follerin a ship for some beddy to die, and the 
captin said De do:for-you, ole feller, and he-filita, bag with broken 
bottles, and sede itmprim canvis like:it was a ded boddy, and had the 
ship lay to, and mmsserd all hands, and. had the-chaplen read the 
berrial service. Wen:if:wasdone:they slid the bag ofébroken glas off 
a plank, and the:shark-had:iffore it got wet: Then they all laughft, 
but in a few mipits the shark was: a follerin on; like it did before, 
and a pickin its.teeth like it had et a good dinner at its. club, anda 
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ONE FOR HIS NOB. 


Waiter :—* GENTLEMEN, WILL YOU BE KIND ENOUGH TO MAKE LESS NOISE? THERE HIS 


A GENT IN NEXT BOX SAYS ’E CAN’T READ.” 


One of the Gentlemen :— Can’? READ, EH! 
TeLL HIM TO Go TO THE ScHOoL Boarp!” 


RUN. 





HE OUGHT TO BE ASHAMED OF HIMSELF! 
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week after wen the captin dide, and the berrial servis was read, there 
was-that same,shark.at its,ole place, takin a edifine intres in wot the 
chaplin was a saying. 

Thats all I kno about sharks, but you ot to see me eat a dumplin. 





UTTER ABSRPRDITY. 


Parrots eat carrots, 
As well I’maware. 
If carrots ate:parrots, 
How parzots would.amear ! 
But your carrot's i 
That's voiceleas:and. mute, 
And so as. a matter ofcourse is aware it 
Has nothing to-do—but to grin and to bear it! 


When-the poor wrongs the rich— 
Say, by killing a.pheasaat — 
In a voice at high piteh 
The rich blames:the peagant,. 
When the rich-wrongs the-poor, 
The poor must endure— 
And does so, because he believes there’s no cure. 
Which is quite enough nonsense to talk for the present. 


“ Bellum Bellelum! ” 


T osmewho consider that Mr. Henry Irving has “ created” one set of 
Bells willido»well to remember that he is not the only marvellous man 
in the worlds: His bells are not like these, and not nearly so clever :— 

Tur Betts AT THE NEw Cuorcn.—The fine new peal of eight bells which has 
recently. beem,placed in the tower of the new church were rung for the first time 
on Tuesday weekyjsome of Messrs. Warner’s men coming down to give them their 
first trial. The«bells are described as being remarkably clear and sweet in tone, 
and will no doubt add greatly to the inhabitants ofthe locality. 

We have often heard of marriage bells, but those which have been 
through the ceremony of Matrimony, and are now likely to ‘‘ add 
greatly to the inhabitants” must be novelties indeed. Why, they beat 


the Duke of Edinburgh. 








| 
| A DISPUTATION. 


Loquitur Negotiosus. 


| What a lot of useful time ’twould save, 
Could cne open wide 
A door in one’s side 
And put in the food one happens to crave, 
| As bread is shoven 
Into an oven, 
| To find a cure for the: burning question 
Of deglutition and: of digestion ! 
Loquiter Epieuruss 
_ Yes! but think of the utter waste 
| Of palate and tongue: 
Craftily strung 
To appreciate flavour, and value taste. 
Waste of fauces. 
For soups and sauces; 
Joints, entrées, and piquancies giving 
The only relish there:is in living ! 


Declarat Judex. 


Man, it appears to me, was not born 
(‘To sum up the matters) 
Just to lick platters. 
Yet the gifts of Nature ’tis wrong to scorn. 
Eating scarce crime is — 
Nor saving of time is! 
Each should my ruling, this case upon 
suit— 
Both of the parties can take a nonsuit. 
Dico Ego. 
To eat good dinners I am not loth, 
And likewise I’m 
For saving time — 
Each system is useful—so let's say “ both!’” 
Give me gustation 
And time for ration, 
But when I’ve work that’s pressing and 
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earnest, 
Let me be very sufficiently furnaced. 
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THE TEMPLAR’S TRIUMPH ; 





5. And gazed, erest-falien, through the window. 


OR, VIRTUE ITS OWN SAFEGUARD. 
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6. For the Good Templar had anticipated them in their fell design, and they were baffied. 











“BLOW IT ALL!” 


Tue traditional idiot, who on smelling an escape of gas in his house 
invariably lit a candle and went to look for it—and generally found 
it,— losing at the same time his roof and windows with other such 
inconsiderable trifles as his own life sometimes, has been eclipsed. He 
must hide his diminished head— if it be possible to diminish anything 
so small. We shake him by the hand and reluctantly dismiss him 
from the wee ae of Champion Noodle. We hand the Belt to 
the canal official who, on discovering sufficient barrels of the deadly 
article which masquerades under various disguises, ranging from 

troleum to benzoline, applied a light to the possibly leaking bungs 
in order to see if there would be an explosion. “ He did not expect 
there would be,” probably ; but the fact that he is the first man who 
has made that original o ion is due less to his creative genius 
than to the fact that the other gentlemen who would have offered that 


ene 


remark were not, after the result of their expectations, sufficiently 
collected—even with the dust-pan and brush—to say anything 
coherent. Perhaps Government will, in the interests of the Commis- 
sion on Explosives, rent in the Sahara a spot of ground, and supply 
this enterprising genius with enough petroleum to carry out his 
experiments—and most likely himself! 








TRUE FELICITY. 


She says I’m “a gen’us!”’ 
either quite, 
Perhaps, is right,' 


But there’s peace between us! 
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THE CHALLENGE. 
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LONDON IN OCTOBER. 


Dreary, desolate, deserted ! 
Places of a vanish’d race ! 
Gone the Girls who danced and flirted! 
Gone the Boys who went “ the pace ’’! 
Gone the horses and the carriages— 
Gone the grooms and footmen spruce ! 
Gone—ah! where are gone the marriages ¢ 
Off !—no cards—except the “‘ Deuce’’! 


To the country fly the Artists ; 
Painters must remain in town— 
Landscape wo:k is done by carte-ists— 
With their fingers very brown! 
Ev’ry mansion’s face is seaffolded— 
“ Wet paint” chalk'd at ev'ry door— 
And the shutters whole or half folded 
Show that Fiishion’s season’s o'er. 


Care not I for sweet girls vanish’d ! 
’Tis another thing’s the rub! 

’Tis because that I am banish’d 
From my old accustom’d club! 

Sent to “chum” in clubland neighbouring, 
Lone and sorrowful to roam ; 

All the weary hours I’m labouring 
To believe myself at home! 

But now back again !—’tis pleasant ! 
Twice as pleasant as before! 

Past forgotten in the present— 
In our smoking room once more ! 

Though it yields a smell of varnishing, 
And produces thoughts of size— 

Nought our sober pleasures tarnishing, 
Soon on smoke the odour flies! 


I have come to this conclusion— 
Nothing better is than here! 
Country life is a delusion— 
All except the home-brew’d beer— 
Gone the season’s fuss and flutter, 
Comes my club with peace divine— | 
And I’ve not—oh joy most utter ! 
To go out to talk and dine! 
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FRIEND, 


A Pouffe! 


Tue statement recently put forth that the Daily 
Telegraph was the only journal suitable for the manu- | 
facture of bustles is untrustworthy. There are many of 
its contemporaries that are only fit for waist-paper. 


A LONG TIME. 
Nervous P. (not very well) :—‘‘ INDEED, s1R! 
FRIEND TOOK ?”’ 
F. P.:—“‘ Took A VOW HE'D NEVER GO TO SEA AGAIN—AND KEPT IT!”’ 








DOTS AND LINES. 


Ducuess and Dukeling doing well. COzarina is duly Empressed 
with the importance of the event. — Midland Railway proposes ‘to try 
new benefits for the public. We should put up a statue of the 
manager in the Hall-portico at Pancras. = The owner of Apology will 
probably resign the living of Ashby dela Launde. The Bishop should 
have washed the dirty linen of the see in his own launde-ry. — Dr. 
Tidy appropriately discoursed on “ Cleanliness” at Brighton Church 
Congress. Promotion of divine wash-up. = Irish Masons will invite 
Duke of Connaught to be Grand Master. They Connaught do better. 
==: “ Women’s Whisky War” is begun in Dublin. Sorry for it, as 
it will drive so many [Irish over here. — Spain wants vigorous 
measures. It is drifting into Car-listlessness. — A double-scull match 
on the Thames spoken of as a novelty. And yet so many people must 
be double-skulled, to judge from the difficulty of driving sense into 
their heads ! — England has annexed Fiji. - We shall begin to import 


fi-geniuses. — Longfellow will publish at Christmas ‘“‘ The Hanging of | 


the Crane.” We meditate ‘‘ The drawing of the Turkey.”’ — “ Spanish 
Note ”’ sent to France., France doesn’t care for that kind of currency. 
= Mad bulls in New York. This comes of the emigration from 
Ireland! = Terrific hurricane. Nox—very hard knocks—and 
Erebus. = Mr. Smith, M.P., resigns his seat at the School Board. 
Well, his time will be better employed in official duties than in trying 
to make the Board do something more than nothing. — Germany has 
been bullying the Navigator Islands. Proud of its fleet and envious 
of other navigators. = Mr. Ward Hunt retires from Chairmanship of 
Northampton Sessions on account of his Ministerial duties. If he will 
wait till next Session that obstacle will be removed. 


A Morro FOR THE MipuaAnp.—Nulli Secundus. 











Flippant Passenger :—‘‘ No, NEVER WAS ILL AT SEA IN M’ LIFE! 
FRIGHTFUL SUFFERER, INVARIABLY—TRIED EVERYTHING, NO USE, FOR 
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THE TRUE CASTALIA! 
Hap A 
HiT UPON A FIRST-RATE PREVENTIVE AT LAST!” 


May I ask WHAT YouR 


Misplaced Jocularity. 
A WEEKLY paper informs its readers of the following picce of 


piety :— 

Father Ignatius perpetrated a neat little pious fraud at Liverpool on Sunday. 
He was announced to preaeh on the *‘ Coming of the Prince to Liverpool,”’ and as 
the Duke of Edinburgh was about to visit the town there was a large congregation. 
But Father Ignatius meant the “ Prince of Peace. ”’ 

This ‘ father” should remember that the monks he imitates so 
indifferently were not in the habit of playing practical jokes—at all 
events not in public. He might have altered his tone if one of the 
deluded congregation had asked him to preach from memory on 


the Coming of the Tipstaff. 


Posted! 


Tuts paragraph doubtless emanates from the General Post :-— 

Nearly 60,000 postage-stamps were found loose in the different post-otlices last 
year, most of them having dropped off letters, newspapers, or book packets to 
which they had been insecurely attached. 
The heads of the Post Office must have a good of the deal post—we 
mean a good deal of the post—about them to publish this. If stamps 
were manufactured by a private firm simply interested in selling a good 
article, instead of being issued by the office which profits by the 
detachment of stamps, it is possible that the gum would be more 


adhesive. 


Bow-wow. 
A PROVINCIAL paper reporting the death of a man in the local 
hospital says, “‘ The cause is.stated to be hydrophobia, the man having 
bably been bitten by a half-bred Skye terrier.’ It is quite as 
ikely he was scratched by a thorough-bred rusty nail, which barked 
him instead of biting him. 
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PIPING HOT! 


George (newly married) :—“‘Mavup, WHAT THE DICKENS CAN THAT GIRL 


HAVE DONE WITH MY PIPES ?’’ 
Maud :—“‘ Au, I’ve svUCH A SURPRISB FOR you! 


NICE WHITE ONB! ” 
so much time in colouring. | 


DRINKING. 
Quorn Doctor Drastick, speaking of poor Penn, 
Drawing with anguish acca te last breath— 
‘* It’s sad indeed—but literary men 
So very often drink themselves to death !” 


Well, it is very sad about poor Penn— 
And true—no lie I'll utter, Heaven forbid it !— 

I own Penn drank himself to death; but then ; 
’T was drinking Doctor Drastick’s mixtures did it! 


Peace ! 


Mr. Braptaven, who has just now, like those other true patriots, 
left his country for his country’s good, is likely to see an election after 
his own heart if he stays long enough in the States. Says a New 
York paper :— 

Only two men were killed at the late election in Kentucky, and the people are 

complaining of a quiet election! 
Perhaps Mr. Flowers, of Bow-street, who explained the other day 
the manner in which the people of America shoot each other, will take 
up the thread of his narrative and tell us why this dreadful decadence 
has set in. Perhaps, also, he won't. 


A Re-Vaud-cation. 


One of our story-telling (we don’t mean unveracious) papers 
observes :—“ One day some years since the French painter Gleyre, who 
has recently died,” &c. This is a Gleyre-ing error! The ter was 
born in Switzerland, which, though it may tell stories in Tell stories, 
deserves the credit in this case. Gleyre was born in Vaud, but cela 
ne Vaud rien to our anecdotist. 



























I saw YOU WANTED A 
New PIPB, 80 I THREW THOSE OLD BLACK THINGS AWAY, AND BOUGHT YOU A 
[N.B. They were only the meerschaums George had spent 
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SUPINUS. 


In spring time ’tis sweet to be gliding 
Along with the stream in a boat, 

Trees o’erhead, now revealing, now hiding 
The clouds through the azure that float. 

On the thwart yoyr legs lazily lifting, 
Your head has a stretcher for rack, 

How pleasant this indolent drifting, 
When you're down on your back! 


In summer ’tis blissful reposing 
On meadow-grass cool in the shade, 
You're half thinking, and half you are doziag, 
While the air flower-perfumes pervade. 
Around you the sunshine is pouring, 
Above you's the shelter you lack ; 
And your soul from the earth is upsoaring, 
When you're down on your back! 


In autumn, when woodlands are waning, 
You lie on a couch brown and sere, 

And list while the dead leaves are raining 
On graves of the leaves of last year, 

Not sad, although solemn your fancies, 
Their eddying course as you track, 

Or watch their weird wonderful dances, 
While you're down on your back. 


In winter you draw near the fender 
Your sofa so cozy and snug, 
And murmur your nothings so tender 
To Puss or to Tray, on the rug. 
The kettle you list to the strain of, 
You hear the coals splutter and crack, 
And feel you’ve not much to complain of, 
When you're down on your back. 


But, ah! when you’re feeble and ailing, 
By sickness confined to your bed, 

At Time very soon you'll be railing, 
So dull and so slow seems his tread. 

No change between daytime and night-time, 
The outlook all dreary and black ; 

You'll scarcely think illness a light time, 
When you're down on your back. 








Proceedings in Bankruptcy. 
Music is ina bad way in England! Our most dis- 
| tinguished musicians are continually advertising their 
«* compositions.” 





The Pains of Greatness. 


A conTempoRARY which prides itself not only on knowing every- 
thing, but on knowing it beforehand as well, publishes the following 
item of useful information :— 

the neighbourhood of Sheffield, having noticed that 
aarti ee ee as seal bar Majesty had regaled the Higblanders with 
Scotch whisky, has resolved to communicate with the Queen upon the wickedness 
of thus pueeey oo ing the vice of drinking. The protest will take the form 
of a memorial from the lodge. 
Though we are told what form the protest will take, we receive no 
intimation about the reply. Perhaps if these intemperate temperance- 
mongers were referred to the Highlanders they might learn what it 
is ote Scotched, compared with which treatment even BM 
refer being whiskied. As our landlord often says, ‘‘ Methinks these 
2 yell do protest too much.” 





True Religion. 


SABBATARIANS will be interested to learn that— 

i Oregon) constable recently refused to arrest two men who 
wie eee. G ee cae at a brutal zate because it was Sunday. 
We wonder if this model constable’s model conscience allowed him to 
draw his pay for the Sabbath he refused to violate by performing his 
duties. As the objection of the class he represents is more to the 
work than the money, we should like to bet that he drew it twice if he 
got the chance; and then thought he'd done a virtuous action. 


Art Prospects. 

Great delight is expressed among those whom Burlington House 
designates “‘the outsiders” at the news that many pictures intended 
for next May have been irretrievably damaged in the St. John’s Wood 
studios. They'll be “ hanged,” if they care! 
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SPORTING, PAST AND PRESENT. 


Sir,— During the past week or so I have been a-weary and a-weary, 
but far from wishing that I were dead, I have been resting on my oars 
and my laurels, and preparing“ay winter's corn. But a life of 
inactivity sits ill upon my ‘brow, «and so the other dayjthere being 
nothing better on hand, I went to-see a bit of the bicycle match at 
Lillie Bridge. I say a bit advisellly, for a race of 106 mailes is-a little 
too much for even an enthusiast like myself, despite thedelights of the 
dairy farm so graphically described in a recent mumberof the. Field. 
But there were others who took their beds with them=overnight \and 
awaited calmly the approach of Stanton and morning.’ Both 
eventually arrived, and so did Keen ; the watches were set, thempencils 
sharpened, and the race, which was. once again not to theswift, com- 
menced. I am quite ready toadmit'that even.at my best—orvworst— 
I could not rival the reports which have gained currency with regard 
to the riding»of Stanton, and so I will merely say that she not only 
won easily, but, favoured very much by the amooth nature'of the course 
and the judicious nursing of his attendamts,:‘he made very excellent 
time, so far as is yet known in what excellence consists at long 
distance riding. The winner rode a very exceptional bicycle made by 
the Coventry Company, nearly half a minute faster in each milethan 
any similar machine yet constructed, and ‘this fact, as well as the 
nature of the-ground, should deter people from believing that because 
Stanton suceeeded in areal race, he must have accomplished other and 
more extraordinary feats. Riding after acareful preparation round a 
large and level ground, on a course as smooth as a billiard table, is very 
different from struggling in the rough along country roads, ankle 
deep in mire, and subject: to.all sorts of inconveniences in the way of 
wind and weather, without) attendance, refreshment, or any other of 
the little etceteras »which make the enclosure so comparatively 
advantageous. But,.as I*heard, at the finish of the race with Keen, 
several people express ‘an opinion ‘more in favour of what they had 
been told than‘of what they had for themselves seen, I don’t think it 
is worth while discussing: the point any further. Besides, argument 
isn’t in my line, and, as I have already inferred, I shouldn’t have 
taken a serious toneat all here, if it hadn’t been forithe hopelessness 
of rivalling the foolery which has already appearedsin several papers 
on the subject. 

The winter is rapidly approaching, and soon’ 
Indeed, according to old-fashioned turfites the: legitimate season 
ends with the present week. But even accordingto most m é; 
ideas time is short, and so I will at once state my ‘wishes before my 
readers begin to lose interest in my this year’s work. I want a testi- 
monial. There’s the statement, plain and straightforward, without 
any beating about the bush whatever, and if anyone will only take 
the matter in hand he shall have twenty-five per cent. on all moneys 
received. I don’t care if the testimonial comes in the shape of a silver 
tea service, or a champion’s belt, or a gold stop-watch, or even if it’s 
money. I will admit that there is no perceptible reason why I should 
have anything given me. I am a common-place, moderate sort of 
man, not.more honest than the majority of my fellows, not half so 
clever as some men who are walking about hungry and ill-clad,:not 
bright or witty, neither generous nor self-sacrificing. But these 
reasons are in the present day more favourable to my purpose than 
antagonistic, and if anyone will only accept the office of secretary and 
promoter of the testimonial fund, we are almost. sure:to get enough,to 
carry us nicely through the winter. Why should a‘man who is all 
the things I am not, have presents? It is the: writer: whovattains..a 
position without any such common thing as ability who deserves, and 
is most likely to get, recognition. And,so, awaiting the inevitable 
applications, I am, hungrily, the reader’s very obedient servant, 

AUGSPUR. 

P.S.—A_ little dinmer, at:which we could all make speeches and 
which might-be reported'in the papers, would serve my turn, and if’I 
could have a good deal of praise I'd stand half the expense,-as well as 
subscribe to other pufiing matches. 


The Usual Traces. | 


Apropos ofa case of assault on a boy in aschool at Kingston, the 
Rev. A. Cornford, writing to the Globe, said that, on the day after the 
caning he had given the lad, “‘ I found not the usual traces of caning— 
no abrasion of the skin and no swelling.” Indeed! If the usual 
traces of caning (a day after its infliction) are swelling and flaying, 
perhaps the sooner the clergy try to deny themselves the pleasure of 
flogging boys the better! This sort of ‘ horsing ” appears to us less 
creditable than running a winner of the Leger. 





What a Pity! 

We learn the following from recent statisties:— Emigration from 
Hamburg and Bremen during the last five years amounted to 700,000 
persons annually.” This is a matter for profound regret—to those 
countries which are blest with this German invasion. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 396. 


A ramovs month is this, 
I wis! 
When squibs and rockets fly 
On high ; 
‘And London’ s'cits 
Expend their wits 
In risking apoplectic fits. 


1, When a Norasamypeasant his troth has plighted, 
He tendersaw@ing to show 
How lives andloveswhen fitly united 
Are one for*evermo’ ! 


2. The Roman, to-his knee brought low, 
Refused e’en themtovyield, 
And dealt his foe a blew 
With the spike upomshis@hield. 
3. The chiefest of 
Away in the 
Is aboutcamattack 
Of Jack;-—~ima-crack 
Twill lay agtromg man‘on his/back. 


4. It may, aw, seem widiculous—absurd !”’ 
Observed the swell, ‘‘ but it\sany ’’-~gaess theword ! 
5. A case: remarkably revealing 
Our instinet;$hatof “ Dr. Peli.” 
Some folksdnspirea fellow-fecling— 
Some, on the:ecoutrary, repel. 
6. Son of. therWitless! Words unkind— 
Yet bear them like a stoic ; 
I’d comesto you if Ivwould find 
Fidelity heroic. 
7. Coster Bill, in his vulgar way, 
Will often speak about 
The 4rousers, he wears on a holiday, 
As a pair of—find it out! 
8. Half ‘the:pictures in the books 
Arenot;printed from the wood. 
When the adept closely looks 
He discovers it—or should. 


9. Much is written upon 
The ducus d non. 
“« In another.place’”’ 
There’s.a similar case. 


Soxiution oF Acrostic No. 394.—Explosion, Gunpowder: Earwig 
Xanadu, Penguin, Lip, Olio, Scow, Ibid, Octave, Nestor.—Correct : 
Sara, Hammersmith, W. W.G. W., Sideropolitain, Spheroid, R.T.W. 


Vexoci, &c.—We must decline to note your solutions while you continue to 
sign with an assumed name of forty letters ! 


Sushoers to Correspondents. 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, <nd we do pot hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. ] 

'W. A. G.—A very initial wag, and yet not capital. 

S. (Portsmouth.)—We respect age and pity imbecility, and so held oar 


gue. 

— (Workington.)— You are anonymous for one thing. You are wuin- 
telligible for another. 

R. (Greenock.)—Do you suspect us of a green-ocular? 

R. (Edinburgh.)—See our rule, above. 

X. Y. Z. (Harewood-square.)—You must mean March Harewood-square. 

L. (Bow.)-+More power to you ! 

E. 'M. (Lower Norwood.)—Even if the MS. had been at-all suitable, it 
was too late by months. We don’t, moreover, depend on chanee contri- 
butionssin this case. 

L. W. (Portland-chambers.)—Why should we ? 

F. (Jermyn-street.)—Thanks. 

Declined with thanks :—C. G. P., Beaconsfield; R., Highbury; 8. T. ; 
T. G. P., Leyton; T. E. E, Liverpool; W., Newington Green-road ; Old 
Indian; H., Harrington-square ; L. Commereial-road ; G., Camberwell ; 
N., Leeds; H. R, Blackburn; D., Strand; R. W., Islington; T., Liverpool ; 
Old Reader; 8., Barnsley; B., Armagh; G. H, Pall-mall; R, Walworth- 
road; S., Fulham; An Apologist; Barber, Brighton; Old Subscriber ; 
W. S., Hull; Vilikins; A. G., Gloucester; The Heinous Hippopotamus ; 
O. E., Oxton; G.C., Edinburgh; W. D. R, Liverpool »J., Came!’s Folly ; 
—, Bolton; J., Marylebone-road; W. W., Windermere; E. H, Brighton ; 
Junior United; F. O., Russeli-square; Dover Dolt; H., Piccadilly; —, 
Chester ; L. H. W.; Dicblottin ; F.W.; L., Shepherd’s Bash ; F., Jermyn- 
street; H. M., Sydenham. 
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CORK SOLES. 


Bootmaker :—“ A LITTLE TOO TIGHT, SIR?” 
Patlander (fitting on boot) :—“Ticut, pip yg sAy? Farra, THEY’D CHOKE MBE!” 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 

Tuer are always two ways at least—a right and a wrong one—of 
doing everything. In his History of Advertising (Chatto and Windus), 
Mr. Henry Sampson, with the choice of many ways, has selected 
the best. It would have been easy with paste and scissors to do a 
bit of ordinary book-making. It would not have been much more 
difficult to dissertate upon the subject without anes © ingle nae 
or illustration: Mr. Sampson has avoided Scylla and Charybdi 
alike. The book teems with reproductions, often in fac-simile, of rare 
and interesting advertisements, but they are put together on an 
intelligible scheme, and commented on shrewdly and sgperiely. 
From the days of Pompeii to the times of Partington, from the work 
of Welack, of Wittemberg, to the wall spaces of Willing, the history 
of the afiche is studiously traced step by step, and the solid information 
supplied for the antiquarian is brisked up for the ewe reader by 
humorous and satiric touches, not always to be relished perhaps by 
their subjects, but by no means beyond the fair a of the theme. 
The first chapter is an able réswmé of newspaper advertising in the 
present day, and those who begin it will scarcely lay the book down 
until they arrive at the announcement inserted ina Rio paper by a 
lady with the high-sounding title of “ Donna Maria da Silva Maia da 
Conceicao é Procopio de Jesus.” 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


CHOCOLAT 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoonix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, Oct. 31, 1874 








The Vagaries of a Pen (Clarke, Paternoster-row), is one of those 
monuments erected to the injudicious kindness of friends who think 
their friend’s writings so clever that he really ought to publish them. 
From beginning to end the note of the mocking bird prevails, and 
vulgar flippancy takes the place of humour. As an example of this 
style of wit, we quote a verse, premising, in fairness to the author, that 
at Wandsworth ragoit is apparently pronounced “ ragow,” or we 
should want a rhyme :— 

He loved a cold ragodt 
ith his big jaws never idle, 
Smack! what a row, 
When his jaws began to play. 


The book opens with a series of papers entitled ‘* Objectionable People.” 
We don’t find the sort of writer who could be guilty of such Vagaries 
in the classification, which is an oversight. 


eee om _ om 


NOTICE! — Now Reapy, 
TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


Wrru Numprovus ILLvusTraTIONS BY THE First ARTISTS. 


MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 
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TEACHING THE YOUNG IDEA. 
Stubbs had posed and half painted the chief figure in his great historical work. This was his reception in the studio on the 5th instant ! 








THE OLD MANEATER. | 
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HE maneater his way has found 
Back to his ancient hunting- 


fe re me ili Y 


ground. 
| His trembling limbs could hardly 
Jo bear 


The entiay a his well-known lair. 


With worn-out and glazing eye, 
And hollow flank, he comes to die; 
The blunted talons to unsheathe 


His sinews fail ; he scarce can breathe. 

The tongue—what blood once quenched its drouth !— 

Falls nerveless from his gaping mouth ; | 
While ‘neath his heaving mangy hide 
The staring ribs are clear descried. bs 


Down sinks he close beside the well, 
Where many a tortured victim fell ; 





VOL. XX. 


And prays that pity will allow 
A draught—not blood, but water now. 


For fifteen long and weary years 

With burning hate, with ceaseless fears, 
In deserts lone he made his den— 
Remote from the abodes of men ; 

Till hungry, weary, sick, and grey, 
Too blind and weak to catch his prey, 
He would in desperation trace 

His pathway back to that old place ; 
Trusting that even in that spot 

His d are now remembered not ! 
False dream! Vain hopes soon put to rout ! 
His deeds can ne’er be blotted out. 

The record, that in blood he traced, 
But by his blood may be effaced! 


A stir—a cry—a hurried tread ! 
The avenger’s heel is on his head. 


Will Pity no forgiveness fiad 

For one so old, and grey, and blind ” 
No; Pity’s voice for him is dumb— 
The hour for Justice now has come. 
For him no further outlook, save 

A felon’s death, a felon’s grave. 

For him of steel or lead no hope— 
For him the ladder and the rope. 
Though his career be nearly run, 

Show him no mercy—he showed none! 


A Feline Narrative. 
AN article in Land and Water is entitled “‘ Wild Cat Hunting in 


pain.” We turned to it with interest, and were disappointed to find 
it did not relate to the shooting of Carlists. 
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r FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Nov. 4, 1874. | 
JUSTICE A LA ALDERMAN ALLEN. 


A tiGuT auctioneer, much in need of Pagenve 4 
Was brought before Alderman Allen as Beak, 
For his mind to a female acquaintance addressing 
In terms which the Muse here refuses to speak. 
The Alderman fined him, and*‘ I'll tell you what, sir! ”’ 
He added, so outraged in morals he felt, ; 
* °Tis a pity, I think, the policeman did not, sir, 
To give you a thrashing, unbuckle his belt.”’ 
Says Alderman A., says he! 
But “ Hang it!” says Fun, 
“* When justice is done, 
I don’t think that, just the right way!” says he. 


“ Ah!” the Alderman mused to himself, ‘‘ what a pity ! 
From Westminster pelted and hissed to Guildhall, 
As I rode the digtinguished Lord Mayor of this City, 
I did not command to the constables call— 
* Unbuckle! Swing belts! Fall in line! Right about there ! 
Quick march! Charge and thrash every son ofa swine, 
And drive from the streets.that irreverent rout there, 
That cannot appreciate wisdom like mine!’”’ 
Says Alderman A,, says he. 
‘* Believe me! ”’ says Fun, 
j ‘“‘ Tf such rigs you had run, 
On the chair you'd have made a short stay! ’’ says he. 


“Mr. Alderman Allen too cautious we can’t be 
To turn to lynch lawyers the servants of law, 
And though very shocking this case may, I grant, be 
’Tis by moral, not physical, power, we cause awe. 
With Chancellor, J thee, and each Justice of Peace, man, 
With juries, and counsel, with statute and court, 
You would have us dispenseand invest the policeman 
With infallible judgment, and processes short! ”’ 
Says Chancellor Fun, says he! 
But Alderman A. 
Says “ I must be 0. K.— 
For I’m Alderman Allen, A 1,” says he. 
ee 


Iprocy is always cruel. A madman has his bursts of rage at times, 
or may suffer, from homicidal mania, a thirst for blood. But the 
imbecile is chronically malicious and spiteful. It might even be 
argued that he has no desire to kill any more than a child has a wish 
to break its toy. He kills in ignorance, and regrets that he has by so 
doing deprived himself of an object that he might have tortured for a 
long time. For once, what is true of the individual is true of a body 
corporate. ‘The London School Board being inherently idiotic is also 
maliciously cruel, if (as may be fairly presumed) its officers act in the 
spirit it infuses. The week before last a poor woman was brought 
before Mr. Cooke, at the Clerkenwell Police-court, for neglecting to 
send her boy of nine to school. Her answer was as simple as it 
was touching. She wasa poor charwoman, toiling to get bread for 
her babes, and the boy had to stay at home to nurse the little ones; 
she knew the value of education, and sent her children to school when- 
ever she could manage it (the visitor admitting that the lad did go at 
times), but she could not stop at home and see them starve in order to 
send them to school. For our part, good as education is, we doubt if 
itis possible under such circumstances. You can’t drive anything into 
the head when there’s nothing in the stomach; and Mr. Cooke 
seemed to be of the same opinion, for he refused to make an order. 
The School Board would defray the fees, urged the inspector—but 
would it feed the children? In that lies the gist of the question. Mr. 
Cooke still calmly declined to assist in legally starving the children, 
whereupon the Inspector thought to frighten him with that bogy, of 
which he himself no doubt stands in great awe—that hollow-turnip 
and farthing-dip spectre—The Board! Mr. Cooke told him to report 
to the Board that he would not make the order, and if they wished him 
to do so they must go to the Court of Queen’s Bench and compel him by 
a mandamus. Our knowledge of the law does not extend to the nature 
of a mandamus, but if it means something to compel a woman to starve 
her children, it seems to us it should be called an inhu-mandamus. In 
simple truth, the School Board itself is not active enough, but its 
understrappers are too active. They wish to appear zealous, and earn 
their pay. We should recommend their being paid “by results.”’ 
There is a neighbouring country, we are told, where medical men are 
paid only so long as their patients are well, the salary being suspended 
during illness. As might be expected, at the first whisper of danger 
the doctor does not “make a great effort” to go, but hurries off at 
once to abbreviate as much as possible the suspension of his income. 
If we were to pay i rs in proportion to the number of children 
in school of their district, and deduct a fine for every case of oppres- 
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sion like that above recorded, we should soon see a remarkable improve- 
ment. But the Board is a veritable King Log, and the only lively 


| things about it are these froglike inspectors, ever croaking and 


clamouring, and making a great splash about nothing. 


ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—No. IX. . 


By Litritz Jounny. 





GOTES. 


Tuesz is nannigotes and billigotes, and the little young ones is a 
kid. Gotes is good to give milk, and they will pull a four weeler if 
its made to there mesure. Wena gote as been tot to were a saddle 
and be rode by a monky it thinks hissef better than the others, and 
stomps it feet like it wasent satisfide not to be hevvier on the groun. 

Wen a gote is shivvid it will but. I see a little feller once ~wich 
was a havin his own fun with a gote by gittin down on his hans an 
nees and stompin and shakin his hed like the gote, but the gote dident 
like it, and goin roun behine that boy it let drive crewel were the boy 
set down. ‘The boy was pict up some dissance away and took in a 
house, hollerin. Then the gote wokt up to the door and lookt in and 
shook its hed slow like a docktor, as if it said I think its meezils, he 
mus be kep in a dark room and hav penner oil tea. 

Wen we was movin out of the other house to this ’un Billy had 
took a big lookin glas to the van and leaned it agin the weel wile he 
handed up some thing els, and wile no boddy was a lookin a big he 
gote come up and saw hissef in the glas, and that was more than he 
would stan, so he backed of and took a run and a jump with his hed 
down. The glas was bust all to pieces, but the gote was cot between 
the spokes of the weel‘and hel fas. Wen it was tuk out it ran roun to 
the other side of the van, and lookt a cros the fiels, and shook its hed 
like sayin you got away this time, but you wuldent if it wasent for 
the waggon bein in the way, and you better not let me cetch you in 
these parts agin, mister. 

Gotes has beerds, but if I wasa gote Ideshave, cos I think beerds 
and no mustatch looks jest sick. ‘They chews cuds like cows, wich 
issent a nice thing to do, they ‘may say wot they like. The-kind of 
gote skin my mother keeps for clenin the silver with is shammy, but 
if I was her Ide have the real if it cud be got. 





THE SWOLLER. 


This is a bird wich needs a deal of exercise to keep it helthy, but it 
is funny to think it all ways takes it at meal time, wich is like it wudl 
be if I was to box with Billy a cros the table at dinner, and I know 
that wuddent be helthy for us if my father was to dinner that day. 
The swoller has a forked tale like a fish but no scales. Wen it comes 
on cole in the winter the swollers git to gather, and roll up in balls, 
and lies at the bottom of the brooks, under the ice, till spring, but 
uncle Ned says no, thats only fit for ole womens ; but I dont think its as 
fit for them as for the swollers cos they haint no fethers to keep out 
the wet. 

The buisness of swollers is*mosely to atten the funerils of flying 
insecks. It is essimated by competin othorities that.a swoller 
eats five hunderd millons of inseeks béefore:it dies, and the wich 
I coppid this from says that shoes how bounty full mature‘is in 
providin for the support of life. 

A swoller likes to skim along the surfice of thewater, but my 
mother she likes to skim along the surfice of the milk. Billy says. its 
all very wel to tok about skimmin milk,»butshedont, she skins it. 
He says swollers is the sea guls*0f a fish pond. “Ef*he’s-a.goimin for 
nattel hissory Ime game*for jography, that ¢ how it is. 

Ive see it some were'that one swoller’dont‘make a summer, but my 
father ‘he says that summer makes one swoller. I pose he means 
drink, but he dont wait for’summer I can tell you. 





THE HYENA. 

I dont like this beast a bit, nor the way it gits. its livin ifwot they 
say is all true. 

One day ole docktor Bolus was to our house, and he and uncle Ned 
was a taklin about Injia, were they both lived, uncle Ned a sojering, and 
the docktor was a surgen like he is here. Wen they spoke of hyenas 
the docktor he said that one dark night he was in the cemmetary in 
Injia, standin by a new made grave with two friends, and they herd 
feet steps, and hid thereselves to see who it was. But it was a hyena, 
and it come there and begun to dig, jus. think of that! The docktor 
said he was never so horrifide and disgussid in all his life, and he crep 
up behine it, and kild it. Uncle Ned said docktor wot did you kill it 
with, and the docktor he said a spade. Then uncle Ned he said how 
fortunate it was you had brot a spade, and laft, but I was so fritend 
that wen the docktor said Johnny fetch my hat and stick, for he mus 


be goin, I wuddent leave the room to git ’em. 
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THE ZEBRY. 


To sho you wot a goose my sister is, wen she and me and father 
was to the Zoo we see the tiger, and about a hour after, wen we come 
to the zebry, and I wanted to stop she said oh, come a long, you tejus 
boy, we see him once before.. .Now wat is such a girl good for is wat 
I want to kno. 

In the pictur aphlabet, the zebry is all ways last, but if I made it 
Ide have him first cos he is nicer than a apple or a ape. 

Once I was to a show were they had wile animils. It was'a bout to 
begin, but I and some other boys was outside the.tent, tryin to peep 
under, and I herd; the man say Jim, have yow waked up the 
lion ? and another man said he had. And have you curried 
the Royel Béngol tiger? The other man said he done that 
too. Then, Jim, the hed shoman said, jus.rub up the dedly 
cobry a bit, and wen the frocious gorilly gits done paintin them 
zebrys you help him into his skin. The wile zebry is said to be the 
swiftest of all animils, but I dont see how any boddy coudl mesure of 
the groun and time ’em. Ide back Apology agin the best zebry on 
the turf, for itss;jus my blief that speed issent wot they runs 
to. Ide ast my sister's young man only he dont» come to our 
house no more, ¢os wen he oan hare last week he said he dident like 
dogs, and my sister she said any boddy wich dident like dogs waseBt 
nice, thats wot they was. Then he said he new wot made her like 
’em, and that was cos Mister Chumly Perkins was so good as to wok 
home with her from church. Wen he said that you never see such a 
angry girl. She said if you dare to tok that way about my friends 
you better not, and went out of the room. Then he laughft a little, 
and wissled a little, and stroked the cat a bit, and said was I gittin on 
with my animils, and got up to look.ata pictur, and tutched the piano 


and ast if uncle Ned thot it was Nany Sahib; and wakled out in the. 


yard, and was intressid in compaizin: the ever greens along the wok, 
wich are all alike. 

Then my sister she come back in the room, and went to the windo, 
and stud their all the wile he was insite, a-peepin threw the curtin. 
Then wen I said I wonderd if zebries was striped a like on both sides 
dident she jus come and give me a jolly good wiggin! But it was fun 
to see her a cryin-insted of me. 


Like Winking. 

Dr. SietsmunD Exner has eens to time a complete 
reflex action, and«has selected winking-as the best means of testing 
the fact. Several strong-minded female lecturers have been studying 
his report with a view:to enlarging on the subject—with illustrations, 
of course—during the coming season. 


THE SORROWS OF SAMUEL 
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Wish you May get it. 


WE come on this in the Daily Telegraph :— 

A SMALL VILLA, quite detached, WANTED, unfurnished, within easy 

omnibus distance; six rooms of good size, besides offices; a good hall, stair- 
case out of view, conservatory opening from drawing room, tw@ floors only, small 
lawn and garden around, well shrubbed, standing back in.@ green suburb, no 
street nor terrace, Kensington or the parks preferred. Remt £25 to £40 a year. 
In fresh vr Annual tenancy, no lease nor premium. Only owners need 
answer. Address May, &c. 
Surely this is hardly enough to expect for the large rené of £35 to 
£40 a year! We should suggest a running account at the Bank, a 
carriage and pair, and six livery servants. If May finds anyone who 
will let. hersuch a house, &c., as she describes at the rent named, we 
think it certain he would throw in the trifles we propose, 


Half a Loaf. 


A PHILOSOPHIC writer observes :— 


According to French law, the«property of a family should be nearly equally 
divided between all the children... One of the consequences of such a st that 
it is possible in some parts of France to see smali cultivated plots of ground 
measuring not more than sixty feet square which are in the hands of several 
owners. 

It is possible in nearly.al’parts of England to see | oes om without even 
a square foot of ground they can call theirown. You can grow a few 
vegetables in a sixty feet patch, but even mustard and cress will not 
grow in nothing at all! 


Searching Fires. 

Tuisis truly Bismarckian policy :— 

On Thursday, during a domiciliary visit by the police to-the palace of Count 
Arnim’ -in-laws Countess Arnim-Boi b fire , 
the certioumand om 27 the efleens. Little damage oe a a commas, 
That officer will be promoted. The promptitude with whigh,the 
others extinguished the flames will be—rewarded! Perhaps we had 
better say “ appreciated.” 





A Tangible Excuse. 


One of the persons summoned upon the Grand Jury at the recent 
Middlesex Sessions was able to offer a sufficient excuse for non- 
attendance, and yet really regretted his inability to be present. This 
may seem strange, but it is none the less.true. The absentee was a 
prisoner at Holloway, which is even worse than being a juror at 
Clerkenwell. 








STORK, CROSSING-SWEEPER. 


T’S Sunday morn! The bells ring out, 
And I devout as Dervise, 

To church would go without a doubt 
Were service dinner service. 

I fast on Sundays, which is slow, 
And ply nor knife nor fork ; 

And that s a little hard, you know, 
On poor old Sammy Stork. 


ae | 


The Hippopotamus I see 
Pass by, his hymn book thumbing ; 
I’ve frequently been told that he 
Sits under Dr, Cummi 
Although so like a pig, he'll dine, 
When he returns, on pork :— 
Oh, don’t I wish hig Jot:were mine, 
And he were Sammy Stork! 


There goes the dainty Demoiselle, 
Till midnight she was dancing— 
You'd scarcely think she'd look so well 
After such lengthened prancing :— 
Support of port thus keeps her up, 
. ‘t hey ’thirty-five uncork ! 

if =“ There’s nought save water in the cup 
aS SS Of poor old Sammy Stork. 


The Emu by her side you spy, 
That most emu-sing swain ; 
He wears an eye-glass in his eye, 
Me And trifles = a cane. 
hey pass me by! No single oaf 
Of all the lot will fork ’ 
A copper out to buy a loaf, 
For poor old Sammy Stork. 
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EPISODES IN THE LIVES OF OBSCURE INDIVIDUALS. 
No. 1—MR. BODGER. 
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1. Mr. B. cultivates a distingué appearance 2. Dressing one morni e discovers 8. Puts himself accordingly inthe 4. First sensation of the machine. 
in the matter of back hair. . a brush up might be tageous. hands of a hairdresser. 
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10. A full stop. 11. Mr. B. as he appeared 
? ever afterwards. 
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But when the Seizerwitch was o’er, 
And winner's number shown, 

They said, ‘‘ We'll ne'er be certain more,”’ 
They said—and gave a groan. 


CESAREWITCH AND CAMBRIDGESHIRE. 


A Bacxer’s LAMENT OVERHEARD. 


* el 
~~ 


PT. 
Pee 


Wuewn first the handicaps came out 
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I fancied I could tell, 
What would be first in one no doubt, 
What would in both run well. 


I thought the ancient ‘‘ Salt ’’ had napped, 
And horses been thrown in. 

“*Tis shame! ”’ cried some, their brows who slapped, 
“ A child might know who'll win.” 


Yet&did I think the shorter race 
Had still good things in store, 

And so I backed for win or place 
Not less than half a score. 


Alas! that I by others led 
Should think that more than Rous 
I knew. Well, now I hang my head— 
Feel smaller than a mouse. — AUGSPUR. 
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LINES TO NOVEMBER. 
By A CONVALESCENT. 


Come in, November! How d’ye do? 
Give us your fist, you jolly dog! 
Just let me catch them bullying you 
For bringing heavy rain and fog. 

Better be lapt in foggy woof, 
Than in a shroud of clay be hid ;— 
Better the rain-drops on the roof, 
Than clods upor the coffin-lid. 


Sit down, old boy, and drain a glass— 
Leave at the door your fog and rain. 
I hope, when these next twelvemonths pass, 
That I shall see you here again. 
Hereafter as the years go by 
With grateful heart and bumper deep, 
The day of your returning, I 
Shall as a second birthday keep! 


A fortnight since, I did not dare 
To hope that we should meet again. 
But lo, we meet! and shall J care 
For weather? Give me fog and rain! 
Why, if you like, old fellow,—freeze ! ! 
’T will proof I’m still existing give, 
Cough, cold, or chilblains!—why in these 
I find the evidence ‘I live!” 
A cold? I might be colder still. 
A cough? A coffin worse would be. 
Chilblains? At least I feel the chill 
That tells I yet have warmth in me. 
‘“‘T think, and therefore I exist ’’— 
Observed a sage long years ago. 
I feel—so live! and could have kissed 
The foot that crushed my tenderest toe. 


But, mark you, Ine’er shrieked nor whined! 
I bowed before the awful will ; 

Nor feared, nor jested, nor repined, 
Content the purpose to fulfil. 

And now, my bauble, bells and cap, 
My livery I don once more! . 

What! must you go? good-bye, old chap, 
Until another year is o’er. 


I’LL BE THE SPLIT.” 





IMPARTIAL CRITICISM. 

Ir is a singular but none the less notorious fact that those papers 
which consider it their duty to “slate” all round and without regard 
to merit, or the want of it, now and again commit to print a favour- 
able review. It is also singular as well as notorious that the work 
thus taken upis generally of the lowest calibre, unable to excite the envy 
and malice of even a reviewer sworn to strike at all better men than 
himself. The Pall Mall Gazette, after condemning in the most whole- 
sale manner hundreds of well written and carefully edited books, has 
thought fit to bestow great praise upon a piece of work which any 
small boy in any small printing office—in even the office of the 
P. M. G.—could have done. We refer to a collection of the works of 
Sheridan, recently published, which is good, of course, because it is 
Sheridan, but for no other earthly reason ; as, without even excepting 
the biography, everything is as cele published—in separate form 
maybe, but still as previously published. This, however, the reviewer 
in the Pall Mall Gazette does not seem to know, for, after mentioning 
some of the works of the great author, he says— To these is prefixed 
a short but well written memoir, giving the chief facts in Sheridan’s 
literary and political career, so that with this volume in his hand,” 
etc., etc. Well written! We should think so; though if the reviewer 
had known who wrote it he would, in accordance with the honoured 
custom of his paper, most probably have been inclined to doubt it. It 
may, perhaps, be as well to enlighten this reviewer, so that he will keep 
his eyes open in future, and be a little more just if a trifle less generous. 
The biography was written by no less a person than Thomas Moore, 
despite the fact that the initials of the new “ editor” of Sheridan are to 
be found at the end of it. Truly criticism is curious in its operations, 


Displayed. 


BrrmincHamM has been noted for its imitations, but this bit of 
Brummagem will take some beating :— 

A Birmingham gentleman writes to a contemporary proposing the establishment 
of clans in England as in Scotland. 
We fear the clan notion would soon be plaid out in London. 
once meet with a genuine English tart Anne, but we didn’t like her 


temper. 





SALVE 


Young Troth (who-has been living onhis uncle for a couple of months) :-—* Look UuERE, TO 
PROVE I’M NOT UNGRATEFUL, LET'S HAVE A B. anp S, sPLir. 
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FOR THE -.CONSCIENCE. 


You BE THE B. anv S., AND 


A Quiddity. 

Tuery seem on the bonny banks of Clyde to make some subtle 
distinctions in crime which are quite unknown in this less favoured 
and Thamesian district. Behold !— 

Early on Saturday morning two prisoners ingeniously effected their escape from 

the county gaol at Greenoc k. The men were James Ramsay and John 
Wilson, and were awaiting their trial for theft and pocket-picking. 
According to this a man might be subjected to an action for libel and 
be cast in heavy damages, for calling a man a pickpocket when he was 
only a thief. Perhaps, however, the Greenock people are so ‘cute and 
canny that it takes two experts to rob one inhabitant. The first picks 
the pocket. open and puts something in, then the second takes it out, 
and the robbery is complete. ‘ Quod”’ erat demonstrandum. 


Culpable Ignorance. 


A rrigenp of the much maligned and unjustly imprisoned Mr. Orton 
accuses the editor of the Standard, among other deeply interesting if 
dreadful things, of being of ignoble birth, and further states his belief 
that the said editor “‘decended in a strait line from the Thief on the 
Cross.’ With regard to the first charge we are not prepared to give 
an opinion, but in reference to the second we have a remark to make. 
People talk of the Thief on the Cross as if he were a scarce commodity. 
The wonder would be to find a thief wee td use thieves’ own parlance, 
was not “on the cross.’ 


A Bad Shot. 


We beg to differ from the opinion of an American paper, which 
says :— 

The best shot ever heard of has been made in Calais, Maine, where a gentleman 
fired, in midnight darkness, at the bark of a dog, and the next morning found the 
animal dead, the bullet having hit him in the throat. The entire race of 
men, from Gordon Cumming down toany le cockney, may be safely 
challenged to beat this. 


We did | But if he fired at the bark and hit the dog’s throat it was clearly a 
miss, a8 the bark must have left the animal's throat before the man 


_ could have heard it. 
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ENDING IN SMOKE. 


Old Hodge :—“ Yes, AS you Do say, sIR, I KNow I’vE A MANY THINGS 
TO BE THANKFUL FUR! AN’ IPF I’p ONE THING MORE, I WOULDN'T WANT 


NOUGHT RESIDE!” 
Parson (interested) :—‘‘InpEED! AND WHAT IS THAT ?”’ 
Old Hodge :—“ A sHILLUN’ FUR TO BUY BACCER, SIR!” 


PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 


“ As Handsome does, so Handsome is ;”’— 
The saw is no misguider, 

Yet each man thinks the duty his 
To kill on sight a spider. 


‘¢ Handsome is, as Handsome does ; ’’— 
And Time, a certain chider, 

Makes men, when flies about them buzz, 
Regret that murdered spider. 


And then they see the truth is clear— 
‘As Handsome does is Handsome! ”’ 
A spider at this time of year 


Is worth a monarch’s ransom! 


DOTS AND LINES. 

Promorers of Eupion Gas Company on their trial. Gas always has 
a bad amell. — Sir John Kaye retires from the India Office. Bad for 
the Office when Kaye is ex. — Nana Sahib seized. We should seize 
him with a good rope to the nearest tree. — Sir Arthur Phayre leaves 
tor Governorship of Mauritius. Aborigines Protection Society asked 
him to do the Phayre thing by the natives. — Junction Canal 
Company censured by coroner's jury for Regent's Park explosion. 
Much they care about a blow-up! =< All the Arnimsare resigning their 
posts. Probably think they are all (Bis)marked men. = Brooklyn 
scandal like guano. It produces a thick crop of libel cases. More 
action than satisfaction. — Brigham Young indicted for Polygamy. 
We thought there was more than one Poll in the case. — Murders 
active. Accidents lively. Explosions much inquired for. — The 
Castalia has made a successful trip to Calais and back. According to 
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AD COR MEUM. 
Another (and the last) Version. 


| Dear Heart,—I beg your pirdon! You're my best 
| And truest friend, whom I did so belie! 
And you were staunch to me, when friends professed 
Stood quietly aloof to let me die. 
I called you names—the worst that I could get ; 
You did not pause—e’en to defend yourself— 
But strove to stave off paying Nature’s debt, 
And liquidate with insufficient pelf ! 


Like a stage-manager of zealous mind, 

Who makes four supers personate a train, 
Who leads them at a gallop round behind 

To march in state across the scene again, — 
You, of my beggarly, scant, circulation, 

Despite the leech that drew away my blood, 
Laboured incessantly, on short half-ration, 

To keep up the appeurance of a flood! 


I blamed you first for weakness. Then I found 
That supposition was entirely wrong, 

So—such is human nature—I turned round 
And heaped abuse on you for being strong ! 

If you were weak ’twas thanks to—well! not you. 
If you were strong, ’twas due to you, not me! 
And had you lacked the strength your task to do, 
I'd like to know where I just now should be? 


Well might your toil the crazy carcase shake 
Until at times I feared that it would drop; 
For you were labouring with sticks to make 
Timber supports, the failing walls to prop! 
Never dispirited, you worked away, 
And cheerfully essayed the best you could, 
And yet you were quite conscious, day by day 
How they were tilching your small stock of wood! 


Busy you were !—yet not so much engaged 
_ But that at need you made an effort great 
| To get a pang removed, an ill assuaged, 
| Which you, at least, had helped not to create ! 
| Forgive me, then, if in my folly blind, 
| I did to such ungracious words descend. 
| Henceforth shall I know better where to find 
| My best physician and my truest friend. 


A “Brown ” Stupy.—The Exchequer of the Inter- 
national Exhibition. 








Only one boy washed off the deck. — Black 
Watch goes to Malta. For the best Malt(a) whisky ? — The 
Solicitor General condemns Permissive Bill movement. Wish he 
could proceed against it for conspiracy. — Dean and Chapter refuse 
the use of the Cathedral for the Worcester Festival. So much the 
worse stir for them. — Mr. Irving as the Prince of Denmark. ‘ Oh, 
Hamlet ! ” == High tide in the Thames. Thames-side untidy in 
consequence. = Another Turkish ironclad launched. Turkeys always 
begin to swell towards Christmas. — Count Arnim discharged for the 
present. Only a report. He will not be let off. 


the secretary's report! 





Oh, Gem-ini! 
In the announcement, in a second-hand book catalogue, of a letter of 
Sir John Franklin we come on this curious passage :— 


Probably the last letter ever written by this ever lamented hero, J. W. having 
purchased the above at a private sale of the effects of Sir F. P. Smith, inventor of 
the Screw Prepeller, and was treasured by that gentleman to the day of his death 
as priceless gems. 

Who or what was treasured as priceless gems? What singular word 
was it that became plural as invaluable jewels? Was it the Screw 
Propeller, the effects, or J. W., or what? 


Worthy of Record. 
Bravo, Bolton !— 

A Bolton jury on Thursday recommended a young man named James Hogan, 
aged 18, whom they had found guilty of the robbery; of brass steps, to mercy, on 
the ground that one of the jurymen was stupid! The Recorder sent the man to 
gaol for four months. 

If every prisoner is to be recommended to mercy because one of the 
jury trying him is an idio’, ‘‘ extenuating cireumstances’’ will be as 
common here as they are in France. 
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A TIMELY AND TEMPERATE PROTEST. 


Ir would be well if enthusiasts, when they are troubled with rather 
more than doubtful facts, would be satisfied with giving their opinions 
thereon, and not endeavour to illustrate their views with examples 
which contradict rather than corroborate the assertions made. For 
instance, the specimens generally given of the viva voce wit and powers 
of repartee of Rogers, Smith, Jerrold, and Thackeray would, if other 
evidence were not forthcoming, make us believe they and their con- 
geners were a very small lot of potatoes indeed, without even claims 
to gentlemanly feeling. Only the other day, in a sporting paper 
biography, we were told of the subject thatno man could equal him ia 
badinage, and then some specimens were given of a kind of “chaff” 
rather’ inferior to that used by ’bus-conducters. \‘We are reminded of 
these annoyances and contradictions by a;teetotal poom which has just 
fallen into our hands, and which offers in itself a contradiction of all 
the theories advanced by its writer. It issupposed to be a song in 
praise of tea and proof of that -making people witty, and 
while the more sensible of the advocates of “‘the cup that cheers ’’ will 
wish the author had kept his championship for something he wished to 
disparage, others may see in his ravings arproof‘of the new truth that 
even the harmless tea, taken in large quantities, is productive of 
demoralisation, intoxication, and softening of the:brain. Starting off, 
the poet indulges in a rhapsody on the virtues'of,souchong, which he 
seems to prefer to all other kinds of leaf, and*after telling us how “ it 
clears the brain, makes bright the eye, and fills the soul with ecstacy,”’ 
he goes on to inform those whom it most concerns that “a friend 
through life it has been to me, for when I was. born my mother asked 
for tea.’”’ By which we learn something additional, which is, that a 
knowledge of the rules of rhyme is not sucked in with this kind of 
mother’s milk. Yet the temperance poet, if nurtured on mild delights 
from which he has never yet departed, is not without experience of the 
world, as witness : — 

I’ve gathered at the festive board, 

Seen ruby wine in crystal pour’d, 

Heard ladies praise the draught with zest, 

But ever I thought my cup the-best. 
We have it on the best authority that in ancientdays when great men 
were born Nature made an additional effort! 
gotten her duties in these degenerate days is shown by the follow- 
_ ’T was a balmy, bright, a May-day morn, 
When I, a temp’rance babe, was born. 
The birds their sweetest song-notes troli’d, 
And flowers did brightest hues unfold. 
And father’s joy was something wild 
When nurse displayed the darling child. 
I’ve lived since then a sober life, 
Single and married, free from strife, 
‘aan over many lands I’ve ranged, 
But ne’er my beverage have changed ; 
And in life or at death but give to me 
My cup of soothing souchong tea. 
We have no wish to be accused of breaking butterflies on the wheel, or 
of giving undue prominence to the incoherencies of intemperate 
temperance ; but we feel it our duty now and again to check the 
fervour of those who seem to consider the world was made for them 
and their fancies alone, and we have fora long time seen no better 
opportunity than that chosen. Besides, according to the poet’s own 
showing, he can drown all sorrows in a cup of souchong; and so we 
make eur protest, and have no fear that the iron will enter into his 


soul 


Ex-plaining. 

“Man,” says Sir Thomas Browne, “is a noble animal, splendid in 
ashes and pompous in the grave.” But man is even still more won- 
derful according to the following advertisement :— 

MAN used to PERAMBULATE or BODY-MAKING; also PACKING CASE 
~~ MAKER. Man used to planing. 

There isn’t much in being able to perambulate that we can see, though 
we know some people who can’t do anything else, and yet think them- 
selves clever. But in body-making great skill is necessary—it is 
harder than body-snatching, for at that the bodies are ready-made to 
hand. Nothing can be plainer than this, not even “ man used to 
planing,” or explaining. 


Kentish Fire and Wiltshire Sauce. 


AccorDING to the Labourers’ Union Chronicle the tillers of the Wilt- 
shire soil require a cookery instructor, who, says the advertisement, 
‘“‘ must be able to purchase and prepare three good meals a day for six 
persons at a penny per meal, or 10s. 6d. per week, and find firing and 
saucepans.” Applications for this splendid’ engagement «re to be 
made to “ Benet Stanford, Esq., M.P., Shaftesbury.”” We should have 
thought the liberal terms offered would have been more likely to 
emanate from the labourers of the county of Kent, who, as everyone 


knows, provide their own fire. But even then how about the sauce- 
penef erhaps if they could be made of brass, Benet Stanford, Esq., 
{.P., would supply them. 


EUW. 


That she has not for- 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 397. 


My first is sometimes black and sometimes white, 
And, if it come to that, so is my second ; 
My first you'll say is young, if you guess right ; 
My second’s age may oft by years be reckoned. 
Take both and you will find me silken coated, 
Half foreign and half native, hailed by all ; 
Squally by day and night, to milk devoted ; 
I look at Royalty yet stoop to crawl. 


l, Fall of frolic and fun, 
Of the spirit-world one ; 
Give me ale and you'll find 
' I’m of murderous mind. 


\.2y’Mong the race [held leading position. 
I was turned,gut to grass ; 
And I cameeback, alas ! 
‘Most awfully outsof condition. 


3. A free-will effering their owner makeg them, 
To her who,,kindly condescending, takes them. 


4. This debauchee, in sinful dissipation, 
An Greece of old mis-spent his time ; 
His works are every age’s admiration, 
And make the world forget his crime. 


§. Iam the author of “ Sleep! 
Sleep and his brother Death.” 
Death, if you do not kee 
A watch on the fluttering breatia. 


6. Cupid, Robin Hood, and;Adam ; 
All these were this, 
And this is not amiss, 
Though oft ’tis Miss or Madam. 


Sotution or Acrostic, No. 395.+ October, Disease : Octopod, Cadi, 
Toots, Oboe, Bohea, Ethics, Rose. Correct: Cheshire Cheese, Tama- 
roo, Ginx’s Baby, Peggotty, Ellen Frances, Your Swell, Smug, A 
Little Fog Bird, K. K., Peggotty’s Daughters, Clif, Margate Vie., 
Spheroid, 1?, R. A. M. Wilts, Pollaky, W. W. G. W., Gyp, Boh, 
Ruby’s Ghost, Lot-Lot, D. E. H., Sideropolitain, T. R. L., C. S. K., 
Pik, Perriwink-wink, Duré. 

————————EE 


Aushers te Correspondents. 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom. 
panted by a stamped and directed envelope, -rd we do not hold ourselves 
responsibie for loss. | ’ 

T. M. (Plaistow.)— Your suggestion is very nice, but “ Dots and Lines” 
are not intended to advertise small local notabilities. 

S. (Torrington-square.)—Sorry we can’t like your “ Impudence,” which 
is declined with thanks. 

R. 8. (Southsea.)—You are too modest!: But we don’t see the fun of 
“ correcting” what you “ produce in haste,” and should repent of at 
leisure, especially if you think “ dream” rhymes to,“ seen.” 

W. B. (Bristol.)—By sending stamps for the annual to the Editor 
instead of the publisher you only cause delay. 

O. M. C.—Has been already “ run.@way with.” 

A. B. (Bath.)—You want 5s. for this, and 10s. for that, and the return 
of your MS. You also want an-acquaintanee with our,rule above. 

G. M.—The.“ poem” appears to have been extracted, and some very 
poor doggerel inserted in its place. 

X.—You are an unknown quantity. We have not youraddress. There 
was need to send an envelope this week (although you sent one the week 
before) if you wished your MS. back. 

B. (Lee.)—We B. leave you, our. boy! 

“ Parent WomAn’s Ricuts.”--No note or signature sent ! 

S. (Sunderland.)— We have received the wrapper—but where is the MS. ? 

H. G. (Holloway.)—Forfeited for neglect of rule. 

“Lost in Lonpon” has found its way at last—to our waste - paper 


| basket. 


E. M.—No directed envelope with the stamps. 

Declined with thanks:—S., Camberwell; M., Hampstead; X35 H., 
Bristol; —, Croydon; W. D., New Ross; A. L, Kingstown; 8S. M.; G., 
Leeds; P. B., Regent-street; P., Beaconsfield; W.S., Pentonville; R. T., 
Liverpool; P., Brockley ; W,, Regent-square; S, Barge-yard; Douglas; 
C. C., Haverfordwest; H., Tottechamg W. F., Walworth; R. C. P.; 
Texas; J. E., Hackney; Hy, Altriocham; Mrs. M.,Brightog; J. D.; 
Yarm-on-Tees; —, South Wales; B. C., Brighton; F. Harrold; W., 
Sydenham ; H, Liverpool; N. E., Highbury; G. S. T.; Spark; F. P., 

orwood , Constant Reader. 
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Di PISCATORE. 


Maud :—“‘ How DIrFBRENT FROM THE OLD WAY OF DANCING THIS FIGURE.” 
Harry :—“ Ya'as! Usep To pe THE Cavaier SOLE, Now IT's TWO PAIR OF LADIES’ AEELS!”’ 


MAGISTERIAL MUDDLING. 


Crry i are not, as a rule, very temperate in their zeal, or 
judicious in their inclinings. They have a happy knack of tempering 
mercy with justice, letting well dressed offenders have the former and 
ragged ruffians the latter ; but as this seems to suit the tastes of the 


‘times we have no particular cause for complaint. Taken altogether 


the law is pretty equally administered in the City, considering that 
those who are called upon to be its administrators are chosen for any 
quality other than that required. But now and again strange things 
happen, and stranger things are said in the courts within the civic 
boundary. We have referred elsewhere to the peculiarities of Mr. 
Allen, and were just about to comment on the difference between the 
calm dignity of our stipendiary justices and the impetuosity of their 
unpaid brethren, when unfortunately we were brought face to face in 
the same paper with a remark made by Mr. Ingham, at Hammersmith, 
with to two people who disputed possession of a vanload of 
Said the worthy magistrate: “It would have been better if 
the police allowed the parties to break each other’s heads, and then to 
have taken them into custody.”” We are much afraid that no explana- 
tion will gloss over the errors made by these doubtless well-intentioned 
but intem magistrates. Both of them know how ready the 
police are to use unnecessary violence, and both must know that such | 
speech as theirs is—to use a homely simile—like adding fuel to fire. | 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phonix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, Nov. 7, 1874. 





Perhaps the dictum of knocking heads together might be best put to 
ractical test in these advocates of it and similar sensations. It might 
ock a little sense in—it couldn't possibly knock much out. 


‘‘In flagrante delicto.” 


Two men were the other day sentenced to two months each for 
having unlawfully possessed themselves of four red cabbages. At first 
sight the amount of punishment seems out of ull proportion to the 
offence, but on due consideration it will be seen that they deserved 
double penalties, being taken doubly red-handed. 





NOTICE! 
Early in November will be published, price Twopence, 
FUN ALMANAC. 


Prorvuse_y ILLUSTRATED. 





Now Ready, One Shilling. 
TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


Wirn Numerous ILiusTrRaTIONS BY THE First ARTISTS. 











FOR LUNCHEON. 
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Brown :—“* You xnow Mrs. WorrinGToN ALWAYS FULFILS THE DUTIES OF A HOSTESS 80 CHARMINGLY.”’ 


Mrs. Penelope Woffington 
®UGHT TO BE YOUNG AND BEAUTIFUL. 


” 


AND THEN—— 


(relict) :—“ Ou, I pon’r KNow, Mr. Brown, you FLATTER ME. 


To BE ALL THAT you sAy I AM A HOSTESS 


Captain Fitz-Smith :—‘“‘ Ou DEAR NO, NOT AT ALL NECESSARY—THINK RATHER THE REVERSE; AT LEAST (with a show of gallantry) you 


ARE A PROOF OF THE CONTRARY, MY DEAR MADAM.” 





AT THE PIT DOORS. 
October 31st, 1874. 


Comrapes leave me here a little, hie thee to some neighbouring bar, 

For before the portals open I would cast my thoughts afar. 

"Tis the place, the old Lyceum! Yes, the bills are on the wall, 

Where the name of Henry Irving towers grandly over all. 

"Tis the house where mad Mathias, through four weary, weary acts 

Of a murder he’d committed kept divulging all the facts. 

Many a night in crowded corners did I stand amid the rest, 

Did I gaze upon the actor as he drummed upon his breast. 

Many a night I saw the pittites rise and give « mighty roar, 

As the culprit in his fancy dragged the Jew across the floor. 

Here about the house I wandered, when in language most sublime, 

Mr. Wills’s weeping monarch tried to palliate a crime ; 

And a anes who, behind me, through the first two acts had 
ozed, 

Woke up suddenly and snivelled as the dismal drama closed. 

Here I dropped into the boxes Eugene Aram’s woes to see, 

Saw me ** Love’”’ among the tombstones where “ he laid him down to 
ee.” 

Here I saw the Spanish Philip stand above a brother slain, 

Drop a yellow ’kerchief on him, and express internal pain. 

In the second act grown paler, he had wed a maiden young, 

But her eyes on all his motions with a mute observance hung ; 

And she said, “Ob, husband, Philip! speak, and speak the truth 

to me, 

Did you murder Mr. Clayton ’cos he called your love Mah-ree ?”’ 

Hark! the crowd is shouting ‘‘ Open!’’ for the open doors are due, 

And my sides are sore and aching, and my back is black and blue. 

Oh, this crush before the portals makes me hot and makes me dry, 

Leaves me with a crumpled shirt front, and a damaged hat and tie. 


|“ Golly! 
| chile shakin’ de impenitent heel wiv dese yere heavy boots on 





See, the money-taker beckons; Forward, Forward, let us range, 

Let me clutch the railings firmly and be ready with my change. 

Will this Hamlet bea failure ? Some say “ Yes,” and some say “ No”’— 
But the mighty mob is surging ; pressing pitward—in I go. 


Ambiguous. 


Tue gentleman who constructed the following Reuter’s telegram 
from Yokohama deserves to be promoted. He is evidently too good 
for the construction of simple sentences :— 

The assassin who murdered Herr Haber, the German Consul at Hokodadi, has 

been sentenced to death, and the Mikado has expressed his regret at the occur- 
rence. 
Are we to understand, then, that the Mikado is of advanced European 
opinions and belongs to the opponents of capital punishment? Next 
we shall be hearing of him as Perpetual Grand of the Good Templars, 
Mad Buffaloes, or some other such idiots. That is, if the message 
means what it says, which we don’t believe. 


A Personal Application. 


Tue editor of an Indian paper is perfectly confident that the recent 
famine was sent upon the people as a punishment for their sins, and if 
our memory is not at fault we have seen that view of it set forth in 
some of our own journals. The good people who think after that 
somewhat antiquated fashion may re by the story of the 
negro who happened to be gratifying his legs with the unwonrted 
indulgence of a quiet dance all to themselves, when an earthquake 
tumbled the town about his ears and killed all the other inhabitants. 
Pulling himself from beneath the ruins and gazing lugubriously about 
upon what seemed to him the wreck of the universe, he exclaimed, 
If I'd knowed it was de Sabbaf you wouldnt ‘a’cotch dis 








YoU. XX. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Nov. 11, 1874. 


FRIENDLY TO BOTH SIDES. 


Says Mr. Bright, 
“Tt can’t be right 

To make the people healthy 
Against their will. 
Yet, is it ill ? 

Let’s see. I must be stealthy. 
“Tf it’s not wrong 
To make folks strong 

And from dread pest to rid them, 
It must be right. 
Yea, this seems trite. 

These Jaws—none dare forbid them. 


“ But then again 
It’s very plain— 
I say this wi'h revulsion— 
That foul free will 
Is better still 
Than health—under compulsion.” 


Thus . Bright 
Would make black white 
Then rechange its conditions. 
He eager burns, 
Then coldly turns, 
And tries for both positions. 


— 9 —— 


Txoss who consider that the'‘more blackguard and brutal a criminal 
is the more gentle and delicate should be his treatment are likely to 
have a bad time before long. They are likely to find that, despite all 
that can be or has been produced to the contrary, justice cannot be 
satisfied over the desperate and wanton outrages, upon delicate women 
and helpless children, which take place every day throughout the 
country, until the Jer talionis has been brought to bear upon ruffians 
who are too hardened or too brutal and indifferent for the action of 
any other law, written or unwritten. Those gentlemen who—never 
having suffered themselves, and, from their position never being likely 
to suffer—have ed garrotters with eyes of affection, almost of 
approval, and have considered their well-merited flagellations sinfully 
brutal and inhuman, will now have to turn their attention to the foot- 
pad’s congener, the kicker and trampler who has nought but his own 
brute passions to gratify, and not even the hope of gain to plead in his 
exculpation. No doubt the battle will be nard fought ; no doubt the 
tender-hearted and watery-eyed lovers of reprobates will once again 
prove themselves to be the greatest and most powerful enemies the 
poor and the really long-suffering have. Sympathy bestowed on brutal 
ruffians is not only wasted, but it acts in antagonism to those whom 
it should rightly benefit. Still, the efforts of the kindly gentlemen 
notwithstanding, the time has at last come when it behoves Parliament 
to do something to suppress a state of things which is a scandal and a 
shame in a christian land, and so far as we see there is but one 
thing that can be done. Kickers will think twice, and may check the 
unbidden as well as hobnailed boot when they know that something 
other than good wholesome board and clean lodgings will be their 
reward. We are not fond of cruel sights, and are by no means early 
risers; but we would get up in the middle of the night, and tramp ten 
miles, to see one of these cowardly professors of an ignoble art well 


and properly tended. 


Pyrotechnics. 

In Manchester an owner of saw-mills has obtained an injunction 
restraining a lessee of pleasure gardens from sending up fireworks 
that would endanger the former gentleman’s combustible property. 
That is very good indeed, but if he had based his application on the 
ground of danger to life and limb he would not have got his in- 
junction. Yet itis not unusual for people to be seriously injured by the 
falling sticks of rockets, and we remember one instance of a woman 
losing her eye through the misdirected activity of a firework which 
exhibited more of erratic impulse than of that tranquil aspiration so 
favourable to the display of brilliant parts. The case of Polly 
Phemus also is still fresh in the public memory. 


Silver Speech. 

Ir is rather alarming to read in an American paper that it is believed 
that “ Mr. Disraeli has got away with several hundred thousand 
pounds!’’ But one is quieted when told that in Americanese ‘to get 
away with” is simply to acquire. But it may well be doubted if this 
graphic expression could ever have obtained currency amongst people 
who themselves have not a national habit of obtaining it with furtive 


haste. 


[NovemMBER 14, 1874. 


ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—No. X. 


By Littrie Jounny. 


THE MOTH. 


Tus is the jocky wich spiles my father’s bes close by eatin, and 
then roases hisself in the cannle. Wen he isin the close he is that 
little and meek you wuddent be a frade to leave the baby with him, 
but he tunnles-woolen. like he was a rale way enjinear, and my father 
he says the worse of it is he never gives you a essimate of wot the 
improovement isa goin to coss you. Put were he gits his wings, and 
wy he wants ’em of wen he is got ’em, is wot floors me! I think it 
= be a presus good job if he wud cremate hissef before he was a 

per. 

When ole gaffer Peterses dotter, wich is Missus Doppy, was to our 
house, her baby was lef in the drawn room wile the wimmin fokes 
was up stairs a gigglin like thcy all ways does at their selfs, and it 
was evening, and the windose was open for summer, and we herd the 
baby a yellin awfle! Wen they went in to it Missus Doppy said its 
poor teeths, and my mother said take that pin out of its close, and 
my sister said wot had it been eatin, but Billy he lit the gas, and they 
was a hole hanfle of moths cot in its hair, wich is red like its mother, 
for the moths thot its head was a lamp with a globe onit. Then 
Missus Doppy set down and comed ‘em out with her fingers, and 
said pretty things, how fond they was of chilern, but I took notice 
they dident none git away a live. 

Fore I git done I’ll tell you a other story about a red heded baby, 
oo will make you laughf, cos it is so funny, but not true like 

n. 

There is a kine of moth call the dess head moth, wich as a skul on 
its back, not a real skul but jus mark that way. Jack Briley, the 
sailer, says it is a piret, and the skul is run up to sho no quorter to 
the other moths, but wen I tole him it wasent run up, he said it was 
painted on their upper decks, wich was the same thing and better, too, 
cos the moths wich is merchent mens can’t see it til theyre close 
along side. 

Moths is cover with a kine of powder like wat my mother dabs on to 
the baby wen he is wosh, and thats wy some fokes call ’em millers, 
but were is their wite hats Ide like to no. 


WOODPECKERS. 


These fellers works as carpenters, but they wudl make more money 
if they wud go in for cole minin, cos a man wich had a cole mine went 
down tc were his men was to work and saidif they diddent work 
fasser he was a goin to git some woodpeckers, wich wuld dig out 
more cole in a hour than they did all day. Then the men held a 
meetin, and all struck, for they thot, the men did, that woodpeckers 
was some new fangle mashine, and wen the man said they was birds, 
and it was all a joke, one ole miner he spoke up and said hede like to 
kno wot birds was, but a other feller he said he new wot birds was wel 
enuf, but hede like to be tole wot jokes was. 

Woodpeckers hammers a tree full of holes and gits werms out, but 
I spect wen one isa gittin "em out a other is a goin to the holes ahed 
of him and stickin ’em in, and now for the story wich I said I wudl 
tel you. 

Once in America a man wich lived in the woods was cuttin down 
trees, and he had so many chilren that his wife cuddent mind’em all 
to home, so he tuke the baby with him and laid it on a stump wile he 
workt. The baby was red heded, and the woodpeckers there is red 
heded, too, and one wasasettinonalibm. Pretty soon the baby begun 
to cri, and wen the woodpecker see its mouth open and herd it a crine 
it thot to itsef poor thing, were is your ole birds, you mus be offle 
hungry, [le see if I can doany thing for you; and wen the man come up 
to the baby to say gitchy, gitchy, gitchy, he see the woodpecker drop 
a long red werm in the babys mouth and fly back to the lim. Then 
the man pull out the werm and lookt at the woodpecker and said my 
good feller, if you keep a bordin house here wot is your terms? But 
the woodpecker only srugged its sholders like a French man, as if it 
said you ugly theef, I bleeve if it wasent hatch out yet you wuld suck 
the eg like a cuckoo! 


THE HIPPO. 


Their hole name is hippopopotamusses, but hippo is there pet name, 
like my sister is call Missy, tho she isa grate big girl, but not so big 
asa hippo. Uncle Ned he says hippo means a horse, but if that is so 
I think the man that first said it was a fool, cos horse is easier to say, 
and these animils issent any more like a horse than Mister Briley the 
butcher’s meat block is like a game of crokay. 

Hippose is found in Affrica, but wen you have foun one wot can you 
do? Its like a man wich was a lookin for a other man to give him a 
good hidin, and wen he come up to him he said my fine feller, Ive foun 
you now, and the other man he said he had, that was a fack, and wen 
he said it he pick up a big stick. Then the first man wich spoke said 
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yes, Ive foun you at last, and the other man said he cuddent deny it, 
and was a rolen up his sleeve. Then the first man wich spoke said 
did he kno wot street they was in, and the other man he said course I 
do, you raskil, it is High-street. Then the first man wich spoke 
said o, if you aint lost it was no use me findin you, and he wakled 
a way as fass as he could. 

There is two hivpose in the Zoo, and a little hippo wich is Guy Fox, 
but not the Guy Fox wich my father says was the only man wich ever 
tride to ellivate the counsils of the nation. Uncle Ned he says 
callin Guy Fox little makes him think of wen he was in Calliforny, 
cos one day they was a young wale come a shore, and every boddy 
was goin tothe beach to see it, and it was long like a tug bote and 
thicker than a ephalent, but a young lady wich went with uncle Ned 
lookt at it and said jest to think of such a timy creetur havin no 
mother, mite she take it in her lap if she woud be careful? And 
every woman wich came to see it said wot sweet little wale. 

Did you ever sec the hippose at the Zoo hole open their mouths for 
biscits? I telvyou its fritetle til you git use to it. Wile one is a bein 
fed the other is off to one side a watchin, and wen it sees the biscit in 
the other’s mouth it winks its. eye, and the other shets its mouth and 
swollers, cos you mite put a hole lofe in their mouths and they 
wuddent kno it less the other tole ’em, but that way they dont wase 
no time on bad boys wich «makes beleeve. 

Wen my sister toks to her dicky bird I spose it thinks like we do 
about the hippo, wot a horrid grate mouth! But if she new it thot 
that I spect she would fine out it was wicked to keep birds in cages, 
and wud sel it for jus wot any boddy woud giv, but wen it comes to 
birds I go in for egles, wich wops all the uthers, and flies roun, and 
roun, and up, up, up, hooray! 





THE O'’ POSSUM. 


If there is any thing in names this animel is Irish, but there isent 
none there now, and them in the collinies call theirselfs possums, like 
they was natifs. Possums is bigger than a bird, but not so big as a 
dog, and has a sharp nose and a long bald hedded tale wich is all ways 
cole as ice, never mind the wether. Its jus as if their tales was ded 
and the funerals was poseponed, but this aint so, for there tales is mity 
lively if you have ever see ’em twiss ’em roun the bars of their cage. 
I herd a man from Ostralia say that they was no place in the world 
were nature had been so good to her creatures, and he said, the man 
did, that if it wasent for the possum’s tales how cud they hang by ‘em 
from the branches of trees like they do, but wen I ast him wot they 
hung for he dident kno. I spect its only to sho they aint afrade. 

The she one has a tobacco pouch on the outside of her stummack, 
and wen the little ones is friten they creeps in it, and wen they are 
snug they dont care a copper wot becomes of their ole mother wich is 
outside. When the dogs fines a possum and it cant git to a tree it lies 
down and pretens it is ded. 

Once they was a dog wich diddent kno about possums foun one a 
lying like it was ded, and after rolin it over a wile, and smellin it, the 
dog lay down by it and went to sleep. Wen the possum saw the dog 
wase sleep it got up quitely to go a way, but jus then the dog opend 
its eyes and see the possum standin up. Such a friten dog you never 
see, and such a friten possum you never see, but the dog most. It 
jumpt up and made for home, howlin at evry leep, and fore it got 
home it had change from a black Newfounlarn pup to aole bull dog as 
wite as milk. 

A man wich had a pet possum and a chicken wich he thot ever so 
much of wasa settin at his table ritin one day, wen he see the 
possum come in at the door and try to sneak under the bed. So the 
man he said Cleopatra, wich was the possum’s name, come here and do 
some tricks on the table, but the possum needed lots of coaxin, and 
wen it was a settin up on the table beggin, like a dog, the man herd 
his chicken go yeep, yeep, yeep! Then the possum she started and 
stared all roun the room like she said wy, bles my soul, were is that 
chickin? But the man he new were it was wel enoughf. Then the 
chickin went yeep, yeep, agin, and the possum ran to evry side of the 
table and lookt over the edg, and then come back to the middel a 
shakin her head like sayin I cant make it out at all, it beats me! But 
wen the man he cluckt like a ole hen the chickin stuck its head out of 
Cleopatra’s pouch, were it had been put a way to be et. 

Possums 18 , wich-souns very fine and grand, but I spose 
its jus costhey cant be any thing els, with their cote tails and them 
pockets on their stummackses. 


A Drop. 

We have been accused of being too severe when we hint that 
teetotallers do not always take the water neat. We recently came on 
the following announcement by a Temperance lecturer :— 

Try THe Srreirs! 

Husw! Tew. rr nor mw Gari! 
To ordinary mortals this looks very like a plain invitation tohave a 
glass in the “‘ Private Entrance.”’ 
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DUTCH COURTSHIP. 


A Patuetic Baap. 


¥ 






WAS in days long gone by, 
rood the true and the 


ant” tee beautiful all 
were a3. — 
That there lived ina cottage close down by a wood 
A sweet lovely young Hollandish nun. 


Well, at least she was always regarded as such, 
Yet I fancy no orders she took, 
h I’m told that she gave them in voluble Dutch 
greengrocer, butler, and cook. 


And the villagers gathered to hear her give out, 
In a language that new was and strange, 

Her advice as to sirloins and spareribs and stout, 
And to get what they could in exchange. 


In exchange did I say ‘—Well, I didn’t mean that, 
For they'd nothing to give in those days ; 

But they took what they could of the len and the fat, 
And then all went their several ways. 


All but one—who was noble if he’d had his rights ; 
He was clever ; but then he was poor; 

Still, he learnt the Dutch language by starlight at nights, 
And oft ogled the nun from the door. 


For the spirit of love held him chained to the spot, 
And he thought he was loved in return ; 

So he constantly hung’round that dear little cot, 
And cared nought for the porter so stern. 


Well, in due,course of time—about twenty-five years— 
Thus did accident favour his pray’rs,— 

He was standing one day, deaf to eae men’s sneers, 
When the lady came marching down stairs. 


There he stood all abashed, and his blushes were such, 
That the lady in tones that were sweet 

Said, “‘ Oh dear me, young man ’’—mind, she said itim Dutch— 
‘* Here’s a penny, get something to eat. 


“ Or, just stay, you can into the buttery go 
(See ; she’s pointing towards it above) 

And perform at your best, for I'd have yoa to know 
That I’m off now to marry my love.’’ 


Here the chronicle ends, but I somehow have learned 
That she married a duke that same day, 

While. her lowly young lover so jealously burned 
That he ae the cook straight away. 
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2. Of course every editor was anxious to get possession of him, body and soul 
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3. And sent his wife and daughters to wheedle his idea out of him. 


4. Nay, even went so far as to cast unusually imposing type wherewith to set up his copy. \j 
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at his door. —— 6. But glory had departed, and all was ablank. The miserable man didn’t open 


that door, for he had forgotien his idea.——And we fancy this is often the case with many other clever folks—including ourselves. 


5. The 8th arrived, and his staircase swarmed with devils 
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SYMPATHETIC, BUT DOUBTFUL, AND BY NO MEANS BRIGHT. 
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MY NEWEST INVENTIONS. 


I've lately discovered more wonderful schemes | 
Than have ever been hit upon, even in dreams. S| BRR 
When I bring them all out (which I hope may be soon) | NNR | | BSS 


eal 
AE TP 
N NY 


They will stagger the world, and astonish the moon. 

I have lavished in coin upon plans by the score | IN 
Ev'ry atom I’m worth, and a little bit more. ARN 
If you grant me two minutes I think you'll agree 
That Columbus and Newton were nothing to me. 


I've thought of a way for converting the blacks, 

By exporting a cargo of bishops in sacks ; 

And a method for paying the national debt, 

Which is not very clearly developed as yet. 

Then my brain to a system has just given birth, 
Which is death to all fighting of battles on earth :— 
When a soldier or sailor attempts to begin 

Let a few of the local police run him in. 


I’ve aremedy sure that is coming to light 

For all envy, and hatred, and malice, and spite ; 

And a physic sublime in the shape of a pill 

To let nobody know what it means to be ill. 

Of a few other matters I’ve made little mems, 

Such as crushing the taxes, and cleaning the Thames; 
And, if Government only would give me support, 

I believe I could finish the new Inns of Court. 


I own it appears to me rather a shame 

That I fail to get money, and fail to get fame. 

I am certainly formed, with a head such as mine, 
Among giants of genius and talent to shine. 

But if Britain refuses her son bread and cheese, 
I can take my discoveries over the seas. 

In America, doubtless, a fortune awaits 

The deserving inventor.—I’m off to the States. 


, 
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‘¢ Linage.” 


In a police report concerning a burglary we are told 
of the prisoner that he was “a powerful young man 
wearing a heavy moustache and downcast appearance.”’ 
While prepared to accept the heavy moustache as 
evidence of the culprit’s strength, we are of opinion that 
the remainder of the sentence gives rather proof of his 
weakness. This with all submission, for a “liner” of 
course carries too many guns for so frail a vessel as 


ours. 


oT 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Dovsts about Nana Sahib’s capture. This is all through the Daily 
Telegraph's doubtful way of spelling his name. — Kullman to have 


fourteen years for not killing Bismarck. A Prussian blue look-out for | 


him. — Sergeant Brennan gets off with fifteen months. Jury recom- 
mended him to mercy because he tried to fit the case to the prisoners, 
not the prisoners to the case. Intelligent twelve! — Mr. Bright 
thinks vaccination right, but compulsion wrong. Other luminaries 
think compulsion right and vaccination wrong. One opinion just as 
good as the other. — M. Thiers enthusiastically received at Nice. 
Nice little man for a nice little party. — Guy Fawkes’ day a failure in 
London. So many guys walking about that no one would notice those 
that were carried. Bankruptcy of the speculative costermongers. — 
Madness of a small firework seller in Clerkenwell through dearth of 
trade. Was found pinning himself to the back wall, and trying to 
let himself off like a catherine-wheel. — Marshal Bazaine in London. 
The people’s caterer has not made him a splendid offer to go through 
the rope trick at North Woolwich, and conduct the fireworks. — An- 
nexation of the Fiji Islands, finally and o-fiji-ly accomplished. A 
truly Herculean task. — Wounded sailor taken to the dead-house. 
Wouldn't die, and so was sent to hospital. With consistent obstinacy 
died there. — Chief Clerk at Bow-street retired after fifty years of 
service. Should publish his “ Recollections of Magisterial Small- 
talk” (laughter). — Mr. Welby Pugin has been requested—but no, 
he might call; or, worse, send. 





Better. 


A BOOK is announced called “ The Better Self.”” In literature our 


age is far inferior to the Elizabethan, but let us at least hope that this 
work may prove as good as if it had been written by Bet herself. 
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MORE NICE THAN WISE. 


sAY, BILL, THEY MAY CALL THEM ERE THINGS NICE, BUT I’M BLOWFD 
iF I sEE AS THEY’ RE HUP TO MUCH.’ 


| A Dark Séance. 


A LAMP has been invented, says a contemporary, for taking photo- 
graphs at night. We had thought a photograph was necessarily a 
sun-picture, but never mind; we will not be hypercritical if only 
somebody will tell us who wants his photograph taken at night. 
| What is the use of getting out of bed to sit for a picture with a black 
background? All you have tw do is to drop in at St. James’s Hall at 
some convenient hour of the day and ask the Moore and Burgess 

Minstrels to be good enough to go with you to the nearest photo- 
_grapher. If you don’t find them waiting for you when you call at 

the Hall, walk up to the bar, strike your foot upon the bosom of the 

floor, whistle thrice, mutter an incantation, and ring a half-crown on 
_ the counter. 


A Triple Bob Minor. 


| Now then, young Crichtons, here’s your chance !— 


WANTED, a LAD in a lawyer’s office, who can read, write, and cipher well and 
quickly, and is intelligent, active, clean in person, respectable in behaviour, 
and knows the City. Office hours nine to six, unless business requires further 
time. Remuneration at first 3s. a week, to be increased according to conduct.— 
| Applications to be by letter, prepaid, containing references, &c. 
| Reading, writing, and arithmetic of the best, brains, cleanliness, gen- 
tlemanliness, experience, to be laid on for nine hours a day or more— 
all for thirty-six pence a week! Is the School Board already doing 


so much, that education and refinement are as cheap as dirt ? 





With Immediate Despatch. 


Messrs. Marinorovex and Co. have published a work expoundin; 
a method of ‘international correspondence by means of numbers.” 
There is nothing new in that notion; in settling their little differences 


“Tue fying squad-run to the Brazils in their next cruise” is aj of opinion nations have long been in the habit of despatching 


somewhat mystifying item of naval intelligence. 


numbers. 
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A WASTE OF TIME. 


Elderly Coster :—“I TELL YER WHAT IT Is, SAM; IF 


SUCH HARRISTOCRATIC NOTIONS INTO YOUR HEAD YOU'LL GO TO THE DOGS. 
WASHING HIMSELF—WITH SOAP, TOO— 


THE IDEA OF A FELLOW LIKE YOU 
EVERY MORNING !”’ 


UNDER ORDERS. 


The Criterion Great Hall, after remaining unoccupied since its com- 
pletion, more than twelve months ago, because of the muddling of the 
Middlesex licensing magistrates, has at last become sanctioned of the 
powers that be—what they be asa rule we all know—and a few 
nights back commenced the season with an entertainment provided by 
those popular mimics and puzzling twins, the Wardropers. The style 
of performance with which these gentlemen are associated is too well 
known to require description here, and so we need only say that the 
entertainment seems as likely to become popular—judged by the 
reception accorded it on the opening night—at the Criterion, as it has 
already made itself elsewhere in London, as well as in the provinces. 
The hall is worthy of the rest of the building, good taste and money 
having been evidently expended most unsparingly in its decoration, 
while its construction is eminently suited to the variety of demands 
likely to be made on it in the course of a London season. 

Mr. G. E. Fairchild gave another of his “ Readings from the Poets 
and Humorists” at the St. George’s Hall recently to the evident 
satisfaction of a fairly numerous audience. So many people start as 
readers nowadays, without either vocal power or knowledge of what is 
most likely to be acceptable to the majority of listeners, that for the 
sake of those who draw the line at ‘readings,’ and consider stage 
plays iniquitous, we are glad.to give our mite of approval to both the 
matter andthe manner of Mr. Fairchild. Asa rule, “ readings’’ are 
dreary and monotonous, but Mr. Fairchild rises superior to many of 
the difficulties which beset his path. 

Despite the obstacles which seemed to impede its progress at first, 
the St. James’s management has succeeded in getting a fair start, and 
is likely to have both a long and a favourable innings. Whether The 
Bleck Prince is constructed on strictly legitimate principles or not is a 









YOU GO GETTING 
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| DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 398. 


Nortu or South, East or West, 
Choose whichever you like best — 
Seek me everywhere. 
Sail afar o’er the sea, 
Ocean wide knows not me— 
No one finds me there. 


Seek my second’s aid; take heed 
Lest it hopelessly mislead. 
See you start aright ; 
Public spirit! good example— 
Look to us now for a sample— 
We're a shining light. 


1. “ Go to the ant’’ is now a hackneyed story— 
The busy bee’s been preached to countless flocks ; 
But those who'd study me in all my glory 
Will learn a lasting lesson from a Fox. 


2. Of me you may have numbers, 
You'll lose me in your slumbers ; 
Should you not possess me, 
Faith you'll never guess me, 

So put your brain in steep, sir, 
And guess me ere you sleep, sir. 


3. Take anything anyone ever possessed— 
Great or little I care not a feather. 
Take half, and then carefully look at the rest— 
I am that— but don’t put them together. 


4. Smoothly, soothingly, off the tongue, 
Languidly, lazily, gliding, 
Songs the sweetest that ever were sung 
Keep me in kindly abiding. 
5. Just look at me straight as your optics can look, 
And if e’er in my life I spake true, 
You can’t see me straight if (to speak by the book) 
No strabismus gives help to your view. 


6. Of puzzling, rhyming, I’ve had quantum suff. 
Are you sicktoo? You’ve got me, that’s enough. 


7. Gorgeous in dress and bewigged to perfection, 
If ever I speak, friends in hundreds will list ; 
I have never been known to give way to dejection, 
But am always quite up to a rubber of whist. 


SotuTion oF Acrostic, No. 396.— Guy Fawkes, Lord 
Mayor: Gimmal, Umbo, Yellow-fever, Fad, Antagon- 
ism, Wamba, Kicksy, Electro,Speaker. Correct : Smug, 
Topsy, Chiokweed, R. W. B., Rumbo, Sphinx. 


extremely amusing if not particularly instructive; and even Mr. 
Lecocq would not tremble for his reputation if he could hear his errant 
music as at present collected and arranged. There is a great deal in 
knowing, when one is going to the theatre, that the front of the house 
is properly managed, and that visitors are not regarded as merely so 
many victims to be offered up at the shrine of that modern rapacious 
theatrical demon, Extortion. They are not at the St. James’s. 

On Saturday morning next, the 14th inst., Mr. E. J. Odell—an 
unfashionable actor, whose sterling ability has not yet raised him 
powerful “‘ creative ” friends—takes a benefit at the Globe, where it is 
said he will essay the character of Hamlet. For him no lengthy 
columns of ink will be slung; on his account no hackneyed quotations 
or frenzied apostrophes will be committed to print: he will be com- 
pared with neither Kean nor Kemble, nor even with Macready. 
But in default of all this, perhaps he will get what is to him more 
substantial—a ‘“‘ bumper.” So, as Mrs. Jarley said, ‘‘ Be in time, be 


in time, be in time!”’ 


Verbum sat. 

CABMEN are accused of many offences in the course of the year, but 
this is the first time we ever met with the following ingenious idea, 
which is commended to the notice of “the feminine terror” tu 
drivers :— 

TEN SHILLINGS REWARD.—To Cabmen.—If the DRIVER who sat a lady 
down near the York and Albany, Regent’s Park, on Thursday night last, 
about eleven o’clock, will SEND his NAME and ADDRESS ‘0 thall receive the 
above reward after an interview. 
Ten shillings will hardly be an adequate solatium to the cabman for 
the part a big stick will play in the interview, if the advertiser— who is 
confused enough in his construction to be an outraged husband—really 
means what he says. It is evident, if he means sat, that he means 





question we do not care to enter into—we are satisfied to find it | ‘ sat.” 
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SPORTING IMPROBABILITIES. 


Srr,—A week or two back I made application in these columns for 
a testimonial, and said I should be prepared to treat with anyone who 
would promote the matter thoroughly, and bring it by any means to a 
satisfactory termination. Satisfactory to me, of course I meant, but 
all the applications 1 have received, so far, seem to be in the interests 
of the applicants themselves. One man writes to say:—I have 
studied your work now for some years, and up to the moment of 
inditing this letter have never been able to discover in it one senti- 
ment or idea worthy of committing to memory, always excepting 
what you have said about the testimonial. Until now I thought you 
were a confirmed idiot, allowed by a beneficent editor to write in the 
interests of that vast number of other idiots with which the world 
abounds, and even your undoubtedly great success in the way of picking 
out winners I have always ascribed to the peculiar fortune which 
always favours fools.” Then this man goes on to say that he sees at 
last in me the germs of something like sense, and if I will only be 
guided by him he will make a man of me after all. His terms I must 
say are rather exorbitant, and I do not fancy “the germ”’ will allow 
me to give him fifty per cent. on all receipts, and divide equally the 
actual testimonial—which he says can be bought cheap and made to look 
worth the full amount subseribed—after presentation. No, my valued 
correspondent:; I may bea fool, but I’m not fool enough for that, 
although you do say you've promoted hundreds of testimonials on the 
same terms. Why, according to that the promoter must be worse 
than the thief—I mean the receiver must be worse than No, I don’t 
think I’ know what I do mean just now, and that’s'a fact. Then I had 
another letter from another man who thinks I ought. to give him. @ 
testimonial’ to recoup him for the losses he has sustained through me. 
Hesays:—“ The first time you ever gave a tip I followed you, and lost ; 
then I thought it would be good business to lay against your selections, 
and you a run of luck, and I lost again. So I took to following 
your advice once more, and lost that way; and I'll see you blowed 
before you ever get.a blessed penny of my money.’ This man is 
evidently a liar; and of his being so he gives ample proof, if proof were 
required, in his postscript, which runs thus:—“ Still, if you! mean 
business, and will cut up the pieces properly, I can make lots‘of my 
pals believe you're the most deserving fellow in the world.’ Among 
other letters received is one offering to put me on the committee of a 
new club, which will make me a fall member without paying any 
subscription; but as the letter says nothing about free drinks, and as 
the old-fashioned kind of public-house, which doesn’t evade the 
Licensing Act, suits me so far, I have begged to be excused, but have 
referred the writer to several gentlemen of my acquaintance who'll 
take anything that enables them to make the smallest show, or give 
the most spurious evidence of distinction. But in all my letters there 
is not one containing as much as a halfpenny stamp, and so I am 
bound to consider that, hard as I have tried, I have not yet got down 
to the level of a “‘ complimentary testimonial.’ Stay; there’s one 
thing I did get out of my appeal. I did get an invitation—which I 
accepted—from Messrs. Fradelle and Marshall to have my portrait 
taken, and they actually gave mea dozen cartes for myself. [ Yes, 
and since Augspur’s had his portrait taken, he has really begun to 
believe himself good-looking. O photography! what crimes are 
committed in thy name!— Ep. | 

It is not generally known that I was the cause of the match being 
made at the recent Houghton meeting between Prince Charlie and 
Peut-étre. ButI was; and yet see how modest merit stands unheeded 
by while people who thrust themselves forward, like Messrs. Dawson 
and Jones, reap all the reward. It was I also who advised the Jockey 
Club to continue the Middle Park Plate if they could get other people 
to subscribe the money. *Twas I again who advised people to bring 
wreaths and bouquets for the purpose of crowning and decking both 
Prince Charlie and Peut-étre ; and showed those who brought them for 
the wrong horse that the flowers were not wasted, as they could be 
taken at once to London and the Lyceum for the use of Mr. Irving. 
There could be no doubt that, merited or not, they would be worn 
there. For all these things what do I get? Not even honourable 
acknowledgment of my services. Nobody raves about me—it is not 
the fashion yet. I knew a man once—I don’t mean I only knewa 
man once, though the commodity is scarce—who was awfully clever. 
Perhaps not quite as clever as I am, but almost. He could write 
plays nearly as well as Shakespeare—some people said a good deal of 
his writing was Shakespeare—he could make verses, and faces, and 
poetry, and play on the fiddle, and chew tobacco, and mend clocks, 
and take portraits, and conduct a’bus. Besides all this he could act 
a little. But nobody took any notice of all his cleverness, because, as 
he said himself, he was a good deal too versatile. So one day he said 
to me, ‘‘ Look here, I’m about to concentrate all my ability as I’m going 
in for being a genius?’’ Sol said, “ What's that?’’ And he says, 
‘Why, a cove that can only do one thing, but can do it like steam.”’ 
After that he steamed off and I’ve never seen him since; but I believe 
he has gone to ‘another land and become famous as an actor, ora 
tobacco-chewer, or a ’bus conductor, or a fiddle-player, or as any one, 








‘very obediently, the reader's to command, 
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but as only one, of the mary things he was to many men in this old- 
fashioned country. There's nothing like leather—I mean concentra- 
tion; though they're much alike. ich reminds me that if I don’t 
concentrate I’m likely to get a Hibernian advance upon my weekly 
honorarium, and to find my article outside the paper. I am en 

to concentrate my unwilling abilities on the turf; and so, with the 
remark that Flarry, Servia, and S tor seem to me the best in the 
Liverpool Autumn Cup, I get back to my work, and subscribe myself, 
Avasrur. 





A FAIR SCORE. 
By AN UNWREATHED BROWSER. 


WHEN angles are considered lines of beauty ; 
When knocking knees are thought to do their duty ; 
When fulsome praise is not so deftly swallowed; 
When senile leaders are aptly followed ; 
When wreaths are purchased after due inspection ; 
When Wills's humour does not cause dejection ; 
When boys are not allowed to sit as judges ; 
When fair opinions cause ‘no private grudges ; 
When modest merit stands not. by unheeded ; 
When from the stage “ creations”’ have been weeded ; 
When one-part plays no longer glut our houses; 
When vulgar taste no longer ire arouses ; 
When fashion does not drive old writers silly 
And make the youngsters follow “ willy nilly ’’; 

en first-night visitors are not selected 
From friends whose fervour makes them soon detected ; 
When critics from free list are not suspended 
Because the manager they’ve sore offended ;— 
Then shall we think the Hamlet’s most deserving, 
That gets the praise bestowed on Mr. Irving. 


Truth-and-Water. 


Here is an advertiser who is pretty explicit. His wishes are aw 
clear as the water (we hope) is that he drinks :— 


TO TEETOTAL YOUTHS OF GOOD TEMPLAR PROCLIVITIES. 
WANTED. a Christian LAD, who can write fairly, to assist the advertiser ir his 

office. He must be of an unselfish disposition ; not habituxted@as cowards only 
are to the vice of lying; and who will at all times express what he feels, and at all 
hazards be prepared to defend his temperance principles. A youth fresh from 
school will be preferred.—Apply, &c. 
There is a suspicion of bigotry here which is the note of Good 
Templarism. The lad is to defend teetotalism tooth and nail at all 
hazards. But with regard to veracity, so long as he is not habituated 
to lying, that is to say if he only lies occasionally, he will do. 
Temperance is everything, but Truth is the thing of which man wants 
but little here below nor wants that little long. Perhaps Truth 
would not get even thus much attention if her residence ina well 
(where she habitually lies) did not connect her with teetotalism. 


Reputed Quarts. 


Mr. Wrii1aM Grey, bottler, of Forfar, must have been astonished 
when called on to pay a fine of ten shillings and five guineas costs for 
selling inferior beer in Messrs. Bass’s bottles. Astonished at the 
lenity of the sentence we mean. Truly “Bass is the slave who 
pays ”—in reputation. 





Aushers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 
panied a stamped and directed envelope, -rd we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

ALDERMAN.—It¢ all depends on whether required for the trade or for 
private individuals Not before Wednesday morning to the public. 

X. Z —The answer would apply to your “ little joke.” 

W. W. (Dumbartonshire.)—How can we tell till we see your work ? 

C. A. (Southampton.)—Was that out of your own head? If so, try 
again. 

P. Syntax.—See “‘ Joe Miller,” original edition, page 495. 

Rev. M. P (Athenry.)—Then wty ask for it ? 

W. H. L. (Birmingham.)—Well, no. Think of our readers’ feelings. 

F. G. ANDREW.—As you didn’t wait for permission after soliciting it, 
we suppose you didn’t expect your letter to be read. It wasn’t. 

W. C.—Wouldn’t it have been easier to cut it out? We don’t keep the 
Telegraph on hand longer than is absolutely necessary. 

TinkER.—Too Tinkerian, and by no means clever. 

Hit um Harp.—But you don’t. Try alittle harder. 

J. E.—Perambulator! Your wits seem to have been perambulating. 

Declined with thanks:—Kcid Nitram; Oommercial E.; J. J. W.; J. 
Edwards; G.G. (Middleton) ; Morty ; Gratis; James; Edward J. Collins; 
Jim ; R. C. Plowden ; W. Mackay; 8. E. Davis. 
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A SMART YOUTH. 


Queenie (reading) :—“ Wuat pvors “ S-o-t-T-o V-0-c-B’’ MEAN, MA DEAR?”’ 
Ma (to son) :—“*‘ Now, GrorGk, YOU SAY YOU ARE GETTING ON 80 WELL AT SCHOOL; SEE IF YOU CAN INFORM YOUR SISTER.”’ 
Young Etonian (with dignity) :—* Wy, you LITTLE sTOOPID! suRELY you kNow “Sorro” 1s Latin ror sot, AND “ Vocg”’ 18 
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A LONG WAY ROUND. 
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time ago it found out some pigeons that gave milk at the rate ofa 
hundred miles an hour, or something like that, and now it has a 
vehicle which is likely to drive the Coventry Bicycle Company—share- 
holders, directors, chairman and all—mad with very envy. After 
observing that an application had been made to Colonel Henderson for 
his approval of a new cab, the E. S. goes on to say in reference to it :— 
Some years since a velocipede was invented and called a monocycle, where the 
rider was seated within the perimeter of a 6ft. Gin. wheel. This principle has thus 
far been applied by the inventor. The cab is suspended on two small driving- 
wheels on castors, which themselves run and bear the weight of the carriage on 
the inside rim of two axletrees or centreless wheels of 6ft. 3in. in diameter. 
Some people like to use hard words, and so, although all competent 
authorities are satisfied to say circumference with regard to the 
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what on earth can wheels want on castors unless they have colchicum 
and list slippers as well? And how ever can axletrees—when they 
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oentreless wheels; and if so, why? 
Conservative reaction and the effect of luminous particles applied to 
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FOR BREAKFAST. 


CHOCOLAT 
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boundaries of circular bodies, we find the word perimeter here. But | 
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are axletrees, and not boot-trees, cherry-trees, or cross-trees—be 
This must be one of the results of | 
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vorcs. So, OF COURSE IT MEANS SPOKEN IN A DRUNKABD'S VOICE—INDISTINCT 
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space, t.¢e., to the inside of a Tory sub-editor’s pericranium, the pons 
varolitt and medulla oblongata, the crura cerebri and crura cerebelli 





Tue Evening Standard is great at discovering novelties. A little | being thereby afflicted with centrelessness of the axletrees. Readers 


will please note that we, too, can use hard words when absolutely 
necessary. 





‘‘A Long-felt Want.”’ 


A coat merchant advertises his desire for a clerk who is “‘a constant 
and consistent early riser.”’ That is, he requires a man who can keep 
pace with the constant—shall we say consistent ?—rise in coals. This 
would be a jewel of an employé—a regular black diamond in fact. 


Ready To-morrow (Thursday), Price Twopence, 
FUN ALMANAC. 


PRoFUSELY [LLUSTRATED. 





Now feady, One Shilling. 
TOM HOOD’S CUMIC ANNUAL. 


Wirn Numerous I[LLusTRaTions BY THE First ARTISTS. 


MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON, 











| 
trinted by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Sommons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—Lendon, Nov. 14, is74. 
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“IT’S AN ILL WIND—” 


Mrs. Jones :—‘‘ Au, Mrs. SmiruH, My DEAR; I’VE NOT SEEN YOU SINCE THAT TERRIBLE EXPLOSION. 


o” 


How DID you GET on: 


Mrs. Parvenu Smith :—“ Ou, MY DEAR, EVERY WINDOW BBOKE, AND YET MY HUSBAND, YOU KNOW, WILL PERSIST THAT THAT HORRID 


GUNPOWDER IS A—IS A WONDERFUL BOOM TO MANKIND. 


He sAYS IT BANGS MOST MODERN INVENTIONS OUT AND OUT. IT CEKTAINLY 


BANGED MOST OF OUR NEW FURNITURE ALL TO PIECES, AND WILL BE A BOOM TO THE MANKIND THAT HAS TO MEND IT.” 


MONTHLY MAG-PIE. 


NoveEMBER. 


In the Cornhill, Mr. Black’s story of the “ Three Feathers’’ continues 
to grow in interest ; in ‘‘ Far from the Madding Crowd”’ a fresh com- 
plication arises from the unexpected appearance of Troy. “ Agatha 
Marron ” is one of those distinctive French sketches which have given 
a character to this excellent magazine. The remaining contents are 
of the usual class. 

In Temple Bar a well-known hand sketches the lives of Gustave 
Courbet and Guizot. Mr. Wilkie Collins continues his mysteries, and 
a new novel entitled “ Leah,’”’ by the author of one of the best of 
modern novels, “ Ought We to Visit Her?’ opens with much promise 
for the reader somewhat wearied of ‘‘ Patricia Kemball,’ in which 
the humanity is cold, and all the ert fails to create sympathy. 

The Christmas number of TJinsley’s is, as might have been expected 
considering his previous successes, written throughout by Mr. B. L. 
Farjeon, whose ‘“‘ Blade o’ Grass” a couple of years back drew alter- 
nate tears and laughter from many thousand readers, made his name 
known and welcome throughout this country, and caused a distant 
colony to be indeed proud of her absent son. The present story is 
called “The King of No-Land,”’ andif it is not quite as good as 
‘‘ Blade o’ Grass,’’ which was indeed a green spot in a desert of Christ- 
mas numbers, it is full of that tender and gently humorous writing 
for which Mr. Farjeon’s best known works are celebrated. 

In the veteran Chambers’ Journal, ‘‘My Adventures in the French 
War” will be found interesting reading, and as is nearly always the 
case with this old and excellent periodical, the other articles offer a 
choice of topics so varied, that they must be indeed hard to please 
who cannot find something to read and enjoy. 

In the Argosy Mrs. Wood occupies as usual the lion’s share with a 
creepy novel, and when we turn from its pages to the “ Magnolia,” a 
name so identified now-a-days with mining sketches in California, we 
find some rather feeble verses on the English translation of the flower. 


vou. XX. 











‘¢ Froni,’’ and “Jeremiah Horrocks,” do their best to make up for 
our disappointment, 

In the Gentleman’s Magazine, Mr. S. R. Townsend Mayer supplies a 
paper brimming with unpublished letters, personal recollections, and 
contemporary notes on “ Barry Cornwall.’ Mr. Robert Buchanan’s 
‘**O’Connor’s Wake”’ is spirited, and “‘ Red Spinner”’ grows enthusiastic 
over pike fishing, which he is quite at liberty to do, provided he does 
not ask us to partake of his flannelly and flavourless prey. 

Once a Week improves but little; its humour is as mechanical as 
that of Miss P.’s parrot, and it is greatly to be regretted that the 
graceful and fanciful pencil of Mr. Waddy should be diverted from 
work in which he excelled, to such very inferior themes as those he is 
now called upon to illustrate. 

When we say that the Contemporary Review marshals on its staff 
this month Professor Tyndall, Canon Jenkins, Lord Lytton, Mr. G. 
H. Darwin, Mr. Peter Bain, Mr. Greig, and Mr. Matthew Arnold, we 
think we have said enough to justify a sick jester in crying off the 
task of criticising. 

In Every Boy’s Magazine Jules Verne comes to the fore with one of 
his remarkable stories; the other contents are of a kind familiar to 
the reader cf the magazine. The new wrapper must have a passing 
word of commendation. 

Macmillan’s Magazine is solid and severe as ever. Captain Burton's 
‘* Notes on Rome” will be widely read, and a Sacramental Hymn by 
the Dean of Westminster will of course command attention. 

Of the St. James's Magazine the chief attraction continues to be the 
‘‘ Mysterious Island” of Verne. 

The illustrations to Art are very good indeed this month, even the 
oil painting of Diana yielding itself readily to photography. A re- 
production of the engraving of Correggio’s “St. John”’ is the second 
illustration, and the third, an ideal figure of “ Art,” is a truly beau- 
tiful composition. Mr. Forbes Robinson is to be congratulated on the 
continued success that crowns his unwearied efforts to make this review 


worthy of its name. 
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REACTION. 


“’T1s time,” thought Sweet William, “I somehow should show 
That my hold on the people I'll never forego ; 
Though my politics left me neglected to die, 
Reaction must follow—religion’s my ¢ry.”’ 
But still, somehow, think we, 
This can hardly right be ; 
The change is so sudden, dear W. G. 


““ When they find that no longer I’m friends with the Pope, 
In whose rapid conversion I once used to hope ; 
When with Archbishop Manning they know I've fall'n out, 
I'll find plenty to follow, my lead never doubt.” 
Yes, all friends of that kind 
Who to actions are blind, 
And to words, empty words, give an inconstant mind. 


“ So I'll write down the Pope, and I'll prove that he’s wrong ; 
And I'll pitch into him and his creed pretty strong. 
Besides this I'll show, what none else could have known, 
That the Pope wanted England once more for his own.” 
But we never could be 
Ever bound to his see. 
“ We're much best as we are” is the people's decree, 


* And When the world knows I’m a good man and bold— 
That I’ve saved the whole State like Monteagle of old— 


They'll all grieve o’er the loss which for twelve months they bore, 


And the People’s own William I'}l be ever more.’’ 
This is hasty, think we, 
And the country’s decree 
Is “ We don’t want your bogeys, dear W, G.” 


Tre intense but somewhat irrational desire possessed by human 
, and London human beings in particular, for stand- 
ing about the streets in large numbers upon the smallest possible 
provocation, was shown on Lord Mayor’s Day in its amplest propor- 
There was little enough to be seen in the way of a show, yet 
the numbers that thronged every inch of the way marked out for the 
civic procession were even larger than in the old days, when there 
really was something strange and almost unnatural to see on the 9th 
The practice of standing on the pavement in crowds, 
and gazing pensively into space—or into the policemen's faces, which 
is much the same thing—is gradually growing amongst us; and may- 
be Professor Huxley will see in it another proof of that mechanical 
action which causes comparatively lower types to do things without 
knowing why ; while, on the other hand, Professor Tyndall may discover 
Our own opinion is that 
the masses turn out on Lord Mayor’s Day because any excuse is better 
than none for a holiday, and that they turned out in larger numbers 
than usual this year, when there was less than usual to see, because 


beings in 


tions. 


of November. 


in it the germs of a materialism yet unborn. 


the 9th happened to fall on the festival of St. Monday. Perhaps, also, 
a desire to see Alderman Allen, and hear him order the police to form 
solid square with their heads, and charge the old women and children 
with their belts, had something to do with the unwonted gathering. 
But, whatever was the reason, there the people were, and among them 
were the usual and natural casualties sacred to a day’s public festivity. 
We have no wish to say, and do not think, that those who find their 
enjoyment in such sightseeing as that we have described are in 
any way wrong—they like it, and we trust if does them good; but 
we do protest, in the name of our common humanity, against the 
practice of dragging helpless infants into the midst of a surging crowd, 
unless, indeed, the intention be to kill or permanently injure them. 
Even then the performance might be more creditably done at home; 
while the reporters of “ accidents and offences’ might be recompensed 
for their losses by means of a small subscription, or for once might be 
allowed to do the descriptive matter in the daily papers. It would be 
an agreeable change for them, would give the regular men a rest, and 
would enable the public to get in this dull season something new and 


startling for its penny. 


Morse the Pity! 
Aw advertisement offers telegraphic instruction to ladies in either 
“the Morse, mirror, or needle system.”’ That the mirror will take 
the shine out of the needle may be seen at a glance. 


Hard or Soft P 


A youna wife engaged in the pleasing task of shopping, naively 
asked for “an hour-glass, to tell when an egg is boiled.” Her hus- 
band—stockbroker—muttered somethirg absurd about time-bargains. 





KUN. 


clude. 
been in Liverpool. 
Marshal of the landing stage, and keeps a splendid “ pub.’’"— Auaspur. 
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MORE SPORTING IMPROBABILITIES. 


Srtr,— While I was waiting the other day for something to turn up, 
and wondering whether I should be able to borrow the money to run 
down to Liverpoo]—not that I was hard up, only I had lent all my 
ready coin to my uncle at the corner—I took a stroll to West Bromp- 
ton to see the athletics. I won’ who first invented athletics, and 
whether he took out a patent; w . ther he was a walker or a runner, 
a sprintér of a distance-racer; whether he was a good.’un to go the 
pace or troubled with the slows; if he was scratch or limit class; or 
whether he was merely the man at the gate who took the money, and 
allowed those who paid to have their choice. I mention these things 
more to let you know that I am thoroughly up in the minuti« of the 
running path than from any real curiosity possessed by me. Still it 
would not be amiss to know who it was that first discovered where 
running begins and walking ends, as well as the name of the first man 
who ever made fast time. For if we could once discover these things 
we might find out still more, and some of the mysteries which at 
present overhang the amateur foot-racing world might be unravelled. 
We might then know why some mén regard themselves as heaven- 
born holders of watches, and others fancy they are the essential oil of 
handicapping; and, above all, why the gentleman who fires the pistol 
at Lillie-bridge is not compelled to take out a game licence. 

So as soon as matters are finally arranged about my testimonial, which 
is at last progressing satisfactorily, and I am in possession of a little 
spare time, I mean to offer a prize for the best essay on the art of being 
an amateur as well as a gentleman, with a few practical illustrations 
of the rise and progress of athleticism—its past, its present, and its 
future. Its present I wiil make myself, and for this purpose have 
already secured twelve bronze medals, each stamped with the effigy of 
her most gracious Majesty on one side and Britannia ruling the. waves 
on the other; but I do not bind myself to accept the lowest, or any 
tender, and all applications are to be addressed legibly and with the 
words, “ Athletic Present’’ written on the top left-hand corner of the 
envelope. ‘The Messrs. Waddell have been already conferred with on 

the subject, and we shall form ourselves into a committee of taste at the 
earliest possible opportunity. Gentlemen wishing to be elected members 
of the council had better at once send in their names to me, together 
with an instalment towards defraying the expenses. No application 
will be entertained unless accompanied by a deposit, not necessarily 
for publication, but as a guarantee of good faith; and the committee, 
while exercising a wise discretion in the election of members, pledge 
themselves not to return any amount so depositedy which will go 
towards defraying the necessary expenses of a praiseworthy institu- 
tion, while the balance will be handed over to the nearest charity. I 
am the nearest charity ; and as such must ask all those who have the 
welfare of athletics at heart to enter their names at once, as an unpre- 
cedented demand is confidently expected. The medals will be 
presented by me, assisted by the Messrs. Waddell, Mr. G. P. Rogers, 
and Mr. Fred. Bryant, at the forthcoming assault of arms at St. 
James’s Hall, by kind permission of Mr. Austin, whose ticket-office is 
always hospitably open. No half-price, and no money returned ; and 
gentlemen are requested to examine their change at the time of 
receiving it, as several of our employés have a habit of giving too 
much in the hurry of business. And they won't take any back. 

I managed to raise the money all right, and got down to Liverpool in 
time to see the chief race, the Autumn Cup. The business I have just 
been explaining prevented my getting to the town of docks very early 
or staying init very late, which was perhaps an advantage, consider- 
ing the manner in which the police have been behaving there recently. 
The force in Liverpool seems to have declared war upon all people 
who are very respectable in appearance, and so you may guess I went 
in fear and trembling. But once on the race-course how different 
was my action! When the bookmakers saw me coming they groancd 
aloud, for they know I am predestined to break the ring before 
long ; and two of the biggest among them formed a deputation to beg of 
me not to bet with them, as I had already at Newmarket and elsewhere 
emptied their note-cases and made their hearthstones desolate. But 
I, as you well know, am not to be bribed, and so, as soon as the 
numbers went up for the great event of Thursday, I invested heavily 
on Louise Victoria to win and Thunder for a place; and now enclose 
you a few loose flimsies with this copy. 

There are not many sporting writers who would trouble about send- 
ing in copy when they had just made their fortunes. But I am 
governed by a sense of duty ; and though I have to keep leaving off to 
count the gold and notes which keep pouring in, and now and again 
to pardon a weeping bookmaker who is anxious for “ time,” I am not 
forgetful of my promise, «nd would write even if you paid me less 
than the guinea a line to which I have through many gradations been 
risen. But even 1 must give way when ladies are in the case, and as 


| 
















my fame as your representative has obtained me an invitation to dine 


with the Duke of Liverpool and his favourite Duchess, I must con- 
Perhaps you never heard of the title. But then you've never 
The man I mean is Duke of the Docks, Earl 
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A CHAPTER FROM THE LIFE OF WILLIAM SMITH. 


Mk. Wiitram Situ, School Board officer, had had a hard day’s 
work. Sweet, therefore, to him was the evening pipe in which he was 
indulging, his toes toasting comfortably upon the fender, and his body 
reclining gracefully in his special arm-chair. Seizures, police-courts, 
scuffies, and popular indignation had wearied the eyes of the Educa- 
tional Inquisitor, and gradually they closed. ‘ It’s a werry ‘ard life,” 
he murmured ; “a werry ‘ard life indeed.’ His pipe slipped from his 
parted lips, and lodged between his waiscoat and his shirt front. He 
heard it not. He slumbeged. 

Suddenly the walla.ef the parlour slid back. Two strong arms 
seized Lim, bore him thrpeugh the aperture, and deposited him in a 
vast dimly-lighted hall. I$ wasa court of justice. A solemn-looking 
judge was seated u @ vaiaed throne. Twelve pale-faced, fierce- 
eyed jurymen glaped at him from a square black bex, in which they 
sat silent and metigniess. The awful stillness was broken by the voice 
of the Judge. “ Aecused, will you confess your crimes voluntarily ?”’ 
‘Not if I know it,” gasped the officer, bursting into a cold perspira- 
tion at the bare thought. such a thing. ‘' Then we must send for the 
mesmerist.”” The wretched minion of the School Board sank down 
upon a stool, placed his elbows on a table, and buried his face in his 
hands. When he looked up again, a short stout man, with long red 
moustaches, was ringing a school bell violently in his ear. Ina 
moment he had lost all self-command. ‘“ Now, go through your day's 
duty,” said the Judge. The inspector rose with an insolent leer in 
his eye. In mimicry he knocked violently at doors, waited till 
the lady of the house appeared, insulted her, and then departed, 
leaving the marks of muddy hoofs upon the steps, As he neared the 
poorer neighbourhoods, his tone became more insolent, his manners 
more exasperatingly violent. He kicked open doors, seized dying 
women, and hurled them pantomimically into gaols. He broke up 
homes, and flung the children into the workhouse. He tore infants 
with fevers from their mothers’ arms, and, with a fiendish laugh, thrust 
them into schools to spread contagion far and near. He howled with 
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MISTAKEN IDENTITY. 


Mary Ann :—“ OH PLEASB, SIR, OUR CMIMRLEY Is ALL 
SAYS WILL YOU COME QUICK, SIR ?”’ 


Mr. Muggins (of the coal trade), with feeling :—“ Now, MX GOOD GAL, po 


I—po I—LooK LIKE A CHIMBLEY SWEEP ?”’ 






AFIRE! AND MISSUS 


delight as dying women waited for the babes who were learning their 
A Soon the place was strewn with sick women, ruined men, 
and emaciated children. One after the other he dragged them across 
the floor, and hurled them into the prisons, hospitals, and workhouses, 
He ran and bowed to an imaginary board, and shadow after shadow 
rose and slobbered him. Then, his heels clogged with blood and his 
arms weary of smiting, he sank down exhausted. The Judge looked 
at the jury. The foreman rose and answered the unspoken question : 
— We find this man and his employers guilty of the vilest oppres- 
sion and most bloodthirsty bigotry that hag ever disgraced a Christian 
land.” The judge turned ly to the fend before him. He was 
about f@ pronounce the sentence. Then the coward shrieked for 
mercy. He stretched his hands before him and fell upon his 
knees ——~ And in so doing struck them against the sharp corner of 
the fender, which woke him up with a Then he knew it was 
all a hideous dream. He wished he never seen Mr. [pving 
in the Bells, and went upstairs te bed. The next morning, however, 
he sent in his resignation to the Sehoal He had hig clothes 
disinfected, changed his name, went imto fresh lodgings, turned hang- 
man’s assistant, and by strict attention to his new business, ed 
in the course of years to wipe out the staig which his old papemit fad 
leff upon his character. 





** Does not a meating ?”— 

Tus sort of thing never offered in the happy days of yore! in the 
days when we went gipsying—we mean, when we went humbly and 
abjectly in search of apartments :— 

FURNISHED BED ROOM to be LET, including meat breakfast, fire, gas, with 
good piano, five minutes’ walk from Gower-street Station.-— 

We will not dwell unnecessarily upon the meat breakfast, though with 

it as an item of furniture we could live in that room all day, and will 

merely remark to all the hungry young men of our acquaintance—and 

we know some—Now’s the time or never. 


A HATCH-ME(A)NT. 


I tay upon the narrow strand dispartin 
The region of the known from the unknown— 
At every sudden sound alarmed up-starting, 
I called aloud with agonising groan :— 
“ Go, bid Phérése, that noisy knocker stifle, 
M yak —_ — passin 8S 
ay to well appear a ing trifle, 
| but to the sick’s an agonising sound.” 


At once proceeds the excellent Thérése 
Exiled from France by war to E land’s shere— 
Thérése at once her master’s word obeys, 
And mufiles swiftly the harsh knocker o'er. 


Prompt her obedience, excellent her aim : — 
She, ignorant of customs that we love, 
Used, her sick master’s illness to proclaim, 

| White satin ribbon and a white kid glove. 


| ‘RAIN, RAIN, GO AWAY!” 


| For the Londoner leading a bachelor life 
| here are miseries ample in store. 
_ ‘Phere is want of a home, there is want of a wife ; 
There are millions of miseries more. 
We have all many troubles and cares, I suppose, 
But I’ve this bitter truth te lay down— 
That the worst of the woes a poor bachelor knows 
Is a very wet Sabbath in town. 


When the ing is bright and the weather looks fair, 
You can up your hat and your gloves, 

And enliven your spirits by breathing the air 
In the that a Londoner loves. 

You may as you like from the dawn to the dark 
When the aky has no signs of a frown— 

But you cammot well visit Pall Mali or the Park 
On a very wet Sabbath in town. 


When a friend (and a dear one) invites you to dine, 
You can laugh ali depression to scorn ; 

You can chirrup with glee o'er his meats and his wine, 
And be happy till two in the morn. 

But there stands not a hogtel jn merry C.ckayne 
(Whatsoever its worth and renown), 

Where the best of all dinners would not be in vain 

| Ona very wet Sabbath in town. 
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You wrote a letter long ago, 
And long ago I fondly read it ; 

No matter whether true or no, 
For ev’ry line I gave you credit. 

I just remember that the note | 
Was rather curt and very clever. 

At present I can only quote 
The final phrase of * Yours for ever.” | 


FOR EVER. 
| 


i] 
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We loved each other, heart and soul— 
We nursed a deep, undying passion— | 
Tn short, we epooned, upon the whole, | 
In quite a milk-and-water fashion. 
Our vows were scarcely of the kind | 
That seas can part or time can sever. 
Tn ev’ry note— before you signed— 
You penned the phrase of ** Yours for ever.” 
| 


Our ardour is diminished now, 
And rarely we exchange a letter, 
We both are willing to allow | 
The sooner we desist the better. | 
Our hopes are dead, our loves are o’er— | 
I must forget you now or never. 
Don’t write epistles any more 
That finish up with ‘* Yours for ever.” 


THE REFORMER’S SONG. 


(IN Derrance or Mayor anp Metnre.) 


Tue clock struck seven, Lord Elcho rose, 
He walked through the City and into the street, | 

In the Hall he crept on the tips of his toes, 
And glared at the gluttonous gathered to eat. 

Then he sat him down in a lonely spot, 
And chaunted a melody loud and sweet, 

That made the Aldermen cold and hot, 
And the Lord Mayor spring to his feet. 


The waiters stopt as they handed the fish, 
And one slipped under a tray ; 

The Premier fell with his head in a dish, MULTUM IN PARVO. 
And the Bishops began to pray. 

And the City King cried aloud, “ Be still! 
Oh, seize me this minstrel gay ; 

He singeth the song of the beastly Bill 
That shall wipe Lord Mayors away.’’ 
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Close Reasoner :—“* Tuvus, YOU PERCEIVE, MAN’S WANTS ARE FEW. HE 
ONLY WANTS THIS, THAT, AND T OTHER!” 

Closer Reasoner :—‘‘ WELL, A® THIS, THAT, AND T’ OTHER CONSTITUTE THE 
SUM TOTAL, PERHAPS YOU'RE RIGHT! LeET’s WISH HE MAY GET ’EM.” 








‘ e es 
2 here a couple of years back. The sprightly music of Offenbach is in 
UNDER ORDERS. | no way encumbered by the librettist, who is notorious for never over- 


Messrs. MASKELYNE AND Cooke, who have for a considerable period | doing his work, and the fact that a good old friend is far better than 
combined, at the Egyptian Hall, the profit of skilful conjuring exhibi- | a lot of new and unworthy acquaintances is evidenced by the 
tions with the pleasure of exposing those who would have it believed | numbers who attend nightly to listen to words and music with which 
their séances are under the special direction of illicit spirits, have just | almost everyone is familiar. 

added another and by no means unimportant item to their programme. | At the City of London College a few days back Mr. Charles Ferrier 
It is an exhibition which proves to demonstration that some recent | gave a successful reading. The attendance was good, and the interest 
manifestations, said to be the result of supernatural agency, are merely | in some of the Dickens selections was enhanced by the fact that Mr. 


the outcome of cunningly arranged artifice. At all events, Messrs. | (parlos Kent, the great novelist’s friend and secretary, was in the 


Maskelyne and Cooke succeed in oing more in the same line without | chair. In his rendering of the “Nancy scene,” from Oliver Twist, 
invoking the powers of invisibility than their opponents do with the |, Ferrier steered clear of invidious comparison, and he was warmly 
spirits given in. But the new phase of the entertainment by no means | ommended on concluding the “Cottage scene” from the Lady of 
surprises us, for after all it is not a bit cleverer, if so clever, as the | Fon. 
ordinary cabinet trick as performed by the mysterious partners, and oer 
the only reason for the modern “ Screen scene’ that we can see is that 
it disposes of the claims of some rather objectionable impostures. We 
use this word of course simply with regard to spiritualistic arrange- Tuere is good in everything if we know how to use it. Even the 
ments. The light and dark séance therefore remains the chief | School Board may be turned to profit. We recently had occasion to 
attraction of Maskelyne and Cooke, and worthily ; the new “ indescrib- | purchase some lead pencils, and unwillingly bought some stamped as 
able phenomena” being merely a finishing touch. Next to their | “ approved by the School Board.” Wey the result of our experi- 
powers of deception we must compliment these entertainers upon their | ence before our readers—and one instance will suffice. If you wanta 
chief spokesman, who gives off his set speech, studded as it is with set | hardish pencil between an HB and an F try a School Board BB, 
stereo jokes, night after night, in so airy and spontaneous a manner | which will sometimes even indulge you with passages of pure unadul- 
that his kindred though itinerant “bonnets”—the gentlemen who | terated H, but can be got to the pitch of B by prolonged soaking. 
obtain sums of £500 from unsuspecting Yankees—would do well to 
visit the Egyptian Hall, if only to obtain a lesson in “ bearing up.” 
Indeed, the whole arrangement is a marvel of completeness, every Small Potatoes. 
item in the programme being equal to the fullest demands that can A woman has been sent to prison “for fraudulently pretending to 
possibly be made on it. tell the fortune of the widow of a police-sergeant.” It was not neces- 
Recent productions having proved anything but successful, the | sarily a fraudulent pretence; any woman can tell the fortune of a 
Alhambra management has fallen back on Mr. H. S. Leigh’s version | police-sergeant’s widow. Indeed, the fortune is commonly small 
of Le Rot Carotte, which, it will be remembered, had such a long run | enough to be told by a little girl. 


The Confusion of Letters. 
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RATHER VAGUE, 


Old Party :—“ AYk, THEY BE WONDERFUL MACHINES. OLD 


Friend ;—“ AH, WHAT'S BECOME OF HIM P”’ 


IN THE WORKUS.”’ 


DOTS AND LINES. 


ArrivaL of the new Ambassador from Greece. Will not take up 
his residence in St. Giles’s among the other “ Greeks.’’ — Baron 
Grant presented with a piece of plate by the Conservatives of Kidder- 
minster. All on “the square,’’ of course, despite the result of the 
election petition. — A great Professor has discovered that the lower 
animals never have an idea what they are doing, or why they are 
doing it. Better that than saying things without knowing what you 
are saying or why you are saying them, like great Professor. — Dr. 
Mortimer Granville up for coroner. Might hold a post-mortem on 
his own defunct editorship—might have done that long ago. = Stormy 
meeting of Midland shareholders. Usual speeches from usual unap- 





BOUGHT ONE FOR HIS GRANDDAUGHTER, AND SHE SOON SEWED UP ALL HER 
MOTHER'S CLOTHES, AND SISTERS, AND CHILDREN, AND THE OLD MAN, 


Old Party :—“ Ou, HE'S SEWED UP TOO NOW, POOR FELLOW, AND GONE 


(NovemBer 21, 1874. 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 399. 


One is very earnest in his way, 

Two is earnest, too, although in play. 

One is one and two; two is not one, 

One walks and talks, but two now has to run. 


1. Only this can I tell, 
I in one thing excel, 
And for that you can’t meet with my match; 
At whatever the hour, 
I have always the power, 
To bring weak or strong to the scratch. 


2. I’m a net of enormous capacity, 
Though not quite an inch in extent, 
Topsy-turvy (I stake my veracity) 
I turn all that I take sans assent. 


Co 


. Insinuating, cruel, subtle, blighting life, 
As deadly as the cord, and surer than the knife. 


4. Darling, how I do adore thee! 
Tyrant, robbing me of rest, 
Making me bow down before thee, 
Claiming thine own way as best. 
Dimpling laughter, coaxing wiles, 
Alternating tears and smiles, 
Changeful, wilful, coy, capricious, 
First a frown, then kiss delicious. 
Rule thus ever, [implore thee!, 
Let me worship aye before thee. 


. 1 am not positive, but I believe 
That those who ask for bread, and me receive 
Are not content ; yet I sometimes am good— 
Indeed, would always be so if I could. 
My virtues, chiefly passive, must depend 
Upon who takes me; yet I oft offend. 


Qt 


6. The most witless of bipedal boobies am I, 
To call me a goose would be praise, 
Yet some of my kindred with poets will vie, 
In the price that’s obtained for their lays. 


Sotution oF Acrostic, No. 397.—Infant Prince: 
Imp, Nebuchadnezzar, Fiji, Anacreon, Narcotic, Toxo- 
philite. Correct: Long Primer and Double Elephant, 
99 Peggotty’s Daughters, Sara, Spheroid, Gyp, Hyosciamus, 
Peggotty, Triss, Your Swell, Wilts, E. M. L., Ruby’s 
Ghost, Old Tom, Zoological Dido, Pipekop, Doré, Einna, 
Faithful Tommy, Ellen Frances, Slodger and Tiney, 
Nemo. 


GRUBBINS 


HE 











A Departure from Pattern. 


ExPERIENCE, energy, and good address might have taught this youth 
that he has not yet arrived at the pinnacle of even a bagman’s idea of 
common sense :— 

A8 COMMERCIAL TRAVELLER.—A Gentleman of experience, energy, and 
good ad , &c., is desirous of representing a house in the United Queendom 
with the probability of becoming a partner by putting into the business a sum of 
money.—Address ——. 
What a clever thing this young man with money must have thought he 
was doing when he penned the word “ Queendom”’! We wonder if he 
objects to speak of the county of Middlesex now there are no Counts to 
rule over it, or to collect orders in the shires now their title has lost its 


preciated marvels of management. Natural sympathy expressed for | signification. One thing we know; which is, that it is not for half edu- 


second-class arrangements. = Bishop Colenso in London. Will be 
his own and some other people’s Metropolitan while here. — Man in 
Australia found a big nugget through treading on it when wearing 
top boots which had no bottoms to them. New excuse for going 
badly shod, of which we mean to avail ourselves till our best boots are 
mended. = Lord Mayor’s Show. New Lord Mayor Shown in; old 
Lord Mayor Shown out. = First Minister the guest of first magistrate. 
First Minister overawed and subdued. First magistrate proud, cold, 
and, naturally, stoney. — New Lord Mayor has a high opinion of City 
justice. Old Lord Mayor not “ so strong on it”’ as he was a year ago. 
— Man in Hull fined £30 for publishing returns of betting in a small 
paper. Soon men will be hanged if they dare publish accounts of 
murders and suicides. — Sale of Tichborne Estates. Not for the 
benefit of the Tichborne bondholders. Where is English justice? 
Give it up; or, refer to Lord Mayor above. = Several idiots writing 
notices of Hamlet at the Lyceum recognise their own ideas of what 
the moody Dane should he. This will settle the long-vexed question 


cated young men, no matter what their energy and good address, to 
set themselves up as linguistic authorities—at all events out of the 


| commercial room. In public they must stick to sample. 


‘* This side up!” 

Amonc the qualifications and advantages of a commodious country 
house, recently advertised to be let or sold, we notice “‘ good kitchens 
and offices, also underground cellar and attics.’ This is certainly 
unique, and will doubtless be a recommendation to intending pur- 
chasers ; but a corresponding difficulty is found in the fact that in a 
house where the attics are underground a tenant may probably have 
to get on the roof before he can knock at his own street-door. 
Which, after returning from the Lord Mayor's dinner by the last 
train, might be a dangerous operation. 


THovucut sy A Two-Botrzz Man.—The real “ Old Crusted ’’—the 


as to whether Hamlet was really mad. He was not—he was only silly. | earth. 
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ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—No. XI. 


By Lirtizs Jounny. 





THE GIRAF. 


Grrars is the longest necks of all uther animels. I never see such 
long necks like a steeple, but no bells in it. There heads is little, too, 
but maybe not little only forthem. I spose if we see a girafs head on 
a cat we woud say wot a big head that cats got, dont you make it 
a sho. Its like ephalents havin little eys, but if a baby had ’em wot 
then? Maybe girafs heads is little cos they is up almose out of sight, 
like larks. 

The giraf is spotty like them lepperds in the Zoo, wich makes some 
fokes ¢all ’em cammle lepperds, but thats rot, cos they aint no more 
like a cammle than Billy is, and if spots makes lep my sisters 
new dres is a lepperd, and it aint cos it dont bite. 

Wen a man wich had never see a giraf was to the Zoo he was 
passin a house wich is in the Zoo, and a gitaf wich was on the other 
side of the house lookt over the roof at the man. The man diddent 
say any thing then, but went and foun the keper, ad said had he 
lost a dear, and the keper said perhaps he had and nage he haddent, 
they was all ways hidin their selfs about the grouns. en the man 
said you git me a ladder and Ile fine your dear were noboddy but me 
wud ever think of lookin for it, but I was a Zooman mysef once, and I 
kno wot dears is. So the keper wich thot the man was crazy tole him 
were to fine a ladder so he wud go a way, and the man brot the 
ladder, and set it agin the house, went up to fetch down the dear 
for he thot it was on the roof. But wen he got on the roof he saw the 
giraft in thesdback yard a eatin the top ofa tree. Then the man he 
got @own agin, and lugd the ladder back to were he foun it, and 
went te the keper, wich was a lookin on, and said I thot if I wude git 
up real high maybe I coud see ol over the grouns and fine~your dear 
for you, but if you aint sure you have loss a dear it aint werth wile. 





THE OWL. 


Wen you come to see a owl cloce it has offle big eyes, and wen you 
come to feel it with your fingers, wich it bites, you fine it is mosely 
fethers, with only jus meat enuf to hole ’em ‘to gather. 

Once they was a man thot he wud like a owl fora pet, #0 he tole a 
bird man to send him the bes one in the shop, but wen it was brot he 
lookt at it and squeezd it, and it diddent sute. So the man he rote to 
the bird man and said Ile keep the owl you sent, tho it aint like I 
wanted, but wen it is wore out you mus make me a other, with littler 
eyes, for I spose these eyes is number twelves, but I want number 
sixes, and then if I pay you the same price you can aford to put in 
more owl. 

Owls has got to have big eyes cos tha has to be out a good deal at 
nite a doin bisnis with rats and mice, wich keeps late ours. They is 
said to be very wise, but my sisters young man he says any boddy 
cude be wise if they woud set up nites to take notice. 

That feller comes to our house jest like he use to, only more, and 
wen I ast him wy he come so much he said he was a man of sience, 
like me, and was a studyin ornithogaly, wich was birds. I ast him 
wot birds he was a studdyin, and he said anjils, and wen he said that 
my sister she lookt out the winder and said wot a fine day it had turn out 
to be. But it was a rainin cats and dogs wen she saidit. I never 
see sech a goose in my life as that girl, but uncle Ned, wich has been 
in ol parts of the worl, he says they is jes that way in Pattygony. 

In the picter alphlabets the O is some times a owl, and some times 
it is a ox, but if I made the picters Ide have it stan for a oggur te bore 
holes with. I tole that to ole gaffer Peters once wen he was to our 
house lookin at my n2w book, and he said you is right, Johnny, and 
here is this H stans for harp, but hoo cares for a harp, wy dont they 
make it stan fora horgan? He is such a ole fool. 





THE GOOSE. — 


This is a big fat bird wich woddles andswims. The reson it woddle§ 
is cosit haint got no nees to its legs,and the reson it swims is co8 
Britanny rools the waves! 

Their feets is got lether between the tose, and here is a story wich 
Ive herd my mother tel till Ime jest sick. Wen we had ina goose 
for micklemis it was a lying on the kitchn table, and mother she hel 
the baby up to see the goose on the table. Wen the baby see its feet 
stickin up, with the lethers between the tose, it said, the baby did, 
doosey dot guvson. But pirate storys is the sort for me. 

Stoopid fokes is some times call geese, and I spose if geese toks 
ine their selfs they calls the stoopid ones fokes, wich is wot I calls 

air play. 

Once they was a ole man that kep geese for a livin, and he was ve 
ill, cos he cuddent sleep wel nites, and wen he did sleep he had sec 
frifle dreems. So he sent for the dockter, and the dockter felt the ole 
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mans puls, and lookt at his tung, and shook his head, and said wot 
was his simptems, and the ole man he said nite mares. Thon the 
dockter said he knew that, but wot did the ole man dream. The 
ole man tole the dockter that as soon as he shet his eyes at nite he 
thot. hissef surrounded by geese, wich kep a snatchin out his hair with 
their bils. Then the dockter he said I cud a tole you that wen I first 
see your tung, you mus thro away this piller, and make a other piller 
of fethers wich you mus jerk out of live geese. Wy, said the man, 
that is jes how I made this piller. Then the dockter said oh! oh! and 
went away, but the ole man he see how it was, and never stript any 
more geese till they was ded. But thats the kind of pillers wich some 
fokes dies on real peeceful. 

Geese lays egs like hens, only bigger, and wen they are hatch the 
chicks is goslins, wich is green. Once my uncle Ned he fetched home 
a goslin wich he had pick up, and he put it in my sisters groen work 
box. Then uncle Ned he said to my sister, Missy, I brot home secha 
nice little duck, as wite as sno, have you see it any were, for I have 
loss it. My sister said no, she haddent, but uncle Ned he said was she 
sure she haddent hid it some were jes to teese him, but she said wy, 
uncle Ned! But he kep on a askin, and hintin like he thot she done 
it, til she was almose reddy to cry, for she luvs uncle Ned offler than 
any boddy excep her young man. Pritty soon, wen he had gon, she 
went to her green work box to git some thing, and there was the 
goslin, and wen she see it I thot she wud die. Then she took the 
goslin to the kitchin, and I watched her, like uncle Ned had tole me, 
and she hel it under the spout, and scrubd it with a brush, to git the 
green of. But wen it wuddent be wite she bust out a crine, and said 
uncle Ned wude never, never, never bleeve her. Then I tole her how 
it was, and you never see such a happy girl. She boxt my ears til I 
see stars! But wen uncle Ned come home witha new scarf he had 
bot for her, and laft at her, she forgive me, and made sucha of 
-* e that now it is grode up to be a regler noosence, but it is wite 
a fb 

My sisters young man he says once upon a time ol the geese in a 
puddle got to gether to chose a king, but it was a long time before 
they cud agree, cos them that dident want to be king watited to be 
prime minster, and these gabbled ol to once so tha was as bad as the 
others. And now, Johnny, my sisters young man said, how do you 
gess tha settled it? And wen I said I did’nt kno, he said wy, jes like 
resonable humin beins ; tha made a king of the biggest goose. 


Auswers to Correspondents. 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, <nd we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss] 

B. E. Hrinper.—You would most decidedly hinder our progress. 

Mary E. C.—Did he open his heart? Then we trust you benefited. 

FarIrBAIRN.—From the subject you have chosen it would seem as if you 
were rather a foul bairn. 

L. B. (Stirling.)—We don’t know which to ‘admire most, your drawing 
or your idea of a joke. 

Scr1BBLER.— W ouldn’t it be better to tell Brown at once what you think 
of him, and not inflict him upon us? 

A. W. (Highbury. )—Your verse seems to have got frozen up with the 
“rubescenct tinge.” At all events, it doesn’t flow freely. 

Quack M. D.—Why not try transfusion of brains? Yours would rua 
freely. 

F. t. J. (Liverpool.)—But they manage to spend all their 
them already. Perhaps you are an advocate for freedom in dri 

R. Paynz.—We have put uin the W. P. B. 

ALFRED H. (Everton.)—There is rhyme certainly, but that is very little 
reason why we should insert it. Wait till you are a major. 

O. B. W.—The joke was made on the establishment of the paper named 
—we forget how long ago. 

A. M. (Glasgow.)— Your analysis is by no means a “success.” 

NosaEs.—We can’t accept a sketch “for fun,” unless there’s the sem- 
blance of a joke in it. 

W. H. Tuomas.—How long has Paddy rhymed with Raleigh ? 

F. Carver (Brighton.)—You must be one of a family of moon-calvers. 
Try Earlswood next time. 

Sir1x.—We can’t afford to give gratuitous advertisements. 

Sunset.—Fact to hand. Will be glad of the joke when you have dis- 
covered it. 

SparTAN.—So do we when we can get it. 

F.—Glad you explained your joke. We might have used it in mistake 
otherwise. 

F. B.—We never found “ the truth ” so well disguised before. 

T. L. L—Not sufficiently “ the cheese ” for us. 

E. (Cavan.)—The fog seems to have retnained thick, despite the moon- 
shine. 

W. Furreci.—Thanks; but we are full. No}stamps enclosed in 
parcel. 

Declined with thanks:—G. B. Le Fanu; John Dore; Lawret; W. St. 
Leger; W. W.; A. W. R.; H. C. N. (Kennington) ; Buzzy ; M. F. Jones. 
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AN UNNECESSARY DELAY. 


Newly-married couple spending Honeymoon on the Continent, and disliking the publicity of the Table d’ Héte, seek private lodgings. The frequent 
notification is seen, ** Appartements meublés a louer Présentement.” 


Husband (log.) :—‘‘ How PROVOKING, LOVE; THIS SITUATION WOULD JUST SUIT US, BUT THE ROOMS ARE ONLY TO BE LET—PRESENTLY.” 


: | something else. Hoping the man you asked to dinner in a moment of 

Natural Selection. | iat want of Sohadien ak come. Hoping when he has 
Amonc the police reports growing out of the recent rejoicings at | come that he'll go away again soon. Hoping the landlord won't 

Birmingham there is one which tells us that— ‘come for his rent just yet. Hoping there's another bottle left in the 
A metal roller, who was discovered at midnight in a soldier’s coat, punching a | cellar. 

policeman’s head, accounted for his conduct because he felt so loyal. 


Birmingham has been long noted as “the hardware village,’ and its | Place aux Dames! 
loyalty has proved both spontaneous andundoubted ; butwhowould have | py; gasmnc Irem In THE Lonp Mayor’s SHow.— The Bargemaster’s 
thought of the very metal rollers becoming galvanised into existence | Wate.” (She was down in the programme.) 
through a royal visit! When they were alive, though, it is not 
surprising that their natural proclivities should cause them to turn | ; 
attention to a force which boasts so much metal in the way of leaden; SnormMaxer’s Sentiment.—Hand-sewn is that handsome does. 
feet and brazen faces, to say nothing of tke iron hands with which | ________ 7 a 
ene | fares of the night will fasten on anything in the shape of a Mean Donte. init Qeenihen 
FUN ALMANAC. 
Hoping against hope. ProrusgeLty [LLUSTRATED. 
Horrne for a servant who will be satisfied with half the work being | Ss 
put out and all the wages doubled. Hoping for a friend to lend you y, ‘lling. 
fifty pounds without interest or security. Hoping for another friend Now ‘Ready, : One Shilling 


to pay the fifty pounds you lent him on the same terms. Hoping for | TOM HOOD’S CUMIC ANNUAL. 


the horse to win that you've backed with money entrusted to you for | Wirn Nemerovs Inttusrraiions BY THE First ARTISTS. 


Printel by JUDD & CO., Pheonix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Docto:s’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 50, sieet Street, E.C.—London, Nov. 21, 1874. 
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LIFE’S PROBLEM. 


Tue greatest of troublesome questions 
Which carries most conflict and strife, 
With many and varied suggestions— 
Is, What shall I do with my Life ? 
When we're freed from our tutors and 
college, 
And cast on the world all astrav, 
What a blessing ‘twould be had 
knowledge 
To guide us at once on our way! 





we 


Shall I take to profession, or trading ; 
Be doctor, or dealer in wine ; 
Concoct dramas, or fill bills of lading 
Or try as a lawyer to shine ? 
Be soldier, or sailor, or parson ; 
Go in for high honour, or shame, 
By a book—or a murder with arson— 
Each gives one a newspaper name! 


Shall I rest in home quiet and duties— 
Sit down as a good country squire ? 
Shall I sigh for the butterfly beauties 
That flutter round Fashion’s bright 
fire ? 
Shall I settle my heart on a fancy, 
Or keep it as long as I can ? 
Shall I give it to Rosa or Nancy, 
Or lose it to Bella or Fan! 


Since I wrote the above, I have done 
it ! 
My life is relieved of a weight! 
I have tossed for a heart — and have | 
won it! | 
And now have discovered my fate. | 
I will give her my life, if she’ll take it 
And give hers to me as my wife; | 
Glad and sunny and happy IJ’ll make it! | 


And that’s what I’ll do with my Life } | 80 I cAN ANSWER FOR 








_PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


FoLiowine the example set many years ago by one Lindley Murray, 

another American has devoted himself to the task of teaching the 
inhabitants of his own and other countries the principles of English 
Grammar. Perhaps there never was a subject on which so much has 
been written and about which so little is really understood; and if Mr. 
Noble Butler, in his Practical and Critical Grammar of the English 
Language (Morton and Co., Louisville, U.S.), has done nothing else, he 
has shown us, in the course of manifold extracts from classical authors, 
that it is much easier to write well than to write correctly. For our 
own part, we should be so satisfied if we could write as well as some of 
the heinous sinners exposed by Mr. Butler, that correctness would be 
quite a secondary consideration. Failing genius, however, it is as well 
to be within bounds, and so we read Mr. Butler’s volume or those 
portions of it most likely to yield special information, with much 
interest. That great care and vast research have been bestowed on 
the work is very evident, but there is a noticeable lack of anything 
like originality, and Mr. Butler does not seem to have discovered any- 
thing but what has been for a long time pretty well known to all but 
the ignorant. Besides there is a good deal too much of it, and as one 
of the uses of grammar—particularly from a transatlantic point of view 
—is to prevent waste of time and space, we are afraid the “ practical 
and critical’ volume will not supplant books with less pretentious 
titles. Mr. Butler’s volume will, however, repay perusal ; and, if there 
are any people curious in the way of grammars—which is not at all 
unlikely—it will make a noticeable addition to any existing collec- 
tions. 
Who's to Blame ? is another of those little pamphlets written by 
enthusiasts which are always finding their way into print to nobody's 
benefit in particular and to their writers’ disadvantage in general. 
The subject of this new venture is the style in which the digestive 
organs are overcharged by those who havethe means of gratifying 
every whim and caprice of the stomach without the least possible atom 
of self-control. As this class is naturally in a decided minority, and as 
its literary tastes are likely to be somewhat cultivated, there are two 
very good and sufficient reasons already found why Who's to Blame ? 
should not have been written. If we were in any humour to treat the 
question as a conundrum, we fancy the fittest answer to it would be 
in the two words, The Author. 

People are well warranted in their suspicions of all things which 
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Mr. Jenkins, staying at Dover, thinks it a capital opportunity to get some genuine smuggled 
‘« Eau de Cologne,” and asks his landlady if she knows where he can get it. 


Landlady :—“ Lawks, str, I cAN GET YOU ANY NUMBER OF BOTTLES; MY SON MAKES IT? 


ITS genuineness.” 


promise great and long desired advantages in the way of economy of 
trouble and expense; and so it is not surprising that, despite the 
stories which have been told by its promoters about Hachette’s magic 
inkstand, there are still folks content to fill their pens with fluid and 
corrosion provided in the old-fashioned manner. This is because they 
are mostly tired of troubling about new inventions, which after trial 
prove either to be no inventions at all, or inventions which might as 
well never have been invented. But the encrier magique is decidedly the 
exception which in this case proves the rule, and we feel quite sure 
that anyone who can buy an elegant stand at a moderate price, and 
get his ink for a hundred years for aang san euch ink too !+will, 
for the first century, at all events, not neglect the opportunity. After 
that time perhaps something still better may have been invented, but 
till then we consider ourselves fully provided, and shall deal no more 


in “ ha’porths.” 








Lost! 


Spzaxine of the death of poor Thomas Miller, a contemporary 
makes the following remarkable statement on the authority of ‘‘ Men 
of the Time ”:— 

When quite a child his father went to London to see after the insurance of some 
ship that had been lost, and was never heard of afterwards. 
We should like to know how to account for the existence of Thomas 
Miller, author and basket maker, at this rate, unless indeed a poetical 
image has in his case to be accepted as a matter of actual fact, and 
the statement that the child is father to the man is to bein future taken 
in a new and realistic sense. 





The Riddle Read. 


WE note a revival on the other side of the Atlantic of the “‘ burning 
question”’ respecting the authorship of Shakespeare's pe 8s. We 
believe the time has passed when any public purpose could be served 
by concealment, and that the hour is at hand for the frank statement 
of a fact concerning which the only wonder is that it should not have 
been long ago perceived, and which when stated must strike rer 
observant man with amazement and chagrin that so obvious a tru 
should not have been instantly discovered by himself. The immortal 
works which have given rise to this unhappy controversy are from the 
pen of the late Lord Mayor of London, Sir Andrew Lusk, Bart. 
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FUN. 


Tom Monod. 


Born, JANUARY 19, 1685. DiED, NOVEMBER 20, 1874. 


Ir is difficult indeed, in the first outburst of grief at the loss of a near 
and dear friend, to realise the many qualities which have caused him to 
be fondly loved and his departure to be keenly felt among those who 
knew him best. But the merits of Tom Hoop are so well known, his 

geniality and remarkable kindness of heart have become so proverbial, 
that there is no necessity for the writer of these few lines, even if he 
could, in the midst of so great a sorrow, to dilate upon them. Bright 
indeed and’ without the suspicion of a blemish has been the career of 
the Editor of this Paper. A friend to the helpless and the suffering ; 
an enemy to shams and impostures of all kinds; a staunch partisan ; 
a forgiving and placable foe, even when under the sense of injury; a 
writer of rare ability and taste ; a loving husband and brother; and the 
truest of all true friends ;—whowill dare to pity one who has gone 
before with such qualifications? Rather shall we sorrow—if we sorrow 
at all--for ourselves in losing one whose place will long remain unfilled 
in the hearts of those who loved him, and whose memory will be ever 
fresh, as that of a thorough English gentleman. We can say no 
more. 


} 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Nov. 25, 1874. 
THE ONLY ARGUMENT. 


You may talk about mildness, and kindness, and reason ; 
May boast that they’ve done this, the other, and that ; 

But you'll ne’er get an argument more to the season, 
Than that which is found in the criminal’s cat. 


By its use we may find, what we've long been desiring— 
A husband who's suddenly dropt his worst sins ; 

And who substitutes love for the kicks so untiring 
That once wore the boots from his masculine shins. 


So whatever your notions may be about kindness, 
Remember this virtue’s too often disgraced : 

Remember that pity’s oft nought but the blindness 
Of those who ne'er fancy their tears are misplaced. 


Then let’s wield the cat, for we’re sure that it’s useful, 
And ne'er be deterred by false feeling or shame ; 
Though ninnies may argue and fools feel abuseful, 
The husband who gets it himself has to blame. 
qumeeijeesee 

A meetinG held recently among shareholders of the Midland Rail- 
way, to consider the proposed alteration in the style of travelling in 
the system which lies under the control of Mr. Allport, most effectually 
disposes of at least one of the principal objections to the movements 
which have been raised by those who regard anything novel with 
terror and affright, and who suffer from a double allowance of both 
when the novelty is really a step.in the right direction. It is not so 
long since this same pioneer of improvement, this magnate who 
sits at Derby, and has iron arms reaching nearly all over the country, 
effected the greatest reform in the travelling of the poor that has 
been made since the institution of railways, and the benefaction has 
happily rewarded both giver and receivers alike. Those who have 
ever seen the poor third- passengers shunted and thrust aside to 
allow the haughty express riders to pass, or have noticed the hungry 
and wistful aspect of weary Parliamentarians, as they waited their 
turn—which must have seemed as if it would never come, and, when 
it came, as though it would never end; or, what is still more to the 
purpose, have been third-class passengers themselves in the good old 
days—must be fully alive to the wisdom which has led to such all- 
round beneficial results. That the new arrangement is the outcome 
of the same mature thought, and will have an equally admirable 
result, we are quite certain—as certain as that the other compazies 
will follow in the wake of Mr. A’lport and the Midland, with regard 
te the new venture, in similar fashion to that adopted by them in 
connection with the old. To attempt to show the advantages of the 
change on paper would be almost as absurd asis the action of those 
who, because of interested reasons or crass stupidity, shake their heads 
and say the effort will result in failure ; but we may say, with regard 
to the many pictures which have been drawn of the utter ruin of the 
Company aT misery of the travellers which are to accrue from the 
change, that we have not yet met one which did not in some way or 
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other display meanness, selfishness, or utter ignorance of the principles 
on which railway business is transacted. Mr. Allport and his com- 
pany, strange to say, do not look to second-class, or worse, writers for 
instruction im their business; and so we can only wish the adventurers 
all success im their courageous endeavours for the public good, though 
it would almest seem as if the public were the last to see the advan- 


tages offered them. 


THE NEW DREAMER. 


Ir you dream of Her Majesty the Queen the greater 

eee passed away irom Pavan’. - peaer 
you dream of the Prince of Wales you will be fla y 

— and pe ae behind your back. nponaene 
you dream of Marshal MacMahon you will be a Royali 

call yourself a Republican. : eke 

If you dream of the Mayor of Birmingham you will do exactly the 
same. 

If you dream of Mr. Gladstone you will be sacked from the office 
and devote your leisure to clap-trap literature. 

If you dream of Mr. Disraeli your language will conceal your 
thoughts, and you will have a big chance once every twenty years. 

If you dream of Mr. Labouchere you will be shut up in Paris, and 
your friends will wish you could be shut up in London. You will be 
on the world.a short time, and have to fight your way to notoriety. 

If you dream of Dr. Kenealy you will hit your head against a stone 
wall en purpose, and get a living by the performance. 

_If you dream of Mr. Irving you will become the property of a 
—_ showman, and blush when you read what the newspapers say 
of you. 

1f you dream of the Lord Mayor you will get a stoney reception 
wherever you go, and be the last of your race. 

If you dream of anyone else you will have to find out what it means 


yourself, -_ 


Organic. 


Everysopy has heard of the man who used to blow the big drum 

in a celebrated orchestra, but a fellow who can drive the organ 
whether in a clergyman’s family or out of it, must be a rarity, and s0' 
the following is likely to have many replies :— 
Te CLERGY MEN.—The Advertiser, who has acted as Coachman and Organist 
arr ee nee, ones de cocoa ta mae ith 0 STATE AR 
Office, Chieveley, Newbury, Berks. : eee Se 
We were about to make some awfully wise remarks in addition to 
those which have already been made, when the errand boy’s uncle, 
who happened to be spending his half-holiday in our office, informed 
us that in Berkshire it is usual to have ‘the organs in the small 
churches built on wheels so that the curate can in the week fill up his 
time by serenading the parishioners. He gets in the shafts, and the 
organist says—‘‘ Gee-up.’’ ‘Then he gees-up or gee-ups—whichever 
he considers most correct—and the arrangement is satisfactorily 
concluded. [We wish some of our arrangements with idiotic con- 
tributors were in the same condition.— Eb. | 


“ Honour to Whom’ P 


THERE has been a little dispute in the newspapers as to the name of 
the man whe abelished the Corn Laws—whether it was Cobden, 
Bright, Villiers, or Thompson. Lach disputant has the generosity to 
award the chief praise to the man of his choice, but we note with dis- 
Bi a tendency among them to concede a certain measure of sub- 
ordinate credit to all the competing abolishers whose names are in the 
list. This is singularly confusing; an opinion in this important 
matter should be clearly and sharply defined, and the boundaries of no 
two should overlap. Then those of us who have not yet made up our 
minds would find the task of so doing very much simplified. For ex- 
ample, a man desirous of believing wholly with Mr. Gladstone could 
have that happiness without at the same time believing partially with 
Mr. Peter Taylor. This isa mere illustration ; it is due to both these 
gentlemen to explain that we neither know what Mr. Gladstone 
believes, nor care what Mr. Peter Taylor believes. We only hope that 
the complexity of the question, resulting from the divided minds of 
those who discuss it, may not provoke us to deny that the Corn Laws 


have been abolished. 


Questions for a Public Examination. 


Tue expenses of collecting money for Hospital Saturday in Liver- 
pool were only a little over 23 per cent. Compare this with London's 
25 per cent. and give the value of gratuitous services in both places. 
Give your opinion of the Charity Organisation Society and the 
Hospital Saturday Committee of the Metropolis, and which you think 
least deserving of support. State your reasons in plain figures. 








| 
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ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—No. XII. 


By Lirrie Jounny. 





THE RINOCEROS. 


Bet you dont kno wot a lamy is, cos it is from South America were 
nobody goes, but maybe there is one in the Zoo, I dont kno. It is 
some like a sheep and some like a camel, and carries things, and that 
is all I know about a lamy, wich issent lame, any how, but is jes call 
that, but wen it comes to rinocerosses I can tell you a lot about them 
fellers. 

Wen my uncle Ned tele me one day wy diddent I rite about the 
unicorn I said I wude, and I set down and rote about its one horn, and 
how it was foun in Africa, and how it fot lions, and all about it, but 
wen I come to its tail [ said did it have a tossel. Uncle Ned he said 
Johnny wen youve got to the end wy dont you stop? Then ho tole 
me not to bother him, but look in books, and wen I had look ol thru 
some books about animels I cuddent fine any unicorn, so he said it 
wos only a rinoceros, and yow never see sech a fewrios boy as [ was! 
I got a picter of a unicorn anda picter of a rinoceros and shode ’em, 
and said did he think I was a fool. Uncle Ned he lookt at the two 
picters careful, and after a wile he had to confes they wasent the same. 
But he said Johnny, if you was a artist with a lite and gracefle faney, 
and sech a thing as this rinoceros was a sittin to you for his picter, 
wuddent you be tempted to flatter him jest the leest bit in the werl by 
a few dellicate tuches here and there. I said yes, but I dont kno wot 
he ment. 

The rinoceros fites with elephance wich it lifs on its horn and makes 
’em sick. A book wich I have says wen one hasa ephalent on its nose 
the ephlents fat gits in the rinocerosses eyes and puts ’em out, but if 
I had a trunk, and twe big tuskses you woudent cetch mea fitin with 
fat, and a furnishin it mysef. 

In Affrica the niggers some times set their houses on posts to keep 
the snaiks out, and one day a nigger wich had his house that way was 
a settin on the flore a playin cards with a other nigger, and a rinoceros 
wich had gon under the house stuck his horn thru the flore between 
the two niggers, and wen it come up one nigger he said wot’s that? 
But the other wich had jes plade a card was a lookin in his hand and 
diddent see the horn, so he said you kno wel enuf wot it is, have you 
got anything to take it with, thats the question. Then the other 
nigger said no he diddent think he had, les he plade a trump—he 
sposed wen a horn was plade he ot to trumpit. But he diddent cos 
the house was upset fore he cude make up his mine. 





THE CROCKY DILE. 


ALLy gaters is jus the same thing only livin undera other form of 
guverment, for the diles is mosely Egipt ‘uns, but the gaters likes 
Amerrica the best, were there aint any Queen, wich el Amerricans 
think sets on a throne and cuts fokeses heads of, and these animels 
bleeves they has got nice heads like Shake’s pear. But he diddent 
have notches in his back like a saw. These notches is wy the diles 
and gaters is call sawrians. Some crocky diles is as long as this room 
and one wich was in Injy was see by my uncle Neda comin right 
toards him, and he says it was so long it reminded him of the road 
leadin to the fort were the sojers was. 

A other time, wen uncle Ned was ina swomp, there was a big dile 
wich come to him as tame as a ole cow. I ast him did he tri to cetch 
it for the Zoo, and he said it was jest the other way, and wen I said 
wy diddent he cetch it, he said he new he ot, but the fack was he see 
it was a goin his way, and he diddent bleeve in compulsin fokes wieh 
wos a goin rite in the long run. 

Crocky diles has got skins wich is so thick that nothing can’t hurt 
‘em. Once they was a dog see one a lyin down, and the dog run up 
and bit it real hard, and got away as quick as it cude, about a mile, 
and wen it lookt back the dile haddent meove. Then the dog it went 
back and teok a other bite, and the dile roled over on its other side 
and yond and shet its eyes like it said I was up so late las nite, I mus 
tri to git some sleep or I shant be fit for work. Then the deg, seein it 
diddent mine it, went to its tale and lay down, too, not to sleep 
but to chew the pint of the diles tale. Wen it had chude a hour the 
dile it begun to snore, and then the dog, wich had almose wore itsef 
out a chuin, got up and shook its head very sad like sayin poor feller, 
it mus be awfle to be tuf, but I aint got no time to stop, let him go to 
the ospital. 

Sech big mouths noboddy ever see! A man wich wanted to cude 
sit down in a crocky diles mouth and read the Standard and say shaw, 
taint.so, like my father does wen Missy is a wearin the Daly News for 
a bussel. 

They was acrocky dile a swimmin up a creek, and it saw.a horse 
more than a mile a way on a hil, and it new it cuddent have the 
horse, but it cuddent help throin open its mouth every time it see the 
horse, and wen ever it opend its mouth the water ol run in it, and 
there wassent any to swim in, so it stuck fas on the bottom. At las it 


FUN. 
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got out on the bank and wokt, and said it never sce sech times as the | 


worl was come to wen a gentlem cudden take a quiet swim without 
bein annoid by upstart horses, wich ot to kno their place and keep 
it. I spose he was a conservatif dile, thats wot J think. 





THE OSTRICH. 


Wile I am a runnin to birds Ie jes finnish of this feller, wich is the 
biggest of the lot, and is so ugly I never see sech a ugly bird. There 
was a bird in the Arabin Nites wich was bigger than ostriches, but it 
dide with out ishue. Ostriches is so strong that they is rode horse 
back by the niggers, wich wude ride their granfathers if they wasent 
too lazy to cetch ‘em. A ostrich is jes like a giraft wud be if the 
= wus cut of in the middle and the hine haf give to the poor. 

heir bisniss is to deal in hat fethers. 

A ostrich has legs like two = trees, and if it wude try to set 
down you would see jolly good fun. Wen they lays an eg wy dont 
it smash wen it fols is wot beats me, cos my father had a shang high 
hen wich stood up to lay, and wen the eg was lain it was ol reddy to 
fry. Ostriches egs is like a mans head, only no hair, but gaffer 
Peterses head isent any hair too. But their stummicks is the 
thing they is moce proudof. One wich was foun ded in the Zoe was 


cut open, and the things in its stummick was sole to the iurn mungers , 


by oction. But that wasent wot kild it, for it dide of greef cos it 
cuddent reech a peece ef led pipe wich it had set its hart on. 

A Arab chief was lyin a sleep one day, wen he was woke up by 
feelin some thing in his trousers pockits. He saw it was a ostrich, 
and lay stil to see wot it wud do. First it took out his peg top and 
laid it one side. Then it took out his kite string, wich was wound 
on a stick, and put it with the top. Then all his marbles was took out, 
and laid away too. Then some cotton reels, and some peeves of cole, 
and two slat. pensils, and a lump of chok, anda bras button, and 
some toffy, and a tack hammer, and a hanfle of nails, and a oyster 
shel, and a rubber bol, and a steel pen, wich it piled up to one side; 
and the last thing it foun was a jacknife with thirty two blades. 
Wen it had got every thing it could fine in the chiefs pockits it went 
and stood over the pile and et one thing after a other til it had every 
thing et but the jacknife, wen it see the chief a settin up a watchin it. 
So it took the jacknife and turnd it over and over, and tasted it, and 
_ it down, and pick it up agin, and at last brot it to the chief and 

id it down a little way of, and stood back aad lookt wishful. Then 
the chief he said O, I see how itis, you dont like to eat sech a nice 
mossel as that with out you git the flaver of it; you want it peeled. 
So the chief he opened all the blades! the knife and laid it down, and 
then the ostrich come up and swollered it and smiled and licked its 
bil, like it said wot a delishous kanife! And thechief felt almoce as if 
he cud taste it hisself. 


A BARRY-TONE SONG. 


“Phe Rev. Canon Barry remarked that the Sclhiool Board was naturally 
unpopular for creating such an addition to the labours of the magistrates. He 
thought that if magistrates were - i © with the character of the 
Scheol Board cases the work wo got through very speedily.’’— Report ofa 
deputation to the Home Secretary. 

- 
THERE once was a Canon, a wonderful man, 
Who imagined he'd hit on a capital plan, 
For making the laws of his country what he 
In bis wisdom had settled the laws ought to be. 


Said he to himself, ‘‘ There are stupid old fools, 
Who deny that the prison’s the road to the schools. 
There are magistrates still in this prejudieed land, 
Who the School Board’s authority won’t understand. 
“‘ They refuse to convict, so to carry each case 
We'll abolish the lot and have friends in their place. 
No prey will, I fancy, escape from our claws 
If we have our own judges and make our own laws.” 
But, alas for the Canon, alas for his scheme! 
A certain cross answer broke in om his dream, 
And imparted a fact which he heard with regret— 
That the School Board is not quite omnipotent yet. 
=a 
Immortal by a Fluke. 

Ara sale, the other day, of some articles of camp-furniture, which 
had belonged to Dr. Livingstone, the auctioneer explained that these 
goods had been mentioned in Mr. Stanley’s book. That work may 
therefore be regarded as having taken strong hold upon the future; it 
cannot be wholly forgotten so long as men’s memories are stirred by 
the contemplation of these air-pillows, tin cupsyamd egg spoons. Mr. 
Stanley builded better than he knew. 


Presa ror “ Hot Oorpgrs.’”’—The Proof of the Padding is in the 
Heating. 
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not to mince the matter—he says he’ll be hanged if he comes back to England any more. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 400 


I wanper through a palace wide, 

I thread my way through hall on hall, 
And wonder who doth here abide, 

And who he is that’s lord of all. 
And as I muse, a sullen sound 

Fills many a heart with direst fear ; 
The ruler’s thunder rolls around— 

Tis hurled by him that’s master here. 


1. Were I to occupy this place, 
Nought but a vacant senseless space 
Would greet your sight. 
These lines are here: my place is filled, 
And I most mercilessly killed— 
Poor luckless wight! 


2. All single-handed—seek, and you will find. 
I've vanquished all the monarchs of my kind: 
With aid from an ally, well-proved and true, 
My power I’ve shown o’er kings of ev'ry hue. 


3. I’m a subject of talk every day, and whene’er 
You open your Zimes, you will find me near. 
Every day I may change: I may last for a week : 
I am always before you—you’'ve not far to seek. 


4. Under the grinding, crushing wheel, 
He gives up his life to his god, 
And an after-day will the bones reveal 
On the path that the pilgrim trod. 


d. With water’s aid, my help is infinite to man, 
And, living, I to water always fly. 
By poets sung—yet any grimy artisan 
May swing my cumbrous length athwart the sky. 


6. Kindly proffered—oft refused ; 
Often asked for—seldom used; 
Sometimes good, and sometimes bad, 
Valued when for gold I’m had. 


7. I wander alone in the silent night, 
Through a city dark and chill, 
And my heart beats loud with wild affright 
As I listen—and all is still. 


Soxution or Acrostic No. 398.—Midland Railway : 
Martyr, Idea, Demi, Labial, Askew, Nausea, Dummy. 
Correct: O. M. 





UNDER ORDERS. 


Mr. Ope.u’s benefit, taken at the Globe a few days back, may, with- 
out exception, be characterised as the theatrical event of the season. 
W her it was first suggested, there were not wanting many—principally 
stage-managers who object to the display of anything like ability— 
who prophesied it would be a dismal failure, because no one would con- 
sider it worth his or her while to support a man who had been for a 
As these gentlemen are almost 
invariably wrong in whatever they say or do, it did not surprise us to 
find that Mr. Odell had a very good benefit—though we were a little 
astonished to discover that he had the absolute best benefit ever known 
way. The seats were 


long time out of an engagement. 


in London. It was a marvellous success in éve 
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‘‘ UP TO SNUFF!” 


Mackenzie (to his acquaintance of an hour on a fifteenth application for ** jist 
anither pinch’’:—“ Ye MAUN KEN, MAISTHER SIMPSON, THAT AWM A PERFECT 
DEEVIL FOR SNOOF; BUT AU NIVER CARRY A BOX.”’ 





so much to his acting that we would refer, though without gagging or 
mouthing he managed to bring down the house repeatedly ; but to the 
generous impulse which led him to volunteer his services at a time 
when actors of less rank who would now give their ears to have been 
concerned in such successful business looked coldly on or made 
promises they never intended to fulfil. 

Miss Emily Mott's concert at the St. James’s Hall, under most 
distinguished patronage, and with what is still better, a fine 
programme, drew a large attendance, and was highly successful. 
‘This was Miss Mott's first appearance since her severe indisposition 
some time back, and we are glad to note that of the promise given 
at the outset of her career she has in no way fallen short, but that.a 
residence in Italy for the purpose of study has added considerably to 
the attractions of a voice naturally rich and powerful. Mr. Sims 
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all paid for, eitherin cash or promises, and it is to be hoped that those who | 
gave the latter will hasten to redeem them, as good money was turned | 
away when offered for the seats they occupied. The programme was | 
too long for us to attempt criticism on the various items which went | 
to form an admirable whole, but we cannot pass over the Ophelia of | 
Miss Rachel Sanger, and the Hamlet. of Mr. Odell, to which we feel 

bound to call attention as specimens of the kind of ability which is to 

be found unemployed in London. Perhaps, when the authorities at | has been called into existence in these narrow isles must often excite 
some theatres have any idea as to what in the way of writing will suit | our anxiety,” The Times thinks “ the problem is one for the attention 
the public taste before the public has tried it—and how much requires of the statesman rather than of the manufacturer and the workman.” 


Reeves was very enthusiastically received, and the efforts of other 
singers did not go unrewarded. 


‘* Not for Joseph.” 
Wuizte admitting that “the density of the immense population that 


to be cut from a play which has been rehearsed fifty times, and is | Just so—particularly the workman, who, being simply a mouth threat- 
reduced to half its length when the public has seen it once—they will | ened with starvation by the multiplication of other mouths, is not in 
begin to dimly suspect that their opinions as to some actors and | a position to bestow attention upon a problem that is not good to eat. 
actresses are not altogether correct. Mr. Odell and Miss Sanger are | The statesman, on the contrary, is in the position of an immortal soul , 
by no means solitary instances of the merit which has to give way | which goes on pretty much the same whether its body is nourished or 
to more important considerations. If they were, we should not have | not, and is therefore competent to consider the problem with that 
entered so fully into the subject, as both are capable of making their | earnest but passionless attention which we bring te bear upon all 
way, despite temporary obstructions. One other actor calls for special | matters of supreme indifference. We presume, however, that even The 
remark at our hands—Mr. Lionel Brough—ene of the finest | Times will concede the workman’s right to cry out in ease the states- 
representatives of pure and unalloyed burlesque ever seen. It is not | man should fail to keep the population below the squeezing point. 
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A CRYING INIQUITY. 


By One® or THE SUFFERERS, 








| 
| | AS IT IS. 
is | Wuat is there worse when age has come and one requires a rest— | To work, to work, I know ’tis said, we animals are born— 
 % | | A rest which has been fairly earned if service done is aught— _ Tis ours to earn, and earn, and earn, our own and other’s food— 
: | What is there that’s more dreadful, take it at the very best, But still tis hard when youth’s no more, and we'd enjoy our corn, 
Than greed, with which our masters burn and have no other thought” To be compelled o’er griefs like these our weary way to brood. 
So did I muse when, as I stood | And so | can’t help wishing now, 
.. On London’s streets alone, As oft I’ve wished before, 
i I saw old horses once so good | That our poor service wouid endow 
Bid That first they ranked in horseyhood, Us with some right—I do, I vew— 
Now worked to skin and bone. To ease this evil sore. | 





I saw those steeds who stakes had won, and who had oft been first— | Thus, when with age our limbs grow stiff, and aches our systems rack, 

















As through the streets I paced, Who never swerve nor fail; 


Fray 


| 
“ This conduct’s manly—that is, vile; Whose willingness oft makes them foes ; 
And thus in truly Christian style | For whom no friend e’er yet arose, 
Humanity’s diegraced.”’ | Yet still may right prevail! 





A by. And others who had done their best e’en though it proved no use ; When collar-work has done its worst and spurs have made their stab, 
¢ With still again those lower brutes who always had been curst— We might not some kind refuge want, some gentle tending lack, 
e, All droop:ng with a weight of work ; in life ne'er to be louse. We might not have for last on earth a heavy laden cab. 
f And so I thought, and mused awhile, | But no; small hope is there for those | 
:. 
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DOTS AND LINES. will out; but the murderers won’t just yet. — Three thousand persons 
; 4 |“ arrested for conspiracy in Russia.’’ They don't seem to have been 

a Cuarity Orcanisation Society has discovered something. We arrested in Russia though. — Prince Gortschakoff has visited Prince 

have yet to discover the charity of this organisation. — Great meeting | Bismarck. Prince’s mixture. Both upto snuff. = Mr. Dodson, M. P., 

. of Midland shareholders. ‘‘ Confidence men”’ in the ascendant. = The | on Education. Dodson and fog. — Another railway accident. ‘The 

rs Pope considers Mr. Gladstone a viper. Does he mean a pen-viper? | guard’s leg was broken and another man was hurt.’’ Guards seem to 

e® ¥ = Mrs. Jury escapes. Tired of waiting for the verdict. Mrs. Jury is| be guarded from hurt according to this. — A prize-fighter describes 

4, recaptured at Leek. Scene—Eating the Leek. — Marshal Bazaine , himself as an artist. There are artista in hair: why not in eyes and 

has gone to Spain. Rhyme and reason. = Death of Lersundi. Dis- | noses ? 

couragement of Gamundi. (Reuter's teeeea zoe ae? ee 

know either, but one must have caused the other. — Mr. Disraeli ‘ 

wrong again after dinner. Radical cure: his own words to be eaten | The Third Estate. 

the day after. — Police outrage was to be tried at Alton Petty | A 11TTLE wholesome pressure from the Press is all that is needed to 


Sessions. ‘“ Police Intelligence’’ came to the rescue. — Thirty-two | remove an objectionable piece of—it would be hardly fair to say 
Montenegrins sentenced to twenty years each for murder. Murder | ‘‘ class’’—legislation,—the third-class railway passengers’ duty. 
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THE LASH.* 


Srr,— Knowing that just at present there is a dearth of news, I have 
acted upon the hint you gave me a short time since, and addressed this 
letter to you, in the hope that it will engender a long correspondence. 
1 know that in the existing condition of public opinion with regard to 
myself and my recent escapades, few people will place much faith in 
what I say unless I disguise my style a little, and write with the moral 
loftiness of a man to whom a workhouse bath, a dog, or a dwarf are 
things unknown. I resign that dog because people will not have him 
at any price, but I will see what I can do with a cat. The tale of m 
dog would not go down; my cat has nine tails, and they go down wi 
the B. P. very nice indeed. To take the popular view of the question 
would be to dwarf the scope of my articles, so I will take an opposite 
course. This course is not the one to which one of my friends 
journeyed first-class, counting million pound bank notes with the aid 
of Babbage’s pocket calculating machine. It is nota course conneeted 
with coursing, for it is not the leash but the lash upon which I am 
about to write. It is the low lash of the prison warder s wielding that 
to-day causes my eyelash to be wet with tears, and my heart to throb 
violently against the threadbare waistcoat and dirty shirt which my 
peculiar branch of journalism compels me to wear. 

My object in addressing you to-day is to ask the advocates of the 
lash a few plain questions. If a woman appears in court with a pair 
of black eyes given her by her husband, is the man to be denounced asa 
cowardly ruffian, and whipped? If so, what isto be done with the 
husband of the woman who appears at court with a pair of black eyes 
received at the hand of nature? This surely is a crusher for the 
ex-governors of gaols, spruce young gentlemen and pert young 
barristers, who dare to know more about flogging than I do—I, the 
man who received the severest castigation by land and water that a 
poor story-tellerever had to endure. Again, suppose a man comes home 
drunk and knocks his wife down, is he to be fiogged, while the wretch 
who comes home sober and knocks his wife up is allowed to go free ? 
What answer have the highly respectable and Conservative class to 
make to this? Society demands that gentlemen in reduced cireum- 
stances who borrow from the lonely pedestrian with a little exhibition 
of personal strength shall have their backs catted in prison, and their 
footsteps dogged out of it. I raise my voice against the vindictive 
yell of Society, and say that this is mere animal justice. My sufferings 
have been due rather to the dog than to the cat, but I havea heart 
that can feel fer another. That heart aches when I think of the 
anguish of the poor fellows whose backs are scourged for some deed of 
hasty violence. What feelings of degradation must they bear back 
into the world with them! Better that women should be battered 
and pulped than that an Englishman should be beaten. Let the 
whips be confined to the senate, the stick to the stage, the lash to the 
optic, and the cat remain the emblem of my constant beverage. In 
free England let every man have his whack, let dabblers in theatres 
and telegraph shares be hard hit, but let the violent criminal be— 
What says the poet ? 

Oh, leave the batter’d wife to shriek, 
The surgeen up her wonnds can sew ; 
And if you have a human heart, 
You’ let the poor wife-kicker go. 
The lash is a barbarous instrument because it hurts. Its use would 
speedily reform the criminal classes, and then what would become of 
our three columns of police news? ‘That it may speedily be abolished 
is the heartfelt prayer of Your X ContTRIBUTOR. 

P.S.—If this does not fetch three columns of letters I'll pitch it 
stronger in my next. When may I do the “Commissioner” articles 
again—I think the “ mistake” is nearly fergotten now ? 


A Bit of “Shop.” 


ConTRIBUTOR.— Fired with emulation by the recent luminous trail 
drawn across the Western firmament by the meteoric Shah— 

Eprror.— Beeeeautiful ! 

Con.—Another royal effulgence is about to dawn upon us, like a new 
morn risen on midnoon. 

Epv.— Milton. 

Con.—To slightly alter, and perhaps improve, our metaphor, the 
King of the Sandwich Islands has imparted to the sweet seas that lap 
our sleeping isle— 

Ep.—Anonymous. 

Con.—a cuttle-fishlike inkling of his approach. 

Ep.—Won't do; cuttle-fish only inks the water behind it. 

Con.—Indeed, in the waters of anticipation with which the men- 
tion of his sable majesty has copiously drenched our journalistic 
mouth, we faney we can already taste him. 
Ev.—Sucking that pen again, as usual! 








* We did not discover until too late that this letter was addressed to the office 
of another journal. Those careless postmen !—Eb. 
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THE GOOD OLD SHIP. 


Tue captain of the good old ship" 
Lay on the gory deck,— 

His crew were few, but stout and true— 
They manned the floating wreck : 

Through many a gale, with tattered sail, 
They'd fought the good old ship, 

As faithful and staunch, as at her launch 
When her anchor was first atrip: 


Over her side, in the green, green tide, 
ull many a corpar iad slid, 
And the hiss of the foam that welcomed them home 
Went for clods on the coffin-lid. 
T'was many a day since she sailed away, 
Through battle and tempest dark, 
But the captain’s grip had guided the ship, 
And all had been well-with the bark. 


Now, who comes here, but a privateer, 
That had hovered around her course! 
“ Haul in your sails,—your captain fails,’’ 
Come the skipper’s accents hoarse. 
There was one alone heard the captain's groan, 
And he rose and shouted “ Avast! t; 
While the vessel swims, and we've use of our limbs, 
Our colours ure there on the mast. 
We've victualled you often, you took our pay, 
You were glad to get se much,— 
You lingered behind to gorge on the prey 
We slew, but disdaimed to touch. 
* * * 


‘‘ Sharks that hang round the battle, 
Crows that torture the dying, 
Stay by the failing cattle, 
Hover o’er armies flying. 
Come not near death and danger, 
A dying hero may mangle you, 
Even a friendless stranger 
Might reach out his arm and strangle you. 
Get from the course of the old ship— 
Clear leave our path on the blue,— 
Winds and waters the bold ship 
Is able to plunge on through. 
- * * 


‘** Not in the sea’s dominion, 
O er the wild leagues round about, 
Shall one touch of your craven pinion 
Our captain’s dead brow flout. 
We shall bury him to-morrow ; 
We shall stand, a few brave men, 
Beside his shroud in sorrow. 
And we will fight you then !” 





Auswers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, <nd we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.) 

A. T. J. (New University Club.)—From the specimen of work sent, 
you should be the last to object te the abolition of any class other 
than first. As you say, Verbum sap-py. 

GammMa.—Gammon! We make no exception with regard to our rule. 

Ou !—Ingenious ; but we can’t give az opinion without knowing what 
the cigars were like. I 

P. C.—You make as much fuss over the article as if it referred to the 
slaughter of donkeys. 

A. M.S. (Aberdeen.)—This is the result of trying a joke without first 
having experienced the necessary and usual surgical operation. 

A Wovu.p-ze Joxist.—You may have all the will, but we possess the 
power to prevent such an undesirable consummation. 

LAwFvuL.—Awful! 

AUGSPUR THE SECOND.—We’ve been trying to get rid of the first of that 
name for two or three years without effect. 

R. T. S. (Oswestry.)—We are by no means in favour of the manner in 
which School-boards are conducted ; but we believe in anonymous corre- 
spondents still less, especially when they are by no means clever. 

Aw Asprrant.-- Parodies of the kind you send have been done by the 
hundred—almost by the “six hundred”—which, by the way, is only 
supposed to rhyme to “ blundered ” when the Laureate writes the lines. 

ALFRED SuHEenx.— There’s a good deal of water in your effusion, what- 
ever there may have been in the milk. 

Declined with thanks :—T. B.; Edwards (Cheltenham); A. F. P.; Bad 
Templar ; H. Wilson; Chaffey ; Arthur Snooksby; G. W.; John Jameson ; 
K.; James Phillips. ; 





— SE __— = __——=—$_—_——_—<—<—$—<——_——— TL], Ss 


oe 


Se 9 SOR eee ee a Ate ee at i Oe oie ? tu 


ees 





























ee > — 
essen nes seeeenenesieeomnens 


mn 


| 








f| 


Y 


AO a) 


' <L s g 


? 


(? 
| 


‘ 


— 






[NovempBer 28, 1874. 








LEAF AND LICENCE. 


Gardener (to young master with dog and gun) :—‘‘ THERE BE A 
8PLENDID FOLIAGE SURELY!” 


MONTHLY MAG-PIE. 
NOVEMBER. 

In the Saturday Journal the author of ‘‘ Abel Drake’s Wife’’ plies 
his pen with his accustomed power; the illustrations are many, and 
the tales and sketches neither too light nor too heavy for a publication 
of the kind. Weare glad to meet with Edward Capern sixging in 
his old natural strain of flowers, and birds, and fields, flinging a 
glamour around a small incident of rustic courtship. 


Le Follet this month gives some startling costumes—one displaying 
a bustle, or perhaps it is more discreet to call it a “ pouf,”’ of such 
gigantic dimensions as must fill the hearts of newspaper proprietors 
with glee at the expectation of a still more enlarged circulation. 


The Atlantic Monthly contains, as usual, a budget of good things 
which must make the editors of our own poor serials of the mixed 
celebrity und padding order feel very small indeed. Among the best 
things in the number are “‘ Behind the Scenes ’’ by C. W. Stoddard, and 
Mark Twain's “ ‘True Story.” 

Receivep :— Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Young Ladies’ Journal, 
Family Herald, London Society, Golden Hours, Gardeners’ Magazine, | 
Pictorial World, Penny Illustrated Paper, Colburne’'s New Monthly, | 
Charing Cross, Science Gossip, Lippincott’s Magazine, and Shipwrecked 
Mariner. 


| 


ee 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


CHOCOLA! 








PHEASANT IN THE SHRUBBERY YON, MASTER GEORGE, AN’ HE BB IN 








Brilliant—in a Measure. 


Reviewinc Mr. Gladstone’s pamphlet on the Vatican Decrees, the 
Standard has tke goodness to contess its entire agreement with the 
author up to a certain point. ‘It would be strange,’ it says, ‘‘ had it 
been otherwise, for we cannot refrain from remarking that all his 
facts and arguments have appeared in our columns more than once 
during the last five years.’’ ‘The inference is obvious: Mr. Gladstone 
has unscrupulously “‘annexed’’ the Standard’s ideas. We have so 
little knowledge as to what has or has not appeared in the Standard, 
and so tenacious a faith in that journal’s veracity, that we accept the 
suggested fact in the breadth of its full significance ; but as it is im- 
possible to admit that Mr. Gladstone isa plagiarist, we congratulate 
our contemporary on having had in him a contributor who, during the 
last five years, has been content to hide his light under the opaquest 
bushel that ever ‘“‘ doused”’ an intellectual *‘ glim.”’ 


_ Se ) 


Now Ready, One Shilling. 
TOM HOOD’S CUMIC ANNUAL. 


Wiru Numerovs ILLustTRA1‘ONS BY THE First ARTISTS. 


—_————_ ——- — — —- ——- A , _ 


Now Ready, Price Twopence, 
FUN ALMANAC. 


PROFESELY [LLUSTRATED. 








FOR LUNCHEON, 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phonia Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Dectors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 90, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, Nov. 25, 1574. 
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A CRY FROM ‘“ THE MUSE.” 


Mount of poetical purity, 
Cloudy and rugged and hard! 
Who is this thing of obscurity 
Known as the Drawing-room Bard ? 
Why, it’s beneath me to speak of him, 
Only I'm stunned at the cheek of him! 
During his fits of inanity | 
(Painfully frequent at times), 
He, in his limitless vanity, 
Mixes up Me in his rhymes! 
Me, as a subject, he'll light upon 
When he has nothing to write upon! 


* 

Life’s insupportable dreariness ; 

My unamenable ways; 
Editor’s copy and weariness, 

These are the themes of his lays ; 
Always containing a whine about 
Something he’s got to repine about. 

Poets of greater gentility, 

Homer, and Milton, and Pope 

(Persons of decent ability), 

Cultivate mz I should hope! 
Bother the Bard! There’s an end to him, 
ZIhaven't time to attend to him! 

* * 


* 
Taking my proffered gratuity, 
One of these creatures of crime 


eer 


Puzzled his base ingenuity, 

Putting these thoughts into rhyme. 
Queer are the views that he takes of ’em— 
This is the jingle he makes of ’em ! 

Pity my classical dignity, 

Joltily fain to disperse, 

Forced by his petty malignity, 

Into this “‘ jiggity ” verse! 
Something there is I detest about 
Choosing the Muses to jest about! 


Often these bards in their vanity 
Taste egotistical bliss, 
But for a blatant inanity 
Give me the writer of this. 
This is the side which is best of him— 
One can imagine the rest of him. 


essen eens 
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PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


Broadstone Halli (Chatto and Windus) is neither the first nor the 
longest poem in a well-written collection; nor is it by any means 
the best—so there must be some hidden reason for giving its name to 
the book. Perhaps more careful readers than we profess to be may 
discover what it is; and should they purchase this pretty volume for 


the purpose of deciphering the puzzle, and fail, they will still be 
gainers, as in their search some little gems of verse will be sure to 
attract attention and secure perusal. 

A Brief Essay on Dancing (Lewis, Gower-street) is written for the 
purpose of showing “ its refining influence in social life.’’ The author 
is certainly an enthusiast, and quite as certainly believes in his own 
arguments and powers of observation. If he does not succeed in 
proving the refinement to demonstration, he at least sticks to his text 
and his title, and is satisfactorily brief. 

Three books received from Messrs. Warne and Co. are very 
seasonable, and will give much delight to all degrees of olive 
branches who may fall across them. The first is rightly called 4 Book 
of Drolleries, and deals chiefly with the adventures of “Ten Little 
Niggers,” who are in turn followed by “ Nine Niggers More.”’ The 
advantage of this book is, that by means of many well executed and 
extremely grotesque coloured illustrations, it appeals to the sympathies 
of those even who cannot read—if there are any such, from the babies 
upwards, in well-regulated families nowadays. 

Elsie s Expedition is a little work of a more advanced description, 

and, though it does not fail in engravings, depends mostly on narrative 
for the sympathy and support of juvenile readers. The authcr admits 
that his book was prompted by Alice in Wonderland, otherwise we 
should have thought he was like some authors of the present day, 
who have been cruelly robbed by Shakespeare, Milton, and many 
others who presumed to be born and work at an earlier period. 

Captain Jack is the last of the trio of works sent out by the Bedford- 
street firm, but certainly not the least. It is a story of adventure by 
flood and field, by prairie and forest, of hairbreadth ‘scapes and 
daring adventure, which will make many a schoolboy grieve that the 


narrow limits and old-fashioned notions of this country will not allow | 








OUTSIDE OR INSIDE ? 


Driver :—“ Yas, stx, I SHALL BE GLAD WHEN THE SUMMBR COMES ROUND AGAIN; WB GRT 
MORE PASSENGERS OUTSIDE THEN, YOU SEE, 8IR—I LIKES PLENTY OUTSIDE.” 

Passenger :—** INDEED! OUTSIDE, DO you ?”’ 

Driver :—‘** You KNOW, SIR, SOMETIMES I GETS A GENTLEMAN ALONGSIDE THAT SAYS, JEM, 
CAN YOU DO A GLASS OF ALE?”’ 

Passenger (after a pause) :—‘* Au, I THOUGHT YOU DIDN’T MEAN OUTSIDB.”’ 


(And that's all 


| of his wearing mocassins, carrying a long rifle, feeling very hungry 
and tired, and wishing himself safe home again. But such works as 
this are very nice to read, and make one imagine himself quite a 
hero by the time he has got to the last page. ‘The engravings are 
plentiful and admirably executed. The Captain Jack who gives his 
name to the book is not the Modoc chief who a year or so back came 
to a bad end, but another and still more wonderful wanderer, as the 
_author takes care to inform the reader in the preface to this his 
European edition. 
We have received from M. Rimmel some very pretty little almanacks 
of different designs, each redolent of the flowers with which they are 
so curiously ornamented. 





A LAMENT. 


Ou, I feel that I’m a poet, but I want the world to know it, 
For I lack the reputation which should be my talent’s due ; 

I’ve the feeling which enhances, all the poet's airy fancies, 
But I haven't got the power of conveying them to you. 


In my vigils Castles Spanish raise their cloud-capped heights and 

nal 
Creatures fair in form and feature float about my heated brain : 

Gallant thoughts, from regions golden, tell me legends grim and olden, 
But I lack the words that properly those legends would explain. 


Oft I think a touching story, that would crown my name with glory, 
And be read by eager thousands where the English tongue is known ; 
But when down I sit to write it, long I suck my pen and bite it, 
And I very soon discover that my touching story's flown. 


| Dramas, poems, and romances, visit me in noonday trances, 


Till my mind with glowing pictures I should like to sketch at sight. 
But, alas! though I’m a poet, n’er my fellow-men can know it, 
For a cruel Fate denies me the ability to write. 


A Worp iw Szason.— Winter. 





Vou. XX. 
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ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—No. XIII. 


By Litrie JouHnNnNy. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Dee. 2, 1874. 
A SHAKSPEAREAN REVIVAL. 





| Not Gontemplated. THE BEE 
? Fluetien, Peoxon Bremanck. Pistol, Tux Riour Hon. Bensamin One day , wich had been a readin that poetry about the bee 
Drsraa.. and the ant gech things, kep a sayin it over til we ol got sick of 


BY KIND PERMISSION. — FOR THIS OCCASION ONLY. hearin it, 8 ome time wen he come in the dron room and bust out 


with— 





How duth the little bizzy bee! 


my father hesaid William, that inseck has past a tolably quiet nite, 
and is a doim as wel as cude be expeckted, it is very good of your 
master to send you to inquire so offen, but it is a nusance ol the same, 
so 1 am about to isshue this bulletin, wich will save you any further 
trubble. Wen hesaid that my father pict up a paper wate and made 
like he was a goin to fling it, but Billy he improved the shinin our by 
dashin thru the dore into the pussidge. 

I hate bees cos some fokes wich writes is ol ways a crackin ‘em up, 
like they was the mose industirus and ordly and peasable and clever 
things in ol this worl, and little boys and girls ot to be like’em. But 
wot if little boys and girls wude sting like they does ? 

They was a shoe maker once wich was a republican, and he was a 
visitin a frend wich had a hive of bees, and his frend was a tellin him 
the bees had a queen, wich was a big fat bee and diddent do no work, 
wich was news to the shoe maker, and it made him angry. So he 
waited til he had a good chance, and he give the hive a spitefle kick 
and ran a way, and the las that was see of that shoe maker he was a 
dancin on a hil, and looked like he had a hundred legs and arms, like 
the spokes of a weel, and there was a glory ol roun him, wich was the 
sun a shinin on the bees. 

The hunny wich is tuke out of bee hives is sweet, but frute cake is 
the stuf forme. Bees wax, wich my mother uses wen she sose the 
babys frox, is mothing but jus hunny cobm, but not like you cobm 
your head with. 

The way the bees makes wax is this way. A bee goes to a flour and 
roles in it, and the dust sticks to his legs and makes him feel uncomf- 
table, and wen he cant stan it no longer he goes back to the hive, and 
wen he gits in there the hol porter bee says boots! Then the boots 
bee comes and brushes the dust off the bee wich roled in the flours legs, 
but dont sweep it up, and so many a goin in and out it gits trompt 
into mud wich is wax. But how they bores the six corner holes in it, 
les they do it with a six corner oggur, and were they gits the trickle 
to put ’em, is wot beats me ! 

Maybe you have hear about a bee line. Wena bee gits his legs 
loded, like I tole you, and wants a brush up it flise roun and roun, 
gittin high upper and high upper, ol the time, til it sees wich way the 
hive is, and then it has wasted so much time it has got to fli mity 
strate to git home fore dark, and that isa bee line. If it diddent think 
itsef so onederful clever it wude start of to random and inquire the 
way, and git home lots quicker and not so far to go, but bees is bees. 
Only I dont like ’em to be throde up to me as if they knode it ol, and 
me and Billy was a fool. ' 

Las summer our dog Towser was a lyin in the sun a trine to sleep, 
but the flies was that bad he cuddent, cos he had to cetch ‘em, but 
bime by a bee lit on his head, and was a wokin about like the dog 
was hisen. ‘Towser he hel his head stil, and wen the bee was close to 
his nose Towser winked at me, like he said you see wot this duffer is a 
doin, he thinks I’m a lilly of the vally wich issent opn yet, but you 
jus wait til I blossom and you wil see some good fun, and sure enuf 
Towser opend his mouth very slo so as not to friten the bee, and the - 
bee went inside Towsers mouth. Then Towser he shet his eyes 
dreemy, and his mouth too, and had begun to make a peacefle smile 
wen the bee stung him, and you never see a lilly of the vally ack so in 
ol your life! 


Enter Pistor, “ Swelling like a turkey-cock.” 
Fovetuen.—'Tis no matter for his swellings nor his turkey-cocks. 
God pless you, Aunchient Pistol, you scurvy knave, God pless you! 
Preto. (4ravely).—Ha! art thou bedlam ? dost thou thirst, base 
Trojan, 
To have me fold up Parca’s fatal web ? 
Hence! I atm qualmish at the smell of leek. 
Fivetiten.—I peseech you heartily, scurvy knave, at my desires, 
and my requests, and my petitions, to eat, look you, this leek ; because, 
look you, you do not love it, nor your affections and your appetites, 
and your digestions doo’s not agree with it, I would desire you to eat 
eS ie Be ec I pray you fall to; if you can mock a leek, you can 


* * a. * * 


Pistou (adbjectly).—Must I bite ? 
Fiuriiten.—Yes, certainly, and out of doubt and out of question 


too, and ambiguities. 
* * * * * 


Pistot.— Quiet thy cudgel: thou dost see I eat. 
(CURE 2K 


A rew days back we buried all that was mortal of our dear friend Tom 
Hoop. Quietly, and without ostentation, we placed him in theground ; 
he had himself chosen, and left him to the rest he had so-well earned. 
His life, though short, was busy, and his writings numerous; but never 
in one line was there the suspicion of a thought which he or his 
dearest friends could ever wish suppressed. And so, as our life here is 
but a preparation for another, Tom Hoop now reaps the rich reward 
which is his who, to the best of his power, fulfils his Master's bidding. 
The funeral was early and the morning dull, but in addition to the 
score or so of mourners there were nearly two hundred of those who 
had known and loved the dead present to see him consigned to his last 
resting-place. Few eyes were dry, and fewer thoughts unsympathetic, 
as in the course of the impressive service of the Church of England, 
the coffin was lowered into the narrow grave, covered with the 
flowers he had loved so well, and followed by the dimmed gaze of those 
who had been nearest and dearest to him. Kind, gentle, patient, 
thoughtful, impulsive Tom! we may selfishly mourn your loss; but 
we would not have you back for all our fondness—for all the void 
which is as yet so apparent in our hearts. 
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THE ENGLISH AT COURT. 


We read in the “ authorised’’ account of the baptism of the Duke 
and Duchess of Edinburgh’s first baby, that “the Queen sat on one 
side with the representatives of the sponsors and the Prince of Wales, 
who, with Her Majesty, were the two sponsors actually present.” It 
needs to be explained how the Prince of Wales could be “two 
sponsors ;” but in an adjoining paragraph the Court Circular writer is 
even more curious. He describes the Bow Room, “ also called the 53 
Room, from the circumstance of its containing the portraits of the dis- 
tinguished personages who visited the Queen on the occasion of Prince 
Leopold's christening, viz.: King George of Hanover, . ... . 
and Prince Leopold himself as a baby.” Then we are told that ‘‘ the 
Queen, attended by ,and accompanied b » was con- 
ducted by -, to seats prepared for them.’’ Wasthey? Were 
she, really ? Next, that the Lord Chamberlain ‘‘ conducted the infant 
Prince intothe Bow Room.”’ But the gem of this collection is reserved 
for a concluding paragraph of this elegant contribution, which extends 
over about two columns. It is, “ Morning dress was worn by the 
ladies present; evening coat, with morning trousers, orders, and 
decorations, by the gentlemen.””’ What is a morning order, if it be 
not an order for a lunch or a morning performance? And what is a 
morning decoration? The Queen’s English is very dear to us; why 
should not the Queen's servants be compelled to respect it? A certain 
phase of this very same service makes itself often particularly objec- 
tionable to men of letters. From those who assume the literary dic- 
tatorship we might at least expect a smattering of education. 
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LOBSTERS. 


It is cewrius about these fellers that they never git their natcherel 
culler til they have been biled awile in ot water, but wen thave been 
dun that they git red like sealn wacks, but you wudd€nt stick a 
nonvloap with lobsters. Wot I won to knoe is wot lobsters is, for 
they aint fishas, and they aint beestses, and they aint a bird, cos they 
don’t lay egsand fli. Its no good askin my father, cos hede say you 
go fetch mea nice one biled, and Ile see if I can fine out for you, 
Johnny. He helps me littler, my father does, about ritin this than 
all most any boddy, and I don’t see he is much use any how. If I 
was my mother I wud thro him a way. 

A wicked feller he thot it wude be a funny thing to giv his girl a 
booquay of posies with a lobster intoit, wich wude pinch her nose, 
but wile he was a takin it to her house he forgot and smelt it his own 
sef, and wen he was a howlin cos the lobster had got him, a please- 
man come up and said wot was the matter. But wen he see the lobs- 
ter a hangin on the mans nose, for the flours had fel of, he said the 
pleaseman did, wy don’t you use a hanchkif, you dirty feller, and 
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wen the man said how can I, the pleaseman he said you shet up, I 
was a tokkin to the lobster. 

Uncle Ned he says lobsters is the best drivers in the world, for 
there aint no animel b go wen a lobster takes hold-of their 
tails and tells”em ree Once there’wagra lobstersatfda-dog, and 
they fot a fiter Br ‘foPé* they began the®lobster, ec Wain the 
water, got down-clost to thé*bottem, and’ said now ¢ om But the 
dog it said yow* ktiéw wel énuf I cant git at: you, you got*to come” of 
your own self- Thén the lobster it said how’ coud it git‘out® off” 


bank, you pub+your'tail in the water and give me a lift. Sd" the® Hi 


did, and the 1ébatettike hole of the dogs tale and pintched“a# hard ‘as* 
ever it coud, afid*the dog struck out cros the fiels, yelpin pretty lowed 


I can’ tel you. and dron the lobstér’ behine. Wen it had ri til’ it’, 


cudderi'go no more*it‘stop, and there wassent no lobster left extéprjais® 


one of its cloa wich'félof wen the dog stop. Then the dog sée it'amd") 
said you meamlittleféllér;you have spile a nice fite between"me and“a* 


lobster ! 


Wen you séé*a* lobsteritr the water it is all ways ofthe pint of} 
swimmin real fast, for it’ keeps‘a' backin and’a* backin'to git-a» good'| | 4 
start, but I never see one yit Wich cude maké up? its mine to be off} | oe 


One kind is cil a grayfith, tho mose fokes cobit'crofieh) If I'ouddent! 
say things right Ideéesell out, thats*how I lookat it: 


Once my fathér brot hottie a live lobsteriand! laid’ ition the: katein | 


table, and they was-a’ néWws paper’on the table: Wetirity father went 
out and comé® back-he ste the lobster had! réeched-out its claw and 
took hole of the*paper) and wara workin’ ité*claw like a’ pair of ‘sithers; 


and he said, my father did). wel, Ime* blode, Idelike to no wot you’ | | 


have f6tt in that Stannard wich is‘worth cuttin out for your’ scrap 
book! 





THE FIRE FLY. 


I never see any of these, but Ive herd about ’em ol my born life. I 
read some were about theyre bein so brite that a man wich haddent 
any gas, nor any lamp, nor any cannle, he put a lot in a bottle and 
corked it up, and they give so much lite he cud rite by it. Uncle 
Ned says he bets any thing that man was a ritin about prison reform, 
or in faver of freein the niggers, but I dont kno wy he thinks so. 

The fire fly is as big as a ear*wigy and-itissent fire ol over, only its 
tail, wich is jus the other way With Missis® y, for she is got a red 
head. If you wassent tole better” bye you wud think fire flys wud 


~ suffer a’ good deal excep in rainy wether, bwt*téint so, for worm nites 


wen-it’ is dri they is fullest of fun,a danein’ upand down, and a 
letti##'their lite shine like the parson says evry bodé¥ ot. Wen some 
foke#is'tele’to let their lite shine they.jus turns off'their gas but dont 
lite it: 

Two men wich had beeffto a lection ri# was a géimhome late, thru 
the fiels, and one said to thé other you le#me leen om your sholder, 
my boy, and wot ever happens dont you desert aole frend. Wen 
they had gon a mile or two'that way the* other he said dont you git 
any better, and the man with was a staggerin said not much, I feel 
like I shude drop, it must a been a offle blo, not any pain to speek of, 
but it makes me see stars til this minnit. Then the other man he new 
how it was, for it was the fire flys, wich was thick, and he thot to 
hissef one wise man cant make a other man -wise, but one fool can 
make a fool of a other man. , But wen it comes to proverbs I must ask 
to be excews. 

The glo werm is said by some fokes to be a she fire fly, jus be cos 
it is shiny too, I spose, and becos the fire flys leave ’em to theirselfs a 
good deal. 





The Wrong Way. 

Aw® advertiser in a Liverpdol paper’ offers to dispose of his villa 
because of the constant musical a nce he receives @t¢he hands 
of his’ neighbour's six daughters. is is self-sacrificing’ Why not 
obtain'six-daughters of his own at once, and give each’ six pianos ? 
That's*the sort of man we are! 


‘* Socfel Pressure.” 

THrrrt’ pass in # railway compartment intended for eight. 
Askingua* mean to-drinkaffér he has refused three times. Asking a 
fri nae og clubd® for an hewrts* chat, and making him take tickets 
for a y 








Pood for Thought. 
A prison kitchen is one of the least likely places in whichfo find 
liberality—yet allowances*aré daily made there for the most dépraved 
criminals. 





Small! 


An advertisement states that a “ small lady’s gol@*cHain ” has been ' 


lost. Unless the small lady has been lost with it the identification 
will be difficult: 
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LONG-SUFFERING. 


A Patient Reproor. 


. ‘Ee not a hand- 
some - look - 
ing steed— 
I know it. 
I’m of a strong 
and hardy 
breed — 
And show it. 
But strong and 
hardy as 





Ati willing ; 
I'i'getting worn, 
and future 


scene 
Seotis chilling. 


The onfy’ friend 
I have is 
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His* argtiment 
is always 
clear— 

A clincher. 

When at my heels 
he frisks and 
barks 

So gaily, 

I oft forget the whipthong marks 

Made daily. 


We're both dumb animals*we'ktHiow; 
And care not ; 

But often when I'd like to'** wo’” 
And dare not, 

I'cain’t help thinking haré’s*the world). 
And freezing, 

Por'me withmought but curses hurled: 
For easing.” 


For easing. whert’the load is hard’ 
On collar ;~ 
At easing I'm a# old ill-starred 


Aipt scholar 
My/wWity in life‘is*always' sad 
And painful. 


Pray do not think of me, as bad— 
Disdainful. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Teeriric Typhoon at Hong Kong. General suffering from 
Typhoon fever. — Tornado in America. Houses, trees, and people 
torn up by the roots. Ado among the torn. Freeborn Americans 
not to be outdone by the Chinese. — City of Perth has been burnt at 
sea. ‘‘Stands Scotland where it did?’” =» Almether collision in the 
Mersey. Very little mercy shown to ea@h other by Liverpool 
steamers. — Coal difficulty has commenced). Bayer applied for a 
summons against a coal-seller, but didm’t-kniew his address. No 
address: no redress. — Wifé-beater seit to prison for two years. 
‘Friend fined £5 for expressing» ion in court. Sym- 
pathy not always cheap. Sostee of or ffiends must button their 
pockets if this goes on. — King’ of'theSand wich Islands about to pay 
a visit to Washington. Wants to learn: the Atherican language. 
Better try the American chees® —» Mi, Stanley’ in Africa’ Seven 
columns of description. Gas and Hard’ words and'soft facts. 
= More Board-school horrors. @at Bethnal Giten frightened to 
death by a monitor. School Board touts in future to carry canes with 
which to castigate unbelieving’ paréntss — A’ French ex-Minister of 
State sentenced to two years” ia ent forswindling. Must have 
learnt it while in office, and forgot toleaveit off. — Reporters make 
a feature of “a lunatic in a police-eoutt!’ That's'because he wasn’t 
on the bench. = New test of lunaey: biting one’s hat to pieces. 
There’s something madder than a hatter afterall/— End of the flat- 
racing?season. Flats will therefore race no morw till next year. 


Annus: Mirasitis.—The Lord Mayor's ‘‘ Day” —A Year, 


eee tenes 
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**In a desolate isle’’ (he says, says he) 
*‘T’ve just been a-burying R, C. T.”’ 


wnright skin 


He was crying himself into do 
When a weird old gentleman scrambled in. 


He had no topics and nothing to say, 
And the editor sorrowed the wildest way. 


Tony, 


, OTT, 


gned in BLoop 


an to bud, 
pes were nearly rij e, 


When he showed him a document si 
For the story would run into heaps of type. 


And the editer’s hopes beg 
And the editor’s ho 


gs. 


agulls’ wings— 


regular queerest thin 


And he told of wrecks and of se 
story was wild as words could frame, 


And lots of the 


His 


But very improbable, all the same. 
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his dungeon dim, 


While the “ Claimant ”’ sits in ¢ 
And none of it matters a cent to him 


The weird old gent’s to home in a shed, 
And shows for drinks and a dollar a head. 


It did—and the editor having acquired 
A gorgeous competence then retired. 
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EATING THE LEEK 


ANOTHER SHAKSPEAREAN REVIVAL. 
“MAY GOOD DIGESTION WAIT ON APPETITE.” 
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A FABLE. 


Hope and Joy had worked for years, - 
Preventing human sighs and tears, 
Removing grief and soothing woe— 


They went through country and through 
By mountain waste and cheerless down ; 
Where’er they came delight was rife, 

And pleasure filled the saddest life. 


Hope and Joy at last grew tired 

Of finding all that men desired. 

Said Hope to Joy, ‘‘ I pray thee say, 
Might we not take a holiday, 

And leave the earth alone awhile, 
Without fresh cause to sing or smile ?”’ 
‘¢ Agreed,’ said Joy ; and off they went, 
Up through the starry firmament. 


Earth wore at once an aspect dread : 
Here War reared up his horrid head ; 
Here Famine stretched her hungry hands, 
And nt Despair filled all the lands. 
Poor Mother Earth looked up on high, | 
And called the vagrants from the sky:— | 
‘‘ Qome down, I pray, life can’t be gay 
While Hope and Joy make holiday.” 


Very like a—Rabbit. 

A country paper informs its readers that 
‘‘ the 27,000 rabbits bred in Great Britain 
and Ireland represent 24,000 tons of 
animal food, of the money value, at a low 
estimate, of £1,350,000."’ In a moment 
of enthusiasm we showed this to our butter- 
man—at least, he was our butterman till 
the score was stopped—but he wouldn’t | 
believe that our share, as compared with | 
sucha grand total, was not worth charging. 
He said, ** You littery gents can do a great 
deal with a pen and a piece of paper, but 
you can’t make ‘paid’ appear on your 
bill!’ So what’s the good of statistics ? 
We'd rather have one of those immense 
rabbits— or a steak. 
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Housekeeper (who is 








THE END OF THE RACING SEASON. 


Srtr,—I suppose you are by this time well aware that the racing 
season of 1874 isa thing of the past. ‘That is, it's over—which is 
much the same thing; and more too, for the matter of that. But you 
seem so oblivious of the many benefits which have been conferred on 


suffering humanity by this pen, that I’m bound to believe you take no 


notice of the fact, that the racing is over, the running is done, the 
winner's in clover, the loser’s not won. If he had, perhaps he 
wouldn’t have been a loser, but there’s no knowing what may happen 
under the reign of the Jockey Club. It is not my habit to boast, as 
you are aware; but breathes there a man with soul so dead, who never 
to himself has said, in Augspur I have found my friend, he winners 
finds without an end—and so on? If such there be, go mark-him well ; 
to him I'll not my story tell; I'll see him blowed before I’ll once take 
heed of such an awful dunce. This is just a little preliminary canter 
before breaking out into a statement of fact, which is as follows. 

At the present moment there are no less than nine thousand men 
who had less than nothing at the commencement of the year, and, thanks 
to me, their positions have remained quite unimpaired. But for the 
manner in which I have guided their footsteps they might have fallen 
into bad ways, have become bookmakers, have spent their money in 
rioting and debauchery, placed their families under the ban of 
suspicion and the School Board, and actually had money in the bank. 
If there’s one man more than another I despise, it's the man witha 
cheque-book, especially when he objects to lend it to a friend who 
would be as careful of it as the babe unborn. Now I never had such 
a thing; but when I do have one, I shall turn over a new leaf and 
neither borrow nor lend. Borrowing seems to have become a bad 
game lately. Not that Iever borrow—it requires two to complete a 
bargain. 

Well, the season is over, and as I am plainand out-spoken I think I 
may lay claim to a grievance. Nobody comes to me, and says, “ Old 
fellow, I appreciate your efforts ; you've made my fortune, and here’s 
a trifle for you.’”’ Nobody says, “Dear boy, I know your good and 
honest heart, your modesty, your devotion, your promptitude, your 
general all-round ability, to say nothing of your sobriety, and here's 
thirteen stamps and a halfpenny one for changing.” Nobody says, 
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“NOT THIS WEEF.” 


*¢ going’’ for the Old Bachelor) :~-“ Wuat cAN I HAVE THE PLEASURE 


OF READING TO YOU, MY DEAR SIR?”’ 
Old Boy :—*O, READ THE NEWS OF THE WEEK, Mrs. WepDoRBURN.” 
Housekecper :—“ News OF THE WEEK! WHY IT'S NOT YET HALF GONE!”’ 
Old Boy (meaningly) :-—“ Tur, tur, I Mean THe Magrtiace List, stoorip!”’ 





‘Sir, I have respected you for a long time; I have watched your career 
with interest, have joyed over your successes, and wept over your dis- 
| appointments; and may I request your acceptance of a few old 
| clothes.” Nobody even asks me to drink. People think I’m above 
| taking anything. But let ’em try—only let ’em try—is the heartfelt 


| ejaculation of the unemployed AUGSPUR. 


| P.S.—The testimonial, as you may have judged, was a dead frost, 

_ and all the money I[ won at Liverpool I gave to an American “ con- 

fidence man” to try him, and he never returned with it. I should 
like to try him now. 


KIN, BUT NOT KIND. 


Krx—but she could not help it—to a drone 
Who hurls his cooling lap-stone at the Throne ; 
She left this relative to mourn his lot. 

Left him? Ah, would to heaven she had not! 


Mercurial Senility. 


Ir has been ascertained that a thermometer grows untrustworthy as 
_it grows old, the change being in the direction of readings absurdly 

high, the aged instrument seeming determined to convince the world 
| that the weather is not nearly so cold as it was when t¢ wasa boy. It 
is well known that as a thermometer grows bald and bent under the 
hand of Time it prides itself all the more upon the sturdiness of its 
_ physical endurance, and never so loudly proclaims it as when it has 
one foot in the grave. When a blooming young thermometer, in the 
| possession of sound animal health, is complaining of a temperature of 
ten degrees Fahrenheit, what is more natural than for the grey- 

haired veteran at its side to simulate tranquil enjoyment at fifteen ? 
_ Of course this is all wrong, and is a real inconvenience to science, but 
one might preach thermometrical sermons all one’s life, and poor 
| bulbous Nature would remain unaltered to the bitter end. 


i 


| A Poser.—May bachelors contribute to the Benedict Testimonial ? 
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ONLY TOO EASY! 


Chatty Hunting Man :—‘‘Can'T GET AWAY THIS MORNING—FOX WON'T BREAK.” 
Swell (whois familiar with Basinghall-street, and sees Portugal-street in prospectu) :—‘‘SiouLDN'T HAVE THOUGHT THERE WOULD BE 


ANY DIFFICULTY ABOUT THAT]!”’ 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 40l. 


My first to harshest usage must submit : 
No breaking from the iron hand that holds him. 
Small chance has he to cunning pow’r outwit : 
Thus crushed, a sympathising world beholds him. 
My second intervenes : may we then see 
My first triumphant, jubilant, and free. 


1. Hated of innocent children am I ; 
When older they grow they know better. 
Without me, the fairest of maidens would sigh, 
For she'd never receive a love-letter. 


2. Go, ask of those 
Who waste their time on law and me, 
Why their front rows 
Are not to me made always free, 
As they, of old, were wont to be? 


3. She leant—her husband’s joy and pride, 
A loving, loved, and lovely bride— 
On his brave breast ; 
But from her head the bloom-wreath fell— 
*T was crushed and ruined! and—Ah, well, 
I was expressed. 


. I saw the three, the prize and eke the strife, 
And oft to Opera Bouffe have added life. 
5. The loveliest maiden in the land, 
Though fair of face and white of hand, 
Is not so white as I. 
Tf you should seek for me in vain, 
You'd suffer many a gnawing pain, 


_ 


And soon—alas !—would die! 


So.tution or Acrostic, No. 399.—ZJrving, Hamlet : Itch, Retina, 
Venom, Idol, Negative, Gannet. Correct : Pipekop, Faithful Tommy, 
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Gyp, Peggotty, Peggotty’s Daughters, Margate Vic, Brice, The 
Vowels, Aston, Spheroid, Sphericus and Co., Your Swell, Pollaky, 
Wilts, Sideropolitain, Making Lanterns, L. P. and D. E., Cliff, Marl- 
borough, Mars, Nell and Pons, Your Own James, Sara, Smug, Pik, 1, 
Margate, Frank and Betsy, Love, Tommy Wattle, Slodger and Tiney, 
W. W. G. W., Ruby’s Ghost, R. W. 5S. C. 


IMPORTANT LITERARY NOTE. 


IL GLAS—A CHRISTMAS ANNUAL A-LA-MODE— 
Will shortly appear. 


CONTENTS : 


‘‘ Peace on Earth, Good-will to Men:” Preface. 

H.R.H.: A Libel. 

What Royalty said after its Tenth Tumbler. 

Famous Actresses ; or, Club Slander. 

The Runaway Empress. By her Groom. 

X: A Parody upon the Catechism. 

Leaves from the Diary of a Titled Blackguard. 

The Black-eyed Priocess: A Mystery. 

Our Religion: A Burlesque. 

A Venomous Attack upon a Lady of Title. 

The Hired Libeller: A Personal Biography. 

Viperaria: A Choice Collection of all the Lies, Libels, 
and most Infamous Scandals of the Year. 


The Publisher hastens to inform Advertisers that he has again 
taken advantage of the genial and festive season to produce his now 
famous Christmas Annual. As the virtue and character of the most 
eminent persons are assailed in every page, as sacred matters are 
made objects of ridicule, and as the holiest season of the year is 
specially desecrated, the annual will, he believes, be purchased greedily 
by the public. 
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-heod - of ;London, and fitted them up for the reception of foreign 
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HUMPHREY QUARLES THE QUADRILLIONAIRE. 


Humparey Qvarves was.not born a Quadrillionaire. Up to the age 
of twenty-five his income was but a few thousands a year, and to earn 
this pittance he had to work. four weary hours a day at his office in 
Capel-court. In his twenty-sixth year he met the editor of a 
satirical journal at a dinner party. This was the turning point in his 
career ; for, happening to make a perfectly new joke, the startled editor 
instantly engaged him as a wegkly contributor, at a salary which en- 
abled him to retire from the; Gity, and devote himself entirely to 
satirical literature. The first.week.of his engagement the circula- 
tion of the paper rose one»hw ousand. He had only con- 
tributed one original joke. (Lheefollewing week he sent in two 
original jokes, and the sensation.caused: by the appearance of this 
phenomenon was so intense that.oyerthree million copies of the paper 
were sold on the day of, publication,.at prices ranging from sixpence to 
five.shillings. In a month. the periodical; favoured with his effusions 
was turned into a joint-stock company. In three months every 
shareholder had died in,a lunatic,asylumy their reason crushed by the 
weight.of the vast fortunes with which, they had to deal. At the end 
of .a,yeara deputation of doctors waited upon Humphrey and entreated 
him,to give up being funny in print, as continuous cacchination was 
rapidly undermining the constitutions of all classes of society. He 
counted up the money he had accumulated during his connection with 
literafure, and finding it amounted to a quadrillion, he determined to 
benefit. humanity by retiring. He had nota single relative in the 
world, and his health was failing, so he determined to devote the 
remainder of his days to spending the money he had so rapidly 
acquired. | 

‘Firstly, said »he to himself, I .will do something for my 
country. He purchased several unoccupied palaces in the neighbour- 
































potentates. He ordered. « new-fleet,.and presented it to the Admiralty ; 
and, to prevent jealousy,atthe War. Office,he,agreed to maintain a 
large standing,army during the remainder of »his lifetime. He paid 
off the Nati i Devt and gave.all the officials ofthe ity Organiza- 
tion Society. their.salaries three years in,adyance. .Still.there was no 
sensible diminution in his.wealth. He, . wler ever 
who: thought he,had.an original idea for gne, Daitiaio.areayhied of 
legal entanglement, and relieved the wants.of every-*{ poor but honest’ 
person who. wrotetohim. He went back,to,his.early love—the Stock 
Exchange—and endeavoured, by reckless. speculation, to reduce the’ 
balance at his banker’s. But, alas! after bulling and bearing every kind 
of share in the market, he found that it would take him years to get 
rid of his golden incubus. His constant failure began to tell upon 
him: his hair whitened, he fell away to a skeleton, and kept his 
room. 

Prostrate upon a bed of sickness, he, for the first time, began to study 
human nature. The only specimen available was the fair young 
trained nurse who attended him. Her attentions pleased him, and he 
determined to be her benefactor. He asked her what the dearest wish 
of her heart might be, and, with a sweet smile and a modest curtsy, she 
answered, ‘ 'To have a theatre, please sir.’’ Three weeks afterwards 
Nurse Jones had taken her boxes from the institute, and was, by the 
permission of the Lord Chamberlain, duly installed ‘sole lessee and 
manageress”’ of the Royal Polyglot Theatre. Seldom in this world 
does a good action bring its reward so speedily as did that of Hum- 
phrey Quarles to him. Nurse Jones opened with a burlesque, in 
which she attempted the principal character herself, and gave the 
minor parts to the female friends of her modest past. In a month her 
benefactor was only a Trillionaire. She produced an opera-bouffe, and 
he became a Billionaire. A Shakesperian campaign converted him 
into a paltry Millionaire. Two years of the theatrical management, 
and the gigantic fortune accumulated by Humphrey Quarles in the 
prosperous fields of literature had been reduced to a five-pound note. 
The day his cheque for ten shillings was returned from the Bank of 
England with ~/s written upon it, the former owner of a Quadrillion 
shed tears of joy. The wish was gratified at last; amateur manage- 
ment had accomplished what all else had failed todo. He got Nurse 
Jones into the fifth row of the ballet at a transpontine theatre, and 
jogged along comfortably for the remainder of his days on the £60 
a year allowed him by a grateful country in consideration of his 
former services. Let those who wish to get rid of their money follow 
his splendid example. 


Theory and Practice. 


A TESTIMONIAL was recently presented toa man .who -had been in 
one employ for fifty years. Lazybones says there’s no credit due to 
a man for being in work all that time, and that the testimonial should 
be given by him to those who’ve been less fortunate. We've advised 
our friend to try the fifty years of work before giving so decided an 
aa He is going to, and the result will be published by us in 

ue course. 





FUN. 235 








AMBITION’S YEARNINGS. 


Let me ask your advice, Mr. Editor, pray— 
On a matter that robs.me of rest. 
It annoys me by night andathaunts me by day, 
Till I seem like a person pegsest. 
I am wildly ambitious and burn for a name ; 
And in arms or in art or in song 
On my word and my honour, I think I should claim 
A well-merited place before long. 
I wish to bedamous, I wish to be great. 
Can I manage to do it, or am I too late ? 


I should like to commence, Mr. Editor, Sir— 
As a poet, a vates, a bard. 
‘The Miltonic (or blank) is the verse I prefer, 
As I fancy that rhyming is hard. 
May I beg you to tell me how mugh<money down) 
1t would cost me to come out inopri 
Would an epic on Charlemagne ti the town ? 
I should feel so obliged for a hint. 
I wish to be famous, [ wish:to be great. 
Can; I manage to do it, or am'I too late ? 
The musicians are making a noise in the,world, 
And for music I'd always a thirst. 
The romantic.and classical flags are unfurl’d, 
And I'm eager to fight for the first. 
Shall I risk,a recital and play through a list 
From/Talexy; Ganz, Ascher and Strauss ? 
I believe my expression and firmness of, wrist 
Would be certain to draw me a house. 
I wish to be famous, I wish to be great. 
Can‘I manage todo it, or am’ L,too late? 


After all, very likely “the play is the thing,” 
As the sweet Swan of Avon observes. 
I’ve a drama that would act like aspring 
On. the. duct and the nerves. 
Never doubt it,will. prove a colossal success ; 
I hope, ‘Mr. Editor, vow 
Aad your friends on the criticahspress 
ith all. you can do. 
I to be famous, I wish to be great. 
Can I manage to do it, or am I too late ? 


I have told you my troubles and opened my heart ;— 
Now I nervously wait a reply. 
Any gems of advice that you please to impart 
I shall treasure, of course, till I die. 
I repeat, I shall value as long as [I live 
Whatsoever you choose to confide ;— 
Only whether I act on the lessons you give 
Is a matter for me to decide. 
I wish to be famous, I wish to be great. 
Can I manage to do it, or am I too late? 


Aushers to Corresyondents. 
[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 


panied by a stamped and directed envelope, <nd we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. ] 

ALDERMAN.—Of course the paper is delivered wholesale on Tuesday to 
the various provincial newsvendors ; butif any of them sells a copy before 
Wednesday he breaks his contract. We publish to the “ trade” at 5 a.m. 
on Wednesday. 

T. B. G.—Try orthography before venturing on prosody. “Strait to 
the realms of eternal bliss ” is hardly a fair direction. 

A Lover or Justicz.—We never published a criticism of any kind on 
the subject you refer to. In your blindness—which of course shows your 
love of justice—you mistake the meanings of words. Consult a dictionary. 

A. anD R.P.—To call a newspaper such a clever name “ ten or twenty 
times” would not show our ability any more than the proposal does yours. 

J. B.—We don’t require the music of the Band of Hope, thank you. 

W. WuHELpon (Northampton.)—Why inflict these tremendously heavy 
jokes on us? Pray give the local press turn, and let us know what 
form of reprisal is taken by the sufferers. 

Rosert Jack (Goswell-street.)—Jack-anapes we should think. You 
must be a sorry rogue. 

Stincivc Netrrie.—Rather a misnomer, isn’t it ? 

H. T. Sanpers.—l, Dropsy arising from liver complaint; 2, Fradelle 
and Marshall. 

A. H. Bowrzes.—Thanks for the idea. The remittance, if the suggestion 
were used, would naturally go to the artist. ; 

Declined with thanks:—P. Q.; Jane English; Navis; Pack; J. F.; 
H. R.C.;T.S.8.; N. H. (Liskeard); J. B. L.; Constant Subscriber; 
Paul; H. F. Raymond; F. E, Whyte; Buzzy, Sherwood Ranger; K. 
(Helensburgh) ; B. Whitefoord ; C. D. 8. 
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Lady of the House :—‘* ANY MORE LETTERS, 


Jane :—“ Yks, 
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u'’mM, Mr. Smiru.” 


Lady :—“ On, WHICH ONE?”’ 
Jane :—“* Ou, MUM, THE DARK ONE YOU KNOW, MUM, WITH THE BIG NOSE; THE ONE AS PLAYS THE HORNET SO BEAUTIFULLY.” 


TO BACHELORS ! 
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“HORNAMENTAL. 


Txe saddest of plagues upon earth are the ladies, 
To fidget and fret and perplex. 
We all have our faults—and my own, I'm afraid, is 
A worship for most of the sex. 
But, only to prove that one has to be wary 
When Cupid is on the alert, 
Just hear how I got in a pretty quandary 
By falling in love with a flirt. 


In feature and form she was all that a lover 
Could possibly hope or deserve ; 
A painter or sculptor could hardly discover 
One fault in a line or a curve. 
Her mind, I believe, was a little neglected— 
Her manners, I fancy, were pert ; 
Such trifles are seldom or never suspected 
When one isin love with a flirt. 


A rival or two gave a spur to my passion ; 
I gloried in winning a bride 
From gentlemen famous in commerce or fashion— 
And felt that I could if I tried. 
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I followed my fair like a pug or a poodle,— 
What folly could ever convert 

A bard and philosopher into a noodle, 
And plunge him in love with a flirt ? 


I gave her some rings and a chain and a locket — 
I now may declare from the heart, 

That a good sum of money came out of my pocket 
With which I felt sorry to part. 

At last I proposed ; but my vows of affection 
Were met with a negative curt. 

I cannot complain. I deserved my rejection, 
For falling in love with a flirt. 


’Tis o'er ! and my life is a sandy Sahara ;— 
The lyre of the minstrel is mute. 

His harp is as dumb as the famed one of Tara, 
Whilst equally dumb is his lute. 

Young bachelor, think on my rhyme and my reason, 
The warning at least cannot hurt— 

Go, take my advice and my verses in season, 
And don’t fall in love with a flirt. 


MENIER. © 


FOR LUNCHEON. 
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BACK AT SCHOOL. 


Trvuant heart and idle brain, 

Help me in my toil again. 

Long ye both have been astray 
Keeping pleasant holiday. 

Ye have stayed an age together, 
Basking in the fine bright weather. 
School is open once again :—~ 

Help me, heart, and help me, brain. 
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As for you, my fickle heart, 
Finely have you played your part. 
Betsy Jane and Mary Ann 

Must release you if they can. 
Long as you have been a rover 
Now the time for play is over. 
You have surely had your fling. 
Back to school, you giddy thing. 


Brain, I rather think that you 
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Are the lazier of the two. 

You of sport have had your share, 
Here and there and everywhere. 
Bid adieu awhile to funning, 

And assist me with your cunning. 
Come and finish that burlesque 
Long neglected on my desk. 


A TRIO. 


GerorGE, James, and Frank are clever men, 
Well known as brethren of the pen : 
James haunts low places, dens, and courts, 
And does sensational reports. 

George helps to give his stories fame, 

By gushing leaders on the same; 

And Frank, who loves a wordy fray, 
Denies the truth of all they say. 


When James, who in the weird delights, 
Pens wild accounts of fearful fights, 
Frank drops upon him straight, and tries 
To prove his facts are wilful lies. 

Then George comes out in leading type, 
To give the scornful Frank a “ wipe: ” 
In all disputes each plays his part— 
One sticks to Nature, two to Art. 





PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


Tuer: is such an outcry for originality just now, that—provided 
the people who most make the noise know what they really want—a 
new book published by Messrs. Chatto and Windus, and entitled 
Queens and Kings and other Things, is bound on this score alone to 
achieve a great success. For it is original in the highest degree; and 
though there are folk who will be sure to call it stupid, and to sneer at 
its nonsensical pictures and still more nonsensical rhymes, we think 
the fooling—and to fooling the book is altogether given over— 
deliciously exquisite. The volume is evidently intended for the 
drawing-room table, where it is sure to attract attention, as much for 
its grotesque and extremely well-printed illuminations as for its 
legends. The name on its title page is “‘S. A. the Princess Hesse 
Schwartzbourg,’’ a very near and dear connection, if our information be 
correct, of the famous Prince Florestan of Monaco, who, we are also 
told, has half promised his fair relative to give public readings from 
this very book, assisted by enlarged dissolving views of the illustra- 
tions. 





MAGAZINES FOR DECEMBER. 


TueE Gentleman’s continues steadily on its way back to the exalted 
position once held by it. Its progress is not, however, likely to be 
much assisted by an article entitled “‘ The £. s. d. of Literature.’ In 
some parts its taste is questionable, while as a rule its facts are simply 
absurd. Knowing the opportunities for exactness in some of the 
matters now muddled, possessed by more than one writer on the staff 
of this miscellany, we are bound to accept ‘‘ The £. s. d. of Literature” 
as a satire on the efforts of those who wish the world to believe that 
they, and they alone, know all the secrets in it. 

In Zemple Bar Mrs. Edwardes’s story, “‘ Leah: a Womar of 
Fashion,” is continued, introduces new characters, and develops fresh 
interest. ‘‘ Patricia Kemball’’ drags its slow length along, and “ The 
Dream Woman”’ is concluded. The remaining articles are of the 
usual padding standard. 
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THE CHANCES OF LIFE. 


Old Man (mildly) :—“ AND WHAT AGE MAY YOU BE, My Bor?” 
Young Acid (sharply) :—“I may BE AS OLD AS you Ir I poN’T MIND 
wHaT I’m axsovur!’ 





Jules Verne’s “ Mysterious Island’’ is the chief feature of the St. 
James's, Mr. Townshend Mayer’s third instalment of “‘ Leigh Hunt 
and his Friends’’ being unadvoidably postponed. ‘ Edith Dewar” and 
some sketchy articles complete the number. 

The principal attractions in the Argosy are “‘ Frances Hildyard,” a 
short story by the Editor, and Johnny Ludlow's contribution. The 
latter, being called “The Other Ear-ring,’’ rather appropriately 
precedes a jingling article on Bells. A notice is inserted in the our- 
rent number to the effect that with January the Argosy will return to 


its former price of sixpence. 

Golden Hours offers a good and plentiful selection to its readers; 
and the Sunday at Home has, in addition to its other contents, an 
illuminated frontispiece alone worth the purchase money. 

The Vox Humana is, as its title would denote, a serial for the use of 
singers. It is American, but is to be obtained in London, and contains 


some charming songs, both words and music. 


THE TASTING ORDER. 
(4 New Version of a very Old and Disreputable Song.) 


‘‘ Beer in the water-can! 
Whose may it be? 

Who put it there, my man, 
Without the leave of me?’’ 


“O, Zur Wilvrid, 
Doant you zee? 

’T was that little Bill did, 
As was a boon to me.”’ 


“Hi diddle-y diddle-y dum, 
Hi diddle-y dee! 

I fear it is petro-le-um— 
I'll drink it up to see.” 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Dec. 9, 1874. 
| EDUCATION’S INSTRUMENTS. 


Says Pleeceman X to Pleeceman 7, 
“This subject hoft runs in my ’ed; 
Hi hoften dream of hit in bed— 

How blest is heducation! 


" “‘ Without it higncrant we'd be, 
) We'd never learn hour, A.B C: 

What would become of you and me 
Without hour heducation P”’ 


‘ 
Says Pleeceman Z to Pleeceman X, 


_ 


** Hit hoften does my spirit vex ;"’ 
And then hi ses, “ What nex and nex 
Will come of heducation * 


‘¢ Hit makes me sad to think the time 
Will come when boys will make false rhyme— 
O what a hawful, hawful, crime 

' Against our hedueation!”’ 


These two policemen, X and Z, 
So thin of brain, so thick of head, 
May well be held in constant dread 
By friends of education : 


True friends to which are never coarse, 

“Would never think of using force, 

Would always choose a decent source 
In search of education. 


O- -— 


tal Ir is pleasant tordiscover that, despite the energy of the Asylums 
Board in foisting # pestilential establishment upon the now densely 
populated outskirt of Hampstead, the inhabitants of that part of the 
metropolis areymot likely to allow the infliction to pass unchallenged. 
Already action*has been taken, and as no good reason can be given 
for the re-imtroduction of a terrible plague spot, a hideous sore, into 
the midst of a poepnions neighbourhood, and numberless arguments 
can be adduged.against it, common sense will probably—strange as it 
may seem—for once have its way. We have no wish to lay any 
particular stress on the damage that will be done to adjacent property 
should the plan of the Board be carried out, though that is likely to 
be the most cogent argument in the case of the Hampstead residents ; 
our wish is simply to express the disgust we feel at the neglect of 
most common precautions shown in the proposal of that Board which 
holds the health of London in the hollow of its hand. We are not 
sureif a Board can be said to have a hand, especially after what a 
celebrated wit said about similar bodies; and we are still less certain 
about the possession of brain power, especially in the present instance. 
For it is not alone the inhabitants of Hampstead who would suffer. 
The place, with its outlying district is one of the lungs of London, 
where, children of a larger as well as a smaller growth often congre- 
gate, and should the air once become tainted with the noxious 
exhalations of a pest-house, who would could care to answer for the 
consequences even to the remotest districts of London? But, as it 
. would be very easy to move the fever sheds further afield, and as the 
movement would benefit the ailing and gratify the healthy, there is 
every reason to suppose that, if only because it is shown to be wrong 
in every particular, the Asylums Board will persist in its present 
course. Anyhow, it will be very unlike other Boards if it does not. 
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What’s in a Name? 

ConstpERING how often and how much Englishmen have pined for 
an ‘“‘ Academy,” they seem strangely indifferent now they have got 
one. Andsuchaone! Here is its advertisement in the Standard :— 

Every,eby po freect. @ njvg pricad.st 44d., 

(PHE ACADEMY, containing every week Reviews of every important New 

Book, English and Foreign, in Poetry, Fiction, Travels, Biography, History, 
i Philosophy, Language, especially the old English Language and Literature. 
The very old English language seems to be responsible for the top line. 
But the work itself is almost as extraordinary as its advertisement 
Every article in it is signed. Last week’s number contains a notice of 
the recent death of a poet who died in 1845, and mentions a well-known 
actor who has been out of an engagement for six months as “ playing 
the part of Hamlet every evening.” ‘Truly, there is good reason for 
people remaining ignorant when a paper with such an arrogant title 
offers us knowledge— knowledge of the otherwise unknown and un- 
cared for beings who publish their names as the autocrats of literature 


and art. 
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‘‘Cum grano.”’ 
‘‘ ELecrro Salts” are advertised. Well may statesmen talk of a 
phantom navy. 
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ROSENCRANTZ AND GUILDENSTERN. 
AN ORIGINAL TRAGEDY IN THREE ACTS. 


FounpED cn AN Otp DanisH LEGEND. 





RGU MENT. — 
King Claudius 
when .a young 
man wrote a 
five-act tragedy 
which was 
damned, and all 
reference to it |} 
forbidden under | 
penalty of 
death. The |} 
King has ason , 
—Hamlet— {; 
whose tendency 
to soliloquy has 
so alarmed his 
mother—(Jueen 
Gertrude— that 
she has sent for 
Rosencrantz 
and Guilden- 
stern, to devise 
some Court revels for his entertainment. Rosencrantz is a former | 
lover of Ophelia, to whom Hamlet is betrothed, and they lay their ‘ 
heads together to devise a plan by which Hamlet may be put out | 
of the way. Some Court theatricals are in preparation. Ophelia | 
and Rosencrantz persuade Hamlet to play his father’s tragedy } 
before the King and Court. Hamlet, who is unaware of the proscrip- | 
on _ so, and he is banished, and Rosencrantz happily united to | 
phelia. 





ACT I.—Interior of King Claudius’s Palace. 


CLauptivus discovered seated in gloomy attitude. QuEEN GERTRT?}! 
at his feet, consoling him. 


Qvrrn. Nay, be not sad, my lord! 

CLAUDIUs. Sad, lovéd queen ? 
If by an effort of the will I could 
Revoke the ever-present Past—disperse 
The gaunt and gloomy ghosts of bygone deeds, 
Or bind them with imperishable chains 
In caverns of the past incarcerate, : 
Then could I smile again—but not till then! 

Q. Oh, my dear lord! 

If aught there be that gives thy soul unrest, 
Tell it to me! 

CL, Well-loved and faithful wife, 
Tender companion of my faltering life— ; 
Yes; I can trust thee! Listen then to me: 

Vitty years since—when but a headstrong lad— 
I wrote a five-act tragedy ! 


Q. (interested). Indeed ? 
CL. A play, writ by a king— 
QQ. And such a king! — 


Ci. Finds ready market. It was read at once, 
And ere ’twas read, accepted. Then the Press 
Teemed with portentous import. Elsinore 
Was duly placarded by willing hands ; 
We know that walls have ears—I gave them tongues— 
And they were eloquent with promises! 
Q. Even the dead walls? 


CL. (solemnly). Aye, the deader they, 
The louder they proclaimed ! 
Q. (appailed). Oh, marvellous] 


Cr, ‘The day approached—all Denmark stood agape. 
Arrangements were devised at once by which 
Seats might be booked a twelvemonth in advance. 
The first night came! 


QQ. And did the play succeed ? 
Ci. In one sense, yes. , 
Q. Oh, I was sure of it! 


Ci. A farce was given to play the people in— 
My tragedy succeeded—that. ‘hat’s all! 
. And how long did it run? i 
CL. About ten minutes! 
Ere the first act had traced one half its course 
‘The curtain fell— never to rise again ! : 
Q. And did the people hiss ? 
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Cu. No—worse than that— 
They laughed! Sick with the shame that covered me, 
I knelt down qalsied in my private box, 
And prayed 4he*hearsed and catacombéd dead 
Might quit*their vaults and claim me for their own! 
But it wassmetite be! 

Q. Oh, my good lord, 
The house was‘surely packed ! 

CL. It was—by me. 
My favourite courtiers crowded every place— 
From floor to roof the house was peopled by 
The sycophantic crew: My tragedy 
Was more than even sycophants could stand! 

Q. Was it, my lord, so very very bad? 

Cri. Not to deceive my*trustingequeen, it was ! 

@. And when the play failed, did’st thou take no steps 
To set thyself right with the world ? 

C1. I did. 

‘ The Acts were five+though by'five Acts too long, 
I wrote an Act by way cf epilogue— 
An Act by’which the penalty of death 
Was meted out to.all who sneered at it. 
The play was not good—but the punishment 
Of those that laughed at it was Capital. 

Q: Think on’t’no more, my lord. Now, mark me well! 
To cheer our’sen, whose solitary tastes 
And tendency to-long soliloquy 
Have much alarmed us, I, unknown to thee, 
Have sent for Rosencrantz and Guildenstern— 
Two merry knaves, kin to Polonius, 
Who will devise.such revels in our Court— 
Such amtic:schemes of harmless merriment— 
As shall abstiacthis meditative mind 
Fromsad employment; Claudius, who can tell 
But'that they may-divert my lord as well ? 
Ah, they are here! 

Enter GOILDENSTERN, who kneels. 


GUILDS My homage to the queen! 
Enter RosencRantz. 


Ros. Tnthot obedience to the Royal ’kest 
We arrived, prepared to do our best. 
Q. We welcome you to Court. Our chamberlain 
Shall see that you are suitably disposed. 
Here is his daughter. She will hear your will 
And see that it receives fair countenance. 
[ Exit Kine and QvEEN. 


Enter OPHELIA. 
Ros. Ophelia! [ Both embrace her. 
Orn. (delighted and surprised). Rosencrantz and Guildenstern ! 
This meeting likes me much. We have not met 
Since we were babes. 
. The Queen has summoned us 
And I have come in athalf-hearted hope 
That I may claim once more my baby-love! 
Orn. Alas, I am betrothed! 
Ros. 
Orn. To Hamlet! 
Ros. Oh, incomprehensible. 
Thou lovest Hamlet ! 
Oru. Nay, I said not so— 
I said we were betrothed. 
GUILD. And what's‘he like ? 
Oru. Alike for no two seasons at a time. 
Sometimes he’s tall—sometimes he’s very short— 
Now with black hair—now'with a flaxen wig— 
Sometimes an English accent—then a French— 
Then English with a strong provincial “ burr.’ 
Once an American and once a Jew— 
But Danish never, take him how you will ! 
And strange to say, whate’er his tongue may be, 
Whether he’s dark or flaxen—English— French— 
Though we're in Denmark, a.p., ten—six—two— 
He always dresses as King James the First ! 
Gurtp. Oh, he is surely mad! 
Oru. Well, there again 
Opinion is divided. Some men hold 
That he’s the sanest far of all sane men— 
Some that he’s really sane, but shamming mad— 
Some that he’s really mad, but shamming sane— 
Some that he will be mad —some that he was— 
Some that he couldn't be. But on the whole 
(As far as I can make out what they mean) 
The favourite theory's somewhat like this: 


Ros 


Betrothed ? To whom? 
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Hatnlet is idiotically sane, 
With lucid intervals of lunacy. 
Ros, We must devise some plan to.stop this match ! 
GuILp. Stay! Many years ago, King Claudius © 
Was guilty oe five-act tragedy. 
The play was detiied,and none may mention it 
Under aS ee of déath} We might contrive 
To make dita play this*piece before the King, 
And take the comsequenes. 


GuILp. Impossible! 


For every copy wasdéstiteged 


: But one! 
My father’s! 
Ros. Eh? 
OpH. In his capacity 
As licenser he has oneeopy. 
This night, whemett'the Court is drowned in sleep 
Will creep with stéalthy foot into-his den, 
And there abstract’the* precious manuscript. 
Guitp. That's well-bethoughtyin truth ! but take good heed -- 
Your father may detect yeu: 


Opn 


, Oh; dear, no. 
My father spends his long official days 

In reading all the rubbishing new plays. 
From ten to four at work hemay be found : 
And then —my father sleeps exceeding sound ! 


(To. be continued.) 


Opn 





REVENGE! 
A Tag. 


He wasmyenemy! Let me do him the justice to obsérve that he 
was not the ordinary scoundrel who figurés as\the villain in a nine- 
teenth century melodrama. There was nothing tram®pontine in the 
rascality of my bitterest foc. He put himself into good ents, and 
public rumour asserted (probably without founmdhtion) that the 
garments were occasionally paid for: 

I founded my dislike for this being? principallyvon the score of his 
gigantic height. People run to six feet withoudieeing observed. . Six 
feet and one inch would scareely call down theanger ofan inééeit 
mob. Six feet and six inches becomes an ins@ft upon societyjatid must 
be treated accordingly. 

I am'short myself, even among short‘men. My inteli@etis capable 
of grasping and worrying the*mossabstruse problemafbut!my physical 
stature is mean. Four feetiamd a half’ would bevat wild and wilful 
exaggeration. The almost: unboundéd range of my intellect may 
probably account for the weakness of my physieabproportions. 

We quavrelled. It was naturally on a question of love. He’ was 
preferred. The lady never déenved-that four’ fect anda half could 
sincerely adore. | 

Mark theeend!' I‘hated, and I vowed! vengeances. I bought a 
ladder—I bought steps—I bought 'stilte, The luxuries‘of! civilization 
supplied the deficiencies’ of natarey But) alas! thee ladder was 
unwieldy, the steps were impracticable, and neyrkivees*were severely, 
if not irreparably, fractured over the first lesson-in’ stilts. 

But I was wary as well as wily, and my wariness at last served me 
in good stead. In early life I had become—through an incident 
which it would be trivial to record—the bosom friend and scientific 
adviser of an individdmbno less distinguished than Henry Boxwell, the 
aeronaut. Respectable in appearance, unassuming in manner, he 
combined the qualities*which endear men of science to those people 
who don’t profess:to knew anything whatever about it. 

I admired Henry Boxwell and my admiration was returned. We 
spoke together on many a genial evening of atmospheric influences 
which have no special imterest for the madding crowd. 

Do not imagine, gentle reader; that my scheme of deadly 
vengeance on the tall and consequently unattainab!e object of my hatred 
was dormant. Not at all; on the contrary, quite the reverse—nothing 
of the sort. 

It happened in this wise:—Crystal Palace, Sydenham. Balloon 
Ascent. Boxwell and Friend. (N.B.—J was the Friend.) 

A lonely fi (six feet six inches) walking on the coast of Essex. 

A sudden-dive: Theballoon descendsrapidly. A fist protrudes from 
the car. A’ tall man’s* eye is rapidly but successfuily blacked. 
Bailast cast out by’the sackful. Balloon soars upwards into the azure 
skv, and ruffian of six feet six inches is left rubbing an optic which 
will bear the mark of the present author's vengeance for many, many, 
many months to comie.. 








What, indeed! 
Ir is considered the correct thing’to sneer at shoddy-millionaires 
and ex-manufacturers. What shall we say of the Old Lady of Thread- 
needle-street, whose notes are indisputably made from rags ? 
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MORE ABOUT OUR M.P. 
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| We learn that our Grandmotherly M. P. has received an intimation from the Government that his late refusal to return to his native land, when cc ns:dered in 
connection with certain Para. Epicts, seems to evince a desire on his part to throw off his Civit ALLEGIANCE. 
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Now, the fact is, our M. P. in tly asserts that he had already embar' ed for England, and When he was suddenly carried off by a mermaid, and detained as 





was sitting on the bowsprit, absorbed in the perusal of a very interesting treatise ; a lunatic, on account of his head-gear. , 
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But, yah! We know better: he means to stop comfortably where he is, to get out of debating about Gas Companies and the Government of the Metropolis ! 
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HAPPY SCHOOLBOY DAYS. 


WHAT WE ARE RAPIDLY DRIFTING TO. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 402. 
Tue first to the second is:bitterest foe, 
Cruelly blighting its'beanty ; 
And whether the onset be sudden or slow, 
Working out death as a duty. 
But the grasp of the fiercest of foes»will relax : 
Well cared for, the victim revives ; 
Then, smiling, forgets itsrade foeman’s.attacks, 
And again in its loveliness thrives. 


1. I make men slaves,!I drive them mad ; 
I’m everything that’samean and bad. 


2. Poor suff'rer, would’stthon-rest: from pain awhile? 
Gro seek that sunny sea-eneireled isle 
Where the warm-gushing-springs— the balmy breeze~- 
Will stay the painful progress of disease ; 
Where vine-clad hills the smiing-vales surround, 
And Nature’s fairest, richestgif#sabound. 


3. The Zenith is not further offthan I, 
And to approach me you«weuld vainly try. 
I step by step retreat as:you;pursue— 
I keep my distance,/friend,anmidseo must you. 


4. 1’m but poor company,so;people say ; 
Yet what were Harmony;were I away - 


5.$he was only a woman,and so gave heed 
‘T's a tempter cunning»and base; 
And her virtue failed inher hour of meed— 
She fell: and brought woe on her-race. 


6. He has got such artful ways: 
Always borrows—never pays: 
Must not starve—wilknot-work,— 
Indolent as any Turk. 
Whenyyou meet him inthe street, 
Seldom sober, never neat. 
Friend, have you got such a brother ? 
Never,mind, l’ve got another. 


SotuTion or Acrostic, No. 400.—Vatican Decrees: | 
Void, Ace, Topic, Idolator, Crane, Advice, Necropolis. | 
Correct: Slodger and Tiny, Frank and Betsy, Leam- 
ington Evergreen, Gyp, Chic, Lindis, Nell and Pons, | 
Northwich, Spheroid, Long Primer and Double | 
Elephant, Tommy Wattle, X. Q., We are Seven, Pota- | 
toes for Supper. 

Roprico.— If your reply was correct it never came to | 
hand. 
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NOT HALF SO PAINFUL. 


Miss Mary :—“ But, UNcLEY, DEAR, YOU DIDN'T THINK IT FUN TO KILL 
Y > > > 

ALL THOSE BLACK NEGRO MEN?” 
Uncle :—** No, DEAR, NOT FUN. 

DISAGREEABLE DUTY ; LIKE—LIKE—ER—— 
Miss Mary :—‘“‘ I KNOW, LIKE SAYING YOUR CATECHISM!”’ 


WE REGARDED IT AS A SACRED THOUGH 


” 





UNDER ORDERS. 


Wuar is known asa brilliant and appreciative audience—though | 


why, we confess ourselves unable to say—was present on the opening 
night of the Criterion Theatre, and seemed highly satisfied with the 
piece produced and the manner of its production. But even had the 


audience really been as brilliant and appreciative as it supposed itself , 


to be, and as its mouthpieces proclaim it, we doubt if it could have 
been other than content with the English version of Les Prés St. 
Gervais, in which Mr. Reece has done his work ably and well, and sur- 
mounted many of the difficulties which notably attend on the setting 
of English words to French music, more especially when the latter has 
been used as a medium for the utterance of French words. The music 
is light and lively, and before long we are likely to hear some of it at 
places other than the Criterion. We doubt, however, if it can be 
uiade more attractive than itis in its present underground home, as 


' grotesque of no common order, and who with his ‘boon companions, 
secures roars of laughter. The dresses and scenery have been wel! 
looked after, and are both expensive and in good taste, a combination 
of qualities so rarely met with in these days as to be worthy of 
recognition. 

The world-famous waxwork exhibition in Baker-street, best known 
as Madame Tussaud’s, is just now one of the chief centres of attraction 
to those visitors who ence a year run up to see the Cattle Show par- 

ticularly and look round London generally. Even those who are most 
familiar with the exhibition are always finding fresh sources of attrac- 
tion in it, as the managers never allow a notorious criminal to escape 
them whatever the officers of justice may do. 
The annual dinner of the London Athletic Club was held on 
| Thursday last at the Westminster Palace Hotel. The attendance was 
' good, the service excellent, and the efforts of the speakers successful. 
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though the majority of the members of the present company were | 


almost unknown before the opening of the Criterion, they are now | 


likely to occupy, and deservedly, a large share of public esteem. Mr. 
Brennir has made a very long stride from the outside ranks. He has 
a good voice, u better presence, and a fair knowledge of acting, which 
will increase with opportunity. Miss Lewis is also certain to improve 


on the position hitherto held by her, as are many other artists, both | 


male and female. It is quite sufficient with regard to Madame Rita to 


say that she amply fufils the expectations formed of her when she gave | 


up the concert room for the stage a few months back, and though her 


voice is weak in dialogue, it is singularly sweet and powerful when she | 


has singing todo. Madame Rita’s slightand short figure, as opposed 
to that of the stalwart tenor, makes the idea of a duel between the two 


seem somewhat absurd, but then absurdity is the life and soul of this | 
description of work, and we are too thankful to get it to care whence it is | 
Talking of absurdity reminds us of Mr. Connell, who is a | 


evelved. 


Wanted! 


A apy and gentleman, “ of quiet habits, without children and one 
servant,” have expressed a wish, through one of the daily papers, for 
‘‘a nicely furnished house, where, in lieu of paying rent, the gentle - 
man will guarantee to keep the garden and premises in excellent 
order.’” The mildness of this request is so startling, that we have nw 
wish to inquire why they publish their deficiency in the way of on: 
particular servant; and so we will simply remind our readers tha: 
| there is a good deal of truth in the old saw that quiet people run dee). 


| We can’t say wheter this lady and gentleman run, but we'll bet o: 
their deepness. 


Not generally known. 
Tue most heavily taxed bridge in the metropolis :—London Bridg». 
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EYES AND NO EYES. 


Scenz :—Mullingar Railway Station. 
Guard :—“ Tickets, PLASE!”’ 
Passenger (a littie “on"’) ;—‘It's NIVBR A TICKET YE’LL GIT PROM ME: SHURE AN I've Lost rr.” 
Guard :—“ NoNsINnsB, MAN; COME NOW, PUT YER HANDS IN YER POCKETS, AN’ LOOK FoR IT!” 


ne 
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ood. But one Sunday her son, wich was a sailor and cud tok 


ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—No. XIV. Spanish was to home, and he herd the parrot respondin, and it was 


By Lirrie Jounny. the offlest oaths that ever was swore! So the sailer he said mother, 
ros pretty Pol is in such a pious frame of mind dont you think it 
THE PARROT etter die now fore it learns to swear, but his mother she said wy, 
, 7 . so es : Jack, how coud it? But Jack said maybe it cuddent now he come to 
Parrots is a bird wich tocks with its mouth like fokes. It was dis- | think it over, but wuddent it learn to steal? ‘Then she said he mus 
covered by Sir Crissofer Clumbus wen he foun Americy. My sisters | pe crazy, it was kep shut up. But Jack got up and went to the cage 
young man he says wen Clumbus landed out of his ship he wocked | and suid wel, there was a good deal of wisky drinkin a goin on in that 
along the shore, and he see a naked man, and he said to the man I've | town, any how, and it was bes to be on the safe side, and fore she cud 
discovered your country. Thenthe man he looked at Clumbus, and | stop him he tuke the bird out and rung its neck. A parrot wich all 
he said you have discovered it were it wassent lost, for it has been here ways set over the dore of a butcher shop had been tot to say nigger 
all the wile, and we have been a usin it. Then Clumbus said I spose man, nigger man, wen ever it see a va go by in the street. One 
that is so, but I’ve foun you, any how, but the man he said wot a idee, | day a little chimmy sweep was a passin, and it said nigger man, 
you is foun your own self, thats how itis. Then Clumbus he said | nigger man! The sweep lay down his brushes and set down on ’em, 
there is some thing in that too, but I didden come ol the way to San | and Jookt at the parrot, and said to the parrot you wicked thing, if 
Salvadore, for thats wot Clumbus called it, to be tole wots wot by &| you was to go down a floo and then I was to say you was a croe, how 
Injin. Wen he said that, the other man he turnd up his nose and wud you like it, but the parrot kep on sayin nigger man, nigger man, 
wokt a way, sayin to hissef wot afool that feller mus be, cos this | ag fas as it culd, and pretty soon the sweep he began to cri, and wen 
issent San Salvadore, but Muckatuck, and we aint Injins but Polly- | he had cride a wile the tears had wash his face so it was streaky. So 
wottymies. Clumbus he herd him say it, and hescratcht his head and | wen he pick up his brushes to go, the parrot it looked in his face and 
thot a wile, and said to his own self may be I haint done no such great | gaid bacon, bacon! But between youn me if I was green like parrots 
thing after ol, and maybe I aint so clever as I thot I was, and I better | Jde let uther peple be wot ever collour wude sute their complextions. 
go back to Spane, were my sisters young man pickt up sucha foolish | 
story I dont kno. Parrots bils is like a Jews nose, only they dont 
blo it, but hooks it over their perch and puls theirselfs up, and 1 never | 
see a Jew a doin that. | 








THE FLAMINGO. 


This is a hird, ol but its legs wich is like stilts, and its neck wich is 

A ole lady had a parrot wich had been brot from Mexico, and it cude | more like a rope. The cro is black, and larks is brown, and pea cocks 
not speak any English, but only Spanish, and the ole lady was very | is ol the collers of the rain bo, but the flamingo is a red feller like a 
fond of it, cos it was cumpny for her, she was so much a lone, tho she | rose, but a violets bloo, if you love meas I love you, no kanife can 
diddent kno wat it wasasayin. But she said, the ole lady did, that | cut our love into. Wena flamingo stands up to have a look over the 
wen she took her bible to read a chapter Sunday morning the birds} country it isa site worth goin along way to see, but you needent. 
remarks was like responses in the littany, and done hera heap of | Flamingose eats eels wich it catches by wadin in the water, cos wen a 
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eel sees a flamingose legs a moving toards it in the water it looks up 
and says to itsef so long as this feller don't step on me 1’me safe enouf, 
for it cant never kno wot is goin on down here about its feets, and if 
it did wot cude it do? But pretty soon it sees the flamingose head a 
coming thruthe water, and then it says now here isa feller wich is 
realy dangerice, and then the eel he tries to git a way by dodgin 
between the flamingose legs, but wen he is lifted out by the middle 
and fines out the legs and the head belongs to the same bird he is the 
most astonish eel you ever see out of a eel pie! 

Once to the Zoo a flamingo was a standin like they do, a sleep, with 
its head under its wing on one leg and the other leg dubbled up tite 
like the handle of Missy's sun shade, with the knee a stickin way out 
behine. There wasa wicked boy.see it, and sneeked upto it wile it was a 
sleep, and slipt a kee ring awer its knee and went alittle way of, and said 
shew, shew! Then the flamingo it tuke its head out of its wing, and 
lookt at the boy very boled, like it said I aint a frade of you, cos if 
you come a step nearer Ilesput down my other leg and be of. But 
wen the boy throde his haf amd the flamingo ride to do it there .was 
never such a floppin, antatiumblin a bout, anda squollin ! 

A other time a man with ‘had been admirin this flamingo went 
away, and come baek, and ayas.a lookin a bout every were on the 
ground, and ol the wileithe flaniingo stood stock stil with its head 
stuck strait up inttheir.as*highws.ever it cude reach, and a lookin at 
the man very dignity, \like it adid you seem to think I stole some 
thing of yourn, Ile have-youa rested:for slander. So he aman went 
and foun the keper aptds@aid if yon -fine agvokkin stick it is mine and 


lle give you two boh. Thentéheikeper said were did the «man :think || o¢ 


he lost.it, and the man said seme were mear .were that flamingo is. 
Then -the keper he said oh, and tuke the»man in a house, anil shode 
him a box with flamingo painged on it, and it had.a*hundred .wokkin 
sticks in it, and the keper tole‘#he man tomick.ont hisn, but it wassent 
there. Then the keper he saidjthen you;must have loss it to-day, wy 
diddent you say so at first, and ,goingito:the flamingo he puld the 
mans wokkin stick ont of itsmeck, and said that bird will jes choke 
hissef some day at that bisness ! 
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Auishers to Correspondents. 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches. unless they are accom. 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, -i we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. ] 

*,* In reply to numerous correspondents we beg to state that the 


| last portrait of Mr. Tom Hood was taken by Messrs. Fradelle and Marshall, 


of 230, Regent-street, who will devote the profits arising from its sale to 
the Memorial Fund now being raised. 


H. M. (Sydenham.)—Your “hard lines” are correctly named. Still, 
they give promise. 

J. C. (Chichester.)—We would rather have no remembrances of that 
kind, thank you. 

M. D.—We’re like you, and can’t make out “ what it’s all about.” 

J..W.—The only stamp we found in theenelosure was the stamp o! 
idiotcy. 

‘W. W. (Dumbartonshire.)—We also began your Dictionary at he 
beginning—and stopped there. 

Youne Artist.—Haven’t yousent to the wrong paper ? 

Anonxymovus.—You are like most of your kind—we @an’tsay worse. 

F. G. (Parliament-street.)—Thanks, but we are quite‘full. 

E. V.—There is no currency sufficiently small, or we would “ forwayd 
the market price.” 

A. W.E. (Sheffield..—We are quite in,awgee. of the perpetrator oi 


euch a joke. 
— (Gardiff.)\—We don’t mind-what such organs of obscnrity may gy 


as. 
J. Manins.—You will find your expectations fully redlised.and thoeon- 
tributionemitted—but only from want.of gpsee. 

G. H.AD.—Your “ Artist’s Lament ” deiindeed lamentable. 
‘ “ G.GH. (Leicester.)—Not half .enchwewacancy asyou have in your 

ead. 

Declined with thanks:—E. Downey (Waterford); H. Dalton; | P. 
Revell; T. B. G.; G. L. C.; A. B. N.; Seloc. Nemo; F.'C.8.; E. MaeD ; 
D. D.; W. Flockton ; A. Weppner; F. G. (Preston) ; R. M. T. - 








CHICKWEED’S CHANGE: A MELANCHOLY METAMORPHOSIS. 
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Otp CHICKWEED was a sandwich man, 
A hungry man was he; 

As poor.as when life first began 
Was he at three score three. 


His sandwich boards he hawked about 
The cold and crowded street, 

Those boards he'd freely give, no doubt, 
For sandwiches to eat. 


He used to ponder, as he walked, 
On brighter days gone by, 

And as their ghosts beside him stalked 
He wished that he might die. 


O, poor eld man! when friends are cold, 
And hope itself seems dead, 

Your joys are few, your woes untold, 
F’en life is almost sped. 


“ But what is life with sandwich boards— 
Why should I in it.step ? 

It’s not as-if I’d gold in hoards ”— 
He paused before a shop. 

That shop it was a chemist’s shop 
Where he had often dealt ; 

Before it now he’d sometimes stop— 
Hisygroanus wete quite heartfelt : 
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And something more, for Doctor Pill 
Said one day to his boy, 

We can’t have this, it makes me ill 
To hear that old killjoy. 


The boy called Chickweed in the shop, 
And spoke out “‘ plump and plain.” 

Said he, “ Old man, you'll something cop 
If you come here again.” 


But Chickweed couldn’t keep away, 
And so this doctor’s lad, 

Became quite prematurely grey, 
Then sickened, and was sad. 

And Chickweed still kept going there ; 
He said it gave him pleasure ; 

And day by day the boy he'd scare 
Beyond all dector’s measure, 

But miad on«natter had its way-— 
’Tis so, give no denial ; 

And Chickweed soon, so all men say, 
Was turned izto a.phial. 

I cannot tell youshow "bwas done, he 
From trath J %m no $ rtist; 

But still ae like e fun, 
You'll gebatthrough our arfist. 
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Scenzs :—A sub-editor’s room. 


| Sub. :-—“ Tritt’ I’m ovr.” 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Tue Parisian Tribunal of Correction has given the directors of a 
gas company a novel dividend varying from four years downwards. 
‘‘ They order these things better in France.’’=General Garibaldi has 
secured a pension. So has Dr. Kenealy, but of a widely different 
kind.—Publication of semi-official statements as to the Pope’s suc- 
cessor. Couldn't be much more excitement about the succession of 
the Pope were he a moribund editor.—London School Board out of 
funds, and about to borrow £25,000. A little knowledge seems an 
expensive as well as a dangerous thing.—Lady Russell in the witness- 
box the other day spoke of a tutor for the Earl. It's never too late to 
mend; but why not “rest and be thankful ’?=—Prince Bismarck has 
a insulted those whom he had most right to respect—the conquered. 
oF! Prussian politeness; German generosity; Bismarckian bravery. ‘‘ When 
; found make a note of.’’=Anglo-American rowing match proposed. 
One man starts from England and the other from America, and 

, which ever meets first wins.—Transit of Venus. Great excitement 
in that planet. (By special wire.)—Religion still rampant. Doctors 
disagree and authorities alter. Dogmatism in a state of derangement.— 
Imprisonment of Yakoob Khan. Yakoob Khan-not get out, though 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


CHOCOLAT 














Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, 8t. Andrew's Hill, Dectors’ Commons, and Published (fer the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—Lendon, Dee. 12, 1874. 
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JOURNALISTIC. 
Sub-editor has evidently been dining. 


Small Boy (from irate proprietor) :—‘‘ Mr. MacrINNIGAN WANTS TO SEE YOU IMMEDIATELY, 8IR.” 


: Small Boy :—“‘I top HIM THAT, 8IR, AND HE SAID I WAS TO GO AND FIND YOU.” 
Sub. (after a hazy deliberation) :—“‘ Wg.L, THEN, gO AND FIND ME.” 








only imprisoned by Ameer Cabul.—The Hamlet mania continues. 
What does Shakspeare spell now to the managerial mind? Easy 
answer: Irving at one house ; idiotcy at two others.—Merry Christmas 
approaches. Complements of the season: Two tons of gin, a bottle of 
goose, and a coals. Weather is getting in our head. Lots of room. 








A Want or “tHE Toxs.”— Uniformity in public clocks. 










On WEDNESDAY NEXT, December 16, One Penny, 


A GRAND CHRISTMAS DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN, 


Full of Pictures, Grotesque, Comic, and “ Sentimental.’’ 










80, Fizeet Street. 


MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON, 
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CHRISTMAS NIGHT FANCIES. 





These frolicsome elves They caper and jig And care not a jot Any wayfaring wight 
Are enjoying themselves. Make snowballs so big, If ’tis Christmas or not. Must oe careful this night. 
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Oft he makes folk very ill, Then comes in his little score. 
Many would him like to kill. May he ca!l on me no more! 


| 

| 

This is Mr. Christmas Bill, | When the Christmas joys are o’er, 
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oT " i Pri Wy 
C aE AN CEs ht 


7 
Pelee 











Master Tommy’s gone to bed: Holly branch and pudding hot | Waits, with dreadful tunes and cries, Dreadful carvers, gaunt and grim, 
Christmas fancies fill his head. Track him to his little cot; Haunt his slumbers as he lies; Make him quake in every limb. 
We have been favoured with a private view of a provincial schoo]- We were recently told that “‘ the Emperor of Germany, being great 


board instruction paper, in which the inspector is two or three times | uncle to the Duchess of Edinburgh, was present at the Duke of Edin- 
told under various heads how and why he must “ admonition parents.” | burgh’s christening thirty years ago.” This is the handiwork of a 
Everyone knows what an old proverb says of those who are attached | Court official, and therefore we are bound to believe that the Kaiser 
to the Church. Perhaps in time it will be changed, and may then read, | went tothe christening as the highly respected relative of a young 
“The nearer the school, the further from education.’”” Already there | lady who was not born for nearly nine years afterwards. ‘Truly, 


seems to be an intimate connection between school-boards and idiot | ‘‘ there is a divinity which doth hedge a king.’ Only, unfortunately 


asylums. | for the proverb, he wasn’t a king then. 
The Maine Chance. AnotTuHEeR GreAat Want.—A school-board for those adults who have 


Sir Witrrip Lawson would gladly drive the liquor traffic out of | never yet learnt to say “ No.” : 
the country. What gratification “ a running fuddle’’ must there- Tue Mopern ‘ Marcu or Inretiecr.”—The expedition to survey 


A Novel Verb, and a New Reading. ‘* My Uncle!” 
fore afford him! | the Transit of Venus. 
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Harpy children! happy time! 
Happy subject for a rhyme! 
Fresh and bright and joyous crew ! 
1 How I pity—envy—you! 
: Unnalloyed’s your pleasure yet ; 
No false friendship to regret ; 
No true friend to sorrow o’er— 
Friend, ‘ not lost, but gone before.’’ 
Sixty Christmas days I’ve seen,— 
Sixty pleasant times I ween ; 


Now the mem’ries of the past 
Gather round me thick and fast ;— 
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JOLLYFELLOW’S CHRISTMAS EVE. 


A Trve Srory. 


Ir wanted a few minutes to twelve on Christmas Eve. Old 
Grubbins the Bellringer put on his goloshes and respirator, and slouched 
grumblingly up the dirty ill-lighted steps that led to the Belfry. He 
seized the bell-rope with a vicious dash, and the iron-throated monsters 
above gave forth the tidings that another quarter-day was at hand. 
The publican glanced savagely at the eager clock, and ordered the 
potman to put up the shutters and put out the customers. Mackin- 
toshed policemen gathered at the corners ready to torment the drenched 
p roysterers who crossed their path. Blear-eyed and yellow-faced 

shopmen released by midnight from fifteen hours’ toil in the Black- 

holes of Civilization, picked their way through slush and puddles in a 
: manner painfully suggestive of dilapidated boots. As the last stroke 
of midnight oozed away on the slimy wings of a wet English night, 
bang went the doors of hostel, restaurant, and oyster rooms, and a sense 
of utter desolation covered all things with an inky blackness. All 
things save the heart of Jollyfellow. His boots let in water, his coat 
was limp, his rheumatics were rampant, his face was mudded, and his 
throat was raw ; but his heart was glad, because it was Christmas Eve. 
He had no home and no friends ; he was a poor homeless shoeblack—but 
the old English love of Christmas was in his heart and two coppers 
were in his pocket. He strode proudly into the only shop open for 
miles around, and laying his coppers upon the counter, thus addressed 
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UNDER THE MISTLETOE.—GRANDFATHER’S SOLILOQUY. 
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Mem ries sweetly, softly, sad. 
Days when I was young and glad 
Rise ;—but, down all thoughts of pain. 
Children dear, I’m young again! 
Play-at lovers whilst you may ; 
Sport, and gambol, and be gay. 
Life is short and trouble long ; 
Great is right ; but greater wrong. 


Play beneath the berries bright,— 
Symbols of your own delight. 
Play ; for ’mid your joyous strife 
An old man gets new lease of life. 

















the Swiss shopman: “I aman English boy. At Christmas English 
boys should eat, drink, and be merry. Give me a penny ice that I may 
eat, a bottle of ginger-beer that I may drink, and I will be merry at 
yon Marble Table.”” And he was. 

Peace be with thee, noble-hearted English lad! While such as thee 
survive never shall Christmas be effaced from the breast of Albion’s 
sons. ’Tis better to welcome the glorious day with a penny ice than 
sneer at it over a punch-bowl. 


BISMARCK’S BOSOM FRIEND. 


‘‘ He spent most of his time during this speech, not in working up a reply, not 
even in signing papers, but in reading Fun. This had been sent up to him from 
the Foreign Office with other papers, and the great statesman seemed to find in its 
columns a great relief from the platitudes of the debate.’’—Daily News Berlin 
Correspondent. 

BismMakck’s got his chosen paper, and he cares not for the vapour 

Or the venom which comes frothing forth from Opposition side ; 
As he turns the pages over, from the House his mind’s a rover, 

And he drinks deep consolation from his friendly Fleet-street guide. 


Loud indeed his foes may grumble, may try hard to make him humble ’ 
Calmly sits he unconcerned-like till his enemies have done. 

Then he rises up quite neatly, and soon floors them all completely :— 
Well he may, for he’s been learning how to do it from his Fun. 




























A Licence to be Taken Away.—The licence of the stage. 
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A STICK-LER 


Spriggins : 
DUMB YER!’ 





AND LINES. 


A Great deal of weather about lately. Weather-eyes generally well 
open. = General Garibaldi the last victim to French vanity. 
‘“ Proffered service stinketh’’— especially when unsuccess{ul. = Re- 
markable theatiical trial. Shocking disclosures. Indignant virtue. 
Hard swearing. — British jury estimate a bird and “fancy ”’ dealer's 
character at one farthing. Simall tradesmen must not presume to 
possess what their betters haven't got. — Great preparations for 
Christmas. Tradesmen sharpening up their bills. — Great annual 
Cattle Show at Islington. Much beef—among the spectators. = 
Conversion of Mr. Justice Mellor to belief in the flogging of brutes. 
And his organ of benevolence is Mellor enough. — Bismarck discovered | 
reading Fon. Fun often reads Bismarck. ‘ Turn and turn about’s 
fair play.” — Hampstead still threatened with small-pox hospital. All | 
the donkeys will have to be inoculated —from the Asylums Board. — 
Extraordinarily high tide at St Petersburg. Unwonted and tide-y | 
appearance of the town. = Mackonochie case not concluded after all. | 
Suspercollation suspended sine die. — Dreadful assault by a pauper. | 
“It's meat Mrs. Sowerberry; meat, meat.’ That’s not exactly the | 
quotation ; but it'll do. 


Mem. to Managers. 
Ir you wish to get rid of first night hitches engage a scratch com- 
pany. 


DOTS 














TickeTs-oFr-Leave.—Pawnbrokers’ duplicates. 
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FOR TRUTH. 


Mrs. Spriggins :—“ Ou, YER BRUTE, YER WOULDN’T DARE HIT THE POOR MOKES IF THEY WASN'T DUMB.’ 
—*Daren’'t I? Wet, you're NoT pumR, AND I DARE WOLLOP you—I DID IT LAST NIGHT AND I'LL DO IT AGAIN— 








THE BRAZEN JADE. 


Tur powder on her face she laid, 
And conned the words she had to siy ; 
Bold-featured stood the brazen jade, 
Dress'd for the part she paid to play. 
In jewell’d crown and scanty gown 
Across the stage she flounced her way 
“Tt isa scandal, ” cried the pit, 
“That here she comes to seek her prey.”’ 


As flaunts the wanton through the street, 
So walked she through the lime-lit scene ; 
She saw the lordlings at her feet, 
And ogled them her lines between. 
So bold a face, such pert grimace, 
On a'l the boards had never been. 
Speak out, O Public! raise your voice, 
And rid the stage of such a quean. 


Dry Humour. 


A NorrincuamM newspaper, in an account of some recent floods, says 

| of a woman who narrowly escaped drowning, that, when taken out of 
_ the water, “ it was found that she was wet.” We presume the writer 

| was in a similar condition, though under totally different circum- 


| stances. 
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950 FUN. 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Dec. 16, 1874. 
MERRY CHRISTMAS. 


’T1s Christmastide, and on us falls 
A sadly pleasant feeling. 

No longer worldly thought enthrals, 

No business trouble loudly calls,— 
True calm is o’er us stealing. 


All diff’rence now must be at rest ; 
Peace governs all—and reason. 

No loving thought is unexprest, 

Old friendship finds a sudden zest, 
While new is much in season. 


Now slight acquaintance ripens fast, 
And all is bright and pleasant. 
The feud's forgot, the grievance past— 
A sacred glamour’s o’er us cast, 
From noble duke to peasant. 


Long may we hail our Christmas cheer 
With kind and constant greeting. 
Long may we meet in friendship dear, 
And when the end is drawing near 
TLope still for future meeting. 


We trust, that at’ this season of the year, in the midst of 
our plenty and our pleasure, the helpless and unfortunate will 
not be altogether forgotten. Just now those who keep their eyes 
open cannot fail to be struck with the amount of poverty and 
destitution which, despite boards of guardians and relieving officers, 
stalks boldly among us, and seems to mock the gratulations which 
are daily sent up as to our progress and our prosperity. We 
have no wish to plead for the professional beggar and the har- 
dened casual, who hail Christmas as a time when broken victuals 
are plentiful and gorging is general. There are in our midst 
thousands of uncomplaining yet worthy objects of charity, and 
thousands of ways of affording succour without calling in the aid of 
Organisations or Mendicity Societies. Let all of us who have a mite to 
spare look round, and for once—illegal and dreadful as it may appear 
—be our own almoners. We shall find our very poor often furthest 
away from the relieving officer, but if we only care to take the trouble, 
a very fair return may safely be anticipated. Time, place, and 
security are all provided. Don’t let us be backward with the only 
other seasonable commodity required, assistance. 


ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—No. XV. 


By Litttz Jounny. 





THE SALLY MANDER. 

Tus issent a girl, but a ugly lizzard. It use to live in fire, but now 
it has foun out that it is jes as comftable on dry land, and since it has 
took to livin like wite fokes public intress in it has pretty much dide 
out so we wil pas onto the nex. 





THE KANGAROO, 


Kangaroos is own brothers to possums, cos the she ones has got 
watch pockets on their stummuckses to carry their young ones in, but 
possums can"t jump like ’em. 

Once two London men was a travelin on horse back in Ostralia, 
wen a kangaroo bust out of the bush and jumpt clean over them, and 
was lost to site in the bush on the otherside of the road. One of the 
men he puld up as friten as he culd be, and he said to the other did 
you ever see such a monstus bird in ol your life, bless my sole I thot 
it was a goin to carry us of toitsnest! But the other feller wich had 
been in the country a week longer than him tride to laughph, and said 
bird your gran mother, it was only jus one of the pforming animels 
wich has escape froma circus, you ot to see some of our circusses, 
Jus then the kangaroo, wich had come roun tothe rode in front of ’em, 
and was a hoppin about on its hine legs like a robin, was see by the 
man wich had spoke las, and he looked along wile, and then he said 
wassent you sayin some thing about birds jus now, wel, wot do you 
think of that feller? 

The kangaroo jumps beccause its hine legs is so much bigger than 
is needed for wokkin, and Uncle Ned says if it didden jump it would 
be lettin most of its cappitle ly idle. Its fore legs issent much use 
except to scratch its nose wen it itches, but its tale is the offlest part 
of it. It ismade long and heavy so that wen the kangaroo jumps it 
will go steddy like a kite, but give me a balloon! 

A man had a pet kangaroo, and some thing was the matter with its 
tale, anda frend of the man said you mus cut it of, I’ve been in 


a ee 
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Ostralia and I kno, and wen it is heeld you-mus take the patient into 
the open and tuch him up with a hot iern to make him take exercise. The 
man he done it, but he tride wipping insted of the hot iern, but the 
poor kangaroo wich had loss his tale jus set stil and wudden move, so 
the man he a plide the iern, and the kangaroo give a leep hire than a 
house, but not havin any tale to ballince it, it wirled over and over, 
and wen it come down it broke its neck. Wen its owner tole the 
other man wot had happend the other man said my good feller, Ime 
vey. SF?) but no doubt you had the ierntoo hot, ol you need is 
practis. 





THE DEAR, 


I shant tel you nothin about this, nor the fox, mor tha hare, os 
they aint animels. They look like animels, but that isa oppical illu- 
sion. Parliament says they aint, and the judges says they aint, and 
the Society for Preventin Crewelty says they aint, so wot can T do? 
Ime only a little boy wich dont know very much, maybe, and these is 
ol grode up men wich knose a deal more than is good for either them 
or us. Thats wot I think of them if you won to kno it! 





BLACK BEETLES. 


Most insecks dont git very famous excep may be amung their selfs, 
but black beetles is in every boddy’smouths. My father he says they 
are in vested witha pecular intress on a count of their domessic habits. 
I aos he means they git in the cubberd. | 

ne day we was to lunchen, and Unclé Ned he said wy, wen did 
you come in, we are ol glad to see you; Missy, wy diddent you lay a 
plate for him? We ol lookt at Uncle N ed, but he diddent say any 
more, and went on eatin, but Missy began to say wot did he mean, 
wen he spoke up agin, and saidif we had knew you wasa comin, 
Missy wude a had more cole mutton cooked, but may be you dont like 
mutton, try a bit of the bread. Then I said who was he a tockin to, 
and my father said Edward, you must let me interup you to say there 
is a comftable sylum at Colny Hatch, and if I was you Ide take the 
first train, but Uncle Ned he didden seem to hear, but kep on eatin, 
and my sister begun to look like she was a goin to cry, like she all 
ways does, the silly puss. Then Uncle Ned he said never mine, 
Missy, praps heel come agin a other time, wen you have got a chicken 
or a crab sallid, or some thing nice. And wile he was a saying so it 
was a black beetle, and it come out from under the crewet stand, and 
lookt ol a round like sayin this is a nice famly party, but some how 
I like black beetles best; wich is the nearest way to the kitchen ? 
Then we ol laft excep my sister, wich had lain the table, but of course 
wen you are a lafling you dont have much appetight. 

Black beetles is some times call cockroaches, but wots the use of 
two names for one nusiance is wot I won to kno, tho Billy has two 
names wen you come to think of it. 


A CHRISTMAS. .VISION. 


Tue lilywhite holly rings clear on the air, 

The snowballs are blazing on table and chair, 

The Yule log is phizzing in bottle and bowl, 

And the Boar's head is chucking the chin of the sole; 
The tables are groaning with velvet and fur, 

And the mistletoe hangs from the tail of the cur. 


Dame Margery mixes a pill in the Hall, 

And Retainers are draining the juice of the wall; 

The cuckoo is chanting his lay on the stairs, 

And the Sherris is smiting the flame as it flares ; 

The red-berried Sexton is sailing the green, 

And the Guests come on Post-cards to gorge on the scene. 


The Monarch of mince wields a nariform jar, 
King Christmas is basting a turkey with tar, 

The villagers dance o’er a Baron that s dead, 

And a snapdragon weeps for a festival fled. 

Then the poet awakes with a start and a scream, 
And blesses the pudding that prompted the dream. 


Ask Tony Weller! 


A BrrMtncHam paper relates that a widow resident at Mile End, 
London, recently committed suicide by setting fire to her clothes. It 
also tells us what she said upon being asked why she did it. The 
answer was, “Satan prompted me.” This better known than respected 
gentleman in black must also have contributed the paragraph, unless 
indeed the proverb with regard to dead men telling no tales has an 
exception in favour of women. Maybe it has when the women are 
widows as well. 





THe Question or THE Day.—How’s your cold? 


_ 


4. 


ato 
‘he 
the 


na 
er, 
the 
me 
| is 


fs, 
ey 
ts. 


lid 


ny 
Ln, 
in, 
ike 
to, 
re 
he 


in, 
all 
1¢e, 
en 

it 
nd 
WwW 
n? 
rse 


vO 


1¢e 





LE a 
ELL LO 
eee iM 
SG “ip. ll, YY i) 
he ep VEST } Hy 
OO NG A yf 


4- 


AGREEMENT ! 


GENERAL 


TD 
<j 
= 
— 
oD. 
— 
Oc 
= 
O 
— 
Rg 
as 
pax] 
= 


ee ey 
~ a nd 
SOLE LB he TOE 


a 
Gl - 
p a 


FF ey ON 
‘ s, . 
7 Lo’ a\ \ 
i 
A oe WwW \ 
VLA : \ 
a 


al 


. 7 
ht bene tye ll ew -< 
: % eeibeainges ati. ~<a , 
= S 7 : ne re ‘ i * ; “ a cS ee e te oe Ca liane = 
TL TR fe DR oe me te a ee ok ond “Tea : = iG fe ae | She te Se ee 
se ee teas 2 are “ . . F ok | 2 parem 


pie aiir sie ge eter ie 


* ad Sip scan moe 





N December 19, 1874. 
‘ 


SS 


a 
x 


ee 


7 
St et 


i ss 


aA 
it. 


a a 


Pa wae 


— 


if 


a ee 
LJ ad ; PAT 
EK fi | 


ed Ae 
CLK? . 
J (a / 


ened 


Lee maaenemeiiaaial 


nee 


a ee 


T AND HAPPINESS.--"IT'S ONLY ONCE A YEAR,” 
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A LEGEND OF OVER-STRAINED 
POLITENESS. 


My tale consists, to a large amount, 

Of a Water-nymph and a German Count: 
They both lived in or about the Rhine; 
And the notion’s new and entirely mine, 


Now tales of nymphs, I fancy, are few— 
It struck me the “ Count” was rather new ; 
And “ In or About the Rhine”’ is such 

A characteristic local touch ! 


In naming the gentleman, I select 
A person worthy of great respect— 
Without a shadow of pride or vice: iyi! 
The lady too was extremely nice. A) |) | j if = 
They both were such, that I quite demur A: 
In stating which of them I prefer ; "7 MA | 
I think, perhaps—of the two— that she— fis | , 
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But I’m a gentleman, don’t you see ? 

Now, the Water-nymph’s heart was quite unstrung, sd Meer IM rt i al 
For she thought that the Count was nice and young : fyi WAIN SoA WE 
But he was exactly forty-nine— A | 1) eID 
a yi Wy HiT] 

. / 











His birthday being the same as mine. 


‘Che veriest nincompoop could see 

The Count was as bald as bald could be: 
But she imagined he'd curly hair, 

And that was the fun of the whole affair ; 


And there welled in her nature's bubbling fount 
An inclination to wed the Count; 

While, as for him, he had yet to learn 

A single word of the whole concern ; 


For they had not seen each other as yet. 
And I often think, with a fond regret, 
I wish it had been their happier fate 

To meet before it was ALL TOO LATE! 





She used to go, asthe day grew dim, 
And sing little ditties of lone to him: 

‘¢ Old Simon the Cellarer’’ Fame avers, 
Was one of those favourite bits of hers. 


The Count would lower the parlour blind, 
And peep at her from the gloom behind ; 
He never revealed himself, nor spoke— 
From disinclination to spoil the joke. 
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For he knew, by the way that song was sung, 
The Nymph imagined him nice and young : 
He knew her giving him curly hair 
Embodied the fun of the whole affair. 


And this continued for many a day— 
How long, I cannot exactly say, 

For cold Arithmetic’s icy breath 

Has livelier terrors for me than death. 


However, the Count began to see 

er this has often occurred to me) 
at they propriety sadly mock 

Who render a lady a laughing-stock. 


He nobly took, I’m happy to state, 
The course that duty would indicate : 
As died the Cellarer’s soft refrain, 

He showed himself at the window-pane. 


It crushed her heart in a deadly way ; 

But, nevertheless, I’m glad to say, 

She never revealed her inward woe, 

Because,” she thought, “ it would hurt him 9, 


There even seemed in her orbs to shine 
A yearning for people of forty-nine ; 
And one could gather distinctly there 
A singular horror of curly hair. 


She sadly thought, with an aching brow, 
‘It wouldn't be civil to jilt him now /”’ 
And even the Count, with an inward jar, 
Considered the matter had gone too far. 


I here r ecord, with a trembling pen, « 
He went and married her there and then , 
And, oh, the feeling I can’t despatch 
That his was a very imprudent match. 


* * * ” © 


If any gentleman says this lay 

Is plagiarized in the meanest way 

I own it cannot be well denied 

But what that gentleman’s justified. 
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IN-EXPLICABLE. 
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Charlie :—“ Ou, MAMMA, IF YOU WERE TO BUY ONE OF THOSE SUITS OF CLOTHES WOULD THEY GIV& THE LITTLE BOY IN? 





ROSENCRANTZ AND GUILDENSTERN. 
AN ORIGINAL TRAGEDY IN THREE ACTS. 
FounpED oN AN Otp Danisu LEGEND. 


Arauaent.—King Claudius when a young man wrote a five-act tragedy which 
was damned, and all reference to it forbidden under penalty of death. The King 
has a son—Hamlet—whose tendency tosoliloquy has so alarmed his mother— 
Queen Gertrude—that she has sent for Rosencrantz and Guildenstern to devise 
some Coust revele for hia entertainment. Rosencrantz is a former lover of 
Ophelia, to whom Hamlet is betrothed, and they lay their heads together to devise 
a plan by which Hamlet may be put out of the way. Some Court theatricals are 
in preparation. Ophelia and Rosencrantz persuade Hamlet to play his father’s 
tragedy before the King and Court. Hamlet, who is unawaie of the proscription, 
does so, and he is banished, and Rosencrantz happily united to Ophelia. 


ACT II.—Apartment in the Castle. Chair R. Enter QUEEN, 
RosENCRANTZ, and GUILDENSTERN. 


Q. Have you as yet planned aught that may relicve 
Our poor afflicted son's despondency ? 

Ros. Madam, we've lost no time. Already we 
Are getting up some Court theatricals 
In which the Prince will play a leading part. 

Q. That's well bethought—it will divert his mind. 
See—here he comes. 

Ros. How gloomily he stalks! 
As one o’erwhelmed with weight of bitter care. 
He thrusts his hand into his bbsom—thus— 
Starts—looks round—then as if reassured 
Rumples his hair and rolls his glassy eyes! 

Q. (appalled.) That means—he'’s going to solilcquize! 
Prevent this, gentlemen, by any means! 

Guitp. We will—but how? 

Anticipate his points 

And follow out his argument for him. 
Thus will you cut the ground from ’neath his feet 
And leave him nought to say! 

Ros, and Gvixp. We will— we will! 

(). A mother’s blessing be upon you, sirs ! [ Exit. 

Ros. Now, Guildenstern, apply thee to this task. 





Enter Hamuet: he stalks to chair, throws himself into it. 


Ham. ‘To be—or not to be! 

Ros. (2. of chair.) Yes—that’s the point! 
Whether he's bravest who will cut his throat 
Rather than suffer all. 

Guitp. (ZL. of chair.) Or suffer all 
Rather than cut his throat ! 

Ham. (annoyed at interruption, resumes.) To die—to sleep. 

Ros. It’s nothing more — Death is but sleep spun out— 
Why hesitate? (Offers him a dagger.) 

GUILD. The only question is 
Between the choice of deaths which death to choose. 


(Offers another.) 





th 


Ham. (in great terror.) Do t»ke those dreadful things away. 


They make 
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My blood run cold. (Resumes.) To sleep, perchance to— 
Ros. Dream. 
That’s very true. I never dream myself, 
But Guildenstern dreams all night long out loud. 
GuiLp. With blushes, sir, I do confess it true! 
Ham. This question, gentlemen, concerns me not. 
(Resumes.) For who would bear the whips and scorns of time— 
Ros. (as guessing a riddle.) Who'd bear the whips and scorns ? 
Now let me see. 
Who'd dear them, eh ? 
GulILp. (same business.) Who'd bear the scorns of time ? 
Ros. (correcting him.) The whips and scorns. 
GuILp. The whips and scorns, of course, 
(HAMLET, about to protest.) 
Don’t tell us—let us guess—the whips of time, 
Ham. Oh, sirs, this interruption likes us not, 
I pray you give it up. 
Ros. My lord, we do. 
We cannot tell who bears these whips and scorns! 
Ham. (not heeding them, resunes.) ‘* But that the dread of some- 
thirg affer death ’’— 
tos. That's true—ypost mortem and the coroner— 
Felo-de-se—cross roads at twelve p.m.— 
And then the forfeited life policy— 
Exceedingly unpleasant. 
Ham. (really angry.) Gentlemen, 
It must be patent to the merest dunce 
Three persons can’t soliloquize at once. 
(RosENCRANTZ and GUILDENSTERN retire up.) 
(Aside.) They’re playing on me! Playing upon me 
Vho am not fashioned to be played upon! 
Show them a pipe—a thing of holes and stops 
Made to be played on—and they’ll shrink abashed 
And swear they have no skill on that! Now mark— 
(Aloud.) Rosencrantz! Here! (He comes down. ExitGuitp.) This 
is a well-toned flute ; 
Play me an airuponit. Do not say 
You know not how! (Sneeringly.) 
Ros. Nay, but I do know how. 
I'm rather good upon the flute —- observe— 
[Plays an elaborate “ roulade.” 
Ham. (snatching it from him, peevishly.) Bah—everything goes 
wrong! (Throws himself into a chair as tf buried in 
soliloquy.) 
Enter OPHELIA, white with terror. 
Orn. Rosencrantz ! 
Ros. Well? 
Opx. I’ve found the manuscript ! 
But never put me to such work again! 
Ros. Why, what has happened that you tremble so ? 
Orn. Last night I stole down from my room alone 
And sought my father’s den. I entered it! 
The clock struck twelve, and then—oh horrible !— 
From chest and cabinet there issued forth 
The mouldy spectres of five thousand plays 
All dead and gone—and many of them damned! 
I shook with horror! They encompassed me, 
Chattering forth the scenes and parts of scenes 
Which my poor father wisely had cut out ! 
Oh horrible—oh ’twas most horrible. (Covering her face.) 
Guitp. What was't they uttered ? 
Oru. (severely.) I decline to say. 
The more I heard, the more convinced was I 
My father acted most judiciously ! 
Let that suffice thee. 
los. Give me then the play. 
And I’ll submit it to the prince. 
Orn. But stay, 
Do not appear to urge him—hold him back, 
Or he'll decline to play the piece—I know him. 
Ham. (who has been soliloquizing under his breath.) 
And lose the name of action! (Rises.) Why what's that ? 
Ros. We have been looking through some dozen plays 
To find one suited to our company. 
This is, my lord, a five-act tragedy. 
’Tis called ‘“‘ Gonzago ’’—but it will not serve— 
"Tis very long. 
Ham. (/interested.) Isthereapartfor me? 
Oru. There is, my lord, a most important parf— 
A mad Archbishop who becomes a Jew 
To spite his diocese. 
Ham. That's very good! 
Ros. (taking MS.) Here you go mad—and then—soliloquize : 


qa ee ree reser er eee nee reece er a aT 
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Here you are sane again—and then you don’t : 
Then, later on, you stab your aunt, because— 
Well I can’t tell you why you stab your aunt, 
But still—you stab her. @ 
Ham. That is quite enough. 
Ros. Then you become the leader of a troop 
Of Gaevle banditti—and soliloquize— 
After a long and undisturbed career 
Of murder—tempered by soliloquy— 
You see the sin and folly of your ways 
And offer to resume your diocese ; 
But just too late—for, terrible to tell, 
As you're repenting—in soliloquy— 
The bench of bishops seize you unawares 
And blow you from a gun! 
Ham. That's excellent. 
That's very good indeed—we’ll play this piece. 
Orn. But pray consider—all the other parts 


Are insignificant. 
M What matters that ? 
We'll play this piece. 
os. The plot's impossible, 
And all the dialogue bombastic stuff. 
Ham. I tell you, sir, that we will play this piece. 
Bestir yourselves about it and engage 
All the most famed tragedians 
To play the small parts—as tragedians should. 
A mad Archbishop! Yes, that’s very good! 
Enp or Act IL. 


(To be concluded in our next.) 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


From Nowhere to the North Pole (Chatto and Windus), the last book 
written by Tom Hood, will be read with an interest quite different 
from that intended when the work was planned. We have no inten- 
tion here of entering upon its merits; it will be enough now to say it 
is—though necessarily slight—a worthy finish to a no less worthy 
literary career. In addition to the clever illustrations of W. Brunton 
and E. C. Barnes, there are one or two fanciful little woodcuts by 
the author, as well as a dedication to the children he loved so well. 

Bicycling; its Rise and Deve'opment (Tinsley Brothers) is, though 
a small book, very complete, and those who are anxious to acquaint 
themselves with everything pertaining to the latest thingin locomo- 
tion cannot do better than study this cleverly constructed little text- 
book. 





MAGAZINES FOR DECEMBER. 


In the Saturday Journal there is not only quality but quantity to be 
found. Matthew Browne’s “In these Hard Times,” and Austin 
Dobson’s “ Dear Old Tune,” are, though differing very much from 
each other, the gems of the number. Edward Capern sings no less 
than six pleasant songs, and in addition to the varied literary contribu- 
tions there are numerous illustrations. 

The Atlantic Monthly is, as usual, very good, and though it contains 
nothing calling for special comment shows that general high level so 
rarely seen in this country. 

The Leisure Hour has an engraving of the plaintive picture, 
‘‘ Singing for Bread.” A short article on “‘ Christmas Debts” may be 
read with advantage ; and a few remarks on Pigeon-shooting contain 
a plentiful amount of sense. 

Received :—Family Herald, London Society, Pictorial World, Penny 
Illustrated Paper, Colburn’s New Monthly, Science Gossip, Shotover 
Papers, Lippincott’s Magazine, and Le Follet. 


Anushers to Correspondents. 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 


*,* After the next number of Fun, which completes the year and the 
volume, we shall discontinue our ‘“* Answers to Correspondents.” 


I. T. T.S. U.—A friend of ours is of quite a different opinion from a 
friend of yours, and so you are D. W. T. as well as all the other things. 

F. 8. B.—No wonder you hail from “ Grinnidge.” 

J. H. (South Norwood.)—B'hanged to you 

J. F. M. H. 8.—You seem to bave wore initials than abilities. 

O. G.—Not O. K. 

J.T. Woop (Lancashire.)—No sketch enclosed. 

C. G. Bensa.—We don’t give gratuitous advertisements. 

Declined with thanks:—James Harding (Dublin); T. W. H., J. G. M. 
(Leeds) ; Victor; A. J. P. (Surbiton); Gurney; G. W. Gordon; G. A. W. 
(Dublin) ; J. H. (O®ford); Hercules; H. P. Beausire; D. W. Buckle; 
L. D.; J. Ruse; J. Jukes Jones. 
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UGSPUR’S occupation as 
a racing writer being 
entirely gone just now, 
we have endeavoured to 
utilise him in other 
ways, with what result 
may be gathered from 
the following, which is 
the only portion at all 
to the point out of a 
very long article sup- 
posed to be descriptive 
of the Cattle Show. 
Even from the small 
amount we have se- 
lected several  para- 
graphs of extraneous 
matter have had to be 
cut. The gaps will be 
easily noticed. 

‘*T don't go very 
often to the Cattle 
Show. Not oftener 
than once a year, which 
reminds me that the 


ts 'fAgricultural Hall is on 
— ' these occasions like 


—— ' Please to remember the 
= grotto. From _ the 
grotto to oysters is but 
— the twinkling of a bed 
' — _ 7 ~-<=@  post—but the action of 
= $$$ a philosopher I would 
say; though halt-a-crown for a dozen of only ten is enough 
to break down the philosophy of anyone who doesn’t get his 
expenses from the office. Now when I was a boy, oysters 
It has always struck me that if a cattle show consisted of something 
besides cattle it would be much more attractive than itis. I know 
there are pigs, sheep, agricultural implements, and mangel wurzel 
even now included in the show, but what are these to the illimitable 
mind which soars above the common-place, and regards the blue 
empyrean as its own? What are pigs compared with poesy, and 
where are the elements of emotion to be found among exhibitors of 
heifers, not to say etceteras? Lesides, I think it wrong to ask a 
man to judge of animals as they appear in the show. I propose that 
in future where there is any difficulty in deciding on the merits of 
rival beasts, they shall, in a Solomon-like and magnificent manner, be 
slain, and that steaks from each—(underdone for me, please) —shall be 
served out to the Press, of which I am a humble but hearty representa- 
tive. I once knew a man who had a curious way of cooking and 
eating steak. First he would go round to all the butchers, just to get 
an appetite; then . Well, as I was saying, the Cattle Show 
was like most other cattle shows, if not more so I saw my 
friend R. Spinner, one of the daily-paper men there, and as usual he let 
off his annual joke. He’s generally ready by Christmas-time, and waits 
for his opportunity with patience and assiduity. During the judging 
I asked him when a heifer became a steer, and he replied, ‘‘ When itis 
rudderer than the cherry.” Now if I was going to make jokes I 
should set about it in quite a different style. 


and then, when... . After this I came away.” 

We hasten to assure our readers this shall not occur again ; and that, 
even if we have to breed one for ourselves, a correct critic shall attend 
all future cattle shows, and give a full explanation of what at present 
seems perfectly inexplicable. 


Deadly-lively. 


Tue suspension bridge over the Avon at Clifton seems to be in 
favour with those who wish to end their suspense by abridging their 
existence. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


I should take a fellow | 


with me, and get him to ask the questions [ had good answers for; | By introducing its MS. book to your publisher with a strong recom- 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 403. 


In the footsteps of the brave, 
Over many an unknown grave, 
Tread our tars with hearts aflame. 
‘On, to die or win a name!” 


1. Sail over the placidly shimmering blue,— 
The peaceful ripples that know no tide— 
To waters more sombre and swart of hue; 
And here you will find I am closely allied. 


2. A native am I of a warmer clime, 
But I left my home in an evil time, 
And came to your English coast. 
I’m now but an aimless roving man— 
As false a deserter as ever ran 
And left his accustomed post. 


3. Caught by the fierce, relentless, blinding snow, 
- The wanderer strayed upon the mountain side; 
His life-strength spent—he could no further go, 
But laid his weary head on me and— died. 


| 4. A captive empress who (so strange her fate !) 
In one short day from chains to empire rose : 
She with her sons and brutish dusky mate 
Wrought vile revenge on once victorious foes. 


\ 


5. Slowly at first the glittering foe 

Advances on its way. 

As if uncertain where to go 
Now stops, and seems to sway : 

Then, ere the victims, wild with fear, 
Have time to ’scape their fate, 

The dreadful death is all too near— 
They're crushed beneath its weight. 


6. So here is an end of my rhyming to-night, 
I yawn and I nod—I must—what do you say ? 
Let riddlers be wrong or let riddlers be right, 
I'll close my—I’m drowsy—and so I shall—eh ? 


So.uTion oF Acrostic, No. 401.—<Arnim, Trial: Alphabet, Renter, 
Neroli, Ida, Meal. Correct: D. E.H., D. and I, Wed Hewwing, 
A True Joy, Walrus, Crustacean, Puffins, Queen Mab, Soda Water, 
Little Billy, C. D., Kathleen Mavourneen, Peggotty’s Daughters, 
Ruby’s Ghost, Spheroid, Slodger and Tiny. 


Christmas Chee:.* 


Tue inhabitants of Uxbridge seem to imagine they are the inventors 
and the only practisers of the art of giving Christmas boxes. Otherwise 
there would be little or no reason for a meeting recently called in that 
town for the purpose of totally abolishing such seasonable presents. 


A Rolling Stone. 


Tue manager of the new Paris Grand Opera House has invited the 
Lord Mayor of London to cross the Channel for the inaugural 
performance. He is determined not to leave a Stone unturned to make 
it a success. 


How to Disarm Criticism. 
PoxiticAL: By promising its relations good appointments. Literary : 


mendation. Dramatic: By giving it a dinner the night before your 
new play is produced. Commercial: By giving it the call of shares at 
‘‘ par’’ when they are at a premium. 


Tom Hood's Comic Annual. 

Norice.—On account of a mistake in the Annualas to the limit for 
receipt of answers to “ Walnuts for Wisdom Teeth,” the Solutions are 
unavoidably postponed till our next. The date should have been 

| December 8, and not i5d. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 
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As John Bull laid down his newspaper the other day, he was some- 
what surprised, on looking up, to discover a goblin standing by his 
chair. On being perceived, the goblin nodded familiarly. “ Really,’’ 








said Mr. Bull, “‘ I don't think I’ve ever had the pleasure——” “ Oh, 
I’m anold friend of yours,” said 

his visitor; “I’m often about 7 ALL VICE ABANDON!) 
you, though perhaps unper- ee 14 
ceived ;—in fact you may even 4 Hi 












claim me as an offspring—— 
“Sir,” said Mr. Bull, “this 
levity ” “As an offspring 
of your brain. I am, in short, 
the Spirit of Credulity. Ihave 
often had the honour of leading 
you into the clutches of those 
who are more— more business- 
like than yourself; I have got 
you into many difficulties; I : | 
have shown you many visions; HAMA FRU AH CH Let 
—I am about to take the liberty : AL ‘Bi 
of showing you one more.” As 
these words were said, Mr. Bull 
seemed to rise and accompany 
the speaker. The two passed 
together through a low dark be 
doorway, threaded some dingy’ passages, and found themselves in a 
place where there breathed an atmosphere of simple purity and joy. 
Emblematical lilies grew all around. ‘ This,” said the goblin, “is 
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the home ofinnocence.’’ Smil- 
ing girls were in the act of re- 
hearsing some quaint dramatic 
piece, ever and anon clearing a 
space for the execution of a 
harmless dance. Suddenly they 
formed into two lines, between 
which was seen to approach a 
gentleman, the unaffected inno- 
cence of whose face and bearing 
was augmented by a wreath of 
the all-pervading lily wound 
about his forehead, while in his 
arms, and pressed to his bosom, f/j 
he held a dove. “This,” ex- | 
plained the gnome, “isa type | 
of the English theatrical mana- 
ger.’ Even as he said this, a 
cloud, as of sume dread presen- 
timent seemed to shadow the 
whole scene. The dancers stop- 
ped, and huddled together in 
corners; carpenters and shif- 
ters, who had hitherto chased 
one another, in playful wanton- 
ness, round the wings, or read 
aloud from the Vicar 6f Wakefield, drooped, appalled; a gloom over- 
cast the brow of the innocent gentleman, who gazed shuddering into 
the auditorium, clasped his hands, and sobbed. Casting his eye toward 
the same spot, Mr. Bull could see a Demon in Human Form sitting in 
the front row of the stalls, and writing in a note-book. 

_ Presently, it seemed to Mr. Bull that he followed that Demon out 
into the crowded thoroughfares and away till they stood in a news- 





paper office where that demon began to distribute to the world words 
that were to blight and wither the life of the Innocent Manager. The 
scene now changed to a court of law where wicked pitiless eyes gleamed 
from the bench, from the jury-box, from all around, upon one central 
figure, clad in pure white, wreathed with lilies, and holding a dove 
to its bosom. 

In vain the figure sobbed, and 
pointed toward the Demon in 
Human Form, and stretched out 
its arms to the bench for re- 
dress: the bench was a Demon 
in Human Form; so was the 
jury-box; so was the bar. In 
one voice—a voice husky with 
half - stifled wickedness, the 
whole court uttered the one 
dreadful word, “ Impropriety !”’ 
and the Innocent Manager fell, 
blighted. ‘Then the whole court 
—the whole affair—seemed to 
the wondering eyes of Mr. Bull, 
to flatten out until it assumed the 
appearance of a great pictorial 
advertisement, while at the 
same moment the white figure 
was seen to pass in front of it, 
poring over a book, on the cover 
of which were the words: “ Ac- 
tion for Libel; or, the Best 
Means of Advertising.” 

And Credulity Vanished. 
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RURALISING. 


Tue demon of fever rides forth for a jaunt— 
He's well and quite properly mounted ; 
He chooses the Heath as his favourite haunt, 
And victims by thousands are counted. 
“ Yes, I'm the great demon of fever and ague; 
I'm sent by the Board of Asylums to plague you! ”’ 


As he rides on his way ’mid the shrieks and the groans 
Of his victims so sad and unwilling, 
He chuckles and crows while he trots o’er the bones, 
Of the people he’s aided in killing. 
“ Yes, I'm the chief ruler on heath and on heather 
No matter the season, 00 heed what the weather !’”’ 


What matters the weather, the climate, or what ?— 
What matters the wish of the nation ? 
The Board of Asylums has chosen the spot, 
All hope has received immolation. 
“ Yes, all you can 7 is to feel discontented, 
And show that the evil might well be prevented! ”’ 


‘ 





———s 


Pgorte who see the notices published by the Earl of Dudley for the 
recovery of his wife’s jewéllery will probably think that Acts of Par- 
liament are made for the special purpose of being broken, by the 
Upper Ten. Thereis still in existence an Act of Parliament—an Act 
absolutely necessary for' the well-being of the community—which 


HUN. 
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to those with a sense of humour. We wouldn't mind trying it our- 
selyes—on some of our extremely humorous correspondents. 

The London Society “ Extra Number”’ is very much ofa kind with 
its ordinary issues. It is characterised more by insipidity than by any 
other quality; and though now and again a contributor will make a des- 
perate attempt to leave the beaten track, he generally gets toned down 
before the ead of his story. Two illustrations are deserving of special 
mention. In one the apparitions of a woman and child are appear- 
ing before two men in full evening dress—such men as any sensible 
female ghost would rather fly from than trouble with her presence. 
The other is called ‘‘The Scrivener Spagm,”’ though which is the 
scrivener and which the spasm we have, so far, been unable to 
determine, , 

The principal feature of the St, James's “ Christmag Box” is that a 
shilling is charged for it. ‘This is an original notion which we com- 
mend to those tlemen who would simply do away with Christmas 
gifts, and thus the profit which it is now evident is to be made 
from them under judicious management. 

‘Sixty Per Cent.’’ is the title of the Christmas number of Ovce-a- 
Week, which is written throughout by Mr. George Manville Fenn. 
In this Mr, Proctor has a full-page engraving, which contains a 
peaceful lion, a peculiar monkey, int a pair of ‘‘humans’’ who seem 
to have run very much to feet. 

The Christmas number of the G@entleman’s is called “ Like a Snow- 
ball,’’ the connection with which and ‘Seven Links in a Chain”’ is 
somewhat vague. Still there is enough interest in the story to make 
one forget any incongruity in the title. 

Mr. James Grant, the indefatigable, whose stories of war, its 
rumours and its romance, have made his name famous, is the sole 
author of Routledge’s Christmas Annual. The title is ‘‘ The Dead 


states that a penalty of £50 shall be imposed on anyone who offers Tryst;’’ and if this amusing author seems a little cramped in his 


‘‘ confidential ’’ treatment to felons in connection with the recovery of 
stolen property ; and that another penalty of £50 shall be imposed on 
the publisher of any paper inserting any such notice. We have every 
sympathy with Lord Dudley, and think that the loss of £50,000 
worth of property is hard to be borne, but it must be remembered 
that a nobleman famous all over the world for the extent of his 
wealth might afford to laugh at a loss which would absolutely ruin 
men with more slender purses; the mere fact of being able to lose so 
much is almost proof that the loss is far from ruinous. Besides, this is 
a question which has very wide ramifications, It has been admitted 
on all sides and by all schools of politicians, that the primary end of 
English justice is, not so much to recover property, as to bring thieves 
to punishment and a sense of thé error of their ways. Lord Dudley 
would condone the offence so long as he recovered his property. We 
trust sincerely that his lordship will recover it, but at the same time 
cannot help thinking that he and the people who inserted his adver- 
tisements have been guilty of a gross offence against public morality. 
If an earl is to openly compound, or offer to compound, a felony, why 
not a commoner? Onée commenced it will be hard to stop the 
progress of such arrangements, and with every loser willing to act as 
‘‘fence’’ for his own property there will be an immense amount of 
crime in our midst—an amount which the School Board inspectors 
will be as unable to compute as the high-class detectives will be 
powerless to prevent. 


CHRISTMAS BOOKS AND CHRISTMAS NUMBERS. 


From Messrs. Routledge we have received a batch of gorgeously 
illustrated toy-books likely to cause much joy and excitement in the 
nursery. Goody Two Shoes and the Marquis of Carabas still give their 
names, as in days of yore, to these books for beginners, and though the 
stories are varied and the illustrations very much improved,there is 
still—and happily—much of the old leaven about these new and enticing 
volumes. One of the collection, Old Nursery Rhymes, is illustrated by 
‘“‘E. G. D.” in the grotesque mediwval manner for which this young 
artist is rapidly becoming celebrated. The other pictures, which also 
display considerable merit, are mainly from the hand of Walter 
Crane. 

Dr. Ox's Experiment (Sampson Low and Co.) is one of the Jules 
Verne series, and seems specially adapted for presentation to deserving 
boys at this time of year. It has also the advantage of being agree- 
able to youths who have not been models of propriety, assiduity, early 
rising, and other juvenile evils; and might not be refused if offered at 
an even less festive and forgiving period than the present. 

Most seasonable even among seasonable books is Picture Posies 
(Routledge), which though it has appeared before in different form 
will be no less welcome, the array of eminent names upon its title- 
page being such as few table-books can show. F. Walker and Dora 
Greenwell hold the place of honour, but it would be difficult in the 
whole book to find better lines than those of Jean Ingelow or a better 
accompaniment than that supplied by E. G. Dalziel. 

Ernest Griset’s Funny Picture Books (W.P. Nimmo) are certainly not 
miscalled. They are Griset and fun with a vengeance. ‘To be 
comically eaten ty a eomical wild beast caunot be so bad after all 


limited space, there would be much to be said on the other side if we 
had only room to say it. 

‘*A Merry Christmas’’ is certainly a seasonable name for a 
December extra number. The publishers of Hind Words have suc- 
ceeded in presenting something under this title which all boys and a 
good many men will consider worthy of it. 

The Illustrated Lo.don News issues a double number qui‘e equal to 
its reputation of former years. The illustrations are plenteous, and 
the stories varied and well told. 

Messrs. Moses and Son send us the useful little diary which it 


| pleases them to sell fora penny. As there must be a dead loss on 


each copy, we trust that, in similar case to that of the woman with 
the lucifers, ‘‘ it is the quantity as pays.”’ 

From Messrs. Mareus Ward and Co. we receive a collection of 
beautiful Christmas cards of all shapes and designs. Varied as to 
execution, but similar as to general excellence. 

Messrs. Smith and Oo., of Wilson - street, Finsbury, send us 
a sample of Christmas novelties and surprises of a most pleasant 
character. ‘The ‘‘ Fum erackers’’ have special attractions of their own 
in the shape of verses frem the pen of the late Editor of this paper. 

The Licensed Victuatler’s Year Book (B. T. Gale, 130, Fleet-street) 
is “the recognised annual for the brewers, hotel and tavern 
keepers, vintners, maltsters, hopfactors, rectifiers, and distillers of the 
United Kingdom.” It is a well-sized, well-stocked book, and, while 
containing a large amount of information to the general public, must 
be perfectly invaluable to “the trade.” An article on Billeting should 
be read by all interested in that subject. 


“SWEEP YOUR DOORWAY!” 


Wuen fallen snow blocks up the road and slushes in the street, 
When greasy pavements coyly shun the pressure of our feet, 
The scavenger with cart and spade soon comes upon the scene, 
And Law compels us ev'ry day to sweep our doorways clean. 


No more knee-deep in filth we wade, no more we slip and slide, 

No frozen flagstone lays us low for loafers to deride. 

As homeward through the streets we trudge, we think what might 
have been, 

If householders were not compelled to sweep their doorways clean. 


The muddy slush of ages dark lies still upon our roads, 

A frozen mass of Ignorance life’s pathway incommodes ;— 

Come scavengers of Light and Truth and change the dreary scene— 

Come wpgees with your broom of Sense, and sweep our doorways 
ean, 


An Evident Truth. 


A Surrey contemporary commences an advertisement of some 
lectures withthe remark that “ You can’t burn truth.” No, and even 
if you could, it would, judging by the small quantity of it about, be 
an uncommonly dear item in the fuel lis. 
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ROSENCRANTZ AND GUILDENSTERN. 
AN ORIGINAL TRAGEDY IN THREE ACTS. 


FouNDED ON AN OLp Danisy LEGEND. 





ArGcuMENT.—King Claudius when a young man wrote a five-act tragedy which 
was damned, and all reference to it forbidden under penalty of death. The King 
has a son—Hamlet—whose tendency tosoliloquy has so alarmed his mother— 
Queen Gertrude—that she has sent for Rosencrantz and Guildenstern to d 
some Cout revels for his entertainment. Rosencrantz is a former lover o 
Ophelia, to whom Hamlet is betrothed, and they lay their heads together to devise 
a plan by which Hamlet may be put out of the way. Some Court theatrical are 
in preparation. Ophelia and Rosencrantz persuade Hamlet to play ‘his father’s 
tragedy before the King and Court. Hamlet, who is unaware of the proscription, 
does so, and he is banished, and Rosencrantz happily united to Ophelia. 





ACT III.—Room inthe Palace, prepared for a stage performance. 
Enter Kine Craupius and Queen, meeting Rosgwenant2. 


ow march the 
Royal revels ? e 


Ros. Lamely, madam, lamely, like a one-legged duck. The 
Prince has discovered a strange play. He hath called it “A Right 
Reckoning Long Delayed.” 

Cri. And of what fashion is the Prince's play ? 

Ros. ’Tis an excellent poor tragedy, my Lord—4 thing of shreds 
and patches welded into a form that hath masé without consiatency, 
like an ill-built villa. 

_Q._ But, sir, you should have used your best endeavours to wean 
his phantasy from such a play. 

Ros. Madam, I did, and with some success, for he now seeth the 
absurdity of its tragical catastrophes and her at it as freely as we 


Q. A fair good morrow to you Rosencrantz. 


do. So albeit the poor author had hoped to have drawn teara of sym- 
pathy, the Prince has resolved to present if asa piece of pompous 


folly intended to excite no loftier emotion than laughter and surprise, 
Hfere come the Royal tragedian and his troop. 
Enter Hamutt and Players. 
Ham. Good morrow, sir. This is our company of Players. They 


have come to town to do honour and add completeness to our revels. 


Ci. Good sirs we welcome you to Elsinore 
Prepare you now—we are agog to taste 
The intellectual treat in store fore us. 
Ham. Weare ready, sir. But before we begin, I would speak a 


word to you. Who are to play this piece? I have chosen this play 
in the face of sturdy opposition from my well-esteemed friends who 
were for playing a piece with less bombastick fury and more frolick. 
But I have thought this to be a fit play to be presented by reason of 
that very pedantical bomhast and windy obtrusive rhetoric that they 
do rightly despise. For I hold that there is no such antiek fellow as 
your bombastical hero who doth so earnestly spout forth his folly as 
to make his hearers believe that he is unconscious of all incongruity ; 
whereas, he who doth so mark, label, and underscore his antick speeches 
as to show that he is alive to their absurdity seemeth to utter them 
under protest, and to take part with his audience against himself. 
For which reason, I pray you, let there be no huge red noges, nor 
extravagant monstrous wigs, nor coarse men garbed as women in this 
comi-tragedy ; for such things are as much as to gay, “ I am a vomick 
fellow—I pray you laugh at me, and hold what I say to be cleverly 
ridiculous.’ Such labelling of humour is an im nence to your 
audience and seemeth to imply that they are unable to recognise a 
joke unless it be pointed out tothem. I pray you avoid it. 

First Prayer. Sir, weare beholden to you for your good counsels. 
But we would urge upon your consideration that we are accomplished 
players, who have spent many years in learning our profession ; and 
we venture to suggest that it would better befit your Lordship to con- 
fine your remarks to such matters as your Lordship may be likely to 
understand. We, on our part, may have our own ideus as to the 
duties of heirs apparent; but it would ill become us to air them before 
your Lordship, who may be reasonably supposed to understand such 
matters more perfectly than your very humble servants. 


Exeunt Hamurt and Players R, and L. 


Come let us take our places. Call the Court 
That all may see this fooling. Here’s a chair 
[The Court enter. 


Cz. 


In which I shall find room to roll about 
When laughter takes posgession of my soul. 
Now we are ready. 


The curtain rises.— Enter a loving couple lovingly. 


Suz. ‘“ Should’st thou prove faithless ? 


He. “ Tf I do, 
Then let the world forget to woo, 
The mountain tops bow down in fcars, 


The midday sun dissolve in tears, 
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And outraged Nature, pale and bent, 
Fall prostrate in bewilderment! "’ 
All titter through this—breaking into a laugh at the end, the Kina 
enjoying it as much as anyone. 


Oru, Truly, sir, I hope he will prove faithful, lest we should all be 
involved in this catastrophe ! 

Ox. (laughing.) Much indeed mds upon his constancy. I am 
sure he hath all our prayers, gentlemen! (Aside to Rosencuantz.) 
Is this play well known ? 

Ros. It is not, my lord. 

Cr. Ha! I seem to have met with these lines before. Go on. 

Sue. ‘* Hark !—dost thou hear thoge trumps and drums? 

Thy rival, stern Gonzago, comes!" (Laughter, as before.) 

Q. And wherefore cometh Gonzago ? 

Ros. I’faith, madam, he cometh to woo! 

Q. Cannot he woo without an orchestra at his elbow? 
such wooing, say I! 

Cu. (rather alarmed—aside to Ros.) Whois Gonzago? 

Ros. He’s a mad archbishop of Elsinore. ‘Tis a most ridiculous 
and mirthful character—and the more so for that the poor author had 
hoped to have appalled you with his tragical end! {During this, the 
Kine has shown that he has recognized his tragedy. He is horrified at 
the discovery. | 3 


Enter Haunt, as Archbishop. (All laugh, except the Kixe, who is 
miserable.) 
‘‘ Free from the cares of Church and State 
I come to wreak my love and hate. 
Love whirls me to the lofty skies — 
Hate drags me where dark Pluto lies!’’ 
[ 101 laugh, except Kine. 

Q. Marry, but he must haye a nice time of it between them! Oh, 
sir. This passeth the bounds of ridicule, and to think that these lines 
were to have drawn our tears! 

Opn. ‘Truly mine eyes run with tears, but they are begotten of 
laughter! 

Ham. Gen'ly, gently. Spare your ridicule, lest you have none 
left fur the later scenes! ‘The tragedy is full of such windy fooling, 
You shall hear more anon—there are five acts of this! [| Aé/ groan. 

(Resumes.) “ For two great ends I daily fame — 

The altar and the deadly tomb. 
How can I live in such a state, 
And hold my Arch-Episcopate ?’’ 

Ros. (exhausted with laughter.) Oh, my lord—I pray you end this 
or I shall die with laughter! 

Q. (ditto.) Did mortal evef hear such metrical folly! 
good lord, or I shall assuredly do myself some injury ! 

Opn. (ditto.) Oh, sir—prithee have mercy on us—we have laughed 
till we can laugh no more! 

Ham. The drollest scene is coming now. Listen—— 

Cu. (rises.) Stop! (Hamlet about to resume.) Stop, I say—cast off 
those mummeries! Come hither, Hamlet! 

Ham. (takes off robes and comes awe Why, what ails you, sir ? 

Cu. (with suppressed fury.) Know'st thou who wrote this play ? 

Ham, Not I, indeed, 

Nor do I care to know ! 


A fico for 


Ham. 


Stop it, my 


CL, | I wrote this play! 
To mention it is death, by Denmark's law ! 
Q. Oh, spare him, for he is thine only child! 
Cir. No—I have two—my son—my play—both worthless ! 
Both shall together perish! (Draws dagger.) 
Ham. (07 his knees.) Hold thine hand! 
I can't bear death—I'm a philosopher! 
Orn. Apollo’s son, Lyczeus, built a fane 
At Athens, where philosophers dispute. 
’Tis known as the ‘‘ Lyceum.”’ Send him there, 
He will find such a hearty welcome, sir, 
That he will stay there, goodness knows how long! 
Cr. Well, be it so—and, Hamlet, get you gone! 


[ He goes to the Lyceum, where he is much esteemed. 
CURTAIN. 





Wheel or Woe. 


A wriTER in an evening paper seems to live in constant dread of 
being smashed up by bicycles, and in a recent article laments the 
introduction of these instruments of immolation. He accuses them of 
being ‘‘ Juggernauthian’’ and, if possible, worse, and doesn’t seem to 
think it possible to get out of their way. To such a man and such a 
mind it may not seem possible to do anything— but write on Conserva- 
tive evening papers. 


Tuz Best Dress Improver.—A graceful figure. 
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DOTS AND 
LINES. 


Fatt of snow. 


Consequent rise of | 


coals. — Member for 
Stroud again un- 
seated. This 
borough is likely to 
be re-membered. — 
First Governor of 
Fiji appointed. 
Will he govern its 
pronunciation? 
= Reprieve of 
another murderer. 
Society for the Pre- 
vention of Patron- 
age to Murderers 
will be started in 
the interests of less 
favoured representa- 
tives of the class. 
— Great robbery of 
diamonds. The 
police are after the 
thieves. A_ long 
way after.=— More 


stent 


| 


diary of the Shah. | 


Pshah! — Deputa- 
tion waited on the 


Home Secretary 
about a Barking 
bridge. The right 


honourable’ gentle- | 
man was, of course, | 


Cross. — Lord Dur- 
ham 
tifteen years’ penal 
servitude. His 


sentenced to. 


lordship does. not | 
belong to the aristo- | 


cracy, nor even to 
the gentry. He is 
only acollier, and a 
bad ’un at that. — 


Playing of the West- | 


minster Play, 7'ri- 
nummus. As if the 
weather wasnt 
enough for the pur- 
pose! — Argument 
between a pauyer 
and a City magis- 
trate. Result: six 
months’ hard labour | 
—for the pauper. = 
Several deaths from 
cold and hunger | 
among human be- 
Other deaths 


ings. 

from __ overfeeding | 
among pigs. = Ya- | 
koob Khan —— | 
Well, then, why | 
doesn’t he?= | 


Money tight in the | 
City. Disgraceful. | 
Ought to be locked- | 
up, though it 
Christmas time. — 


In the tale of the Countess’s jewels we trace 
A paradox—graver than robbery surely,— 

For it’sclear whea “* Miss Scott’’ took her foot off the case, 
She “ put her foot into it” very securely ! 





‘Save the Mark!” | 
A wetsu daily paper has made a remarkable statement. Speaking | 
of a recent Scottish celebration held in the town of Cardiff, and refer- 
ring to an appropriate transparency, it says :—*‘ The star of the Order of 
the Garter surmounted the whole design, with the motto, ‘ Nemo me im- 
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Old Lady :—* Wri, Sissy, AND WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH you P” 
Sissy :—“Ou, iF you PLEASE, Mrs. SMITH, FATHER’S BROUGHT HOME A LOT OF MEAT 


is | AND PUDDING, AN’ I’VE ATE AS MUCH OF THE MEAT AS I CAN, AND NOW I CAN’T EAT ANY OF 


THE PUDDING.” 





} 


A PARADOX. 


| 


running through his thick head. 
_ | n€arest the mark. 








pune lacessit,’ meaning ‘ Grasp not the thistle with impunity.’’’ That 

| thistle must have proved a thorn ere this in the side of the donkey 
who coulda’t keep it out of his mind or off the point of his pen. He 

will perhaps never see a Latin quotation in future without having 

some hazy English, or Welsh, rendering of the motto’s real meaning 

Truly, a random shot oft gets 


True, though in Jest. 
Osviovsrefuge for needy wits: —The pun-brokers—“ and many of them.’ 





{[DecemperR 26, 1874. 





Very high wind. 
Clerk of the weather 
‘raising the wind” 
for Christmas. = 
Postmaster- General 
shows great zeal in 
saving public money. 
Very good ; but he’s 
certainly, begun at 
the wrong end. = 
Great eviction of 
Shakers at Lyming- 
ton. True Christi- 
anity turned them 
forth to Shake by 
the roadside. 
Weather appropri- 
ate. 





A Real Sign of 
‘¢The Times.”’ 


THE Times is not 
given to practical 
joking, so we notice 
with tnterest that it 
places before the 
signature of Dr. 
Ullathorne, the Ro- 
man Catholic Bishop 
of Birminghan, this 
sign, -. Whether 
intended or not, this 
is a pretty accurate 
hint as to the present 
state of affairs 
amongst that portion 
of the community of 
which the _ right 
reverend gentleman 
is a prominent repre- 
sentative. 





Seasonable 
Doings. 


Tue wealthier 
classes at this sea- 
son of the year are 
expected to relieve 
their poor brethren. 
Some of the poorer 
brethren will pro- 
bably relieve the 
wealthier classes— 
of their watches and 
silk pocket handker- 
chiefs. 





Out and Home. 


Tue gentleman 
who was driven from 
home last week by 
his wife’s tongue has 
been driven back 
again by his coach- 
man. 





CLoTHEs Props.— 
Newspapers. 


— ee 


—_ 


Boory.—The skin of the kicker’s wife. 
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HAMPSTEAD, 


ACCORDING TO THE PARTICULAR DESIRE OF OUR ASYLUMS BOARD. 


RURALISING AT 
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ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY.—(Conclusion ) 


By Litre Jounny. 





THE RACCOON. 


I pon’r know much about these, cos they is Americans, and has 
rings on their tails, not like my sister,cos hers is finger rings, but 
only jus the hair wite. A raccoon wich diddent have no rings on its 
tail, it wud bea possum. No, it wuddent, for possums tales is like 
snakes, only not pizen. Peples wich is on fmilier terms with raccoons 
cols ‘em jus coons, and lets it go at that, but my Sunday Scool book 
says if we are plite we wil git rich and be Lord Mayor. I dont 
bleeve ol I read, for Frenchmen is the plitest peple in the world, and 
jus see wot they are, one of our fellers can lick ten of ’em. 

Injin corn is much et by raccoons, but a Crismas puddin is the sort 
for me and Billy. 





THE ANT EATER. 

You have see picters of this annimel, I spose, but Uncle Ned has 
see ’em a live. 

Once a phlosofer see a live ant eater, and run a way, friten like he 
had see a lion, and he met a man, and the man said wot was he a 
fraid of, for it was the most harmlice thing in the world. Then the 
phlosofer, wich was a shamed, he thot a wile, and said wot did they 
live on, and the man said ants. Then the phlcsofer said how man 
ants toa meal? And the man said about ten thousand hundred. 
Then the phlosofer he said thats wot you call harmlice, is it, you 
unfeelin feller, I dont want you to speak to me never any more, and 
dont you tell any boddy you have see me. 

Ant eaters cetches ‘em with their tongs, wich is long like a werm, 
and gum on it the same as todes tongs, only they does it differnt, 
for the ants issent serve at their ressidences, but has to come to the shop. 
The eater it fines a place were the ants is to work, and lies down, 
and puts out its tong, andshets its eves. Then a ant comes there, and 
looks, and says to the other ants, this duffer has over et hissef and 
gone to sleep with out finishing his last werm, lets take wot is lef for 
our own selfs. But wen they have ol got hold they stick fast, and 
the eater it opens one eye and tuches a spring, and the tong is drawd 
in like a tape meashur, and them antsisastonish! And now | will 
tell you a story wich aint true, jus for a change. 

There was a ant eater wich had lay out his tong that way, and a ant 
come were it was, and said hullo, wot isthis? ‘The eater was so 
hungry he cuddent wait, and he said wy, dont you see, that is a nice 
werm. But he had to pul in his tong to say it, and then the ant said 
wel, I just wanted a werm like thatn, and if you haddent grabbed it 
so quick I wude have took it. Then the eater he see he had madea 
mistake, and he said I kno were there is a other werm, the same kind, 
you fcller me and Ile sho you, so the eater went of a little way with 
his back to the ant, and laid out his tong agin, and wen the ant come 
up the eater winked like sayin do be careful or you wil friten the 
werm. But wen the ant had look it said I -bleeve thats the same ole 
werm wich you have had in your mouth, but Ile take it if youl sure 
me it aint so, on the honner of a good ant eater wich I kno you are, 
But the eater he diddent dare to say anything at ol, and the ant went 
a way leavin the eater a feelin like a fool with his tong out. 





THE OYSTER. 


- Some fokes that has wrote about animels before have been one able 

to see any differents between a oyster and a ostrich, and said they was 
the same, but thats cos they had never et any, but I have, soI kno. 
If it wassent for the eatin Ide like to be a oyster, cos I cude jus 
shet myself up in my shel and sass the lobsters, and they cuddent help 
their selfs. 1f I hada shel Ide go and lick Sammy Doppy before I 
git up out of this chair, and then I wude shet up like a book, and say 
wot was he a goin to do about it, for I bleeve that boy is a cowerd, 
thats wot J think! 

My sisters young man has give me some poetry wich he has been a 
makin wile Missy was a gittin ready to come down tothe dron room 
to tel him if she ever see a fline fish perchin on a spray, wich is wot 
he says he come to askher. I don’t under stan the poetry, cos it wos 
rote so quick, for Missy wassent only a little wile comin down to tel 
him a bout the fline fish, but they went in the garden for her to tel it. 
The poetry is call the oyster, but its all about a book, and if the 
spellin is bad, wy, it aint mine but hisn. 

O dainty volume from the press 
Of heavy seas profound, 

You’re issued in an uncouth dress, 
But strongly stitched and bound. 


No musty tome art thou, t’impart 
Some theory of “ force’’— 

Oh dear, no! Thou a primer art— 
A natural first course! 


EFUN. 
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Though not abstruse you can at least, 
A healthy taste beguile ; 
Come, ope your covers, let me feast- - 
I love your simple style! 
You'd pinch? Well, if I cannot thus— 
You stiff-backed little book |— 
Possess your text without a fuss, 
Egad! I'll take my hook! 


Now thats wot I calls down rite, regler, out and out rot! 


But 
Uncle Ned he says he never see a young feller yit wich was a spoonin 
wich didden think he cude rite poetry as fas as a horse can trot, bet 
wen it comes to spoonin you shude see baby with a bole of grule. 





Uncle Ned he call me to him the other day, and he said did I no 
wot wos up, and I said the head of a giraft was atuck upper than 
anything, but Ide rote about the giraft all reddy. Then he said 
Johnny this natchrel hissery has turn your head, i dont mean that 
but do you no wot is a goin to happen in this famly? Wen Uncle 
Ned said that I look at my sister to see if she few, and she was red 
face like a lobster, so I said wy diddent she set further a way from 
the fier, but my mother she said Johnny, your uncle is a tockin to you 
wy dont you anger, never mine your sister. So I tole him I diddent 
no wot wasa goin to happen, les Billy wasa goin to git a other 
lickin, and he said that was a safe gess, but wot he ment wus I was a 
bout to have a new brother, and I said hooray, I vote we name him 
Tommy! Uncle Ned he laft like he thot a wide die, and my 
mother she said Edward if you have any thing to say to Johnny wy 
dont you tel it as if you was a man of sence, Johnny, hush this minnit, 
were ever did Billy put them sissors, I think baby is woke up and that 
joint has got to be tuke out of the oven to once. 

Wen she had gon, and my sister too, Uncle Ned, wich had stop 
laffin, said Johnny, you have made a mess of this thing, cos it is only 
just your sister is a bout to marry. Then I said wude it be for long, 
and he thot aminnit, and said he give it up, wude I tel him the 
anser and ask a other riddle ? 

Las nite we had supper late, and I was let stay up late too, amd I et 
myself so ful of frute cake that I got a sleep in my chair at thé table, 
and wot do youthink I dremp? I thot I was a settin at that table ol 
a lone, and pretty soon the table began to gro long, like a mile, and ol 
the animels I ever herd of came fo and set their selfs down in the 
chairs, They was a ephlant, and a hippo, and a cammle, and a snake, 
and a ostrich, anda rat, and a horse, anda cow, and ol the fellers 
wich I had rote about, like it was a Noers ark and the barometer was 
a fallin fast. Each annimel had their feed before ’em, just wot it liked 
the best, the ephalent had apples and a bun, and the giraft had a 
pinnicle off a steeple, and the ostrich had a keg of nales, and the rat 
was a eatin some chees off a steel trap, and the cow had some gras, and 
the tiger had a cow, and the big snaik had a tiger, and the croky dile 
had a nigger, you never see such a nice quiet dinner party, and I thot 
Missy was a waitin on the table in a wite silk frock and a vail 
on. Jest us she was a passin Jack Briley, the sailer, to the shark, the 
wale, wich was a eatin scum at the top of the table by me, it stude up 
on its tale, and it had a wale bote full of water under its flipper like a 
cup, and the wale blode a wile, and then it bellered like a church 
organ, and this is wot the beller sounded like sayin. 

Ladies and genlemen it aint no good me tellin you wy we have 
met to gather this evenin, cos you knows how it is your selfs. You 
knows we have never got many favers from the relations of our frend 
here, the goriller, they have been agin us from the start, and shiver 
my timbers if I dont bleeve they wude like to send us all to the 
bottom! You wil excuse the langwidge of a sea farin wale wich aint 
no scollard, mores the pity, but blo me tite if 1 think we have been 
give fair play! We have only had jest two frends among the lot, 
and one was Noer, and he wassent no use to me, and the other frend 
is our guest this evenin—a frend wich under stands us, and the only 
one wich has ever see the pint of our little jokes. Ime sure we ol 
hopes his ritins marks the don of a new era, and men will larn from 
‘em that we aint sech bad fellers affer ol, tho I dont go so far as to say 
I approov of certain dishes wich I see a bein et at this table. And 
now, ladies and genlemen, I have the honner to ask you to jine me in 
drinkin the helth of our guest, our shipmate, our frend, Little Johnny! 

Wen the wale had got dun they ol stude up and drank and then a 
cock at the bottom of the table it crode out three cheers for Little 
Johnny, wich was give by ol present with sech friteful noises I woke 
and my sister was a pullin my ear for bed time. WenI had gon to 
bed and she was too, the dore between my room and hern was open, 
and I said Missy, and she said wot is it, Johnny, keep it to your self, 
but I said Missy, youis a goin to git married, and she said yes. Then 
I said wude she do mea faver wen she was married, and she said yes, 
she wude, wot was it? Then I said Missy, wen rT is married you 
wil go to live in a other house, I wish you wud take your young 
man, and let him live with you, cos he comes a loafin about this house 
so much he is a regler down rite nusence ! 

And Missy said she wude, if she dide for it. 
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Master :—“‘ Ir's pDISGRACEFUL! 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 404. 


Twinr into garlands the bright sheeny leaves, 
Welcome King Christmas with tokens of mirth, 
Crown him with joy, for his coming reprieves 

The young and the old from the cares of the earth. 

No need tor the crown to be precious or golden, 

No gems shall be in it but Nature’s gay beads, 

The white glist’ning pearl-drops that levers embolden, 
And coral-hued orblets are all that it needs. 


1. Infantile chubbiness chuckles and crows, 
Romping maidens giggle and squeak ; 
And now the mad fun more furious grows, 
The room resounds with laughter and shriek. 
The merry old boys and hobbledehoys 
All join in the rout, till the din and the noise 
Are so great you can’t hear yourself speak. 


2. A bashful youngster of some sixteen years 

Prefers to merry crowds a lonely chair. 
With speech quite overcome by nervous fears 
His constant eye still seeks that of his fair. 


3. The mistletoe hangs high, 

A youth is watching nigh ; 

His heart beats fast with bliss, 

For he hopes to steal a kiss, 
If he may. 

But his courage fails at last, 

As the laughing girl runs past ; 

And the youth’s fond hope is crost, 

As the wished-for kiss is lost. 
Well-a-day ! 


4. Of good things here’s a store—what luck! 
Here’s goose and turkey, beef and duck, 
Hares, chickens, rabbits, pudding, pie, 
Figs, apples, raisins, nuts, close by ; 

A glorious pasty’s on the shelf; 
I'll shut the door and help myself. 


5.’Tis but a few short hours since we all met, 
With song and feast to pass those hours aways 
The dainty dishes I remember yet— 
Indeed I’m ill in bed, and can’t forget, 





I NEVER CAN UN yHY PEOPL . . 
2 Seana wee Sree Would it were weeks ago, not just one day. 





SHOULD SET ASIDE THIS PARTICULAR SEASON TO MAKE BEASTS OF THEM- 






Soxvution or Acrostic No. 402.—Winter Garden: 


SHOULD SHPREAD IT Wrong, Ischia, Nadir, Third, Eve, Rascallion. Correct : 


Man :—“*N’more can I, N’MORE cAN [! 


OVEK THE WHOLE YEAR, ’ND GET USED T'IT.”’ 





TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


Solutions of Walnuts for Wisdom Teeth. 


A.—Charade.—Portend (Port-end). 
.—Square of Every Word 
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Puzzle.—Nose, Odoa, Sour, Ears. 
uare of Every Word Puzzle.—Cat, Ape, Tea. 

. quet (Bank-wet). 

.—Proverb in Rhyme.—*‘ More Haste less Speed.”’ 
—Metamorphosed Substantives.—Ashantee, Bengalee, Legatee. 
.—Pictorial Charade.—Ele 
.—Imperial Double Acrostic.— Czar, Russ :—Cedar, Zebu, Ass, Rats. 
ph.—Changeable : — Blanche, Leon, Able, Bench, Hang, Beagle, 
*, Gale, Clean, Eagle, Can, Ale. 

.—Diamond Puzzle.—C, Ale, 
L.—Rebus.— Pans :—Pa, Snap, Nap, An, A, Snapdragon, 
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Elba, Bale, Bean 













The following Correct Solutions have been received :— G1 
JL; Sicnarf Htims, CGA IK 

E. W. Reddington, JKL; The Little One, 

J; Gingerbread, J; Edith,K; Tipster, ACF 
; J. W.BLRL.F..CFHIL; G. Baldry,CGJ KL; 
CG; S.A. Wood, J; Kendal, ACDG; A. F. G.G.,CFG; Silly Billy, 
KiL; Denaghadee, ACDEFGHKL; F.C. Newton, J KL; E. C. Goldbourg, 
Etare, ACD FGKL; 
J; Gery and Charley, ADFGIJKL; Tom E. Painly, J 
cracker, ACDEFGHK; S. W.,CKL; Hop Top, A 


G. A. L.¢.,C 





Miss Wheeler, DEFGH 
D.F. ADCGHJKL; 
W. L. Barnes, J] L; F 
Pen SODSTOS 









CFG; J. James, CG 





Fun, CDFGK; 
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GHKL; Flap, 





G. Shepherdson, 
Sor Supper, CG J 
A 


7D 





eH 


K; Chitterlings 


Charlie and Alfie, ACF 

CFGHJIL; Faithful Tommy, 

; Clever Comical Creatures, C 

S.K.L.CDFGHJIK; H. 
Agnes Naylor, CDGJIJL; 7. E. 

Plutus and Co., CFG 

; Rothbrustchen, ACD FGHJK; Non Sine Jure, ACEG 





GJL; Crook- 
> 





6 IF 









It should have been “ My 8, and 6sand 8; 
and 3, and 4.”’ 


* This was wrong in “ Annual.”’ 
and 4,’’ not “* My 8, and 9, 





LONDON: JUL AND 00,, PRINTERS, 8T. ANDREW'S HILL, DOCTORS’ COMMONS. 


Sergeant Major. 

















garett, J; Blandu and Fred, A C D F K; Slodger and Tiney» 
L; J.A.C.,,CDFGK; Bramleigh, ACEGKL; B. James 
; Uncle NobhhACDFGK; Dolly, ACDG; Little Fog Bird, 
Camel, CG KL; Smug, CDFG; Franco, ACGJ KL; 
; A. Allen, CGK; A. G. B.,CGK; Leamington, ADGHIJKL; 
irnest Edyr, ACFGK; Ruby’s Ghost, ACDEFGHJ KL; 
and Co.,, ACDEFGJKL; MM. Berral, J; Bellons, 
L; F.Mayor,CDFGHJKL; A.S.D.,.CDEFGHJ 
CDFGHJKL; Aberdeen Highlander, DEF K; Princess 
HJIJKL; James Bulguddery, AFG; John Thomson, ABC 
; Dennis, @J; Wiliam Smith, ADJ; Clerkenweller, A B D. 
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Auswers to Correspondents. 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panted by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss } 

*,* After the present number of Fun, which completes the year and 
the volume, we shall discontinue our “‘ Answeis to Correspondents.” 

A. C. W.—You are trying to make “game” of us. The other things 
are unsuitable. 

J. D. G.—Good; but unfortunately not new. 

EnaJ.—It’s beyond improvement. We should only spoil it. 

Wi1aM Frisspy.— Very “ quisby.” ; 

Lestiz WALKER.—Why not send another column of explanation to 
your “small sketch”? 

D. B. (Campbeltown.)—They are published by Routledge, Ludgate. 
This will answer Miss Haslam (Dormont, N. B.). 

V. P. WarREN (Hereford.)—They will keep for another year, or more. 

Declined with thanks :—Kappa; Oddfellow ; F. J. W. R.; St. Martins- 
te-Grand; J. Baxter (Liverpool); W. W. (Liskeard); Thomas Bennett 

Oxford) ; W. J. Davis; A. Clark ; E. 8. Brown ; George Rickards ; C. de 
aE. J. Layton; G. Gregory ; S. P. (Manchester); Daniel White; F. H. 
heox (Banbury) ; T. Simpson (Portland-road); A Regular Subscriber 
{Ofesterfield) ; T. R. 8. 
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DIVISION OF LABOUR. 


YounGc SwEti.—** My good boy, I don’t understand half of what you say!” 
Rustic.—‘‘ Noa, nor I dinna ken a aff o’ wot thou says, nowther !” 


WANTED. 
A portion of blue sky gathered in England during the month of November. 


He is in search of the following 
The impartiality of a Lord Chief Justice. 
The eye of Cleopatra’s needle. The sense of a Comte de Chambord. 
The place where Moses was when the candle went out. 


The brains of a teetotaller. 

The hole made in Wellington’s cocked hat at Waterloo. The intelligence of a British Jury. 

The void likely to be left when Cole, C.B., leaves South Kensington. Ditto of the Metropolitan Police. 
The toleration of a pious Christian, 


The victories achieved up to the present moment by the British over the 
Ashantees. The charity of a prosperous man. 
The intellect of a person who does not buy the FuN ALMANAC. 


A small instalment of Conservative reaction. 


_ Mr. BARNUM is at present in Europe. 
items to <a his Museum: 
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A CHRISTMAS CARD. 
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OULD IRELAND, 


WIFE OF RECTOR NEWLY APPOINTED (who doesn’t yet understand the cleanly habits of the natives ),—“ Dear me, Patrick ! after what I said the other day 
you surely don’t intend to continue keeping the pigs in the house with yourselves ?” 


Pat.—‘‘Arrah! bedad, and why not, me leddy? Sure, an’ hasn’t the house ivery accommodation a pig could require?” 


LS ES 


STORY OF A GENTLEMAN IN A FOG,} 


y Sf 
WA J Vy jy V 


Mr. BuFFLEs has a letter to post, But the pillar-post is just Can’t make out, though, when he 
Night very foggy, round the corner, gets up to it, whereabouts to put Surprise! Incomprehcnsibility!! Dénenement /! 
his letter in. 
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YOUNG MAN (sélhing stockings to Young Lady ).—‘* What size do you take?” 
YounG Lapy.—‘‘ The first woman’s size.” 
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How to become a Rowing Man. 
By AUGSPUR. 


Go down Whitechapel and buy.a thick 
pea-jacket, and if you see a thick white com- 
forter while you are in the shop, and there 
is no one looking, take it. You can borrow 


cially the tow-path, so as to be ready to 
answer in case any one should ask you any- 
thing about the place; and remember that 
Hammersmith Bridge is of the Suspension 
order of architecture. You will in time 
discover that the more beer a man can drink 
the better rower he is—on land ; and you 
will also find out that the shibboleth of 
rowing men is, and always has been, ‘‘wher- 
ry good.” ‘This is pass-word and counter- 
sign, and will admit you, on payment, to 
any of the riverside entertainments. The 
principal amusements of rowing men are 
‘three shies a penny,” ‘‘ three-card trick,” 
and ‘‘three up,” as will be noticed by any 
one who visits Putney. There is in this 
something significant, the mysterious num- 
ber three being so evident, which goes to 
prove that very likely in time to come a pair 
of sculls will consist of three. But rowing, 
either with sculls or oars, is of very little 
importance with any of the rowing men I 
know. 


Le 


Oh, Mihi! 
JOPKINS says they may talk about the constellations visible to the naked 


eye ; but when he put his eye into deep mourning against the bedpost, he 
saw more stars than there are in the celestial atlas. 





YounG MANn.—“‘ Really, Miss, it is so long since we served Eve with any, that I forget.” 





BRUCE! 
IN consequence of the Licensing Act, the Christmas Midnight Minstrels 
will be unable to get their modest half-pints this year ; and the office of In- 


spector of Waits and Measures is a sinecure. 


| SAME TO YOU 
SNIPPY 


HORTICULTURAL INFORMATION, 


Lee ee 





; a pair of flannel trousers, which, pith a did. I’ve been done myself, often. I 
sf straw hat, will assist you materially. Ex- don’t know if I’m right by saying “‘com- 
; plore the neighbourhood of Putney, espe- mence by getting out of bed”—that looks 


How to Train for Running. 
By AUGSPUR. 





COMMENCE in the morning by getting out 
of bed with a determination to do or die. 
All the best pedestrians I ever met were 
always determined to do, and they generally 











like beginning at the end; so suppose we 
say ‘‘commence by going to bed at night 
and getting up in the morning with,” etc. 
When you’re up you’d better go to work 
and train. Some people prefer the luggage 
train, but that all depends upon the distance 
they ’re going. Express training is more ta 
my taste. It is a vulgar error to suppose 
that a man only breathes once while running 
a hundred yards; he doesn’t breathe at all 
he hasn’t time. Individual trainers havg 
individual tastes : some think a man ough 
to run while he is in training, and other 
that he ought to rest, so as to be ready fo 
exertion. I prefer the latter mode, becaus 
you can take a good deal of rest before yo 
get tired—at all events, I can. Birds’-e 
tobacco is the best to smoke when you a 
in training, as it sharpens the sight and 
good for the colour. Horticultural lunatic 
may propose to train you against a wall, 4q 
up a stick, or over a wire balloon. Do 
stand it. ‘That will do for the present. 
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. Ann. Dom. 2873, —Termination of the Tichborne Chee. Tilumi- 
nations in honour of the event. 


LLY LL 


2. Asylum for used-up Tichborne Counsel and ‘Witnesses, on the site 
of the present Crystal Palace. 
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3. A sone window in the 4. A Miser lcon oun. 5. The British Lion making up his mind not to stand it any | 
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6. April Ist, > —Excitement conaaa by the report of the arrival of an express train, without 7. Portrait of } the wag who will spread the 
any accident, at its destination. oom | 
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'S HIMSELF. OUT IN. PARTS A NOTION FOR SPECULATORS _STARTABMPAI 
VERY SORRY'M “& OTH MY ARMS IS BESPOKE BUTMY LEFT CALF IS.ATYOUR SERVICE PERFECTION & Make 


SOCIAL SCIENCE. THE GREAT SERVANT §E: 





VAC FOR 18'74. 
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'MESTION. A FEW PRACTICAL SUGGESTIONS. 
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| INDEFENSIBLE. 
YounG Jones (with the buttonhole).—*‘ Ah sah, Brahn, whai is that locket like ah hawse?” 
Brown.—*‘ Dunno!” 
YounG JonEes,—‘*‘ Becahs it’s, ah, faw-feet !” 
Hy ~ ~ === — CALENDARIAL. i 17) aera 
| ~ JANUARY—snow and frost. 


FEBRUARY—small birds pair. 
MARCH—with gales the seas are tost. 
APRIL—rain’s our daily fare, 


May—the promise of the buds. 
JUNE—we get a tropic heat. 
In JULY the storms bring floods. 

AUGUST brings us fruit to eat. 


SEPTEMBER—harvest-time we hail. 
OcTOBER—we are brewing ale. 
NOVEMBER—fogs, beyond all question. 
DECEMBER—simply INDIGESTION ! 


AN ODE. 
By AN ASPIRING BARD. 


O Muses! O Apollo! 

Whom I have worshipped aye, 
If public praises follow 

My lately-published lay, 





Your grace will you accord me? SMart LOAN CUA RES 
| Shall I your guerdon earn ? if Bi shee ) S in ne ‘ VAY | 
Then how you will reward me saga os, & t .  .. | 
I rather wish to learn. Witla : ia. | 


' Cie . yt ya 
To have a bay wreath dealt one, ON MN 


I own, is honour rare; 














LEM oO \ ‘ : | 
yy » But still a hat—a felt one— ty Fr mh oo 
| wb eed wea \\y / Is my accustomed wear. aS ot With, hi Manes 
+ MW AE Pir, Let ’s compromise the matter, “Wes VAN EVO 28 
| When Father Claud alt ae is “he. flowers he'll brin . Like true prophetic souls: Love in Summer ote eThis oung swell 
From mass _ As signs of Spring, . No wreaths !—and, blow the hatter, Is a comer, His ons Soule tell, [er. 
Upon his ass, And give a buxom lass. Just send a ton of coals! Like the bee, that gentle hummer. But that than asheep he’s dumb- 
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GENTLEMAN.—‘“‘ Where does this road lead to, my man?” GENTLEMAN.—‘* Where does your aunt live?” 
RustTic.—*‘ Doan’t noa, zur.” Rustic.—‘* Doan’t noa, zur.” 

GENTLEMAN.—‘‘ Where are you going to by it?” GENTLEMAN. —* Then how do you find your way ?” 
Rustic.—‘‘ My aunt’s, zur.” kustic.—*‘ This way, zur,” 


———_——__— —- 
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| FINDING THE WAY. 
| 
| 
| 


C’EST L’AMOUR. 


I ONCE adored a Julia Jones, 
I once adored a Jessie, 

I whispered once in lover’s tones 
Soft nothings to a Bessie. 


I worshipped once a Mary Ann, 
I worshipped once a Flora, 

I also loved a girl called Fan, 
And somebody called Dora. 


Cécile, and Jane, and Poll, and Kate, 
I fancy I have courted ; 

In short, I’ve been compelled by Fate 
To love a lot, assorted. 


I tound in this old desk a glove— 
Affection’s treasured relic ; 

The hand that wore it was a love— 
A ‘‘six,” and quite angelic. 


A skeleton at once starts out 
From memory’s dim closet ; 

But still I’m troubled with a doubt: 
Confound it all! whose was it? 


LONDON MUD. 


When the trees in April bud— 
Oh, the mud, the London mud! 

When the rains in winter flood— 
Oh, the mud, the London mud! 


Hard to bear, by flesh and blood— 
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WINTER. 


AUTUMN. ' 
| Autumn fetches la Here is one — the ae ae —_ When the snows Snowballs I at once propose ; 
Out, poor wretches, Who draws for “‘ Fun”—! Vile, we swear yo ing Aud, Chill toes For,!you know, the snow you throw 
| Alltheartists—to make sketches. He’s en reute (you twig the pun?) Is the mud, the London mud! And nose, Quickly gives a pleasant glow. 
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THE THEATRE OF NATURE. 
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"T was pitiful, ’t was wondrous pitiful !” 
‘‘Who’s that long friend of yours, Alf. ?” 
‘* A cousin from the North. Poor fellow! I’ve felt quite sorry for him all the morning ; he looks so az/«/ absurd by the side of me, you know.” 











Railway Intelligence. Wheel within Wheel. 
THERE has been great depression of late in the Railway Share Market. AN admirer of the Premier recently described him as one of the greatest 
A remarkable falling off in the number of accidents and deaths is supposed | statesmen of this cycle. Somebody says Mr. Lowe is the greatest statesman 
to point to diminished traffic. Nothing but an appalling calamity can pos- | of the bicycle. But it is not true that he is going to have Rotten Row 











| sibly restore confidence. macadmized for the convenience of velocipedestrians. 
Parliamentary Intelligence. ee 
[WE are very sorry, but at the last mo+ a = Nee SD 


ment exigencies of space compel us to omit 

a three-line paragraph giving an exhaustive im | 

account of the various great measures passed Riigaar | Phat NF 

last session. ] MSC rh Ch 
Police Intelligence. : : 


THE criminal has escaped, and nothing 
is known of his whereabouts. The police 
are, however, on his track, and there is 
every reason to believe they will succeed in 
allowing him to escape. [This is a stereo- 
typed paragraph, apparently belonging toa 
daily paper; but as it fills up this column, 
and we have nothing of the same dimen- 
sions handy, we insert it with this explana- 
tion. } 
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Law Intelligence. 


THE Tichborne Case is still——but no, 
hang it! that’s no joke! 


An Old Saw Re-set. 


WHEN the wind is in the East, 
I do not like it in the least ; 
When the wind is in the South, 
The fishes can’t complain of drouth; 
When the wind is in the West, 
I like our English climate best ; 

S But when the wind is in the North, - 
THE “LIGHT FANTASTIC.” I seldom care to venture forth. A COUPLE OF BOAS (BORES). 
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I. Jones’s Evenings at Home. 2. Blogg’s Chimney Corner. 


PROSPECTS OF THE TURF YEAR. 

By AUGSPUR. 
I MAY as well premise that the turt year is not a year at all, tor the Jockey 
Club object to turf flourishing, except when they say it shall, and so it be- 
comes cut down like grass at the end of about eight months, and Newmarket 
Heath is left bare and desolate. Mr. Whalley is not a member of the Jockey 
Club, although that institution is said to be inspired by the Jesuits for the 
destruction of horse-racing, a statement evidenced by the fact that their 
Chaplin has just exterminated the most important two-year-old race of this 
or any other time. So perhaps it is only fair to assume that Mr. Whalley 
| will be unanimously elected a clubbite ; then it will be proposed, seconded, 
| and carried, that it is ‘‘mot expedient” to have a Derby at Epsom while 
there are such nice races at Newmarket, and such nice people to conduct 
them. After this betting will be abolished by order of the city magistrates, 
| headed by Bart, Public Man, and Co., and betting men will be provided 


concluding triumphs of the year will be the unvaried success of Augspur’s 
prophecies, and the elevation of the old man to whatever exalted position 
with a good salary happens to be vacant, probably that of ‘‘A Jurynian.” 





with moral pocket-handkerchiefs, printed in Bart’s own establishment. The | 


FUN ALMANAC. 


} 





THE COAL QUESTION. By OUR SPECIAL WAG.ON. 


5. Brown, who can’t afford fires, of course, thinks of a nice little surprise for his wife. 
7. Portrait of the scientific party who was so successful in inventing, to supersede coal, a new article of combustion. 
8. ‘*A farden dip, arf a bundle of wood, and a quarter of an ounce of best Wallsend, please.” 
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4. Light, warmth, and amusement, Threepence! 


3. A.D. 1973. 
6. Great rise in the price of slate. 


READINGS OF THE STARS. 

WHEN you see a number of stars in the most stirring chapter of a sen- 
sational story, it means that the writer had done all he or she could before, 
and couldn’t pitch it any stronger. 

When you see a number of stars in a poem, it means that the editor has 
cut out a verse or so. 

When you see in a scandalous paragraph any name represented by stars, 
it means that the reporter is telling lies. ; 

When you see stars ot various colours all at once, it means that something 
has occurred which is likely to give youa blackeye. (N.B,—Raw beefsteak 


is best. Always carry some in your pocket. ) 
When you see coloured stars south of London, it generally means a fire- 


works night at the Crystal Palace. 
When you see stars in a paragraph professing to explain the siellar 
* 


aspects, itmeans * * * 


Strange, if True. 


_ The Russians have a Calendar of their own, but confess it to be inferior 
to the English Alma-knack. 


| : | 
| ' MR. STREABTHAR, 
| 37°CONDUIT STREET, FIVE boOoRS FROM BOND STREET, LONDON, W., 


GOLDSMITH, JEWELLER, DIAMOND MERCHANT, AND-MANUFACTURER OF ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES AND CLOCKS 


BY MACHINERY. 


Latest Novelties in 18-Carat Gold and Gem Jewellery for Christmas Presents and New Year's Gifts; | 
MORE DURABLE THAN HAND MADE, AND GUARANTEED NOT TO LOSE COLOUR. 


Illustrated Catalogue (23rd Thousand), containing New and Novel Designs, Post-free for Two Stamps. 


————— 
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T was the highest and most grand meeting of the School Board. Not the naughty school board of the common world, which was simply 
invented for the purpose of putting a fresh tax on householders, and impressing upon the people the advantages of ignorance; but a 
Board which was so good it seemed almost iodging and washing as we!l, to say nothing of boots and other extras. Representatives of 
the most distinguished educational establishments were gathered together, and all agreed, without putting it tothe vote or going to 

a division, that there was only one thing more curious than the weather. That was Sir Stafford Northcote’s notion of Finance; unless, 
indeed, it were Mr. Disraeli’s ideas ef courtesy or Mr. Cross’s ideas of anything. 

There were they all met, and a right merry time they had of it, too. And why not? At this, the real and only correct School Board 
gathering, everybody was allowed to have his own way. Nobody was ever contradicted ; whatever was said was right; every argument carried 
its own conviction with it, and sentence was perpetually deferred. The debates were all debated in a language which no one present under- 
stood but the then speaker, and the price of a book of the words and a marking pencil with the names, weights, ani colours of the debaters 
was only One Penny. And why pay more ? was the motto engraven in its particular language on the heart of each person present. 

Start not, gentle reader, neither be ye sceptical. Inthe happy country where this meeting was held reverence for athing solely because of its 
high price was unknown. There a matter was judged entirely on its merits, and cheapness wasa strong recommendation so long as it did not 
interfere with quality. The cheap and nasty was objected to, of course, but so was the dear and dull; and no one believed that because a 
publication, or, for the matter of that, a parsnip, was Threepence, it was better on that account, and that account alone, than a similar article 
sold for a Penny. It may be hard indeed to believe, but it is none the less true. From the happy land of which woe write idiotcy had been 
eradicated, and people did not judge of things existent by means of other things that had happened thirty years before. And the name of 
this favoured spot was Funland. 

From this it may be gathered that the meeting was very exclusive. It was, nevertheless, immensely attended, for the first families in the 
land were governed by the School Board, and parents and guardians regularly gathered to get the annual report from the great Fun, who 
always presided on these occasions. Crowns were doffed before him in token of lowly reverence. Sovereigns were quite changed when 
they stood in his exalted presence. The slow shilling felt an unusual solemnity perenne his bosom, and the nimble ninepence narrowed per- 
ceptibly his numismatic course. Everybody who was anybody was present, and those potentates whom urgent private affairs kept at home 
had their places filled, for this occasion only, and by the kind permission of Madame Tussaud and the Commissioners of the South 
Kensington Museum. 

* os * * * ” 7 ” « * 

Hark! There go the trumpets! See, with slow and majestic pace,and bearing in his hand a mystic volume, the great Fun, attended 
by his Court and few familiars, enters the judgment chamber, and takes his seat upon the judicial bench. 

But what is that disturbance outside? Why that loud knocking at the outer gate? Whereforea clamour as of voices, first loud and 
angry, then whining and piteous ? 

An officer of the household enters hurriedly, and, with many apologies, states that Whalley with some Jesuit friends, and Kenealy with 
the Magna Charta prospectus and a bundle of begging letters, demand instant admission and the release of the Claimant. 

“Demand, do they !” says Fun ; “by my halidame, they have reckoned without their host, and must e’ea pay for their contempt of ' 
Court!’ And as he speaks a midnight blackness plays about his majestic brow, and the forked lightning gleams from his angry eyes. 
Brandishing aloft the book which bears his name, and of which none but himself can pull the string, he is gone, and soon moans and 
gnashing of tecth, mixed with promises never to do so any more, are heard from the outside. In a few moments a deadly stillness succeeds 
the clamour, and the crowned and half-crowned heads are aware that all is over, 

+ - ” * * * 

But not with the step of the Avenger does Fun re-enter. No, he is once again calm and placid; and as the band strikes up a hornpipe 

and the red fire illumes the place, he arranges himself in his seat, and presents to the best boy in the whole school, the bravest and most 


beautiful—Master John Bull—his award of merit. It is 


Ohe Cwenty-tirst Volume of the Recond Feries of Fun. 


” 


* ” - * * 
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Aveaspvur the Prodigal, 56 

Ash Wednesday, 78 

Another’s, 104 

Augspur’s Anticipations, 125 

‘Addenda to Little Johnny’s Essavs in 
Natural History, 157, 166, 177, 198, 207 

About “‘ Interviewing,”’ 180 

Art and Nature, 185 

Antwerp Analysed, 205 

Augspur on the Epsom Situation, 219 

Allon the Downs, 230 

Army Reform, 244 

Answers to Queries Received, 269 

Actor’s Vade-Mecum (The), 259 


BenJsamin’s Baits, 46 

Bells of Saint Martin's (The), 55 

Boy that Went to Seek his Fortune 
(The), 85, $4, 105 

Roat-Race and other Matters (The), 98 

Bonnie Wee Crab |The), 103 

“ Big Thing”? and a Biggar (A), 198 

Boyish Remembrance (A), 231 

Barghash Bothered, 264 


Cannipar Kid (The), 41 

Credit to Society (A), 96 

Civil Service Journalist (The), 99 
Concerning Girls, 149 

Censor (The), 156 

Channel Trip (A), 172 

Coming Derty and its Difficulties, 215 
Cutting-up Rough, 231 

Continental Question (The), 232 
Calcitration Transfer System (The), 253 


Derarrep Pets (The), 95 

Discontented Duke (The), 151 

Derby of the Future (The), 2.9 

Donble Acrostics, 14, 22, 25, 41, 45, 61 
73, 77, 94, 104 
79, 90, 104, 110, 125, 138, 147, 155, 
159, 171, 187, 189, 201, 212, 230, 238, 
248, 254, 268 


First Night at the Play (A), 58 

Fun’s Valentines for Great Men, 66 

Fun'’s Committee on Foreiga Loaners, 
191 

Great Match against Time (The), 7 

Good for Nothing, 141 


Heroism of Blissett Bamberger (The), 6 

Hannibal Lee, 88 

His Worship; or, Justice with the Chill 
off, 161 

Heliday Question (A), 257 

Harmonious Numbers, 251 

Here, Tnere, and Everywhere, 24, 25, 35, 
51, 103, 113, 117, 136, 139, 150, 169, 195, 
199, 229, 243, 257, 261 

‘“Tvr’s His Wife!’’ or, the Humane 
Person who was Precipitate, 12 

Impending Bottles (The), 33 

International Difficulty (An), 216 

Improving the Occasion, 220 

Ink-Coherent Story (An), 227 

In Search of War, 242 

Incurables, 263 

Jounny on Skates, 17 

Jerriwade’s (Mr.) Christmas Party, 23 

Joe Brown the Ostler, 51 

Johnny on Valentines, 68 


Johnny on the Male Nobility, 115 


Johnny on Boat-Racing, 125 

Johnoy’s Father on the Political Situa- 
tion, 157 

Jabez and Josiah, 146 


Lirtie Johnny on Kings, 26 
Little Johnny on Soldiering, 43 
Law Intelligence. 47 

Little Johnny on Babies, 68 
Love Cnase (A), 145 

Love at Cards, 149 

Lionet (A), 252 
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Dots and Lines, 11, 15. 33, 42,54. 55, 
| 


| 


May who was Shakespeare (The), 21 
More ** Suggestions,’’ <7 

Mv Trusted Friend, 45 : 
Melchisedeck Mendoza’s Mendacity, 129 
Matter of Taste (A), 129 

‘Merchant of Venice’’ (The), 181 
My Pretty Spring Snails, 185 

My Castle in Spain, 195 
Metropolitan Advices, 217 

Model Associations, 218 

Miraculous Guest (The), 227 

Mock Modesty, 268 


New Year (The), 12 


O.p Dobbin, 17 : 

Old Géntleman who gave Himself Heirs 
(The), 52 

Our Chairman’s Memorial, 93 

Opening of the Season (The), 109 

Oxford and Cambridge Crews (The), }20 

Oshwateega Brown, 233 

Our London Correspondence, 259 


Por Boilers, 53 

Piea from the Gold Coast ‘A), 84 

Pontifex McCannister M.P., 108 

Patriot's Gratulation (The), 110 

Police and the Public (The), 130 

Physiology of Authorship (The), 141 

Peter and William. 170 

Petticoat Logic, 177 

Poet and the Demagogue (The), 191 

Pictures not ia the Royal Acadeiny, 23% 

Paper Knife and Pen, 14, 22, 3!, 37, 73, 
§3, 89, 107, 13!, 149. 160, 197, 241, 267 

Pouring with Rain, 261 

Polic-man’s Tale (The', 262 


Racer to Come (A), 127 

Rare Landladies, 128 

Real Refuges Required, 155 

Rival Managers (The), 165 

Retribution: A Sequel, 178 

Royal Academy Exhibition (The), 190, 
200, 210 

Representative Inquest (A), 247 


Sonas of the Profession, (1), 7; (2), 23; 
(3), 27; (4),37; (5), 47; (6), 57; (7), 
753 (8), 79; (9), 89; (10), 99; (11), 
10Y 3 (12), 131; (13), 147; (14), 151; 
(15), 167; (16), 175; (17), 187; (18), 
201; (19), 2175 (20), 2193 (21), 239; 

22), 243 ; (23), 258, 263 

Saint and the Sinner (The), 11 

Stolen Leaves from Little Johany’s 
Diary, 63 

Smoke-Room Thoughts, 159 

Some Sporting Notions, 161 

Spring in Town, 165 

Song of the Amateur, 215 

Symptoms, 247 

Storm and Sunshine, 219 

Sir Simon De Smijthe, 250 

Some Magazines jor June, 251 

Tommy Tucker’s Truthless Tale, 32 

Talisman (The), 57 

= me Story of Valentine and Orson 
(The), 7 

Truer Story of Valentine and Orson (A), 


oa 

To a Conceited Monkey, 83 

[wo Thousaud and other Guineas (The), 
175 

Tea Toper (The), 185 

Tom Topsyturvey, 211 


Unnappy Medium (An), 105 
Unconvicted Seeptics (The), 145 
Useful Knowledge, 228 
Vampire's Victim (The), 186 
Vision of Old Boots (A), 205 
Very Old Acquaintances, 206 
Victim of Originality (The), 237 
WEEPING Widow (The), 36 
Wicked Publisher (The), 61 
War at Last, 252 


ENGRAVINGS. 
Art of Drawing (The), 107 
At the Boat-Race.—On the Artof Im- 
proving the Occasion, 125 
According to Circumstances, 195 
Arch versus Affable, 238 


Berore-Hand, 15 

Bandving Words, 77 

Big Thing in Statues (A), 89 
** Blue Ruin! ’’ 94 

Bull Beef, 113 

Boat-Race Fragments, 119 
Backwards or Forwards ? 159 
Boots v. Bairnies, 165 

Beer and Forbeer, 169 


**Crv1is Romanus,’’ 22 
‘‘ Child is Father to the Man (The),” 24 
Cautious, 149 
Cool, very! 244 
‘* Domus et Placens Uxor,’’ 54 
Doubtful Compliment (A), 158 
Distinction with a Difference (A),. 168, 
215 
Dis-credit-able, 199 
Eyr-Ronical, 138 
Episodes in the Lives 
Individuals, 182, 212 
| FourtTeentu (The), 67 
Fat-uous Fool: The), 127 
| Fragment (A), 172 
| Fun’s Derby Hierogiynhie; or Clear 
and Comprehensive Typ Typical, 22t 
Grecory Guzzle’s (Mr.) Christmas 
Goose, 8 
/ Grand-iose, 44 
| Harp to See—A Bird’seye View, 35 
| Ho:e of the Difference (The), 118 
| Horrible Profanity, 220 
Impecuntiovus Jocularity, tt 
Iliogical De-duck-tion (An), 48 
In the Wrong Box, 96 
Ingenuously Ingenious, 139 
Irish Excuse (An), 198 
Insult as Well as Injury, 218 
Jewridical, 251 
Independent, 264 


Kina Winter out of his Element, 28 


** Lonae-Felt Want (A),’’ 76 

** Little Pitchers’”’—At the Winter Ex- 
hibition, 84 

Light as Air, 1(6 

Latest Abortion! (The), 142 

La Chasse on Le Continong, 162 


MAL-FORM-ATION ! 100 
May Brotherly Love Continue! 117 
More Portrai's by our Provincial Corre- 
spondent, 258 

| ** Nopiesse Oblige,” 14 

| ** Nos Yet,”’ 45 

No Pleasure Unalloyed, 55 

| ** Not To-day, Baker,’’ 146 

| No Matter, 295 

| ** None so Daft,’’ 268 


| On the Scent, 73 
| Only Child’s Play, 90 
Our Grandmotherly M.P.’s Nightmare, 
114 
Our Grandmotherly M.P. and the 
Niggers, 155 
| Our M.P. in a Fright, 176 
| Only Too True, 195 
Our “ Unreformed Corporation,’ 241 


| PLEASANT, 25 
Poetry and Practice, 34 
Proverbial Philosophy, 41 
Pudding Time is Precious Time, 104 
| Practice makes Perfect, 116 
| Party Feeling, 148 
Poetry and Prose, 230 


of Obscure 





TIM Price-Less Gems,’’ 240 
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Qvorations from Unknown Axthors, 
165 
Reco.iections of the Royal Academy» 


Sreconp-Hand Scholar (A), 18 
Spread of Education (The), 31 
Speciality (A), 61 

Story of a Great Moralist (The), 62 
Something Like a Sceptic, 86 

St. Dunstan and the Evil One, 87 

‘* Smoking ”’ Her, 129 

Seoteh Whisky, 152 

Stout and Bitter, 186 

So-so ‘‘ Comparative Anatomy,’’ 188 
Stranger Discovered (A)!!! 2U6 
Something Like Pluck, 247 

Sweet Lady Flora, 248 

Straight to his Feelings, 2-0 
Sepu!chral, 257 

“So Young, too,’’ 260 

Singleton’s Sorrow, 261 

Stiggins Again, 267 

‘‘Tewpus Edax,’’ 64 

Tale of an Insulting Valentine, (A), $5 
Tale of the Turf (A), 189 

True Condescension, 203 

’Tis Distance Lends, 216 

Tale of a Hamper (A), 228 


Uservut Grandmotherly Government, 42 
Unpleasant Subject (An), 97 
Unpleasant Reminder (An), 155 
Uuselfish Reasons, 229 


Very Much Mock, 66 
Very Common Couversation, 254 


Woop or Asphalte, 110 

Winter Sports, 128 

** Work and Wait,’’ 138 

Well-Earned Rest, 178 

** Woman’s Work ” (A), 179 

Well Me-aning, but Misunderstood, 251 


CARTOONS. 


At Home and Abroad, 39 

Arctic Disturbance ‘ An), 235 

Disgraceful Foreigu-Loan Osre (The), 
153 

Fun’s Valentine to Miss Dizzy, the 
Pretty Premiére, 70 

Foree of Example (The), 91 

Fleet of the Future (The), 173 

Female Sutfrage, Male Suffering, 245 

Good Idea worth Carrying Out (A), i63 


| Hamlet the Irvingite, 38 
| Lock Out v. Lock Up! or, Justice in fer 


Dotage, 111 
| Move on; or, The Right “ Motion’? at 
Last, 183 
Merry Miner (The), 203 
| Magic Mirror (The)—The Master that 1s 
| _ to be, 255 
| Old Man of the Q.C. (The), 1%1 
| Obstruction to Progress (Au)—Cheek 
and Abuse against Influence and 
| Ability, 1:3 
| Our Water Supply, 193 
| On the Road Downwards, 225 
| Playfair’s Notion of Fairplay, 81 
Pair of Conservative Duffers (A), 121 
| Royal aan (A), 29 
| Real Reprisal (A), 59 
Santa Britannia’s New-Year Gifts, 9 
Sad Catastrophe (A), 19 
Unpleasant Contrast (An), 49 
Wife-Kicker’s Conversazione, 132 
| Wholesome if Distasteful, 143 
| Well-Merited Penance (A), 213 
White Slaves or Black, 205 


| 
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TWENTY-ONE. 


ANOTHER volume—write it down demurely ; 
Another volume—yet another year: 

Fun’s Second Series opens all maturely ; 
We're Twenty-oné—at least that age is near. 


Yes, Twenty-one we've neared with our New Series, 
To nothing say of that which went before ; 

And in reply to many friendly queries 
We mean to live for ever—p'rhaps for more. 


We mean to keep on smiting hard the scoffers 
Who've ue’er a thought beyond the thought of self, 
No notion but the notion of full coffers, 


We mean to try and do all things in season— 
That is, as far as our extent will go— 

To back up right and say a word for reason : 
To be a staunch friend, quite as staunch a foe. 


We'll try and suit ourselves to every station ; 
We'll try quite hard, as anyone may see 
By looking at our artist’s illustration ; 
We'll even venture on the far Fejee. 


The Fejees form our newest annexation. 

“‘ Good friends we’ll find there !’”’ says the genial Fun. 
So now we offer for their acceptation 

Our foremost number, Volume Twenty-one. 


But while we think of those across the ocean, 
And send our artist far away to roam ; 

Let no one have the very faintest notion 
That we'll forget the friends who stay at home. 


Leading, but not Led. 


SHockING inhumanity is reported from one of our chief seats of 
learning. We are told on excellent authority that “‘ Mr. C. D. Shafto, 
who was expected to be the leading member of Cambridge next year, 
fell on the kerbstone between Jesus and Trinity Colleges, and now lies 
in a precarious state.” The future leading member of Cambridge— 
whatever that may be—might for humanity's sake have been led home. 
This is the result of over-educating the people. = 





Ah Me! 


A younG lady who is engaged to a stockbroker calls him her stock 
and cher ami. That girl ought never to have a vote. 





} 
No dreams but dreams in which they’re gorged with pelf. 
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THE VANISHED GEMS. 


A Rattway Romance, 

‘Tary were gone! 

A moment before the maid assured me she had them under her feet 
on the platform of Bustleton Station. They were enclosed ina tin- 
lined packing-case, ten feet square—£100,000 worth of gems, the pro- 
perty of my wife! Twenty people were standing near the spot, and 
not one of them had seen the case go. 

I flashed the news of my loss far and near, and offered £10,000 
reward and no questions asked. No one pitied me, everybody bullied 
me —especially my wife. 

The authorities threatened to have me up for attempting to com- 
pound a felony. The big newspapers called me careless, and the little 
papers wrote sensation leaders about me by the dozen, and called my 
loss a fleabite. 

Years passed on. One summer’s night, standing in Seven Dials, out- 
side the door of a valued friend, I felt a slight tug at my coat-tail. I 
turned, aud found myself face to fave with an elderly gentleman of 
foreign appearance. ‘“ Sir,’’ he exclaimed, “‘ years ago you lost a case 
of jewels:” “TI did,” 1 answered, cagerly ; “do you know where 
they are?’ “I do—follow me.” He led me through street after 
street until we reached a railway station. I recognised it. It was 
the scene of my loss. 

“ Look at that,” exclaimed my guide, pointing to a huge packing 
case ten feet square ; ‘‘ do you recognise it?’ Did I recognise it? I 
should think I did. It was the long-lost case! There it stooa for 
ten years in a cofner, and no one had touched it. France, Holland, and 
Belgium had been searched, but the missing package had never left 
the platform. I gave my guide a thousand pounds, rushed home to 
my delighted spouse with the jewels, and lived happy ever afterwards. 
I may add that I have acquired experience, and now never trust more 
than £20,000 with a youthful domestic. 

{If our readers doubt the veracity of this narrative, let them refer 
to the daily journals of December 15th, 1874. They will find the story 
of a £20 note lost and found on Waterloo Bridge under still more extra- 
ordinary circumstances. Besides, our own story happened to ourselves. | 


A WINTER SONG. 


(After Tennyson—and several “ sizes”’ hot.) 


Tue white snow falls on garden walls, 
And road and pavement, hard and hoary. 
The cold blast nips ears, nose, and lips, 
And Doctor Dosem’s in his glory. 
Blow Nor’-East, blow, and set the whole world sneezing : 
Blow Nor’-East, harshly howling—* Freezing! Freezing! Freezing!”’ 


Oh hark! oh hear! how loud and clear, 
And louder, clearer, growls are growing 
Through all the town; from Prince to Clown, 
You set their nasal organs blowing. 
Blow Nor’-East; hark! I hear the people sneezing: 
Blow Nor’-East, harshly howling—“ Freezing! Freezing! Freezing !’’ 
‘* Alack !”’ they cry, with blinking eye, 
As warmth they seek with vain endeavour, 
And murmurs roll, as winter's toll 
They pay, and cough and sneeze for ever. 


Wuen is a tradesman’s label like a foreign statesman ?— When it’s | Blow Nor’-East, blow! and set the whole world sneezing, 


his Biz-mark. 
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And answer, harshly howling—“ Freezing! Freezing! Freezing !’’ 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Dec. 30, 1874. 
A WORD IN SEASON. 


Tur New Year's soon come round again—let’s welcome Seventy-five. 
Let's thankful be we're here to see his natal day arrive; 
And while we think of pleasures past, and bless our happy lot, 
Don't let us shirk our New Year’s work—forget the poor we’ll not. 
On New Year’s Day let’s give away 
Whatever we can spare ; 
It mayn’t be much, but yet it’s such 
As poverty may wear. 
The New Year's time’s a jolly time to those who’re warmly clad ; 
To those so cold, who're far from bold, it’s anything but glad. 
But if the rich would only weed from out their wardrobes’ wealth 
The waifs and strays, ’twould merit praise, and give the poor man health. 
So let us give, while yet we live, 
And never once say nay. 
The chance may not be always got— 
‘*So runs the world away.” 
_—_—9—. 

Tue most recent action of the Lord Chamberlain is very suggestive 
of the oft-repeated official performance of locking the stable when the 
steed has been stolen. For a considerable time the play-going public had 
to bear certain very palpable inflictions, and so long as the public was 
content to submit quietly the licenser of ;plays and the keeper of the 
manavers’ consciences were quite satisfied that things were as they 
should be-or near enough to make no matter. But at iast a stir 
was made; the audience at one theatre showed itself quite demon- 
strative with regard to the indecency -— or, strictly speaking, to the 
indecent idiotcy—of certain so-called actresses; and various other 
signs of the times made it manifest that a healthier tone was im- 
perative in things theatrical. A desire was shown for ability; play- 
goers no longer demanded legs in preference to legitimacy, nor 
clamoured for can-cans while deriding comedies; and matters which 
had been wrong for a very considerable period were slowly but cer- 
tdinly righting themselves. Finding that the people were about to 


settle the matter entirely by themselves, the Lord Chamberlain issued 
a manifesto quite endorsing the popular view, and showed that he 
was not to be Jeft so far behind after all. 
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THE HEROISM OF BLISSETT BAMBERGER. 


Far away from the roar and riot of the mighty metropolis dwelt 
Blissett Bamberger. Where the verdant valley lies like a sleek and 
slothful hound at the foot of the great green hill its lord—where the 
golden ranunculus and the yellow flower of the genus primula lift 
scented lips to kiss the heels of travelling kine—there had fate fixed 
his modest dwelling. He was a country lad. Humble was his origin, 
lowly his occupation, but noble his aspiration, and glorious the goal 
that gleamed like a scintillant star through the haze of his years to 
come. 

Once, while driving the four-footed companions of his solitude home 
to the guardian fold, he plucked from the berried hedgerow a sheet of 
news flung thither by the contemptuous wind. ’T'was a printed record 
of a great and glorious deed, and told how up in the great town-world 
a gallant youth had leapt from a bridge into the torrent beneath and 
saved a human life. That night Bamberger drank not, neither did he 
sup. Fancy spread her radiant pinions, clasped him in her arms, and 
bore him faraway. He stood upon the bridge, he sprang, he seized, 
he saved! Then the murmur of myriad voices buzzing his name 
soothed the excited brain, and, muttering “ Johnson,’ he fell asleep. 

When he rose up on the morrow, Hope had written “ Finis ’’ to one 
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chapter of his life. E’er the mid-day sun had fairly settled down to 
its daily task of blistering the panel upon his cottage door he was on 
the road to London, prepared to do or die; to be a hero or—perish in 
the attempt. He had one purpose in view, and not all the distractions 
of the 19th century Babylon made him swerve from the path the axe 
of determination had hewn for him through the rock of futurity. Let 
us follow him. 

Day after day he stood upon London-bridge, stripped to the shirt, 
and ready for she daring leap. Once an old gentleman expressed his 
intention of committimg suicide, and mounted the parapet. In a 
moment Bamberger was in the river waiting fur him. But the old 
gentleman altered his mind and didn’t. come. The police did, and 
took our hero into custody, from which he emerged upon payment of 
forty shillings and costs. He abandoned the ‘Thames and took to 
boating upon the Lea on Sunday. He rescued fourteen males-and ten 
females in three weeks; but the moment they were safe on shore they 
charged him with wilfully upsetting them, and instead of giving his 
name to the reporters he had to flee from the wrath of the boat- 
owners. He attended every fire within twelve miles of London. At 
the peril of his life he mounted ladders and brought women and. babes 
from garret windows. But when he reached the ground the firemen 
‘cussed his impidence,”’ and the police ordered him to “ move on.” 
Never a line in the newspaper came to fill his soul with gladness. 

At last the tide turned. One day a friendly crossing-sweeper gave 
him a Sunday ticket for the “‘ Zoo.” And putting on his oldest coat, in 
order not to appear conspicuous, thither one Sabbath afternoon he 
repaired. The company was rough and noisy, and the country-bred 
youth stole away to the solitude of the den of the pachydermata, there 
to contemplate the habits of the thick-skinned mammalia and eat a 
currant bun in peace. The rhinoceros was hungry that afternoon, 
and glared first at Bamberger and then at the bun. Not a soul was 
near. Slowly the seven tons of solid flesh advanced to the bars, its 
evil, bloodshot eye glittering greedily. In a moment the currant bun 
was between its narrow jaws. ‘Then did the valorous soul of Blissett 
Bamberger emit the pent-up fury of its flame. Arming himself with 
a long straw, he proceeded to tickle the animal’s eye. The animal 
gave a short Judic-like laugh and dropped the bun. With the energy 
bred of despair, our hero thrust in his walking-stick and drew the 
rescued morsel towards him, wiped it, put it in his pocket, and walked 
quietly away. 

He knew not that he had been observed. On the following morning 
London was ringing with “The Heroism of Blissett Bamberger.”’ 
The biggest words in the English language were employed to sing 
the praises of a man who had, single handed, rescued a Mr. Bunn from 
the jaws of a mad rhinoceros. He had only been identified by a 
handkerchief dropped in the scuffle. He was compared to Hercules, 
and Antinous, and Guy Liv-ngstone, and all the heroes of the past, the 
present, and the future. He read the article, he accepted the 
sovereigns sent to the newspaper offices for him, and he retired to 
rest a wiser and a sadder man. He had perilled his life over and over 
again, and virtue had been its own reward. He had done deeds of 
bravery by the score, and the world had passed them over with silent 
contempt. But he had tickled a rhinoceros in the eye with a straw 
and he found himself a hero. 

Blissett Bamberger availed himself of the first cheap excursion and 
returned to his native obscurity before the bubble of his reputation 
burst. But his fame followed him, and he who had loved heroism for 
itself, and sought it in its noblest aspects, found his name linked with 
a newspaper lie, and his bravery a scornful synonym for a gross 
exaggeration. Alas, poor Blissett Bamberger! the Press was thy 
undoing and the making of the fiend who covered thee with shame. 
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(For he was at a loss to guess 
The reason of his non-success) ; 
And in the twilight grey and drear, 
Whose passing shadows fade and flit, 
He put some poison in his beer, 
And went away and swallowed it. 
No longer'trills the joyous lark—Tral-lal-la ! 
But mumbles this remark : 
“T wouldn't, ff T'd got the chance, 
Become’a Dramatist of France!”’ 
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THE GREAT WATCH AGAINST TIME. 
By Over Speciat Commrsstoner. 


‘T sap often‘heard of Lillie Bridge, and seeing ‘a notice that eight 
miles were to be walked in one hour, | determined ‘to go and see ‘it 
done. After*making up my mind, I went out for a trial just to ‘know 
what the.péerformance was like but only sueceeded in covering seven 
mile in the ‘given time, thoush f +r convenience sake I had timed 
myself on the Underground Railway. “This made “me think the 
matter was more serious than it had at first appeared, and so I bought a 
copy of the ‘‘ Penny Training,’’ which, though it en'ightened me 
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much on various other sutjects, didn’t do a great deal towards % 
elucidating the query, How shall I invest my half-crown? “Whenever & 
1 go toa running ground I-always take a half-crown with ‘me, and try ; 
to invest it on the winner—that ~, oe yore occasion, and as [ ¥ ; 
- ; had never been in a rawning-ground betore, alway: is notso very wide ; 
SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS. of the mark after all. I *was‘elong time finding the place out,as the Cis 
ie District Railway ae on eee, day Se ware in every Hee 
7.7 FRANC direction but the ‘one I ‘wanted ; but a go est Brompten, ch ie 
- ~a rene - ee. which is very close ‘to Lillie Bridge. Indeed Em not sure but what pat « 
‘te France 8 city darkly lay West Brompton is Lillie Bridge; but that I'am not prepared to enter a 
_, Athwart themist-empurpled west, into just now. “All I @an‘say is that before I knew I was at one | 
A oe Senate place I found “myself in ‘the other, and there was a shilling out of 
And, sweetly smiling, worked it out 4 ialf-crown sguue “SeEqgate-memey, We) might tay, “in “em 
Tn fifty scenes, or thereabout. A shilling all at‘onee:ts'a good deal more than Iam in the habit of 
‘And °when the ‘duskly blending day, . . spending, = I ‘thought I'd have the value of my money if it was 
op, OO PHllowed, sank in vespersotares, only in an inspeétion ‘Of the course. But there was a kind of 
‘Phe managers declared the phy — deputy-assistant datryman, 6fthe clodhopping character, at the gate, 
| _ The finest thing of modern ‘times. who wanted another shilling, ‘80 1 buttoned up my pockets and wert 
And in the gloaming 8 hazy sheen, into the grand stand. I dont know why it’s called the grand stand— 
That little manuscript was sent I never saw anything in my life with less grandeur about it. Perha s 
To those who had expressly been that sthe reason. Well, while | was wondering, a man came up to me 
Appointed by the Government _ and says, ‘Do you want to take odds? You can haveanything you 
To read the plays, and use their wits, like.” I thought this an “ odd’ request, but the nataral reply was, 
Eliminating little bits. “Well, as it’s rather cold, I'll have an Irish warm.” ‘Bwery body 
So trilling sweetly with the lark—Tral-lal-la! laughed, and by ‘the time I'd recovered from the jocular <éffection, [ 
I beg to offer this remark : found some one had walked off with my eighteen-pénce Ghange ‘and 
I'd rather rove the World’s expanse return ticket, a meersehaum'pipe, half a cigar, and a sérew of *birdseye, 
Than be a draraatist of France !—Tral-lal-la! ali of which Id wrappedin a new silk pocket handkerehief'to ‘keep 
. . ‘em safe. I had them only a moment: efore they were "missed, but 
The hero's part ‘was plainly meant the man who took them ‘was clean out of sight; and so “%m bound ‘to 
(These censors said), beyond:a doubt, believe I afforded an opportunity for the fastest piece of pedestrian’sm 
To ridicule the President ; shown that-afternoon. 
And so they cut the hero out. — Well, after a long time, during which I wished I’d stayed away, 
And then a certain Prince complained and spent my half-crown in’something warmer, Perkins c me out, and 
The thirty-second scene contained ‘was started on his journey. As he didn’t fulfil his engagement 1 
The mention ofa German Band need not enter into a description of ‘the walking, and shall ‘there- 
Insulting to the Fatherland ! fore content myself with remarking that it’s a good deal ‘easier not to 
Then Papal Emissaries rose do eight miles in the hour than it is to spend a happy ‘winter's after- 
And sternly pointed out the fact, noon at Lillie #ridge, with n» money an: nochan:e of getting any, 
That some one with a Roman nose a cold in the head and no handkerchief, a burning thirst and the 
j Was mentioned mm the sev nth act; cold shivers, a pair of champion chilblains and a ten-mile walk which 
A hint, they couldn't but agree, must be taken, and, to crown all, the knowledge that you might 
Reflecting on the Papal See ; have enjoyed yourself—oh, so much—somewhere else. 


And so beneath the twilight grey, 
; They cut the seventh act away. 


And hear the gaily-soaring lark—Tral-lal-la! Proverbs for ‘‘ Pros.” 


Corroborating my remark, Tue encore system is the thief of time. 
That he is led a pretty dance A procession’s nine p ints of the play. 
Who is a Dramatist of France !—Tral-lal-la ! Take care of the pit, and the stalls will take care of themselves. 
Wh iene Stat Half price is better than no house. 
en ev ry KLuropean State A benefit at night's worth two in the morning. 


Had hastened to eliminate, 


The lessee found, with inward smart, I eee 
They'd only left a super’s part. The Severity of the Season. 


He put that part upon the s'age A pantomrmic clown has been detected with a palpable “ wheeze.”’ 


Amid the tempest’s wild rebuff, 


And ev'ry one was in a rage, ; 
And said the piece was awful stuff. A Man or Lerrers.—Admiral Rous. 


The author heard them how] and hiss, Whaat ovr Tatton Looks ovr ror rm THE “City Arricie.”’— 
And murmured sadly, ‘* How is this ?”’ The Rates of Continuation(s). 
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MR. GREGORY GUZZLE’S CHRISTMAS GOOSE. 
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Mr. G. goes to fetch his goose. Exit Mr. G. after a couple of hours, slightly elevated. He meets a friend. ‘* Hullo o’ boy, ’ow’re you?” 
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** Goo’ ni’ ov’ frien’.”’ **Confound sh don’ like this—sha’ be off.’’ Gets very much off through Last appearance of Mr. G. 





THE MUFFIN-MAN. 


A Lyric or THe Low Ly. 


Turovenu the wet and the cold comes our Muffin-Man bold, 
With his tinkering symbol of peace. 

Hurk! his rough, roopy voice makes my cockles rejoice. 
May his muddy old shadow increase ! 

Bright visions arise, when his tray meets my eyes, 
Of the fireside and succulent pile. 

In a season like this, oleaginous bliss 
Is controlled but by thoughts of the bile. 


Small poets may dote on the nightingale’s note, 
On the organ’s melodious swell ; 

But mine be the boast, that what pleases me most 
Is the sound of the Muffin-Man’s bell. 





being very much on, 





Fire v. Freedom. 

A Scotcu paragraph, relating to some fire-raising at Cupar Fife, 
after stating the name of the offender and the nature of the offence, 
concludes rather singularly. It says, * by which about a ton of the 
material was burnt, and part of the house destroyed, and sent to prison 
for thirty days.’’ We sincerely trust the landlord didn’t object. 
Anyhow, it isa singular way of insuring a residence from further 
annoyance, and to our roving tastes seems a remedy even worse than 
_ the disease. 


testes 


Lights! 


| Tue Best Piace ror THE ConsumpTION oF “Mipnicut O11.”— 
| Lamp-eter College. 

| 
Tue Time anp TIDE THAT AWAITS Us ALL.—Yule-tide. 
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BRITANNIA’S NEW-YEAR 


A HINT TO THOSE WHO WOULD 


GIFTS. 


CONVERT THE SHAKERS. 
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MR. GREGORY GUZZLE’S CHRISTMAS GOOSE. 


Mr. G. goes to fetch his goose. 





**Confound sh don’ like this—sha’ be off.’’ Gets very much off through 





THE MUFFIN-MAN. 


A Lyric or THE LowLy. 


Turovex the wet and the cold comes our Muftin-Man bold, 
With his tinkering symbol of peace. 

Hurk! his rough, roopy voice makes my cockles rejoice. 
May his muddy old shadow increase! 

Bright visions arise, when his tray meets my eyes, 
Of the fireside and succulent pile. 

In a season like this, oleaginous bliss 
Is controlled but by thoughts of the bile. 

Small poets may dote on the nightingale’s note, 
On the organ’s melodious swell; 

But mine be the boast, that what pleases me most 
Is the sound of the Muffin-Man’s bell. 





Ny 


zl i 
ED \ fam) 
tA 

; WS } 


ee) LT fi Y 
CMY YY! Y ff ‘ \ 
f Yep GV 7) ; 
tA 


\ 


yy MEU: Bg 


. ae 
‘ 


ees. 
‘ae 


Exit Mr. G. after a couple of hours, slightly elevated. He meets a friend. ‘* Hullo o’ boy, ’ow ’re you?” 
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Last appearance of Mr. G. 
being very much on. 





Fire ». Freedom. 

A Scotcu paragraph, relating to some fire-raising at Cupar Fife, 
after stating the name of the offender and the nature of the offence, 
concludes rather singularly. It says, ** by which about a ton of the 
material was burnt, and part of the house destroyed, and sent to prison 
for thirty days.’’ We sincerely trust the landlord didn’t object. 
Anyhow, it is a singular way of insuring a residence from further 
annoyance, and to our roving tastes seems a remedy even worse than 
the disease. 


} . 
| Lights! 

Tue Best PLACE FoR THE ConsuMPTION oF “ Mipnicgut O1L.’— 
Lamp-eter College. 


Tue Time anp TIDE THAT AWAITS Us ALL.—Yule-tide. 
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SANTA BRITANNIA’S NEW-YEAR 


A HINT TO THOSE WHO WOULD CONVERT THE SHAKERS. 








Sb OK 
ah 

ef. 

yer 
“y- “= 


he , Co 
Lapp 
UT, 
Ui 


77 
MILLA, 


GL, 7 
a7 


v7 7 
LEP 


LM Mf 


W 
nhs 


WALL 
y id GZ 


LLG 


GIFTS. 


igh yh. 


LU 


7 
YZ 


VA Le 
Dade 9 
4 


“ - 
MIM, i 
A 


7 
47 205% AZ A 
3%! 
a 


KC Kikihe 


af, 
OLA 


Sai ad 177 ae 


s'4aa- 


JA 


a\S 


WS 


RU NEOs 
ie 


TARY A AND 
i A ae 


I 














«ein 





SR NRE. NT 









f 





| 
| 
| 


ee ee eee —— 
~ 


SS SS athe atenneetnnnen 
— 


sss ey ; 








JANUARY 2, 1875.] 





LOST ILLUSIONS. 


Wu11z mem’ry holds her present seat 
I shan't forget the day, 
When tome relation indiscreet 
First led me to the play. 
The mimes were more than mortal men— 
And, though of tender age, 
I felt a longing even then 
To know them off the stage. 


I wondered if they walked about 
In ordinary clothes. 

I also entertained a doubt 
If they could utter prose. 

Or did the knights in coat of mail 
Perpetually wage 

Remorseless battle, tooth and nail, 
When meeting off the stage ? 


I thought the monarchs.and the lords 
Were awful folks to meet -- 

That all the fairies on the boards 
Were fairies in the street. 

I felt devotedly in love 
With peri, prince, and page. 

I longed, all other things above, 
To see them off the stage. 

But now; alas! the kings and queens 
Are commonplace enough ; 

The fairies, when behind the scenes, 
Talk very silly stuff. 

The heroes,of my distant youth 
No moremy dreams engage. 

To tell the. plain and sober truth, 
I know them off the stage. 


| 
Life’s play isumade of little bits | 
| 


Where all act little parts. 

We grow theatrical by: fits. 
And natural by starts. 

I often scribble verse and prose 
Unworthy of a sage — 

And yet I’m reckoned one by those 


Who know me off the stage. LUCK.” 
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IMPECUNIOUS JOCULARITY. 


District Visitor :—“ Weit, SMITHERS, HOW DID You sPEND CHRISTMAS?” 
Smithers :—‘* Dipn’? sPEND IT. 


AIN’T SPENT ANYTHING FOR THESE THREE WEEKS, Wt S* 





DOTS AND LINES. 


Actor presented with “ an address.’’ Being possessed of a name 
he thereby gets a local habitation. — Lad of seventy-seven sent to 
prison for kicking ditto of eighty-three. Boys will be boys, and kick- 
ing is fashionable now. — Shelter for cabmen is the latest thing in 
philanthropy. Protection for passengers will come later on. — The 
Midland Railway Company are going to place warming pans in third- 
class carriages. Fancy travelling as a third-class warming pan! — 
Walking match against time. Pedestrian in the height of condition. 
‘Time untrained. The latter won easily though. — Great pair-oared 
match. Victory of the winners. Defeat of the losers. Immense 
excitement. — Countess of Dudley's jewels still missing —‘“‘ up to the 
time of going to press.”” ‘Thieves refuse to be treated like noblemen. 
‘This is extremely confidential. — Admiral Rous has written another 
letter. Once more at sea. = Bedford-square is to be replanted. 
ntirely new growth of railings, lamp-posts, and pumps. — T'wenty- 
seven thousand nine hundred and forty jokes made about the transit 
of Venus. Taken with punch, twenty-six thousand one hundred and 
one caused Christmas laughter. The rest to be preserved at the 
British Museum forfuture..occasions: = Doncaster police describe a 
man as “ greatest; blackguard and. greatest coward” in the town. 
Why not take him in the force? The foree of nature can no further 
xo. = Liberty of the stage to be curtailed. Not to degenerate into 
Lord Chamberlain's licence in future. — Great stoning of plums. 
New form of Christmas martyrology. 








THE SAINT AND THE SINNER. 


Mugg, let the praiges loud be sung 

Of‘one redoubted William Bung, 

Who fought a fight, and thrashed his foe— 
The circumstances here I’}! show. 


Bung was a man of mind and nous, 

Who kept a licensed public-house ; 

And Pump, his foe, whose name was Will, 
Supported the Permissive Bill. 

Pump had a missionm-on his mind 

To turn to virtue sinners blind, 
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Who dared to think that spirits are 

As bad at home as at a bar. 

For Pump a grocer was by trade, 

And grocers’ licences had made 

For him of sterling coin a lump— 

In fact he grew a wealthy Pump. 

Bung’s trade grew quickly less and less. 
They slanged him in the temp’rance press ; 
They sent him circulars by scores, 

And tried to turn him out of doors. 


’Tis even said a Templar good 

Six hours within his public stood, 

Till he could neither walk nor speak, 
And so came up before the beak— 

Who asked him what was his excuse ? 
He said, ‘* Your worship, what's the use 
Of resolution, while unhung 

Are such persuasive men as Bung ?”’ 
Bung put these persecutions down 

To Pump, his netghbour in the town, 
And asked him, in a friendly way, 

To pass with him a sober day. 

Pump came of course, convinced at last 
He held his prey in meshes fast, 

And lectured Bung for many days 
Upon the errors of his ways. 

Pure water was the drink first placed, 
As suited to a Templar’s taste ; 

The second measure, though, brought in 
Contained a modicum of gin. 

Pump lectured on, and stronger grew 
The might of each successive brew ; 
Till, lo! at last, when finished quite, 
The zealot got exceeding tight. 

Then Bung’s revenge began to act. 
Quick from the house poor Pump was packed, 
And, like his agent, by the beak 

Was fined ten shillings, or a week. 
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“IT’S HIS WIFE!” OR, THE HUMANE PERSON WHO WAS PRECIPITATE. 


Tus is not a homily in condemnation of the principle of domestic correction. It is a panegyric in praise of it. 

I believe that the principle of any man’s right to deal with his own family matters is immovably imbedded in the breasts of the whole 
British Nation; and what is ineradicably rooted within the bosoms of the entire population of the United Kingdom is a great national 
characteristic. 

Great naticnal characteristics are subjects for panegyric: this is a panegyric; but it is subtly veiled under the disguise of a dramatic 
illustration of a great moral fact. 

And it is in dumb show, becaxse deeds speak more plainly than words. 









Act I.—Music.—A gentleman is discovered correcting his better- 
half with a big stick. A quiet person, evidently unaware of the 
relationship existing between the parties, hovers at the back with an 
expression as of indignation and disapproval: he gradually comes 
down, as the air is plaved with increasing rapidity, and finally rushes 
forward and strikes the murried gentleman with his umbrella. A 
crowd, which has meantime collected, applauds, and is about to chair 
the quiet person, when the married gentleman points to a ring on the 
finger of the lady, and then to himself. The crowd whisper four 
words to one another, then shrink away in horror and alarm from the 
quiet person, who appealingly indicates his former ignorance of the 
relationship. 

A policeman enters, and is about to “run in” the married gentle- 
man, when the crowd whisper four words to him, and he shudderingly 
arrests the quiet person, and bears him off amid popular loathing. 


[ Act-drop. | 
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Acr II.—Music.—A court of justice. The quiet person, who is in 
the dock, is evidently about to be discharged, when a whisper goes 
the round of the court, and at length reaches the judge. A marriage 
certificate is handed in by the wedded gentleman, and the quiet person 
is dragged off to penal servitude for twenty-one yeurs. 

[ Act-drop. ] 

Act III.— Music.—Enter the quiet person (with a ticket-of-leave), 
married, much older, and utterly broken down. It is evident that the 
haunting remembrance of his own rashness has preyed upon him 
more than his punishment. His wife now enters, and he is about to 
chastise her with his umbrella, when the married gentleman of the first 
Act rushes down and interferes; the mild person, however, waving him 
off, draws attention to the ring on the or of his partner-for-life, 
and the interferer shrinks abashed. A glad gleam of lawtul triumph 
gilds the features of the quiet person, who again raises his umbrella, 
as the curtain falls. 
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THE NEW YEAR. 


| Littte Jounny to the fore again. He is struck with the power of 
| poetry, and resolves to become a poet. Forming his style upon a 
questionable model he writes with unquestionable malevolence. Meets 
with the usual fate of the slashing censor, but finds consolation where 
he had least right to look for it, and returns to reason. 
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There is a lot of fellers wich thinks their selfs offle clevver, and they 
rites in the papers a bout wot onederfle things have happen since the 
las time it was the new year, and yude spose to read wot they rite, 
that no thing had ever tuke place oney jus that year. These fellers 
they seem to be a stonish that any thing happensa tall. They tel us 
ol the great fokes wich has dide since las time, and you never see sech 
a lot, but wot bothers me is how there isso many for to go on 
my father he says the sply is in the next ostible, wot ever that means, 
| spose he got it out of the news paper. Ide like to be grate, but, not 
| die like ol them fellers, cos then Ide give my mother lots of money, and 
| git me plenty sweets, you ot to see wot piles of em me and. Billy 
got Crismas, but you cudent for they is et. ; 

There was a little feller wich hung up his stockin for Crismas, and 
a other little feller, but not so little and a heap wickeder, wich slep 
with the other, he hung up hisn, but wotcht, and in the nite he saw 
| Santy Claws a eomin down the chimmy, and lay real still to see. wot 
' he wude do. So Santy tuke the boy that was a sleeps stockin, and,he 
fild it fule of sweets, and he said that is cos he is a good little boy. wich 
gose to sleep like he ot, but I aint got nothin good enuf for wicked 
boys wich wotches. But wen Santy had gon up the chimmy agin the 
boy wich hadden slep he got up and change ol the sweets in to his own 
stockin, and he said to his self I dont think it is.a bad idee to wotch, 
for some boddy mus do it to see fair play. aoe te 

I have been tole thot wen the new year begins peple wich is wicked 
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for their helth. There was a man wich kep a public house, and new, 

years eve he had a duzzen of his bes cussomers a settin in the tap a. 

waitin to be paid their weeks wages, and he spoke a piece to em, the 

man did. He said the flite of time had come roun agin, a fetchin, a 
| long the rolein year with ol its hops and its asprations, and he, had 
been a thinkin wudden it be nice not to drink any more, but giv their 
| money to their poor wifes for their selfs and the little childs. He 
| tole em he had been to hear a tea tottler which had shode him it was, 
| pisen, and affer a wile he made the men bleev it, and they shuke, 

hands and made a othe to giv ol the money they got to their wifes, 
| wich they dun, and the man was so please he giv em some pisen for 

nothin. Then the wifes, they come to the good pubble can and they 
spent evry penny wich they had got for gin and beer, jus as he new 
they wude, cos he was good lookin, but the men wude may be go toa 
| other house. But it was oney for jus one week. 
A other pubble can be kep a tea tottler regler, wich lectered to his 
cussomers evenins and was bar maid day times. 

Las new years day ole Gaffer Peters he come to our house, and he 
said its funny to think this world was made jus 18 hunderd and 
seventy 5 years ago this very day, wot a long time! And Uncle 
Ned he said yes, it is so funny that you mus excuse usa laffin. But 
wot was the joke is morne I no, cos it is a long wile wen you think of 


it. 

Ole Gaffer he was to our house agin yesterdy, and he see me a ritin 
this, and he said Johnny, wy dont you rite worse? Uncle Ned he 
spoke up and he said Johnny is a ritin jest as bad as ever he can, you 
let him a lone for that. But Gaffer he said you no I didden say verse, 
cos I want him to rite as vel as he can, wot I ment is potry, wy don’t 
he go for a poet like my dotter Missis Doppy wich rote the heppy taf 
on little Jo Brily, the butchers boy? Then I said wude he say the 
eppy taf to sho me how, so he said if Ide be like ded he wude say it 
over me like it was rote on the toobm stone. Uncle Ned he wunk his 
ey like sayin I mite, and I lay down on the flore, and ole Gaffer he 
stude at my hed as if he was the stone, and was a bout to begin wen 
Uncle Ned he said wait Gaffer, that stone aint got no deths hed on it, 
vou wont doa tall. Cos Uncle Ned he thot it was a goin too far, but 
Gaffer he didden seem to under stand, and he put his arms down 
strate and his feets cloce to gather and begun: 

Ere lise the boddy of hour little Jo, 

The orse runnin a vay it him did thro, 
Fisitions was in wain; 

And now he is gon, and we feels so bad 

To think he was sech a nice little lad, 

With heyes like his mother and a mowth like his dad, 
But taint for hus to complane, 

This umble stone to his memry we rase, 

Aged fifteen years, one month, and hait days, 
Percussion of the brane! 


_ When Gaffer had got done Uncle Ned, wich had his hancherkeef 
in his mouth, and the teers a rolin down his cheeks, said it was very 
affecktin, but he wude a thot the stone was older, but I was so sorry 
to see Uncle Ned cri that I got up and cride too, and ole Gaffer he 
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ol nocks of, per tickler them that drinx and smoks more than is good |, 


blode his nose pretty offen too, I can tel you. I never knew [what 
potry realy was before, and Ime agoin to tri to make some, cos fellers 
is much lookt up to wich can make fokes cri wen ever they likes, but 
I think cryin aint halef so nice as a good game of foot bol. 

New years day don’tcome but just once a year like Crismas and 
Gy Fox day. If I was big Ide make a olmy kanack and I have 
more Crismasses, yes in deed Ide stick em in evry two orthree weeks 
and. leave out ol the Sundys, cos I jus hate to see Mary,'that’s our 
house, made, a puttin on sech close as she dose evry Sundy, and a 
thinkin she is fine like pecox, wen she noseI cude lick her in a 
minnit if I was let and it was a fair fite. Wy didden she let me have 
that lump of shugger las nite, that’s wot Ide like to no, the sassy 
little cat! 

Once they was a house made wich didden let,a little boy eat shagger 
out of the shugger bole, cos she wanted it. her,own self, and wile she 
was a eatin it there was.a rat. And, the raf, it. Teated on a wile, and 
it shuke its head like saying Ile teech you, to steel missuses shugger, 
you nasty thing! So the rat it went. to, the.ole she rat wich was its 
wife, and it said had they got any of, that,pisen left wich was put in 
their holes lag, week, and she said, yes, he, wi e fine some under the 
seller stairs were she had pute it. for the cat. en he tuke some, the 
rat, did, and he put.it,in,the shuger bole, and:wen the house made she 
et some she begin to,dance like she was pull with a string, and pretty 
sune she run to. her, us a fomin at, the mouth. and she said Ive 
tome out of my. hole ‘Sie! Before the doctor, cude be fecht she had 
swel up like a bag] and flew, ol to peeces!, And that’s wot will hapn 
to our Mary someday, and,then Le rite her.a eppy taff, so - 

Here lise,the boddy, of, our, Mary, 
And it serves her mity, well rite, Very, 
Fisig¢kers was. in vain, = 
eal 80 


’ 


And.now she is,gon, and I feel uc 
Cos.she was sech a misable girl, a Sree fie bad,. 
With eys like.cats eys, and. South lifes shad. 


But,taint for.us to,complain, 
Bye humigia ptone ge her TORRY tle 0, 
ge,i sposg.a bout the same ag, yo— 
Busted with rats bane ! 
Hooray,! I bet wen I sho that to Uncle Ned he wil jest crie his 
eyes out, and shen, he, wahisay Missus Doppy cant,hole a cannle to me, 


but I dont, think. she need. hole a cannle never, cos her head is red 
like fire, 


o 
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Dear reader, I take my pen in hand to in form youI am wel at 
present, and hopin these few lines wil fine you wel too, but not got a 
lickin like me. Cos wen I shode that. poetery a bout our Mary to 
Uncle Ned he shuke his head and said I was a offle wicked little feller 
to begin the new year with sech feelins toard any humin bein, and 
Mary was a gude girl, and wile he was a tockin and a holein the paper 
in his han my father come in, and said wot was up, and Uncle Ned he 
said O it was nothin but jus Johnny had made a gramaticle errer 
wich he cuddent over luke. As Uncle Ned said that he tride to hide 
the paper in his pockit but my father he got it and red it, ola bout 
Gaffer Peters, and me a lyin on the flore, and a bout Mary, and ol. 
Wen he had got dun he said Edward, wich is the per tickler gramma- 
tickle missake for wich you wude like to have this urs yn of yourn 
creckted ? Uncle Ned he blusht like Missy, and he said it was ol his 
folt, and wude my father leav the punnishin to him? But my father 
he jus tuke me by the coller, and his little wip in the other, and he 
said Johnny do you no wy I am a goin to give it you, and I said yes, 
sir, please, its cos you aint a patron of literture, for that wos wot 
Ide herd Uncle Ned say. That made him laf and he ony licked me » 
little. But wen he had let me go Mary she come and kist me and 
said she wisht she was my sister. [ think that girl is jes the best girl 
in this world, thats wot I think, and I all ways haye-said so. 





THERE came a silence in the house— 
A silence weirdly deep. 

The stranger might have heard a mouse 
Behind the arras creep. 

With bated breath and solemn speech 
We moved about and.cried ;— 

Or murmured comfort each to each, 
The day our tabby died. 


’T was in the dreary winter time 
And snow concealed the ground. 
Such weather, e’en in Britain’s clime, 
Is very rarely found. 
But though the storm by fits and starts 
Was raging far and wide, 
A fiercer tempest filled our hearts 
The day our tabby died. 
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‘*“NOBLESSE OBLIGE.” 


Snobkins (who loves a real live lord) :—‘*Goop MORNIN’, MY LORD; ’OPE 
YOUR LORDSHIP ENJOYED OUR LITTLE BIT 0’ DINNER THE OTHER DAY. WE 


"OPE TO SEE YOU AGAIN SOON.’’ 





[JANUARY 2, 1875. 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 405. 


We always look down on your Christmas frivolity, 
Gazing supinely on frolic and fun ; 

Ever we add to your laughter and jollity— 
Ever we mourn when the festival's done. 


| 


1. The monarch leads his peerless bride along, 
And tuneful choirs break into joyous song. 


2.Too proud was she, and she was very fair. 
Ah! fatal pride and fatal beauty! 
"Twas loveliness that spread for her a snare— 
Her pride did blind her to her duty. 


. He gazed, desponding, in the dying fire, 
With bitter musing on his wasted life ; 
Prayed that he might as peacefully expire, 
And live his dying hours thus free from strife. 


co 


4. She sits by the river and dreams of the past, 
And sighs, as she thinks that no pleasure can 
last. 


MY 


(OO!) —S—SESEEE W RADY 


5. When smouldering Christmas log is burning low 
With flame unfrequent and with ruddy glow— 
Then tales of me are told. 


6. Wherever a gay Christmas party is held, 
My company’s always requested ; 
I'm asked—and the hubbub is instantly quelled— 
At my answer much mirth’s manifested. 


7.Quoth my stern tryant:—‘“No more grace I'll 
‘give ; 
This work accomplish if you wish to live!” 


TY 





8. His argument was plain enough for any man to see, 
With me he brought his fist down: then he muttered 
Q. E.'D. 


9. The bird stood on the leafy breeze 
Whence all but one remained, 
And rowed ashore with trunkless trees 
Till music was distrained. 


Sotution or Acrostic, No. 403.—Arctic Voyage : 
Azov, Renegado, Colley, Tamora, Iceberg, Cease. None 
Correct. 


Lord Dinout :—‘* THANK YoU, THANK YOU, VERY MUCH; BUT—AH— QUITE 


FORGET YOUR NAMF, AND IN BOOKING MY ENGAGEMENTS I LIKE TO KNOW TO 


wHom I Am ENGAGED.” 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


Tie Day after the Holidays (W. P. Nimmo) is the rather seasonable 
title of a book evidently intended for the delectation of school- 
boys. Sv much injurious trash is published now-a-days, and pur- 
chased eagerly by boys of all ages, that we are glad to recommend 
this book as both healthy and amusing. The illustrations are by 
“‘Phiz, junior,” who possesses a good deal of the latter-day mannerism 
of his father. 

Seagull Rock (Sampson Low, Son, and Co.) is a pretty little shilling 
book, evidently intended “ for a good boy.’ It is translated from the 
French of Jules Sandeau, and is well stocked with the extraordinary 
illustrations of the original edition. 

Piper's Poultry Yard Account Book (Groombridge) will be found 
useful to all who keep poultry, or who wish to know how to keep them 
systematically. 

The City Diary (Collingridge) is once more to hand. It is an 
«xcellent shillingsworth. 

Whitaker's Almanack is quite up to the standard which made its 
production a few wears back a public boon. It is one of the finest 
specimens of condensation ever seen. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


MENIER._ 


CHOCOLAT 
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Printed by JUDD & CO., Phwnix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Dectors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, Jan. 2, 1975. 





A Fine Day.—Monday at Bow-street. 








For ingenuity in the way of making up parcels of niceness com- 
mend us to M. Eugéne Rimmel. His Christmas and New Year's cards 


| and sachets are pleasing to both sight and smell, while his plans for 


concealing and disguising minute scent-bottles in most unsuspicious- 
looking small parcels are marvellous, and well deserve the reward 
they are sure to obtain. 


Clever Boy! 


Littie Georgie shirked his spelling lessons at W. He feared that 
he might come to Want. 


Watcu anp Warp.—Earl Dudley and his chronometer. 





Now Ready, the Twenty-seventh Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 
The TWENTIETH VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 


Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 








FOR LUNCHEON, 
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GIVE 


Tue older I begin to grow 

The more I’m driven to confess, 
That nothing in our world below, 

Is done in pure unselfishness. 
One fact is clear to me as day— 

Which cost me pretty long to learn— 
Whoe’er gives anything away, 

Looks out for something in return. 


Should Nature happen to be kind, mami 
And grant our universe a boon, | 
With little seeking we shall find ee! 
The reason of her bounty soon. 
She makes a poet now and then; 
But she insists, unless I err, 
That he—above all other men— 
Shall madly fall in love with Her. 


AND TAKE. 


| 

| 

Men talk of Love (and women too), | 

But man or woman cannot say | 

That ever Love, however true, | 
Entirely gave itself away. 

Was Friendship e’er of profit clear, 

Or Virtue all its own reward P— 

Is one high feeling cherished here 

Without a little balance scored ? | 

| 

| 

| 


RANK AND FILE. 


Some years ago, no matter when— 
Suffice it I was young and green, | 
I envied all distinguished men, 
And wished to be the greatest seen. 
I'd brave the batteries of life, 
And win a laurel for my brow ; 
For love alone I'd wed a wife. 
But, ah! all that is altered now. 


As time passed on, and troubles came, 
To mar the idle dreams of youth, 
I won my bread, but not my fame; 
And took a wife—for help, forsooth! 
But since I learnt my special sphere— 
I owe such knowledge many thanks— 
I’ve made a hundred pounds a year, 
And rest contented in the ranks. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Purcuase of cotsand mattresses for London School Board. Going 
to start a padded room for their meetings. A rattle or two and some 
pap suggested. — First breach of promise case ever known in Nova 
Scotia. The New Scotch are as cautious and as canny as their elder 
brethren. — Fall of market hall at Angers because of fall of snow. 
Jealousies as well as Angers. = Death of an old lady of over 100 years. 
Confound it! that’s the sixth time she’s done so lately. — Countess 
of Dudley’s jewels not worth so very much after all. “Why, it’s 
a reg’ lar swindle on the public—that’s what it is! ’’ — Two murderers 
hanged. Home Secretary unusually Cross, and not in a reprieving 
mood. Dreadful grief of merciful M.P.s, and sorrowing satellites. — 
Lieutenant Cameron has written a long letter about the Congo. This 
river runs tea ready made and sweetened to taste, and the thin 
bread-and-butter tree grows on its banks. — Unexpected discharge of 
Kullman’s pistol. Continued confinement of Kullman. — More clubs 
and rumours of clubs. The Confederated Criminals will publish their 
committee shortly. No entrance fee for the first five million members. 
= Conviction of a farmer for cruelty to animals. Not a baby-farmer 
either. = Continuation of La Plata controversy. Lots of marvellously 
good sailors—on paper and dry land, — Prince Bismarck’s tendered 
resignation unaccepted. The Kaiser “does not bind himself to accept 
the lowest or any tender.’’ — Murder of an American editor. Mur- 
derer's way of arguing in favour of negro suffrage. Powerful, 
certainly. Unanswerable, very. — Official notice published as to 
distribution of grant to Ashantee troops. A whole month’s pay and 
no questions asked, a leather medal, and an order on the doctor. — 
Appeal from the Public Prosecutor in reference to the Arnim decision. | 
Why doesn’t Jack Ketch —— when he doesn’t get enough hang- | 
ing matches? — Empress of Russia about to proceed to St. Petersburg. | 
This must be like sending coals to Newcastle. — Further eviction of | 
Shakers. “ Alas, for the rarity of Christian Charity under the sun.” | 
= Weather hard. Felieving officers ditto. = End of the year. Com- | 
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BEFORE-HAND. 





Smith (who has just perpetrated an atrocious pun) :—“I say, Brown, 
THATS NOT BAD FOR ME, IS IT? BEFORE YOUR TIME, OLD MAN, EH?” 

Brown :—“ A LONG WHILE BEFORE—ABOUT THE YEAR 1; BEFORE JOKES 
WERE INVENTED.” 








mencement of another. Further supply always ready. = Extraordi- 
nary pedestrian performance of Father Time. Went right on and never 
stopped for “‘ rest or refreshment.” Summaries of 1874 nearly all con- 
taining errors of omission or commission. No matter, only the writers 
and printers read them. — Prince Alphonso proclaimed King of Spain. 
Don Cesar de Bazan not proclaimed, so far. Fresh proclamations 
impending. — More railway accidents. That's not the worst of it. 
There are more to come. = Reconstruction of the Roman Catholic 
peerage. A consequence of the reconstruction of the religion. 


A VISION OF THE FUTURE. 


Bengatu her husband’s knee she bent, 
And felt his clutch her throat enfold ; 
Then “ for her’”’ straight the ruffian went, 
And kicked her till her blood ran cold. 


If he had lived a hundred years— 
A hundred years ago from this— 

He would not hear the words he hears— 
Our speedy justice he might miss. 


‘‘ Unhappy prisoner at the bar, 

Far better you had ne’er been born ; 
Yea, sudden death is gentler far 

Than convict life from night to morn.”’ 


And on him many a scathing scourge 

(In pow'rful hands) have made their mark, 
While hour by hour the warder’s urge 

Him on from daylight unto dark. 


Tug Best Pouicy.— Life Insurance. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Jan. 6, 1875. 
GOLD vy. GOODNESS. 


Tur root of all evil, we've often been told, 
Ts a anbstance which makes the most cowardly bold; 
The bravest feel braver when plenty they hold. 
Ah! few would deeline it if nations were polled. 
Gold! gold! yes, the watchword is gold; 
Under its banner we all are enrolled; 
It makes a warm heart become rapidly cold 
Has severed true friendship, and friends boughitiand-sold: 


This root of all evil has manifold ways 

Of showing itself to the popular gaze; 

Like show’ron Danaé it oftentimes plays, 

Yet in cheque-form the sunbeam it scarcely outweighs: 
Gold! gold! is the stuff to amaze; 
Who has it can ’scutcheons and pedigrees raise ; 
Who has it may ride with his harhess ablaze; 
He's sure to be envied—’tis money that pays: 


This root of all evil cam do all we've said, 
And more, for its functions are very, widespread ; 
But the richest of men may have yet cause to dread 
The way he adopted to butter his bread. 
Gold! gold! though so shining and-red, 
May yet cause a sinner to hang: dqwn hishead. 
Tf he meant to go right. and: then went wrong instead, 
Let him try Restitution, from: A. down to Z. 
—- -O~- —— 


vn holiday season has been by no means uneventful. The holly 


and mistletoe, the roast beef and plum pudding,. the punch and the 
cnapdragon, and the Christmas and New Year's fare generally, have 

We have had. « railway accident almost 
unparalleled even in this-age of wholesale slaughter and stupidity; a 
colliery explosion to match; and before we have well supped on the 
horrors spread out before us there comes the intelligence of. a disaster 


received rare garnishing. 


at sea sufficient for the veriest and most chattering of newsmonvers. 
There is something unusually dreadful in the fact of these three occur- 
rences appearing almost simultaneously in the newspapers at a period 
ret a 

is terrible ‘indeed to think that scores who set out to spend their 
holidays with friends and relatives were during the festive time 
either lying stiff and stark, or suffering agonies and disfigurements 
almost worse than death itself. It is as terrible to think that at the 
sime time, in a different part of England, widows and orphans were 
weeping over the bodies of loved ones just as suddenly and quite as 
horribly hurried into eternity. Inthe same way wemay regard it as 
heartrending that thousands of our country-men and women were 
wishing Godspeed to friends and kindred who had some days before 
met with “sudden and unprovided death’’ upon the ocean. While 
quite prepared to admit that this should be a sad Jesson and a warning 
to us all, we are rather disinclined to accept the doctrine from hands 
which greedily clutch at the money such catastrophes bring in to 
an already swoln exchequer; and we think the saddest lesson of all 
is found in the startling headlines to sensational accounts of sorrow 
and suffering, which are set cheek by jowl with glowing panegyrics on 
plays and pantomimes and picturesques descriptions of pilgrimages 


among the fleshpots. 
EPIGRAMMATIC INTELLIGENCE. 
FROM HYDE PARK. 


Wirn brittle crust the water is o'erspread : 
Boobies rush in where Bobbies fear to tread. 
Midwinter madness! What can e’er entice 
‘These reckless persons to the wrecking ice ? 
Consider, man: a fascinating shine 
Resistless glitters from the Serpent eyne ! 
FROM DUBLIN. 
Awnotuen landlord down without a push— 
Slain by a bullet from behind a bush! 
Pray, good agrarians, what wrong requires 
Such foul redress? Between you and the squires 
All Ireland’s parted with an even hand ; 
For you possess the Ire and they the land. 
FROM ONE OF THE “STATIONS.” 
‘“Venvus! Her fifth appearance! All the rage! 
A star performance on the solar stage !”’ 
Well, Venus has appeared, and we have seen her, 
And noted, critically, her demeanour. 
How did she act? Assumed, we must confess it, 
A nigger character—and didn't dress it! 
A thorough old Christy! I fancy between us, 
It wasn’t the true, but the Hottentot Venus. 
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rt by all ages and conditions for festivity and enjoyment. It. 
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JOHNNY ON SKATES. 

The romance of the letter A. Our contributor wreaks tormenting ven- 
geance upon his plagiarists. The mad old man who was ruined by 
warm winters. The tropical septic, and the story of a snow man with 
a cold in his head. A sculptor hoist with hisown petard. Eating the 


natives. 





Brtty may say wot he likes a bout its nice to drop a piece of ice 
down Mary, thats the house mades, back wen she aint a lookin, but 
Ime a goinin for warm whether agin, thats how itis! I like sno 
Bellin wel enuf wen it is plade fair and dont hit me on the nose, wack, 
and I like to see slays run overa dog and make him yel, and say 
ltooray, and [| wude lke skatin if I cude stand up on em, and make like 
a 8, and not set down til I got done, but give me a worm day with 
movercote and muflilers! There was a young lady wich was a bein 
tot to skate by her young man, and he said wy dont you keep your 
feets clocer to gather, I never see sech a letter A. That girl she was 
furius like any thing, and she set down to take of her skates, and he 
wonted to help, but she wudent let him tuch her, and wen she was 
gon he said to his self I have been a studdyin the picture aflabet, and 
I got as far as letter B. And that feller he never got no further, but 
I can say em ol back wards. 

Did you ever here a bout that feller wich was a skatn were they was 
lots of fokes a skatn too, and his heels flue up, and he set down offel 
hard? Then he thot he wude sho he diddent care so he set stil and 
lit his pipe and tride to be funny like he had set down a purpus, but 
wen his pipe was out he cuddent git up, cos he was frose fas. He 
tuke of his skats, but no use, he cudent git his feets under him, and ol 
the girls was a round him, a gigglin, and his wife, wich was a big 
woman, she come up be hine him, and she said wot a shame, and she 
tuke him by the coller and puld as hard as ever she cude pul, but the 
fellers braces they broke, and he was dron out of his trousers, so much 
for tryin to sho of! That feller he was one of them edditers wich has 
been a steelin my stories and a printin em like they had rote em their 
own selfs, but I dont think they wil thisn. 

There aint no country like England for skates, the first thing a boy 
bys is a skate, and wen'he gits bigger and has more money he bys a 
other one, and girls too. And wen the first frost comes every boddy 
takes their skates and goes and stands a round a pond; a waitin for 
the ice so they can go on it and git drownded, but its ony very ole 
men like Gaffer Peters wich has ever lern to skate wel enuf to drownd 
theirsefs gracefle. Uncle Ned he says skatin is our nationle pastime 
cos we passes ol our time a wition we cude git a chance to. He says 
once they was a ole man, and he was a cryin like his hart was broke, 
and the dockter come and said wot was the matter, take a pil. But 
the ole man he said no, it was just he was a ruin man, so the dockter he 
said take two pils. ‘Then the ole man he said it aint that, wot ales me 
is blasted hops and wasted oppery tune it is, and then the dockter he 
said O, that’s it, then you mus have xercise, git a pair of skates to 
once. Wen the dockter had said this the ole man he stude up and 
luke at the dockter and said away, you have come to tont me, for its 
them skates done it, wen I was little I bot a pair, and Ive kep em, but 
no gude ice yet, and Ive been a countin it up, and I fine thot if I had 
put the money out to intrest I wude bea rich man, a livin in a villy 
at the North Pole were it is gude skatin ol the year roun, avont! 
Wen that ole man had said so he throde his feets out rite and lef, like 
he was a skatin, and come down plump, and pusht his fingers up thru 
his hair, wich made it stan out, and said ha, ha, and ganasht his 
teeths! Then the dockter he backt of, and shaked his hed, and said 
take a black draf. 

A man wich had all ways live were it is worm whether, he come to 
England to see a frend, and his frend shode him a pair of skates, and 
he ast, the man did, wot they wos for, and wen he was tole they was 
for the fee's, in the winter, he said he shude think they wude be cold. 
Then his frend said not if you went real fas, and the man said how 
cude any boddy walek fas with them sharp things on their feets, he 
wude like to no, and wen he was tole it was easy on ice he said this is 
|acarryin a jokea little to far, do you think I’me a fool, you mite 
| walek a little with emin gravvie, were they wudent slip, but on ice is 
| jus were yude brake your neck in a minnit, you got to a polly gise. 
|” So thats ol I kano ‘a bout skatin, but wen it comesto makin a sno 
man I'me gude at that bisness, I can tel you, but no nose on him, cos 
it wudent stick. That one me and Billy made yesterdy my mother 
she come to see it, and she said were was its nose, and Billy said O, 
wen he comes out he leaves it to home, cos it wude git cole and pain 
him, but wen ever he wants to blo it Johnny he goseand fetches it. 
Then my mother she only said wy, William! Thats a bout ol 
wimmins can say wen they is flored. My mother is offle nice wen 
you come to no her, but Mary the house made has got a lame toe. 

Las nite wen Uncle Ned come home it was dark, and I was hid 
under a bush to see if he wude be a frade of the sno man, wich he 
hadden saw, for it was rite by the wok were he wude have to pas, and 
wen he come in the gate he was a wisslin some thing from Don Jo 
Vanny, but wen he see the sno man he stude stil and forgot wot was 
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thetune. Then he luked a long wile, and then he went up cloce and 
said bless my so'e, I thot it was a sno man, buat its a gost, some body 
has tuke ‘the sno man a way, and this offething isa standin rightan 
the same place, its jes like the one I see in Injy once wich et little boys, 
wot fritefle eyes! Then Uncle Ned he turnd and woked out agin 
thru ‘the gate, he was so scared, and I was lef all a lone, and wea I 
lookt at the sno man it didden seem like the same, and I thot it 
moved, and I hollered like every thing, cos I was friten most'to deth, 
and ol'the fokes come out of the house to see wot was up. Wen we 
was ol in dores, and Uncle Ned too, he begun to laf at me. but wen I 
tole em how he had run a way his own self he shet up mity quick I 
can tel you. 

And now Tle tel you a litle story. One day wen Mister Gipple-was 
to our house, wich has travled in Affrica, he was a tellin me a bout the 
ostriches, and how offlebig they was. My mother she come in the room, 
.and she thot he said oysters, so she said was they as delicate flavour as 
the natifs, meanin the natif oysters. ‘Then Mr. Gipple he got red in the 
face, like a beet root, and he said 1 am astonish, Madem at your 
‘question, I have often et ostriches im Affrica, and its true | was onee 
compel by hunger to eat two or three of the natifs. but [ cant imagin 
who tole you, nor wy you mention it. And then Mister Gipple tuke 
‘his hat and went away, offle angry, but my mother she said let him go 
if he et niggers, the notty notty man ! 





A MERRY TIME, MY MASTERS. 

’Twas glad new year time, and the wérld-spun merrily. "Twas 
merry in hall and beards wagged all; only when the aspirates went 
wrong confusion followed as a matter of course. Even the birds 
seemed to know the happy birth of a new year had teken place, and 
chirped melodiously nor gave a thought to themmorrow. The brokers’ 
men were alive with exeitement, for they kmew that this was the 
merry period at which themaa shakes off his hibernation and goes into 
speedy possession. And as hig errand is one of peace and merey may 
aguerry blessings be wpon his*venerable brow. 

As I have said, “twas the time of the feast of St. January, and the 
snow covered the earth like waito a carpet. Themerry farmerwhistled 
for want of drink as he logieéd at the stone bottles «9 fulliat merry 
Christmas time, and whistlédagain for want of fhought as to'the way 
of replenishing them. ‘Thepeliceman chattered merrily ‘te all the 
servant maids on his he@t, end divided the eold mutton afterwards 
with his inspector. The merry bhouséhold@er got worn toa thread- 
paper giving Christmas boxes:and peying 3 Christmas bills, and 
then had a crowd brought round his house by an ld beast of 1a jovial 


cornet player, who had made nightmerrily hideous outside hhis:deor 


for three weeks before merry Obvistmes. ““‘ He's amean old ‘unks,” 
said the merry corneteer, “ honly to give-a féHer a shillin dor keepin 
im merry all night long.” And ‘the merry listeners, who had never 
given a halfpenny away to anvone in their lives, echoed the senti- 
ment, and merrily called out, “‘ Mean old hunks!” 

At the merry police-stations everything was glad, and the charge- 
book was full to overflowing. The merry stretcher men were hard at 
it, and two of the merry occupants of the cells had just died of serum 
on the brain and feel nothing in the stomach. Tne undertaker and 
his merry men were rarely busy, and the merry sound of their ham- 
mers gladdened the souls of passers-by. The roadside tavern-keeper 
merrily watered his liquors, for he knew the undertaker with whom 
he was in a kind of merry Jeague would insist on the mourners stop- 
ping to partake. The toll-takers on the bridges were happy, for they 
knew the merry suicides would swell their takings rarely. And alto- 
gether it was, as I have said, a right Merry Time, my Masters. 


IN AND OUT. 


Youna love, like a cricketer, “‘ goes in”’ to win 
With a courage that knows not a doubt ; 

Dut, alas! like a batsman, no sooner he’s in 
Than as often his fate puts him out! 


Dislocated Metaphor. 


A PARAGRAPH which is going the round of the papers informs us 
that at a Manchester theatre Mr. Aynsley Cook recently “ added fuel 
to the storm” by repeating some personal lines. ‘The reporter is pro- 
bably the same individual who heaped coals of water upon his friend, 
and pulled the beam out of his brother's character when he was on the 
lowest rung of the social circle. Shakespeare talks seriously about 
taking arms against asea of troubles, but then Shakespeare was a genius, 
and a reporter is generally a —— But, there, personality is the thief 


of time. 


Cross Qursrions.—Reprieves. 


FUN. 17 


OLD DOBBIN. 
A Common Sort or Srory. Tormp ao « Common Sort or War. 
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Otp Doxssin was a dustman’s horse, he held mo higher state ; 
He worked from early in the morn untii the night was late. 
He once fultilled a higher rank, 
But steadily he downward sank,— 
Until at last a garbage-cart he drew;—such was/his fate. 


Old Dobbin had, as I’ve just said, seen many better 

Been sleek and fat, and fairly groomed, and full of ways; 
For horses, like their master, man, 
Pursue a dreadful, awkward pl 


| Of feeling, when they’re too well fed, above the common gaze. 


But Dobbin had, with failings few, good qualities enough 
‘Wosmake his master fond of him—his master said, “ Ob, stuff! 


The horse is getting old and weak, 
1’11 sell him while he still is sleek.” 


This master was a selfish man—a-worldly kind of muff. 


Muff's not-exactly what I mean, and yet the-word will do; 
For he was mean to sell the herse 


; yes, Mean and paliry too. 
He'd had the service, had the strength, 
Of Dobbin's best, and now at length 

To rid himself of feebleness was all he had in view. 


So Dobbin’s off to market sent, and sells for pounds a score; 

In three months’ time he’s sold again, and fetches then but four. 
In that three months he d been o’er-tasked— 
He'd done whatever he’d been ask d; 

And now he fills the dustman’s shafts,—* he isn't worth no more.”’ 


And Dobbin goes from bad to worse, and down the hill of life 


| Gets low and lower by degrees, until the fitful strife 
| 


And wish to live a little, still, 
And once again obtain goodwill 
Is o'er; and if he only knew, he'd wish for knacker's knife. 


And hunger comes on hunger fast, and hard work comes on hard; 
The dustmen “ take it out ’’ in drink, but Dobbin is debarred 
From helping them in time of sport, 
Though oft it makes his food run short ;— 
And so, he drops and dies one day within the dustman’s yard. 


He died of sheer starvation —but all this you'll say is * rut.” 
It may be so on quality, in feeling sure it’s not. 

Dumb animals deserve our care, 

And though the selfish man may stare, 
I think good service past and gone should never be forgot. 


Ex post facto. 


ApmIRAL Rovs, Mr. Plimsoll, Lord Tomnoddy, and other celebrities, 
seem to all have known that the ‘La Plata” was sure to founder — 
after the news of the calamity arrived. Such ability is very striking. 
It might almost be struck—on a medal we mean, of course. 





fl eee et died 


BE IOPDLF OBS i 1 atte as BOS 


a oe) , 


etn, stm, * P 
Me Mr ee o 3 

° ae - i! eh — - a 

~ a oe - 


. ~~ * 
_ > ae ee. 
ae a 


- a Fo 
or 


- 
ne 


rd 


x 
as 
' 
: 


4 * 


: ew 2 ay. 
ade eed ae 
ade SP) Rone maeprecnm Se me - 


~ 


Set eee ee 


Rots a. 
a! ee Be od al at em eee eel 


fakes ¥3 


Sar ve 9a 


i 
ai, 


(oy we Fd 








| 
) 
| 





. 
PITS ee me 


“ 


wy 


y ~ Nee 


me 


Thy 


s 


f 


eT ry ; , 
juregye ceed pete Tt » ed p 
TR 


1 


a ra) 


, =~ rT > 
Y ° LANs Manca i hy 


U 


\ 


, n 
Phat ed RTT e | nee. 





— 


18 
Nr eee 
7 
stil a si ha 
i, wt ) 
pe? eee. die 
hey, 


pee 
Tey Tt 


; - i 
’ 
\\ ‘ 
Fadi 111, te pam TY 
=a 


\ ire 
No 


[January 9, 1875. 


Ml i 


rh! 


LT eh ee ih 

le ae t Tn Tt ene 
a reg ee Oe ee 
ft i Wt sil DUS if a Wil a Wale a) 
a ea . a Ne 
Ga aI DS 


LA : 


ites AN Ue ; 
Rear a HW 
i ih eg Pl pHs Bath) cD 
i | 


| 3 ‘fe \ ‘ | 
' '; \ - \ 7 wh | i{\1" hy f ' a 
Ne " mi MTL aT i Hee 
at < w £ 73 iz ~ \\ | yor ' " Na . ! Au) 
(ut > g ee . nt " rar HN Ai AL 
a 7 ' ' } ' aT La 
NS = — | ' oh i 
i ’ te 
—— l fh 


ae 


SS 
— sz = —- > 


+ 


ti 


its cyan N * : 


a, 
a 
A 
\ + 
eS) 


yy i 


™~ 





A SECOND-HAND SCHOLAR. 


r Little Girl (to old lady) :—“ Ou, Mrs. SMITHERS, WHAT D’YE THINK THAT I KNow? I KNOW YOU'RE COMING To THE BoaRD ScHooL. 
HEY RE SURE TO MAKE YOU, FOR I HEARD MOTHER SAY YOW WERE IN YOUR SECOND CHILDHOOD.” 


TO THE NEW YEAR... 


Ou, New Year, whose accents are chilly 
And baby limbs rigid with cold, 
If you d humour a whim that is silly, 
Let us see what you have to unfold. 
Will you give us a hint of the glories 
That your hand on our Arms will bestow ? 
Do you favour the Whigs or the Tories ? 
Weare really most anxious to know. 


Will our ships go to sea overladen ? 
Will our soldiers be properly paid ? 
Will the playhouse be fit for the maiden, 
Ora mart for the dissolute jade ? 
Will disease bred of dirt decimate us ? 
Will the High Churchman slander the Low ? 
Does a panic or famine await us? 
We are really most anxious to know. 


Will the Stock Exchange brokers and jobbers 
In the straight path of rectitude stay >— 

Or will they be rascally robbers, 
And on widows and clergymen prey ? 

Will the Queen stop in town for the season ? 
Will Shakespeare continue a “ go'’? 

Will the School Board be gifted with reason ? 
We are really most anxious to know. 





Will the Press be as venal as ever ? 
Will our Statesman pen twopenny tracts ? 
Will the duffers be puffed up asclever? 
Will the Bench be bewildered by “* Acts’’? 
Oh, Year, do you bring for us money 
Enough to pay all that we owe? 
Are you big with ideas that are funny ? 
We are really most anxious to know. 








A Fruitful Subject. 

A MAN named Cherry has just been sentenced to twenty years’ penal 
servitude for only attempting to poison his wife. This is the result of 
making two bites at a cherry, and should be a warning to all others 
pondering over the fruits of matrimony. 


‘¢Qne Trial Sufficient.” 


A newsPaPER reporter thinks it worthy of special remark that a 
man who fell more than a hundred feet ‘died almost immediately.” 
Let the reporter try the fall and we'll exhibit the surprise. And give 
him his thick head in. 





Geometrical. 


Tue Lord Chamberlain’s recent circular is intended to keep the 
| Theatres square. It has a good many straight lines in it. 
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‘*O, it is excellent H 
To have a Giant’s strength ; but it is tyrannous . 
To use it like a Giant.” t 
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(With due apologies to those whom it may concern.) 


THE MAN WHO WAS SHAKESPEARE. 


| 


ee 





Late in the sixteenth century a philanthropical phrenologist | 
wandered about the back-slums of Stratford-on-Avon in search of | 
some one to make a poet of. Suddenly his eye was attracted by a | 
person with a very large collar, sitting at a window. “There's a | 
head,”’ soliloquized the old gentleman; ‘I might almost make a poet | 
of that fellow! What's your name ?”’ 

‘“‘ Shakespeare, ifackins.”’ 

So the philanthropis‘, seeing he was hungry, took him home, and | 
they crushed a flagon. ‘‘ Now, William, how would you like to bea | 

play-writer, you know?” asked the benefactor. ‘* Marry — indifferent | 
well! Though, look you, I have a plentiful lack of wit, together—(he | 
| added, thinking of the scantiness of his larder at home)—together 
| with most weak hams.” So he went home to try his hand at play- | 
| writing, and returned in about half an hour with™his first humble | 
attempt: ‘*The Long-winded Ghost; or, Like Father, Like Son.” 
T'was a knavish piece of work, he explained, and treated of a certain | 
Prince of Denmark, who feigned lunacy to ’scape an action for breach 
of promise. 

‘J don't think much of this,’’ said the old gentleman, disappointedly, 
when he had read it. ‘I think some of it is rather -rather—broad, | 
you know; and then the here is an unmannerly young cub, with no 


respect for ladies or old gentlemen. I don’t think the murder of a 
king is a nice subject. Try again.”’ 

So William went sadly home, and triedagain. His next attempt was 
called, ‘‘ A Month in the Highlands; or, the Three Comical Spinsters 


and the Magic Cauldron.” ‘“ Why, this is about murdering a king | 
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_and it was a// about murdered kings. 
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too,” said his patrom “Tis a murdor, ftom begimning to end; and 
the hero’s a idiot |” 


The good old gentleman was really gri He took William out 
for a holiday and showed him the a ak Garam, olis to try and 


| distract his mind from its morbid brooding on regicide ; and Shakes- 


peare went home im a calmer state of mind, and tried again, firmly 
determined to murderno more kings. He ec in a short time 
witha new effort: “Brutus; or, the Roman i” 

“ Why this ig about the murd——™ said the old gentleman. 
“Mass! of a verity, "tis bat'an emperor this time,” pleaded William ; 
and went home again, uttérly cast down. Some time after Ann 
Hathaway found him man attitude of despair, quite insane. 

‘‘T ean’t keep the head of Charles I. out,’ he murmured. ‘ Oh, what 
a rogue and peasant slave am I ; backed like a weazel for all the daws 
to peck at!’’ Then he began to scribble out some new attempt at a 
play. He called it “ Richard the Ruffian; or, the Blighted Babies,”’ 
It was hopeless; he would 
never be a play-writer, and the good old gentleman gave it up. Poor 
William lingered on and wrote several more plays,—and those which 


| were not about the murder of a king were about the assassination of 


an emperor ! 





Wilful Waste. 

A youne gentleman of the Black-country has recently been sen- 
tenced to four months’ hard labour, “ for throwing half a brick at hie 
father and cutting him severely.” It is well that recreant youth 
should be thus punished for altering the customs of the country. 
This “ stern parient,” we will wager, never wasted half a brick on any 
member of his family. Such luxuries were always reserved for 
strangers. We cannot have the institutions of our nation outraged 
with impunity. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 406. 


A SENNIGHT since, and through the crisp night air 
Rang up against my frozen window-pane 
A song that gave me hope and rest from care, 
With the blithe measure of its glad refrain. 
Now only mournful music greets my ear, 
Sounding upon my heartstrings chords of woe. 
I know no space is left for hope or fear, 
And strike my colours to a mighty foe. 


1.They say, who know best, I’m of Turkish extrac- 
And lef my own home for the dear “ Land of 
Wiens, atte I’d suffered much dreadful detrac- 
I eine to town, where I’m held “no great 
shakes.”’ 


SS 


EEE, 
SPL il 
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2. Then he kissed her cheek 80 rosy, 
On her finger placed a ring, 
Bade her read and trust the posy— 
Bade her watch for him in spring. 


3. I wrote a play : ’twas good as I could make it. 
But all in vain—no manager would take it. 
J lent it to a friend !—The other day 
The piece came out. But, very strange to say, 
Somehow my friend was author of my play. 


wee 


. We gazed far out to sea with straining eyes, 
And prayed the ship might battle thro’ the waves; 
But down she sank! Then came the drowning cries 
Of those who there had found their watery 
graves. 


5. I asked her if she liked the Major ? 
She answered, *‘ Not a bit’”’! 
That she’s in love with him I’d wager— 
‘he story-telling chit! 


= Saree oe Sotvtion or Acrostic, No. 404.—Holly Berry: 
¢6 ” Hubbub, Ogle, Lover, Larder, Yesterday. Correct : 
CIVIS ROMANUS. Alee White, E. J. C., Cliff, Pip, Northwich, D. E. H., 


Inebriate Patriot (just being run in) :—‘* ZuisH HOW Y’TREAT FREE BORN Gyp, Pipekop, Mab, Hammersmith, Leamington, F. 
Briton? D'you xnow, Suivish RomanusH Suvum ?” Tommy, Ruby's Ghost, Chic, James, P. Meeow, Dyk, M. 


ay ° Y ° 
Bobby :—“ No, AND DON’T WANT TER, IF ’E’8 ANYTHING LIKE you. But Lanterns, C. C. and agg Brice, G. Partridges, 
I'LL FIND IM FOR A SHILLIN’.” Bob and Minnie, H. an ., Rodrigo. 


‘tions of a War-office clerk, as to Tom Hood’s not being a humourist, 

: PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. ; 9 | is simply an insult to the memory of a man who for more than eight 

Shorthand Simplified is the title of a brochure which professes t | years edited this paper with an ability his successor will be satisfied to 
teach “abbreviated longhand.” We have never hitherto been able to emulate. The value of the writer’s own opinion may best be gauged 
understand where abbreviated longhand ends and shorthand begins, | by a glance at the writer's own work. Tom Hood was worthy 
and our views are in no way cleared by the present phamphlet or the | the analysis of a far larger mind than that brought to bear on him, 
specimen of work which accompanies it. and both his early and his intimate friends must admit that it would 
Irving as Hamlet is an essay devoted to the interests of the | have been better for him to rest in peace than to be placed ina false 


‘‘creation” at the Lyceum. e shall begin to believe, if there is position now he is unable to give rejoinder. Thisis one of the painful 
much more of this sort of stuff to come, that Irving has been quite a | results of little men rushing in for the purpose of showing they held 
benefactor to Mr. Shakespeare. some sort of acquaintance with big ones. 


A New Method of Signalling on Railways contains both sound and| 4 Jetter to the editor from Archbishop Manning is one of the chief 
seasonable advice. 2 s : features in Macmillan’s. It is a sign of these troublous religious 
The Garden Oracle, by Shirley Hibberd, and the Gardeners’ Year- times, and will be read with a great deal of interest, as will the con- 
Book, by Robert Hogg, are both full of attractions for all lovers of | tinuation of the article which called it forth. “The New Hamlet and 
flowers, and interesting to even those who think Covent Garden the | his Critics’’ is calm and temperate, and should put to the blush some 
real garden of England, and cauliflowers the only flowers necessary to | of the enthusiasts who know no course between downright wholesale 
existence. al condemnation and sickening servile praise. In neither case do these 
Solvent Life Ofices professes to tell “ what becomes of ten millions a | people ever attain to what criticism should be; and so, if the magazine 
year.” The amount is 80 trifling to a well-paid critic that we at all | writer had said “admirers,” and not “ critics,” he would have been 





events can afford to dispense with the information. nearer the mark, and quite in keeping with his own expressed opinions. 
Temple Bar possesses a good contents list, and opens the year well. 
Macazings For JANvARY. An article on Bulwer and Dickens is worth reading, though the 


Two serial stories are commenced in the Gentleman's. The first, from | opinions given in it are not altogether sound; and a review of the 
the pen of Mr. Justin M’Carthy, promises to be both healthy and | Greville Memoirs handles that rather astonishing book somewhat 
interesting; the second is hardly so good. Mr. Forbes contributes | satisfactorily. , 
an account of the present appearance of Lucknow, which is very | The Argosy commences the year with two new serial stories, one of 
interesting, and is sure to be well read. The rest of the magazine is | which is a rearranged reprint, Johnny Ludlow contributes a readable 
varied, there being among other things a slight sketch of the late | paper, and there is some verse of the usual magazine order. 

Editor of Fun and his early friends. Rather too much of the latter| The chief feature of the Brighton Magazine is a poem on the Transit 
we fancy. It can hardly interest the public to know who did or did | of Venus by Dr. W. C. Bennett. ; 

not sup gratuitously with Mr. and Mrs. Tom Hood at Brompton;| Little Folks has entered ona new and enlarged series. It is evi- 
neither will the people who have traced Tom Hood's career care to | dently endeavouring to keep pace with its readers, who are gradually 
learn what was served. The opinion quoted, among other glorifica- | becoming large folks. 











| 
t 
4 
i 
§ 














JANUARY 9, 1875.] 





MR. JERRIWADE’S CHRISTMAS PARTY. 


Mar. Jerrtwape had hated his relations for years. He was a house- 
holder, he paid rates and taxes, and was on speaking terms with several 
vestrymen. A man of such high social position as this was privileged 
to be eccentric. Mr. Jerriwade’s pet eccentricity was his intense 
hatred of every living being consanguineeusly connected with him. 

On the 1st of December he conceived a plan for wrea‘ing his ven- 
geance upon them all at one fellswoop. He i-sued invitations for a 
Christmas dinner party ; and at two o'clock on the 25th of December 
every member of the Jerriwade family was seated at his table — and in 
his: power. mt 

It. wasa bitterly cold day, but there was no fire in the dining room ; 
the turkey was tough, the plates were cold, and the pudding was a 
miserable failure. ‘The faces.of the guests were blue, and their fingers 
numb; but.the heart of Jerriwade beat high with joy, for he saw that 
everyone was unutterably wretched. ce 

‘<A merry Christmas toeall!’*he shouted, jovially, ashe wet his lips 
with the flat beer, whieh wasthe only liquid upon the table. “A 
merry Christmas to yeu, In five minutes you will all be corpses!” 

“What!” shrieked the guests, as, pale with terror, they leapt to 
them feet. ' 

“I have poisoned the turkey. If you’ve got anything to say,” 
yelled the smiling hess, “ yeu'd better make haste about it.” 

“Let us out, you villain!’ shouted the males. 

‘* Send for the police!” shrteked the females. 

“T die net unavenged,’’ groaned an elderly gentleman, as he hurled 
a dishcover at the head of his destroyer. 

But Jerriwade was too quick for him, and had him by the throat in 


second. 
“Don’t be fools! It’s eply my nonsense. Come and sit down 
again, and we'll have a pumeh-bow] to warm us.”’ 

The guests were appeased ina moment. ‘They laughed the little 
incident offas a joke, and draak heartily of the welcome beverage. 
They drank so heartily that, ome by one, they became thick in their 
speech, and unsteady im theiemovements. As each relation succumbed 
to the effects of the potem’ spirit, Jerriwade led him gently from the 
room, took him down the atreet to. the Police-station, and, handing in 
his full name and address, charged him with being drunk and incapabk. 
The ladies found their sex no protection against his fiendish malice, 
and long ere midnight chimed, the whole of the Jerriwade family 
were in durance vile, 

As the cell door closed upon the last victim, the destroyer of their 
respectability rush-d home and gloated over his desolate hearth. 
He trolied merry Christmas catches, and whistled staves of popular 
melody. He thought of the morrow, the magistrate, and the five- 
shilling fines, and he positively howled with delight. But his mirth 
was short-lived. Suddenly from the centre of the hearth there rose 
a stout old gentleman, with a red face, a white beard, and a head- 
covering of holly. He advanced to the terrified Jerriwade, and thus 




























a 


addressed him :—‘* You have quarrelled with all your relations upon 

Christmas Day; you have insulted them, and treated them right With—say two-thirds, of the requisite words ; 

scurvily. So tar you have not offended me. it is the correct thing And see how he writesa play! / 
on Christmas Day for relations to quarrel and fizht. But there is oae a 
crime you have committed, which I, the Spirit of Christmas never Then an author we. find | 
pardon—you have thoroughly enjoyed yourself. For this you must come Of a livelier kiad, 24% 
with me, and be cast into a, place where there are two Christmas Days The goal of whose noblest aima Si 
in the year.’ As the fatal words fell from the lips of the apparition, Is to write long strings ae 
the perspiration oozed from Jerriwade’s every pore, and he uttered a Of incongruous things <F 
yell ofagony. But the Spirit seized him by the arm, and drew. him And give them eccentric named 28. ae 
roughly up the chimney into the Land of Shadow+, Then, as his And the thing that, hell write if 
shoulders scraped against the narrowest part of the flue, he woke, and Isn’t tragic—nor light— rs 
found it was all a terrible dream. It was Coristmas morning, and Nor funny—nor yet grotesque,; Ss 
he was lying on his back in bed. And hasn't the ring» 5 


* * * * * * 
The relations who had been invited duly arrived, and quarrelled 


and insulted each other. Jerriwade was as offensive to them all as he And we shudder, appalled, a 

could possibly be, but he took care to be thoroughly miserable himself. When this author's called ; 4" 

He was afraid to gloat over the general discomfort of everybody for And look, with abated breath, a 

fear his vision should be realised. And quite right,too. Who that For the eye that 8, Fi 

hath his sober senses would risk transportation to a place where there For the smile that scares ie 
are two Christmas Days in a year! And never departs till death! ‘i 

SSS So drink to this English matist— , 

We'll pledge him a eup; = 

A Sad Surprise. And if he should say, “I've written play,”’ ; 

We'll tell him to tear it up. 


_ In one of those extraordinarily long paragraphs which seem to get 
into Zhe Times “‘ of themselves,’ we are told of a deceased man who 
“‘remains at the hospital in an almost hopeless condition.’’ As the 
injured person wasn’t dead at the time he was deceased, the writer had 


SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS. 


ie 
FA 


- 
= 
= 
— 
= 
= 
——— 
€ 
2 
pe 
eA 
as 
— 





IL.—THE. DRAMATIST OB ENGLAND. 


Tux, Dramatist as ~ 
How. patient 
The chaff we salen canaaitine the plays 
He “ borrows.’ from, distant lands ! 
When we say, at a glance, 
His plots to France 
It’s easy enough to trace, 
It may be low 
To rally him so— 
But it certainly ¢s the case! 
So when they’ve got 
An original plot 
In France's principak towa, 
They'd better beware 
Of the stranger fair, 
For he runs and he writes it down! 


So drink to the English Dramatist, 


And give him a plot to-day, 


Of the kind of thing 
That used to be styled * Burlegque.’’ 





Volunteer Intelligence. 
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We were not aware that corporal punishment was resorted to in our 
‘“‘reserved forces.” Yet the commanding officer of the Margate Artil- 
lery Volunteers recently reminded his meméhat the corps had been 
greatly benefited by Corporal Pain. 


some grounds for imagining it worthy of note that he remained in the 
hospital. Perhaps, though, the fact that he himself was away froma 
hospital for incurables:of a different kind should have prepared this 
‘journalist ” for anything. But then, one surprise makes many. 
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“THE CHILD IS FATHER TO THE MAN.” 


Rector’s Daughter :—“ Now, Tommy SMITH, TELL ME HOW IT WAS JOHN, SURNAMED LACKLAND, SIGNED Macna Cuarta?”’ 


Johnny Brown (after a pause) :—“I xnow.” R. D. :—“ Wet, JoHNNY, HOW WAS IT 
Johnny :—“ Pieasz, Miss, THEY; TOOK HIM TO RunNy—Run—Rvunnymin, Miss, AND SO HE SIGNED AT ONCE. 


{{PLEECEMAN, Miss.”’ MEOTE Aa 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

Blue Beard, which was so unequivocal a success at the Charing Cross 
Theatre, has been removed to the Globe, where, with some slight | 
alterations in the cast, and the addition of some choruses and tableaux 
vivants it still runs merrily. Not so merrily, however, as it did at the 
smaller house, as the alterations have certainly not been improve- 
ments, and there is a singular lack of reason for the tableaux. Still 
there is enough of the old leaven left to make the performance both 
pleasant and piquant, and we are glad to find so many and such | 
thorough artists still left together. They must find themselves rather | 
hampered by some of their new companions, but all the more merit to | 
them for coming through all right under more than ordinarily difficult | 
circumstances. A burlesque harlequinade is a decided novelty, and | 
we cordially recommend our readers to take an opportunity of seeing | 
it. If we are informed correctly, Mr. Fairlie is to lose his licence. | 
We have no wish to stand forth in ultra-chivalrous or even mildly- 
quixotic championship, but are strongly of opinion that, now the re- 
action has well set in, the ex-manager of the sinful St. James's is 
suffering not for his own sins only but for those of others —is, in fact, | 
playing the well-known character of scape-goat. | 

At the Charing Cross, since the departure of the Lydia Thompsom 
troupe, Aladdin, re-written once again, has been the attraction. It is | 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


HOCOLAI 
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My FATHER’S A 





| well worth seeing, Miss Carrie Nelson and Mr. Irish being particularly 


good. 
The Moore and Burgess Minstrels have been in marvellous ‘ form ”’ 


—even for them—recently. Those who wish to see the great St. 
James’s Hall packed to its utmost limits should go there during 
Christmas week. They may go to scoff, but they will remain to pay, 
for both programme and performance are alike unexceptionable. 

With regard to the pantomimes, we need only say to those who like 
them, go and judge for yourselves. So far as we can discover, they all 
contain the wittiest openings, are all the best mounted, and every one 
is provided with the absolute best set of harlequinade performers the 
theatrical world has as yet produced. 








On Duty. 
ENGLAND expects that every man will do his duty. And England 
expects that every man will pay his duty, if he keeps a carriage or a 
man-servant. 








Now Ready, the Twenty-seventh Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 
The TWENTIETH VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 


Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 


MENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 














Prated by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—Lendon, Jan. 9, 1875. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 407. 


Tues were the painted idols of my youth 
At whom I gazed with wond'ring ardent vision. aN 
She seemed to me all beauty, love, and truth, 
And him I envied, spite of harsh derision. 
She was my goddess, he my hero—but 
(Some fatal “ but ” aye cuts one’s fancy shorter) 
I know them now; and she’s a vicious slut, 
While he dispenses pots of vulgar porter. 


1. Let us glory assign 
To the fruit of the vine, 


That the slopes of the sweet sunny Languedoc raise: i) ts 


It may not be bright, I Nr 
Gay, beady, or light, Wal) 
But its lusciousness merits a verse in its praise. { i Rs 


2. The sinewy smith his hammer plies 
On the sullen block below ; 

The sparks dance out like fiery flies 
To the music of each blow. 


3. Old Redhead, of Brown, Redhead, Black, White, and 


Co., 

Had, by trading in tea, 

Made a fortune, but he 
(The greedy old boy!) tried a new spec, and lo! 
His luck and the crop were as bad as could be. 

So the whole coloured crew 

In the spec that was new, 
After contact with me, had a look that was blue. 


4. Ah, for the days when you and I would glide, 
With lazy oar adown the peaceful tide ; 
But now no silvery stream e’er glads my sight, 
We see but stucco'd houses left and right. 


5.“ Oh, dearest Charlie, you’ve gone wrong, I fear; 
You've got into a frightful pother!” 
He opened wide his mouth from ear to ear, 
And said, ‘‘ I’m sleepy—pray don’t bother.” 


SotuTion oF Acrostic, No. 405.—Evergreen, Mistletoe : 
Epithalamium, Vashti, Embers, Regret, Ghoul, Riddle, 
Eat, Ergo, Nonsense. Correct: Pipekop, Pipekop’s 
Pupils, Three Coritanians, Faithful Tommy, Tommy 
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PLEASANT ! 


Riding Master (to Jack Light, who has fallen from his horse) :—‘* WHO THE 


Wattle. DEVIL TOLD YOU TO DISMOUNT, SIR, BH?” 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 








should pay a visit to the Agricultural Hall, where they will be able to 
revel in a revival of Bartlemy and Greenwich, to set at defiance 


Tue Winter Exhibition at Burlington House is of course a very | recent legislation, and as a matter of course to enjoy themselves 


great success, people seeming anxious to enjoy the proud privilege of | thoroughly. 


paying their shillings under the auspices of the Academy. The loan 
collection is very good, and though now and again some almost more 
than doubtful picture is met with, this defect is more than counter- 
balanced by the exceptional ability shown by our own and other 
masters whose works are verified. It is only on such occasions as the 
present that a collection of world-famous works of art may be viewed ; 
and though there is no particular reason why the exhibition should 
not be as free as the loans are, it is better to pay a shilling and see the 
treasures than to wait for an improved state of affairs—which might 
by-the-way lead to anything but improved state or quality in the 
pawn, And which, under any circumstances, is not likely to come 
in our time. 


The Winter Exhibition of “The Old” Water Colour Society is 
quite above the average, the collection being most interesting. The 
President, Sir John Gilbert, the veteran Duncan, Dodgson, Birket 
Foster, and Carl Haag, all exhibit specimens of work which must 
command the attention of every visitor to the gallery. Of the 
younger men’s productions we must first mention Fred. Walker’s 
exquisite little picture of ‘‘The Rainbow,” and next come Pinwell's 
two Algerine drawings. North’s landscapes are also very fine. To 
mention names specially is very invidious where all have done so well, 
and we regret that want of space compels us to confine our notice to 
what it is—a simple recommendation to all of artistic tendencies to see 
and judge for themselves. 

Mrs. Howard Paul reopened the Westbourne Hall recently with 
every prospect of success. Her entertainment seems likely to be as 
popular as ever, and amongits many other pleasing features we may 
mention the never-failing imitation of Sims Reeves, a qualification 
which gives it a decided advantage over an expected appearance of 
the great tenor himself. 

Those who still retain their love for and enjoyment of the old- 





A LITERARY GHOUL. 


Sxorr’s donea memoir of the poet Brown ;— 

Short knew him once, and cries it through the town. 
He often supped with Brown in days gone by, 

And now Brown’s dead can see no reason why 

He should not still, though in a diffrent sense, 
Himself and friends puff up, at Brown’s expense. 


An Illogical Deduction. 


A Norru-country Nupkins, in passing sentence on a man con- 
victed of cruelly assaulting and kicking his wife, said that, as she 
was a good kind little woman, the bench would only fine him half-a- 
crown, and give him ten days to pay itin. The intimate connection 
between half a crown and half a brain may have had some 
weight with the members of this more than usually wooden bench, 
though it is almost too great a compliment to them to suppose they 
had even this small reason for their decision. 


‘Old and Dry.” 

Tux inhabitants of a small place called Sturry,in Kent, are dread- 
fully annoyed because a daily paper refers to it, in one of its nightly 
telegrams from all round the world, as ears This was only a joke 
of the editor’s, “‘Sherry’’ having been for a long time known to ’ 
as well as to others, as an old port. And “ port it is.” 


Hints to Housekeepers. 
Kezep all broilsin the kitchen, and remember elbow grease is the 


fashioned fair, now so nearly improved off the face of the earth, | best “ kitchen stuff.” 


VOI... XXI. 
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THE SPAIN OF TO-DAY. 


Comer let us be happy, come let us be gay, 
There's a change taken place in the Spaim of to-day. 
No longer War's rumours, no more War's alarms, 
Will frighten the peaceful ;—the co disarms. 
Disarms is the word, and no other do, 
For war is a thing that all Spain must taboo, 
Each Spaniard forgives his erst bitterest foe. 
For the love of the Jattermost king, Aillifonso, 


. The King has a game of the hardest to > 
bi And we trust he'll sueceed with the: of to-day. 
If he’s not to be bullied, and stands his.ground well, 
bd He'll not have much trouble insurgerts to quell. 
Let's hope he’s the man, and that Spaniards will see 
That they’d best rest in peace—that’s if happy they'd be. 
Yet still there’s a chance, they so wearisome grow, 
f They'll soon want a thing fresher than King Alfonso. 


emapeee- (ae 


plate. 


than thepe-was twenty years ago. 


main 


active ingredient iu ra’sing the pauper averages. 


the“ slaveys 


encamp ie the rooms where once 
cross-examined by the 


of their husbands well know. | 
emigration is what we have to thank for our present condition. 


those who wou!d be benefited by removal remain. 





' from troubling and lady patronesses will be at rest. 


PARIS INVADED. 


Bexotp the Lord Mayor in Paris resplendent, 

Regardless of outlay, of taste independent ! 

His gorgeous retainers hob-nobbing and chopping— 
Their smiles and their H’s benignantly dropping— 

With Marshals and Prefects, who homage all tender, 
While Ollendorf spells out the terms of surrender. 

“ The shirt of my father '’ —‘‘ the cloak of my mother” — 
“ The socks of my sister ’’—‘‘ the boots of my brother”’— 
Were certainly never so lib’rally drawn on, 

Although their full relevance doesn’t quite dawn on 

The poor entertainers; who think every minute 

A garment is mentioned the deuce and all's in it! 

Three cheers for his lordship! Three more for his henchmen! 
They've baffled, confounded, and beaten the Frenchmen ! 
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Darwinian. 


oe gry 


| Dvrine the recent slippery weather in Paris, belated travellers had 
¥ to crawl home on all fours. One touch of nature revived in them the 


habits of their forefathers. 


Jehu-ridical. 


“Canmen’s shelters’? are deserving of support—if only because 
they will remove every excuse for ‘“‘ Cabby’s”’ sheltering himself under 


strong language. 





—— —- -- 
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Ir may at first sight sccm a very small matter to make any stir 
about: but those whe kawe any experience will admit that the dearth 
of domestic servants is fast }ccoming almost too dreadful to contem- 
We de not refer to the pampered menial@of the rich, or wish to 
infer that the inhabitants of Belgmave-squaréand kindred legalities are 
likely to revel in themmwonted exercise of coal-carrying and’ boot-black- 
ing, neither do we believe that there is any less poverty in the country 

There i¢ im all probability more, 
for the unwillingness now shown in the circles which once 
ranting’ the servant-of-all-work to do so any longer is an 

It is almost a 
cruel sarcasm: now-a-days for the preprictors of daily papers to offer 
anecial facilities and lewer rates to.servants advertising in search of 
pecets because, im rare instances, there igno necessity whatever 
scrvants-to all. Theregistry offices are, a¢arule, shams 


and delusions, for unless people in search of domestics choose to 
in the ” waited, and submit to be 


throw their money into-the streets. It is customary to point to the 
employment of women at trades as the chief cause of this scarcity of 
servants; but this, thongh it may be one of the reasons, can hardly be 
the principal, as women who are employed in factories, or who take 
work out, never have been in any way domesticated, as the majority 
To our thinking, the system of free 
Well 
meaning its promoters and advocates are, no doubt, but they began at 
the wrong end, and their efforts have mainly been on behalf of those 
who were better off here than they ever will be elsewhere, while 
As a consequence 
of this, those of the middle classes who don't care about paying double 
wages and then doing all the work themselves, have to save their 
money and live in hope of a time when emigration boards will cease 








LITTLE JOHNNY ON KINGS. 


Gaffer Peters’ concern for the interests of Local Government in Spainshire. 
The sorrows of a wandering Pretender, and the reward of madness. A 
squint into French futurity. The dreadful fate of the stuffed monarch 
and the more dreadful doom of the stuffing. Daring allegories and ke- 
retical innuendoes, ending in smoke of loyal incense. 





Yesterpy ole Gaffer Peters was to our house agin, and he said to 
my father wy dont you stop a takin in the Daly News, I wudent ave 
sech a paper in my ouse, and my father he said wot is the matter with 
the Daly News? Then Gaffer he said you ot to kanow wot is the 
matter without assin, dont you see this thing, and Gaffer he read 
about Donald Fonso had been made king of Spain, and ole Gaffer he 
said it wassent rite for him to be. Then my father he said wel, Gaffer, 
that’s so, but its in ol the papers, evry one, so how can we hellup our 
selfs? Gaffer he shuke his head, and said he didden kanow wot was 
this world a cumin to, cos the papers was a goin a bout a makin 
fellers king wen we had olreddy got a Queen wich evry boddy was 
satsfide with, and that was a knuf. 

There was a man in Chiny, and his name was Caow, and he new 
hissef to be wiser and gooder than any boddy in his town, so he 
call the peples ol to gather and he said make me yure king. But the 
peples they opend their eyes wide, and they said wot impidents, wy, 
you are just no boddy but ole Mister Chows son, and we have kanew 
you ol yure life! ‘Then Chow he dident say no more, for he see it 
was no use, but he shet hissef up a hole year and drilled for a soldier. 
Then he went to a big town were he wasent knew at all, and he said 
to the fokes make me yure king and Ile pertect youfrom them fellers 
in that other town wich I see. But they said we dont won to be per- 
tected, cos its a little town and we can lick ’em. Then Chow he went 
to the little town, and he said make me yure king and I'll pertect you 
from the fellers in the big town, but they said no, cos them fellers is 
too mean to return a faver, and if you was to pertect us from them 
they wudden pertect us from you. So Chow he went back home and 
shet hissef up agin for a other year to studdy finance, wich is how to 
make money. ‘Then he went to a other town, and he said make me 
yure king and I wil take of ol the tackses, but they said no, cos how 
wude you git yure pay for bein king? So Chow he went back home 
agin, and he hired hissef out to a lawyer to studdy polliticks, and wen 
he had lernt em he went to a other town and he said make me yure 
king, and Ile give you liberty. But the peples they said we have got 
a king, wot is liberty? Then Chow was disgusted and went to a 
other town, and he said make me yure king and [le give you liberty, 
like he said be fore. But the peples there they said we have got 
liberty, wot is a king ? 

Now, so much studdy, and so manny times not gettin wot he wonted, 
made Chow go mad, and he went pokin a bout the country til he 
came to a other town, and it was a rainin, and he set down in a street, 
bare hedded, and rockt hisesef two and fro, and the peples ol come out 
with their umberellies to look at him, and they said wot was he a doin 
there acetchin cold? And then Chow he said [ was a thinkin that 
this wet wether spiles yure nice umberellies, and Ime a goin to have 
it put a stop to. Wen he said so the peples they ol give three cheers, 
and tuke him on their shelders, and said you is just the feller we want 
for aking. So they crownd him, and put a jooeled septer in his 
hand, and my uncle Ned says he rools em with it to this day, xce;t 
wen it rains, and then he uses a iern rod. 

There was a other feller, in France, wich thot he had a rite to be 
king, and some of the peples they thot so too, so they sent a depita- 
tion to him to see if they cude come to a under standin. The man 
he said I never was so hily onward in ol my life, if you make me king 
Ile be the happyest and greatest king in the hole world. Then one of 
em he spoke up and said how nice, but wot wil you do to raake us the 
happyest and greatest peples in the hole world, so we may be werthy 
of sech a king? Then the man he fround black like a thunder clowd, 
and he said my dear friend, you wander from the subject, goa way 
and wait til the time is ripe. But wen the time was ripe the man his 
own self was rotting. 

Once there was a king wich had got tired of kingin, and so he made 
a bag and stufft it full of bran and soddust, and he drest it up like 
hissef, with the crown on, and the skepter into its hand, and set it on 
the gold throne, just like kings ol ways looks, and wen he had done it 
he slipt out of the back dore and lef the country. The kings subjects 
they diddent no wot was up, but they see things was diffrent, and they 
said wot a nice constootionle sovring his Majesty has be come, 
hooray! So they went on, a managin their own buisness, and a 
makin a mes of it, til at last they cudent stand it no longer, and then 
they said wot a crool tirant that you serper has be come, down with 
him! So they broke in to the pallace and tuke the figger and cut of 
its head, and wen they see the bran and the soddust a comin out of its 
neck they said it was mity wel sech adie nasty was putaend to in 
gude time, cos the blood royle had got pizend. But wen the figger had 
been threw in a ditch some of the fokes said it was marterdem, and 
they gethered up the bran and soddust, and a little of it may be see in 
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evenin. 
If I was a king I wadent be like none of them Ive tole you a bout, 


but I wnde jus set onmy throne and eat lollipops and be good, like 
our Queen. Hooray for the Queen, and down with Donald Fonso! 
Cos you jus take my word he aint no good, or he wudent be a #poonin 
on them fellers wich sassedshis mother. Ide like to cetch em a Comin a 
bout me after sech a thing as that, thats ol! I fancy they wade fine 
out wot kine of meat our dog likes! 





SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS. 





{1I.—THE UNPROFESSIONAL MODEL DIFFICULTY. 


A Beavtirvut Painter he wanted to git 

A model, you know, for to come for to sit, 
To put in a thing he was going to do 
With a bibbety babbity bobbity boo. 
‘You know’? (said the painter) “ that all I require 
Is simply a person in dirty attire— 

It isn't a patty in gaudy array, 

Rum tiddety *ddety iddety day.” 

And all of a sadden he happened to see 
The dirtiest man that could possibly be 
A-sauntering gracefally out of a slum, 

Ri fol de rol iddety tiddety tum. 


The affable painter he up and he went 
And wheedled the gentleman into consent 
To come and to sit on the following day, 
With a rumtifol liddity fol de rol lay. 


That painter was having his breakfast in bed; 
His slavey she tapped and she sniggered and said : 
‘‘ There is such a beautiful gentleman come! ” 
With a row de dow dol de rol diddledy dum, 


So down went that painter, and into the ‘hall, 

And there was the model who'd promised ‘to call ; 
But, oh! he had gone and he’d got himself mp, 
With a dippety dappety doppety dup. 

He had a malacca, and diamond rings, 

And, oh, he was clad in the loveliest things! 

‘That painter's distraction was awful to see, 

With ajiggedy wiggedy fiddle de dee. 

He told him distinctly and solemnly, thrice, 

He wanted him shabby, and grubby, and nice 

The model he wondered, and shuffled away, 
Singing teedledy toodledy teedledy tay. 

The painter was silently having his tea, 

The slavey she comes and she “* Deary me ! 
‘There's such a-clean on ‘the mat!’ 
Rum tooral li looral tum tootlety tat. 

The painter went down, and he stamped and he swore 
On seeing the model we've mentioned before ; 

It wasn’t the garments that harrowed him now, 
Hi lul a lul li-ety di-ety dow. 
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His garments were splendidly shabby and mean, 

But he'd gone and he’d washed himself perfectly clean! 
He hadn't been very long out of the tub, 

Rum @ibbety dabbety rub a dub dub. 


That painter he up and he rumpled his shirt, 
And got him and rolled him about in the dirt ; 
And then he went crazy and wandered away, 
Hi tol de rol looral lulli-ety lay. 

The model he says if them picturing men, 

As revels in grubbiness, wants him agen, 
They’ll have to be clever to get him to come! 
Hi jiggedy jaggedy wiggedy wum. 





MORE “SUGGESTIONS.” 

Eprror or Fun.—Sir,—I have never been in a railway train meron 
board a ship; I have, therefore, theadvantage of a jucgment con 
ships amd trains, which is unclouded by observation, and unprejudi 
by experience. It is my duty to offer a few s; eculations and suggestions 
touching respectively the causes of the late calamities, and the 
measures to their present prevention. 1 am well aware that 
a daily would bea fitter place fer this letter than yoursds, but 


| knowi ow profitable to them these“ moving accidents 


and ” are, | foresaw its rejection im favour of such a6 
either had nothing to do with the matter we discussed, or 
which were ingeniously calculated to multiply the dangers egainst 
which they professed to provide. 1f you think this an unjust aspersion, 
do me the favour to read the letters actually pri.ted. 

When I heard that a train on the Great Western Railway had left 
the metals, killing more than thirty passengers, owing to the breaking 
of a tire, I laughed aloud. “Qh,” said I, *‘ the tire broke, did it ?’’ 
It was too funny! Now mark this: ‘The tire broke decause the train 
left the metals! Why, sir, everything broke! Ifamcy that clears the 
ground, and we may now seek the real cause of the disaster ; and it is 
not far to seek. 

If you were educated at Oxford you must frequently have observed 
a small boy selling oramges.im ‘the streets. What more natural than 
that he should have st ‘to the railway stationand sold some to the 
stoker of the rearmost of the two-engines pullimg the unlucky train ? 


‘There you have all necessary causes plotting imamalerolent 
| It-is useless to trace the imevitable e 


t of a bit of@range-peel on an 
So long as the awurderous greed of railway directors fosters 


| this imhaman traflic, we shall have a harrowing succession of such 


letters im the newspapers as this last-accident has produced! Besides, 


| such accidents are evils in themselves. 


Turn we now to the burning of the Oospatrick. There are 
scoundrels who believe that the dire originated in the boatewain’s locker. 
Against such stupendous‘moral oblig as this it is useless to argue. 
There are other villains whoaflirm that it does not now matter where 
it originated. Sir, itis our duty as landemen to have out the truth. 
The Cospatrick was struck by lightming—forked lightning, sir—one 
fork passing to starboard, the other te pert, the two uniting under her 
keel, thus enveloping her in flames. at a moment's netiee! Now what 
I demand to know is, why the captain, instead of sitting still and 
calmly playing dominoes, did not at once rush into his cabin, bring 
out all the newspapers he could find, and carefully read whatever 
suggestions he could discover in the leaders and the letters of voluntary 
correspondents as to what he ought todo. Failing in this, why did 
he not take an axe, out the lightaing, and throw it overboard 
before the ship began to Blaze’? ‘Or, having too long delayed this 
necessary precaution, and seeing (as he must have seen) his ship in 
Somes from binnacle-reef'to martin-spike, why did he not put out the 

re { 

These are grave questions. Upon their answer depends the peace of 
mind of many Imghly respectable people who add to the world's 
ignorance their best wisdom in letters and leaders darkening the 
obscure ; who call their meddlesome impertinence by the name of 
solicitude ; and who, having felt never a pang dor the dead, have the 
hmitless indecency to censure both them «nd the living for faults 


| #8sumed in explanation of disasters for which only Ommiscience can 


account !—I am, sir, yours respectéally, 
INPFALLIBLE. 





ARMA VIRUMQ@QUEZ CAN CANO. 
No more the Can-Can’s @anced on ‘boards. 
Display of limb no more seant dress 
A scandal’s banished. Sure as-eggsare eggs, 
‘The arms that drove it from @hestage wers—legs. 

 ———— 
Case of Real Distress. 
A crew from a crack rowing club, taking their first spin on the 
river since the frost, were observed to be decidedly “‘ ragged.” 
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KING WINTER OUT OF HIS ELEMENT. 
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*“*What! Icein the jug! Why it must be freezing! Call me again when it isn’t,’ said King Winter But it continued to freeze nevertheless, so he had 
to the Clerk of the Weather ; for he wasn’t used to anything but slush, being an Englishman. to order alot of overcoats, and get up. 
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He was miserably cold. ‘* Who on earth is this unhappy old gentleman who won't skate or do anything but shiver? ’’ everyone asked. } 
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“ZIt was no use to wrap himself up and run about oe couldn’t get And a few days afterwards he was found frozen, all of aheap. The fact is, King 


jm warm! “ Give me my slush !’’ he said. Winter was simply a humbug exposed. Verdict, ‘‘ Death from Exposure. 
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“Put out the light and then —” 


A ROYAL EXTINGUISHER. 
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A CONTRAST. 
WINTER DELIGHTS. 


Snow around my cottage, frost and fog, 
Peasoup for my pottage, and a log; 

On the fire a splinter of oak beam 
Makes the dreary winter cheery gleam. 


Hot peasoup, roast beef too, and.a stray 
Hot plumpudding’s lief to come my way. 
I can put them under one and all ; 

So I cleave asunder winter's thrall. 


Then-a day’s brisk skating on the lake 
Sets blood circulating, no mistake. 
Hungry, home to dinner, feeding prime, 
Feeling quite the winner of the time. 

In the eve, hot toddy— barley -bree, 

Fit for anybody of degree. 

And a pipe above all pleases me : 

Winter bleak, I love all charms of thee! 











WINTER DISCOMFORTS. 


Winrenr’s very horrid—such a bore! 

O for some nice torrid tropic shere! 
Winter, I detest you—hate you, sheer ! 

If TD could Pd wrest you from the year. 
Ont ati morning going, bitter cold, 

East wind knife-like blowing, feel quite old. 
On a slide I tread now; oh, the whaek ! 
Bump upon my. head now, and my back. 
Creep into my chamber, feeling sore ; 

Up to bed [ clamber, there to pour 
Arnica, and get my wife to rnb 

Liniment to seé me right—poor hub! 
Chilblains sorely tease me, itch like mad. 
Nothing comes to ease me; oh, ’tis sad ! 
Pipes Steens—swe've no water—thaw, and 


burst ! 
Oh, ’tis comfort’s slaughter. Winter curst ! WRITE. 





PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 

English Eccentrics and Eccentricities (Chatto and Windus) is a very 
welcome reprint of one of Mr. Timbs’s best compilations. It is full of 
quaint and curious illustrations, and so stuffed with anecdote of all 
kinds that more than one reputation for wit and ability at story-telling 
may be made by its purchase. We only wonder that some rich and 
enthusiastic table-taiker didn’t buy the whole edition as well as the 
copyright on its first appearance, and so procure a perennial passport 
to popularity. 

Cavendish on Whist (De la Rue) has reached yet another edition. 
There is no necessity for us to further r2commend a book which has 
on its merits alone been accepted as the authority of the day. 

Round Games at Cards (De la Rue) is a pretty little book useful alike 
to the expert and the neophyte, and likely to be much in request 
during the long evenings. 

Whatever opinion a critic may possess as to the literary merits of 
the Hra Almanac, one thing is certain, itis unique. Weare quite with 
Mr. W. 8. Gilbert in his “ Proposal,’ but think that the blind adora- 
tion of certain modern so-called essayists for the old school of writers 
is beneath notice—or would be if the playgoing public were not 
always to be led by the nose by the most shallow of pretenders. Next 
year fac-similes of the naked footprints of some actors and actresses 
will probably be given. 

The Year Book of Photography is a complete epitome of the present 
state of that art, and something besides. It contains all sorts of plans 
for improvement, and novel notions are never left in a crude form, but 
receive the attention of well-known writers. Mr. G. W. Simpson's 
name as the editor is, in fact, sufficient guarantee that this year’s issue 
is at least as good as any of its predecessors. 

The Early Closing Association Annual Report is full of figures and 
statements highly satisfactory—to the early closers. Sorapidly is this 
movement progressing, that in a short time its promoters and advocates 
will close so early that they will have no occasion to open at all. 





MaGazines FoR JANUARY. 

The Leisure Hour, the Sunday at Home, and Golden Hours are full 
of that good quiet homely reading for which these miscellanies are 
celebrated. 

A good number of the Saturday Journal is issued for the present 
month. The editor deserves high commendation for the general 
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THE SPREAD OF EDUCATION. 


Small Boy (with basket) :—“Yxs, you Just HIT MB, THAT'S ALL. GO ON, HIT MB, AND 
T'L& GIE YER: IN: CHARGE.” 
S. Boy (contemptuously) :— Wux, ue Giz YER IN CHARGE COS YER CAN'T READ Ok 

2? 


Sweeper :-—* Ya, AH, WHAT FoR?” 


soundness of both prose and verse, some of the latter being: exception - 
ally able. ‘ Love's Affirmative ’’ isa very clever little poem, butthere 
seems a doubt as to its authorship, one gentleman being credited. with 
it in the page and another in the contents table. 

Art is well worthy its name, and as for its price, any one of the 
three illustrations is well worthy that. Literature is also very well 
represented in the columns of Art. 

Once-a- Week is hardly as good as it might be. Mr. Waddy, who 
has a monopoly in the illustrative department, seems to supply more of 
his own wood than is usual among artists on popular periodicals. 

A new series of Good Things appears with the year. The most 
noticeable feature of the number is the announcement that the “ Puzzle- 
dom ”’ article, hitherto contributed by the late Tom Hood, will in future 
be under the charge of his sister, Mrs. Broderip. 

Seribner’s Monthly offers a variety of articles, most of them beau- 
tifully illustrated, to the curious reader. Some ef the stories of travel 
and adventure are exceptionally interesting, so much so that even 
Jules Verne’s ‘‘ Mysterious Island’’ pales before them. ‘Some old 
letters,’”’ supposed to be written forty years ago by a fashionable 
young American lady resident in England, are likely to arouse new 
sensations in the minds of theirreaders. Such a statement as this will 
certainly astonish a good many :—“‘ Col. Webster was the person who 
first carried the news to Lord Wellington of the approach of the 
Prussians in the battle of Waterloo at a ball given by Lady Charlotte 
Greville.’ Ez pede Herculem. 

The No. 1 illustration in Le Follet gives a back view of a lady 
which would be eminently pleasing to the Lord Chamberlain in the 
matter of skirts. What he would think of the upper portion of the 
figure if it were shown upon the stage instead of in private and 
fashionable life is, however, quite another matter. 


“KING OF ALL THE SPANIARDS.” 


Says young Alfonso to the wrangling Spanish : 

‘‘ You once united my mama to banish. 

No matter; I will show, despite the action, 

My countenance’s favour to each faction.” 

Just so; you'll turn this way, and that, and t’other, 
Upon a throne too hot to held your mother ! 








Hautine Praces.—Crutchedfriars and Cripplegate. 
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st TOMMY TUCKER’S TRUTHLESS TALE. 


ToLp BY THE Frrst Fioor Lopcer. 








Ce EL, 
~ Zig aA! — ® 
mt iV 


U 


oF 


- ” y ; - 
: . 4 Pier row 
rs SC i 4 . +4 4 pa PP 
- ' ao - ‘ a - 
oa - F + ~ eer bs ‘ ‘ 7 wi Fadl 
. , s\ j- v o ~ gt os ad 
« - F g =< 5 a r 
~ a, , 7 7 - . -.2 
. % : a 3 se rT r ret) fat a y or 
= ~ . ts rm 
a . P * - es s Pe } | P id ¥ } ’ <<, 
. yy - - b 4 , ~ " : r at aan. sl 
/ ® . Jf r ‘ Le th s i a AN 
ws = = pat 7 , “ => TM H ta , = . pens ONY 
‘< “ ma 4 . - " - ‘ a > a 
1 \\ eS i SS , = ' _- s — di ‘ ASS 4 
. A a a . 7 3 _ J 
a - - a Po —~ x eo = Oe 4 
wo si AO tr, : ea: Sr RN RIB SSS 
s a= = ~~ ~ Wh F | AL “a wa) M Sas 
, S : ae a “ y arr «WA rE ™ Y : 
. er) rm m : ts . Dy r ‘ ~~ \ P= P aa yea" 
, as” ofits , SS LAN an PE ied Bieter y * 
y ie " a ee 4 ~ = _ ay rm . - oe 
' .* WS » ~ Cy = — " r ce ~~ \ ag 7 
; i . ey ss ’ > 5 vs 
= J . ae » 
, ek ~ . y . " a” ie ~~ 
:- . ~ " ~ ‘ . al “ A . » . ~ 
¥ me "; OD 
3 YP Ba 


" 
v 
, 
~ 
S 
* 





a 





Be era ae RE ne 


he was only nine years old—the finest fun in the world was that of | get into the story told by Tommy as to how he had spent his time. 


{ driving sheep and cattle through the public streets on market days, He said that he had wandered about the gardens until nightfall, and 

and as he lived in the neighbourhood of the Caledonia Road he had | then, failing to find his way out, had thrown himself down to rest 
plenty of indulgence. near the refreshment rooms, where he thought I should most likely be 
Now I dare say you think that Tommy Tucker was one of those | found, and soon fell fast asleep. He was not sure how long he slept, 
: nasty dirty little street-boys, all rags and red ochre, who are so often | but on awaking he was astonished to find the dining-room brilliantly 


seen assisting the drovers. Nothing of the kind. Tommy how ever he | illuminated, and feeling very hungry, he climbed up and peeped in, 
may have returned, was always sent out clean and decent. His parents | thinking that where there was so much rattling of knives and forks 
were extremely respectable, Mrs. Tucker being a laundress, and | and plates there was sure to be something to give away. But much 
Mr. T. having an engagement at an adjacent horse-slaughterer’s. | to his astonishment he found that instead of human beings who were 
Guess then their dreadful desolation when they discovered the low | sitting at table, they were allanimals, beautifully dressed, and the 
tastes of their only son, the hope and joy of the family of Tucker! cloth having just been cleared by four giraffes dressed in tail-coats 
It is always sad to see a strong man weep, and I can assure you it | and white chokers, the company were proceeding to be very merry. 
has often wrung my very heartstrings when I have watched the | They were of all sorts and sizes. The lion was in the chair, supported 
unbidden tear course the cheek of Tucker senior, as he thought of the | on either side by the rhinoceros andthe hyena. There was the crocodile 
low and vagrant tastes of the son whom he had hoped to bring up a | who shed tears when his health was proposed ; and next him was the 
aa na of respectability and eventually to apprentice to his own pro- | dodo—so Tommy said, though how she got there I won’t presume to say. 
ession. At last I could put up with it no longer, and so one day I | The minor and milder animals were also represented, the deer, the frog, 


Tommy Tucker was very fond of animals. To his youthful mind— | appearance. I will pass over the reuniting of the fond family and 


propounded a plan which I thought would have the desired effect of | the sparrow, and the lap-dog being all there. The latter however was 
turning the boy’s thoughts in the right direction, and making him seethat | not allowed at table, but took his refreshment in the ordinary manner. 
one. after all only fit for the low and vulgar. Perhaps from his being so intimately connected with humanity, the 
“Tell Tommy,” said I, after weighing the matter over in my mind | committee thought he had better be kept ‘in his place.” What 
thoroughly, “ that if he'll only keep out of the market for a week, and | struck Tommy most was a lamb ina pair of plaid-trousers, who 
do as you tell him, I'll take him to the Zoological Gardens, and give | seemed to represent the Scotch mutton family, and who was not at 
him a ride on the elephant.” all sheepish. The hyena laughed loud and constantly, and the 
Well, the week po away, and Tommy made an effort which | entertainment was most eminently successful. 
carried him successfully over the time; so when the appointed day ° e ? ° 
arrived, we started off early in the morning, taking a good basket of | Ishould have told a good deal more of what Tommy Tucker saw 
provisions, and intending to stay the whole of the day, and see all that | at the Zoological Gardens, and have given you some of the speeches 
was to be seen. It was Monday, and the gardens were very full, and | reported verbatim, for the boy’s story went into great length. Ihave, 
after having some trouble with Master Tommy I eventualiy lost him } however, just discovered that he never saw anything of the kind, and 
altogether. I looked about everywhere, but failed to find him, and | had only been rivalling Little Johnny, who writes for your paper, for 
after a long search was obliged to return home alone. the p se of concealing the fact that he had run away and left me, 
Night fell, and his mother began to feel uneasy. So did I, for | and had been out all night driving a herd of Irish fighting pigs from 
his father told me he’d punch my head ifany accident happened to the | the docks with a drover of his acquaintance. 
boy. We sat listening for the expected footfall far into the night,| And I think it was very wrong of him to deceive me whatever he 
but it was not until morning dawned that Master Tommy made his | may have done to his father and mother. 


* 
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THE IMPENDING BOTTLES. 


Yes, I was going down! 

For nineteen days I had been floating on the Regent’s Canal in an 
open boat. A fortnight and four days previously I had hired a plea- 
sure boat, the ‘* Mary Ann,” at Paddington, and rowed leisurely down 
to the ruins of the North Bridge. There I had pulled into the bank, 
and, reclining on the deck of my vessel, dipped into the Christmas 
Annuals. ‘The nature of my employment speedily sent me into a deep 
sleep. When I awoke I was im mid-stream; the oars had slipped into 
the water and floated away; some extraordinary projection held my 
bark motionless, and I was powerless to reach the shore. I state 
these facts simply as they happened. I exaggerate nothing. From 
my earliest youth I have scorned the liar’s art. 

All the first day I shouted, “Help!” the second day I shrieked ; 
the third day I raved. Butno one came. The banks were deserted. 
No living being ventured: within miles of the accursed stream. The 
houses on either side were tenantiless. Alas, I was out of the ordinary 
track of civilization, Am occasional dog or cat floating by served me 
for food. The tears:of sorrow that trickled down my cheeks I 
caught in a bottle, destroyed their saline property by a patent process 
I had about me, and with them quenched my thirst. I kept count 
of the days, and knew what was going on in the world from the frag- 
ments of journals swept past me by the tide. One day I secured a 
paper containing halfa stale bun and an advertisement offering £20 
reward for information concerning me. I had wondered how it was 
no barges passed me; this paper revealed the cause. The bamgemen 
had struck, and the strike was; likely to last a month. My lash hope 
was gone! 

At iast the fifth of November came—I know it was the 5th: because 
far away on Primrose Hill I could see squibs and rockets and 
coloured fires. Suddenly I felt a dreadful jerk, -Bang ! Crack! Phizz ! 
I glanced downwards, and gave a yell of frenzieddespair. The water 
was pouring in. A rocket stick had gone clean through the, “Mary } 

n.’ 
I could not swim. I knew that my doom was sealed. Gwadually | 
my bark was filling. In half an hour—oh, horrible! I hid my 
face in my hands and thought of the new clothes I had ordered and 
should never see, of the. money owing me I should never get, of the 
wine in my cellar I should never drink. Then I thought of my wife 
and my friends. A panorama of evil deeds committed unrolled 
itself before me; all the guilty secrets of a sinful past clamoured for 
instant liberation. There were two empty bottles in my overcoat 
pocket, With a lead pencil I wrote two confessions, and inserted one 
in each bottle. One was addressed to my beloved wife, the other to 
my beloved father-in-law. Awful were the disclosures the situation 
had wrung from me, but when they were found I knew I should be 
beyond the reach of punishment. I hurled them into the sea—I 
mean the canal—and a great weight was lifted from my heart. Then 
I lost my senses. 

* . * * * 

When I came to myself I was lying high and dry upon the towing 
path, and the correspondents of the Telegraph, Standard, Daily News, 
and Post were fighting over my prostrate form. One offered me £50 
for my story, another thrust a £100 note in my face, while a third 
promised me five pounds a week for life. “ Don’t you tell the 
others,” shouted the Telegraph; ‘*come into a bar parlour with me 
and name. your own terms.” ‘ Leave him alone,” yelled the News, 
seizing me by the coat collar and dragging me rapidly in the direction 
of Fleet-street. ‘Then the Post and the Standard rushed at me, and 
presently all four rushed at each other. In the confusion I managed to 
escape, and ran rapidly to the home I had never hoped to see again. 


w e * * an 


Months have elapsed since I clasped my beloved Marie to my 
saturated waistcoat, and took my accustomed place in the haunts of 
men. But over me there hangs a black shadow. Above me is a huge 
rock which may at any moment descend and crush me. Somewhere 
up»n the sparkling waters of the Regent's swift canal two bottles bob. 
Within each bobbing bottle lies that which, revealed, would disturb 
the equilibrium of my domestic apple-cart for ever. At any moment 
fate may guide some idle hand to snatch them from the bosom of the 
winding stream, and then——. Oh, Damocles! thy sword was a fool 
to my bottles. 
















































Press-ious. 

GARIBALDI writing from Caprera to a certain, or rather an uncer- 
tain, daily paper, calls it “ a precious journal,” and the editor publishes 
it as a compliment. What a “ precious” idiot he must be, ‘ihe only 
persons to whom his sheet can be really precious are the heirs of the 
people who have died from softening of the brain brought on by its 
constant perusal. 


A Caupiz AprgnpaGse.—The Gossip’s Tale. 


WHAT NEXT. 


In youth I thought myself a bird, 
And poem after poem penned ; 
I heeded not the censure hard 
Of those who could not comprehend. 
A corner in our village print 
Was oft illumined by my lays; 
From many a friend I got a hint, 
And more than once a word of praise. 


An epic in full many a book 
I next composed (at great expense 
It soon appeared), and went to.look 
For judgment from the men, of sense. 
A mighty critic said, the thing 
Was not so very bad: at all; 
But still, if L was bound to sing, 
I'd better sing exceeding small. 


Upon this hint I seized my pen, 
And issued lyrics bright and terse ; 
Not poetry I called them then, 
I only aimed at modest verse. 
Another heavy printer's. bili 
Was paid, and then, this, verdict gained,— 
‘The youth's got stuff im him, but still 
His efforts never ane sustained.” 


The fame of which I fondly dreamt 
Has still eluded me, through lite; 
Yet I will make one last attempt 
Before I quit this, world of strife. 
Pray do not think the poet's mind 
So soon will yield to, dire. ix: 
Since he. can’t tinda ¢xitio: ki ; 
He’ll mount instead the eritic’s chair. 








DOTS AND LINZS. 

Two hundred and twenty-four special picturesque reporters sent out 
to interview Cospatrick coviinen Battle of thestylus. ‘Tremendous 
slaughter. — Mr. ‘fattersall writes to explain about foreign welching. 
Everyone ready to explain now the mischief ’s all done. — Thirty-six 
theatres now open in London. Maximum of houses. Minimum of 
entertainment. — Mr. Forster in New York. A Forster-ieeling 
makes us wondrous kind. ‘“ Return of the wanderer.’’ — Arrival of 
Messrs. Moody and Sankey. Arrival and revival. — General declara- 
tion for Alfonso the Twelfth. Hope not the Twelfth-cake. Though 
that was the day. -Adsit omen ! — Increased interest in Spanish 
matters, Spanish leather, and Spanish licorice. = People who wrote 
to The Times showing how to prevent railway accidents—afterwards— 
now writing about shipwrecks. General shipwreck of common sense. 
= High rate of mortality in Glasgow. Less temptation than ever for 
Scotchmen to “ gang bock again.’’ = Lord Mayor in Paris. Ginger- 
bread carriage and general civic sensation. = Thief, on being caught 
in the act, cried for his ‘‘ma.” Poor little fellow! She won't know 
him when he comes out after two years. — Dreadful occurrence at 
a popular and populous club. One of the waiters had his pocket 
picked by a member. Waiter didn’t object to that sort of thing 


among members only ; but must resign now. 


Letting the Cat out. 

Lorp AxseRrparg, at the recent Glamorganshire Quarter Sessions, 
expressed himself as against inflicting corporal punishment. His 
lordship confessed that he dislikes it ‘on account of his personal 
experience of it asa youth.” Taking Lord Aberdare as a specimen of 
the result of flogging, it is impossible to say much in its favour. 





Not Tempting Now-a-days. 

A we. known essayist said once that “the Tree of Knowledge 
might have been safely entrusted to the present generation.” J udging 
by the reception the Free Libraries Act has already met, “ branch 
establishments” of this same tree might very safely have been 
entrusted to the inhabitants of both Islington and Shefiicl 1. 


‘¢ Killing no Murder.” 

Tus Echo startled usthe other day by making the astounding asser- 
tion that out of the funds ofthe Railway Benevolent Institution “ 1,348 
have been relieved—viz., 111 Ailled, 113 died, and 1,124 injured in 
accidents.’ Clearly one of the rare instances of killing with kind- 
ness. 
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POETRY AND PRACTICE. 


‘ 

{ 

i 

| Jones (poetically) :—“‘ But TO HAVE SOME FAIR BEING TO BRIGHTEN YOUR HEARTH—— 

Brown (practically) :—“‘ BrigHTEN MY HEARTH! Mrs. GOLLAGHER, TELL THIS GENTLEMAN THE TIME YOU SPZNT ON THIS BLESSED 


FIREPLACE THIS MORNING! AND YET HE ISN'T SATISFIED.”’ 








THE SONG OF THE MAJORITY. A Dis-location. 


A LOocaAL paper in Surrey speaking of an accident which occurred to 
a gentleman whilst out riding at Alfold, says that he “ was thrown 
from his horse, and dislocated his shoulder at the knees and ancle.”’ 
We have heard before now of a lad who was all legs but his head, 
but there is a novelty in this specimen of Surrey-side construction 
which should have ensured for it better usage. 


Tere a road to wealth and fame is, which to take a safer game is 
to be a man of talent, or invention to possess ; 
If you’d prosper, be a duffer, leave the great to starve and suffer— 
Be a duffer, and you safe are with the Public and the Press. 


Though the path of fame be hilly, if you're second-rate and silly, 
And you keep down to the level of the men who share your drink, 
They will write you up as clever, and declare no author ever 
Did with classical attainment such a fund of humour link. 


Sign your name to vapid verses, and avoid that which the curse is 
Of the band of clever fellows who anonymously write. 


A Black Joke. 


TxHat must have been a practical jokist who put the following 
advertisement in the daily papers:—‘‘ A thoroughly good plain man- 


Men of talent, finished scholars, lose the praise the duffer collars, | cook wanted for the Governor of Fiji.” We are “in a position to 
state’’ that the new Governor is not a cannibal, and even if he were 


For the latter ‘neath a bushel never hides his little light. | y 
Take it always, too, as ted, that the world will be enchanted, | a ween look to his new friends to produce the best man-cook obtain- 
If you tell it what you're doing ; when it’s likely to be done. | Oaee. 
Tell the fools who hang about you, that they cannot do without you ; | 


Think the world a solar system, and yourself its centre sun. _ A Biack Saz.—The D locese of Natal. ee 


DO ——— oe 
This the road to wealth and fame is, and to take a safer game is Price One Shilli 
Than to be a man of talent, or invention to possess. | : nge 
; | TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


It you'd prosper, be a duffer, leave the better men to suffer,— 


Be a duffer, and made much of, by the Public and the Press. Witn Nvumerovs ILiustraiions BY THE First Artists. 








For precast. | MENIER. © 


CHOCOLAT MEME. 





a . 
Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Dectors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street. E.C.—London, Jan. 16, 1875. 
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A PROUD POSITION. 


My spouse is a pet of the public and Fame, 
As a “star’’ in the comedy line. 

She appears by a dainty professional name, 
And refuses to drop it for mine. 

I can scarcely complain, for I candidly own 
My cognomen is vulgar and queer ;— 

Still it’s not an enjoyable thing to be known 
As “the Husband of Lillie De Vere.” 


By right of position, of wealth, or of wit, 
People oft can achieve a renown ; 

And are grateful, of course, to the one lucky hit 
That has made them the talk of the town. 

I am famous myself, but I fancy the cause 
Of my wide reputation is clear ;— 

I inherit a portion of public applause 
As “the Husband of Lillie De Vere.” 


A sort of a kind of a je ne sais quoi 
Makes me nervous and awkward and shy. 

I am dull in society—duller chez moi— 
And shall ever be dull till I die. 

But for dinners or suppers, for parties or balls, 
I’m in chronic request all the year ; 

And there lives not a being so bothered with calls 
As “the Husband of Lillie De Vere.”’ 


I frequently pine, in the depths of my soul, 
To exist in my own quiet way :— 

Like a fly in his amber, or toad in his hole, 
Dozing peacefully day after day. 

But alas! my fond wishes (though modest indeed) 
Are at present Utopian, I fear ; 

And I can’t see an end for the life that I lead 
As “the Husband of Lillie De Vere.” 
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Gone! 


Mr. Giapstone has resigned the leadership of the 
Liberal party. Wecould have better spared a better 
man— provided always that one could be found, which 
is very doubtful. Still he has Fun’s best wishes in 
his new vocation. 


PLASTER OF Paris.—The New Opera House—may it 
heal French wounded vanity. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tur New Magdalen, after a prosperous career in the country, has 
again found its way back to town, and, judged merely as a vehicle for 
some very excellent acting, ought not to be missed by the playgoing 
public. Judged, however, by any other standard, it is a piece that no 
one should recommend, as it is calculated to do more harm to morality 
in a week than a dozen of the leggiest of leg pieces would in a year ; 
for it is constructed solely with a view to making a most abominable 
form of vice appear attractive ; and so that the author shall not fail inhis 
object, virtue is made positively unbearable. Itis well toask sympathy 
for a woman who has sinned and suffered, but not at the time when she 
is committing greater wrong than at any other portion of her career; 
and the manner in which sympathy is extorted by Mr. Wilkie Collins 
is more suggestive of trick than of legitimate action. When this play 
was first produced we expressed our opinion as to its merits, and need 
not now do more than say that a writer who has done such good work 
might do better in his late years than scoff at the wholesomest of 
exercise, while he takes the unwholesome of immorality under his 
special protection. As we have said, the acting is excellent. Miss 
Ada Cavendish has made a decided advance in her profession, and 
shows that in parts of a peculiar kind she is unrivalled. Miss Le 
Thiére makes a beautiful old lady, and Miss Rivers is uninteresting 
virtue personified, and offers a perfect foil to interesting vice. Mr. 
Markby, as the persistently preachful parson, is hardly as successful as 
we could wish. He delivers his lines well, but seems at a loss what to 
do with his limbs. On the other hand Mr. Leonard Boyne has much 
improved and is quite an acquisition; and, altogether, there is no 
reason to doubt that there is “ plenty of money” in the venture. The 
New Magdalen is preceded by a small farce in which Miss Edith Lynd 
shows more than ordinary promise. 

After a good many failures and small efforts which were neither one 
thing nor the other, the Alhambra has at last obtained a gigantic and 
genuine success. This is entitled Whittington, a gentleman our readers 
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HARD TO SEE.—A BIRDSEYE VIiceW. 


Young Smith (who will have his joke and his pipe as well) is trying to assure 
his Aunt that the reason he got into a smoking carriage was because he had taken 
“ returns.’ 


magistracy of the City. The words are by Farnie and the music by 
Offenbach. The acting and singing are both excellent, some celebrated 
artists being specially engaged, and proving well worthy of the 
plaudits they nightly receive from crowded houses. ; 

Among the successes of the pantomime season must be mentioned 
that of the Marylebone, Little Boy Blue, in which Mr. J. A. Cave, 
always a favourite, is showing at his very best, his patter songs and 
personifications being almost perfection. 


Ye SCHOOLE BOARDE MANNE. 


In slum suburban where dirt-pies are made 
By bookless babes—weanéd, perdie, on gin— 
A peevish ogre plies his dreadful trade, — 
And right and left runs infant recreants in. 
The wicked wight, to grim hobgoblin kin, 
No plaint regards of matron who doth moil, 
Eftsoones the caitiff shaketh in his skin, 
Lest irate horny-handed son of toil 
Should on him wildly wait, and eke his visage spoil. 


Victims of Confidence. 


Tue people who voted for Conservatives because they thought a 
Conservative Government would benefit the country. 

The people who attend a temperance lecture and expect to hear 
common sense. 

The people who read things in newspapers and believe them. 

The people who go to law and expect to ag justice. — 

The people who join a club, and because the committee is respectable 
expect the members will be the same. ; 

The people who go to see a play because the critics say it’s good. 

The people who believe that signed pictures must be genuine. 

The people who wait outside Fun Office with jokes at six in the 


have doubtless heard of before in connection with a cat and the chief | morning, and expect the editor to come down in a cab and buy them. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Jan. 20, 1875. 
ABROAD ANDO AT HOME. 
Ho, trumpets sound a flourish ! 
Ilo, gensdarmes clear the way! 
Protect and dearly nourish 
Your English guest this day! ' 
And all you gallant 'renchmen 
Fall prestrate—yes, and prone; 
Proeiaim yourselves but hen¢hmen : 
Respectthe great ‘Sir Stone’’! 


Oe rman 


“Sir Stone, ’’ the brave, the bold one, 
The City magnate’s chief,— 
To paupersaye a cold one, 
A terror'to'the thief,— 
Rose up one*morning early 
And daredithe ocedn's foam— 
Dared ocean's hurly-burly, 
*Mid foreigners to roam. 


“Sir Stone ’’ is grandly féted, 
Right: gallantly he's clad ; 
With dukes and prin¢es mated, 
He thinks “ this ain't so bad.”’ 
Through ball-room and through palace, 
An honoured guest he's led; 
Since he touched ground at Calais 
Of Britons proud the head, 
* . ; * # 
But now, once more returning, 
He feels the dreadful blow; 
No more with pride he’s burning— 
He votes the City slow. 
No longer birth and breeding 
Insist he’s all their own. 
His honours all receding 
He's but a sad “ Sir Stone.”’ 
San Cite” 

Tue ceremony of withdrawing a juror, when the chief persons 
interested in a case apparently dependent on the verdict of “ Britain’s 
palladium ’’ have decided on settling the matter for themselves, seems 
most peculiar. One cannot help wondering when he reads of this 
operation having been performed successfully, whether the juror with- 
drawn is selected for the amount of wisdom he has displayed, or for 
the absence of it; and a day spent in any of our smaller ‘courts will 
only increase the difficulty. For where idiotcy ends andability begins, 
in the majority of those who are summoned, is a very moot point 
indeed ; and the only way we can see towards its settlement is to as- 
sume that the idiotcy never does end, and thereby save the ability 
from any abortive attempt to assert its existence. It is cruel to think 
of the important questions which often have to be decided by juries, 
not one member of which has the slightest notion of whether he is 
voting forright or wrong, orifhe has, may be safely considered to possess 
an erroneous one. During the past couple of weeks there seems to have 
been throughout the country more than the usual average of jurymen’s 
errors and oddities about—judges, recorders, and coroners having, over 
and over again, been driven nearly wild by the ignorance and stupidity 
of the “ gentlemen” to whom they so fruitlessly appeal. Let us hope 
that the system of withdrawing a juror will soon be sufficiently 
extended to make the absence that of the typical idiot who seems just 
now to be the summoning officer's especial pet. This, however, may not 
Le the officer's fault after all. Perhaps the idiot is the only person he 
can find, under existing arrangements, who freely and unhesitatingly 
accepts the honours of the panel. ot 
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SUCCESS. 


I pon’? pretend to teach the age 
Its mission or its folly : 

A task like that requires a sage ;— 
My disposition’s * jolly.” 

And whether I Parnassus climb, 
Or whether I’m dismounted, 

I cire not, so that I can rhyme, 
And get my verse discounted. 


To me it matters not a jot 
What others may have written; 
There’s not a line of mine I'd biot 
For one with which they're suwiiten. 
And what is, after all, success ? 
My life is fair and sunny : 
Let others covet Fame’s address— 
I’m satisfied with money. 


a 
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THE WEEPING WIDOW. 
A TutirtTEENTH CeNTURY Romance. Founp on A PALIMPSEST. 


Ir was a young knight and his newly-wedded lady. Just weren't 
they spoons upon one another! The livelong day they would sit in an 
arbour with their arms hitched round each other's waist. Gum-boils 
grew upon their lips from over-kissing, till they were obliged to com- 
municate their affection by rubbing noses. ‘There never was a couple 
before or since that loved like these two muffs. Never. Why, if so 
much as a sting-nettle had stung one of them, the other’s tears would 
shoot like a three-inch fire-plug—they were such dead nuts upon 
one another, you will observe. Well, one day, sitting in this mixed- 
up manner, the knight was conceited enough to think he could do 
two things at once: he thought he could peel an apple without 
undoing his arms from the young womin’s waist. Just as might be 
expected, he made a mess of it. Down fell his pocket-knife ; the point 
of it just scratched his lady’s little finger so that the blood came. 
Now, what do you think the fellow went and did? Instead of going 
indoors to get a bit of sticking-plaster, like a reasonable being, he 
must needs go and cut up shines like a blessed lunatic. The sight of 
his wife’s blood doubled him up; he grew very ashy about the gills, 
and in ten minutes was as dead as veal; all for pure pure love and 
pure pure grief. 

| Of course his wife took on heavy. She cried a pint measure full 

| three times a day. Lots of folks told her it wasn’t any use to turn 
the water on at that rate, and that there were plenty more chaps in 
the world as good. The folks meant very well no doubt, but it came 
roughish on the widow. She said nothing ever could console her, 
nothing could comfort her any more, unless it was to be buried with 
her old man, because he was such a good old sort. However, when it 
came to the point, she shirked the burying, and went and took a small 
cottage close to the churchyard, so that she could always keep an eye 
upon the spot where her husband was planted. She cried so much 
the first day that the paper peeled off the cottage walls with the damp, 
and she was obliged to build a fire. 

Now the day ufter the burying, three thieves were hung upon 
gibbets outside the churchyard wall, and a soldier slop of a fellow was 
setto mind the dead bodies, to see nobody came and walked off with 
them in the night. 

When it got dark, the soldier thought, “It isn’t much good my 
mooning about here all night; I might just as well go and do a skulk.”’ 
So, seeing a light in a cottage hard by, he went and knocked at the 
door. ‘ Let us in, missus,” says he, “and lend us a warm of my 
hands.”’ The widow seeing so handsome and well-spoken a stranger, 
could not refuse a request made in such courteous terms. She 
motioned him to a seat on one side of the fire, and, weeping, took a 
chair on the other. Observing the floor to be about two inches deep 
in water, the soldicr respectfully asked if the rain came through the 
roof. 

‘‘ No,” she answered, her eyes showering down water like the roses 
of two watering pots. He saw it didn't. ‘I put my old man under- 
ground only yesterday, she sobbed. 

‘‘ That's a longish time, ma’am,”’ said the soldier, ‘‘ according to the 
weeping you’ve done.” 

‘« Tt does seem long,’ returned the widow, wiping the suds from her 
cobalt eyes; ‘but 1 think I’m pretty well through with my crying 
now.” 

‘‘And if one may judge by the floor,” said the soldier, “it’s near 
about time, before it gets over your boots. Don’t you think you 
could take a turn and begin to cheer up ?” 

“If ’twasn’t for what one’s dratted neighbours would say, why, 
perhaps I might.” 

‘* Show ’em the floor, ma’am,and ask ‘em whether or no you've 
done your duty. Fire engines could do no more. Now what do you 
think about me for a number two?” 

‘“‘ Oh, sir—really, so soon—I—give me a little time, I pray you.” 

The soldier said he would look in again, and off he went to see after 
his gibbets. One gibbet all right, two gibbets all right—‘‘ Why, 
blame my gizzard if somebody hasn’t been and sneaked off with one of 
my dead men!”’ cried the soldier, for there wasn’t any thief on the 
third gibbet. What was he to do?—What the plague was he to do, 
to prevent his own body being gibbetted in the thief’s place forjneglect 
of duty ? He thought he would go and take counsel with the lady. 

“Well,” she said, after hearing his trouble, ‘it’s a very ugly scrape 
you've got into, young man; and no mistake. But if 1 pull you 
through, will you marry me?” Nota weep was in her eye now, and 
the floor was new mopped and fresh sanded. 

‘Won't I,” he answered, “ that’s all ?’”’ 

“Good,” she said; “ if ’tis a bargain, come along with me to the 
churchyard and huck up my old man.” 

“I don’t understand you,’ said the soldier. 

“Dig up my husband, stupid, and put him up on thegibbet. Don’t 
you see? One dead man is as good as another, ain’t he?”’ 

Much marvelled the soldier at her ready wit. They went and 


digged him. 
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“Come, string him up,” said the widow. 

‘“‘ Nay, lady,’ answered the soldier, “‘ but I don’t like to hang a true 
knight like your husband on a gibbet.” 

“O you silly,” she cried “give me the clothes-line.’’ So saying she 
tied it round her husband’s neck, threw the other end over the gallows- 
tree, and hauled him up in a trice. : 

It was a sorry sight. The soldier shook hisshead and sighed. 

‘““ Why do you sigh ?” asked the lady. 

‘“‘ Because he is no more like the thieffthat: was there than I am. 
My thief had a matter of a big crackkoverrhis:head.”’ i 

There were many unpleasant thimgse to. do before the requisite 
change in appearance was effected}. bmtialliwere done cheerfully and 
unaffectedly by the widow. . : 

“Ts he perfect now?” she askedi regarding her handiwork with 
no little pride. 

“ Quite,’”’ he answered. s 

‘“‘Good,” said the widow, “then: If reekion we'll see about getting 
hitched in the morning ?” 

Guess what this miserable-mindédismeakchad the baseness to reply! 

“ Heartless: and cold-blooded’ fémalé,’’'said he, “‘ I have ceased to 
love you. Dhave no longer any appetite for getting hitched. In fact 
if you don't: step it, and walk your chalks right away, I shall go and 
fetch a Peeler:” 

If this story has any moral, it is in that it shows what any woman 
has to expeet.who throws away kindness upon a meam and paltry 
f-llow. 








SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS.. 





IV.—THH FORCE OF CGONVICTION. 


I KNEW a young clergyman whiles ago, 
A nice sort of mamas: I ever did: know, 

When summer-was calm.and bright ! 
Whose pastoral task: was appointed and set 
At the Church off St. Willikin's-out-in-' he- Wet. 

But his clerieal. views and‘his physical size 
L haven't:the time to partioularize ; 

All on,a.cloudiess night!’ 
A singular task:hes.the peet: who draws. 
This clergy \selove off iety’s.laws. 
Propriety’s-lawe:were hie-hobby—his.goal— 
An absolute passion usurping his soul. 
The slightestineglect:of propriety’s ways 
Would put him in absolute torture formdays ; 

And the cause of his bitterest woe— 
A physical anguisthat sniggered at salves— 
Was the notion.of bishops displaying-their calves ; 
A custom unseemly in persons anoint; 
So he wrotestd:liia. bishop concerning:the point, 

g him so. 

So carol a carol when autumn is nigh, ° 
And weleome the winter that leadens the sky ! 
And it worries my heart and enfeebles my brain 
To have to insert this unmeaning refrain! 


The bishops were troubled, and coloured up red, 
And looked at their tights, and reluctantly said 
(All on a morn in spring)— 
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Tt wasn't the thing in a son of the church 
Enjoying a lofty episcopal perch— 

It certainly wasn't the thing! 
But, nevertheless, it was prudent to spare 
A popular scandal about the affair. 


So the bishops came down in a hansom and four, 
And hammered and thumped at the clergyman’s door; 
And asked him to breakfast, and dinner, and tea, 
And begged him.to take an episcopal see. 
Oh! bother this horrid refrain ! 
It’s a curious fact that he didn't refuse, 
But seemed to have suddenly altered his views— 
I say, it’s a singular thing that he rose, 
And went out and ordered his clerical hose. 
And now it is summer again. 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 

The Fantastic History of the Celebrated Pierrot (Sampson Low and 
Co.) is a delightful. book, no less delightfully illustrated, the hundred 
humorous wood-blocks being well designed and equally well 
engraved. These cuts are evidently froma foreign workshop, and 
the story itself is a translation, which even in its vriginal guise pro- 
fesses to be nothing more. We need only say here that Mr. Munro's 
version uf this veracious as well as fantastic ‘“ history” is cleverly 
executed, and full of breathless interest. 

To say that Letts’s Diaries are useful would hardly be to do these 
ingenious arrangements justice. We should advise all young men 
entering London and upon life with the proverbial eizhteenpence, to 


invest at least sixpence of it in a Letts’s Diary. He may then consider. 


himself upon the high road to fame and fvrtune, and will be able to jot 
down his experiences in a manner delightful to himself and beneticial 
to posterity. 

‘he Licensed Victuallers’ Almanack is, as its name denotes, a handy 
book for the use of hotel, tavern, and inn keepers. It is edited by 
Mr. H. P. Shield, whose long connection with the Licensed Vic uallers’ 
Guardian is probably the best recommendation the Almanack can have. 

Izion is a new.and not particularly good organ for velocipedestrians 
—and their shillings. The price is well worth the pamphlet. Perhaps 
more 80. 

We welcome, for old acquaintance sake, a re-issue of the famous 
Cruikshank * Bottle Plates.’ We are happy to say that the “ ever. 
green George” is still hale and hearty: his friskiness may best be 
judged by a consultation of our recent Christmas cartoon, in which he 
and his ‘** Bottle’’ are drawn to the very life. 

The Fijiad— Messrs. Ward, Lock, and Tyler's “ Beeton’s Annual ’’— 
is this year decidedly respectable. That respectability is the qualifica- 
tion necessary for a continuance of the readers of former issues we do 
not for a moment think; but fortunately there are others to be 
obtained. Let’s hope the Fijiad has them. 





MacGazines rok JANUVARY.. 
Mr. Mayer's contribution to the St:.James‘aethiige month is called 


| ‘* Leigh Hunt and Charles Ollier,” but a preattmany.other-celebrities, 
large and small, are draggedin. ‘There seesmasto teegoo 


d deal in this 
article that people don’t want to know,, andi very littie that they do. 
‘* The Mysterious Island’’ progresses, andithiose-whe are interes'ed in 
the art of translation and adaptation musé: lave-cause to thank Jules 
Verne for the opportunities hee gives: them: of! comparing the various 
styles in which he is served uppte.smit(Boglish.and: American tastes. 

The Atlantic Mo»thiy contesmsmeshort: poem on Charkes Sumner, from 
the pen of the poet Longfellow:. ‘Dhtereisalse an accountiofithe Virginia 
Campaign of John Brown, ae; well as some clever: stanzas, entitled 
‘* Lost at Sea,” by T. B. Aldieh. Bat:the article of the numbenisone 
“Touching Visitants from a Higher Life,” by Robert Dale Owen, 
which seems to have startled the editors more after it: was.“ imsheetr’ 
than before, as a slip, apparently printed and: stuck: in, the: magazine 
at the last moment, denies all responsibility on their partt as to the 
supernatural statements of'the author, Whether this is: the-result of 
having too many editors or toomuch faith we cannot depene. 

Mrs. Riddell’s story, ‘‘ Above Suspicion,’ which in London: Sosiely 
has now reached its thirteenth chapter, is far above the average; and 
is about the only.thing in the number which seems too short. ‘* West- 
End Notes,” a substitute for “ Soeial Subjects,’ hitherto a regular 
feature, will not be found above the comprehension of the dullest. 
The chief attempt yet of the new man, whoever he may be, is to hang 
himself on to the skirts of the late Charles Dickens. ‘‘ Mr. Dickens 
used to repeat this with admiration.” ‘‘ Mr. Dickens would have 
enjoyed this, and, had he been alive, should have seen it.’’ It is 
rather depressing to find that even this mild youth should be devoting 
himself to the suddenly awakened interest in old and curious advertise- 
ments. 

Received :—Gardener’s Magazine, Westminster Papers, Jcurnal of 
Hortieulture, Pictorial World, Colburn’s New Monthly, Family Herald, 
Young Folk’s Budget, Penny Illustrated Paper, Science Gossip. 
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SHAKESPEARE DUG UP AND RE-HEARSED. 





OR, 








a 


as Bs ae ca ne a ea ena dy Seed arate a . : 
adage ™ ad oe alii a oe EO ee ae a a ee eee 
Seeiettediieiteeen ton te ee ion tia ee “ AO ees “ . @ » aie: ui ie Scene me Oe eee >. Sam 
os oo iaatulleametinattia’ ; eve ae nae — 
= _— 


aE Ee 
» neice oe ee ee 4 4 


ae Fy: Ax * * pe : ; ~  ?. - “I 
sor ae cent B fhig.? te tes a Fae 5, Oe “3 5 A= 7 2 _ - PT ie, tng Bt Seta ncaielindinatic nan! 
ie eat ote yee} ons ao - a ® ‘> a "> 55 tt we <n Fe tm ae obey ae wT, pe eh, ee Re ae 


raed iT 


Sr Ee Ss ll ligt a eR a «a tag cs bp ae eee 
Pn ae ie et > i Fr ie oe . - 7 . 7 
Wty Up 5 5 i Bethe We ted ace? SIRS eR 
eatin eS MOOT le Mes eg oe . oo Se sar OS ae 6 Wehr aetiee ae eet Se & * 

a“ ey SAG ee So onan eee SOS ee Di A mR ey Se 2 ae 


. 


ea ae = is we 7 ‘e bs —" Fh eet ohwees 
« < ce eo : See a Peace” _ aie pharm a 


= ee eet gh ant ome 


+ = NO cee Rr sil = he Ma he Riise ange ane. oe . SS ee ee oe ee: 


ae eer ae 





- 


Oo wGhd eb ee ee 








SS <a 











“Act! | ()\ nv \ i 


ey — ett is 
oc LET 


' , LE tS / 
= Maire 
a” ‘Uy Zz 


— 


w [A 


"TL 


LY. Ay ema ty | | aes 
. YU Me Oi" Serie 


J 
j } 
/ \p, 
/ f / 
ay 
4 
4 as fst) Yj 
4A / ff i“ 
i} f ff , 
f ‘f ‘f/f / f/f / I 
4 fh ffi st f 
, / f /f f 
/ 4 


a 7 Zz pes e@ 
: ‘ TAT ce 
C Ato 
a\ - pe td rah . 
eerie LL 


— a 
«a 


er A) 


with a very Considerable Difference. 


HU N .—Janvary 23, 1875. 
AT HOME AND ABROAD. 


A Distinction 


SSR nL ET TAPER ) 


ei 














Ts oe ee a en a a men , - i 5 7 _ 
Bena pe Sai tgs SOS DRT Re Ma AE Ee 7 ny ee ee TT ee fe EE ENOL IR NT? RI ot ee 








— a 

















Janvaky 23, 18765.] 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC. No. 408 


O ’t1s a most perplexing thing 

To know whose praises I shall sing 
With raptures wild—in verse ecstatic. 

If Chr*stmas pictures now I draw, 

To-morre~ there will come a thaw— 
This British climate’s so erratic. 


1, Our music rang out o’er the storm, 
And we went well together : 
‘‘So keep you cold or keep you warm,’ 
It was rare Christmas weather ! 


2.’T'was in my native town—and near 
An ancient seat of learning — 

Where I'd returned to all most dear, 

With love and hope high burning. 


3. We at a rustic hostel stayed— 
We_-and some jovial neighbours ; 
The liquor, sure, for gods was made 

With which we cheered our labours. 


4. And when the liquor took effect 
You should have seen us dancing ! 
The Queen of danseuses, I suspect, 
Had never done such prancing. 


5. Soon in the Orient the morn 
Upraised night’s cloudy curtain, 
And tow’'rds the day, with looks forlorn, 
We walked with step uncertain. 


6. I started up! My railway wrap, 
I've good cause to remember, 
Had vanished in my dreaming nap— 
That chill night in December. 


SotutTion or Acrostic, No. 406.—Caro/, Dirge - Cad, 
Aei, Robber, Offing, Lie. Correct : X. Q., Lindis, Ruby’s 
Ghost, Chic, Sideropo/itain, Ozone. 


Bearly Credible. 

A BvcoLic acquaintance who seems to know more 
about ploughshares than railway obligations says he 
means to name his early peas Great Westerns —! ecause, 
forsooth, he expects them to be a good “bearing” 
stock. 





Tue PLace ror Destors.—Bolt Court! 








THE CANNIBAL KID. 


Cuapter I. 
‘“‘CuuckeEty, chuckety, chuck! It was a pretty ickle sing it was,” 


} 





| 








PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 


Jenkins (very short) :—“ Wet, FoR MY PART, I NEVER HEARD A TALL 
| MAN SAY ANYTHING FUNNY IN MY LIFE.” 
Jones (very tall) :—“ Au, THAT'S BECAUSE YOU BELIEVE ‘ Brevity’s THE 


SOUL OF WIT.’ ”’ 


Suddenly his attention was arrested by'an advertisement— 
Must not be more than a week 


> 
. 


house. 
‘‘ A lady wishes to adopt a boy baby. 
old: £20 given, and no questions asked. Apply instantly to 
The man laid down the paper and drew a letter from his pocket. 





chirruped cheery Mrs. Bluffham, the monthly nurse, as she handed a | He read the contents aloud : “Come and see my baby boy.—Your 


two-day old prodigy to itsfather. ‘Come its ways to its dadda,” said 
the cherub’s six-foot sire as he took it gingerly in his arms, and 
crumpled its dangling robes beyond redemption. ‘* Why, I declareit’s 
smiling at me, nurse!’’ he continued, as the infant squinted violently, 
and screwed its lips into a smirk. ‘ Wind, sir, wind,” replied the 
matter-of-fact dame. ‘“ Fathers often mistakes it for affection!” 
‘*‘ Reginald, my love, you’re smashing that child,” gently remonstrated 
a sweet voice; ‘‘ hand him to me, it’s time forits chop.”” The hero of 
this true narrative not only devoured the chop that had been cooked 
for him, but he yelled for more, and got it. He was the hungriest 
baby that ever was born. Subsequent occurrences——. But we 
anticipate. 
Cuarprer II. 

Uncle George was the black sheep of the family. He was always 
in difficulties. He accepted bills and never paid them. He pawned 
everything he could call his own and lots of things that he couldn’t. 
But his sister loved him, and had sent for him. As he lifted the 
gloved knocker there was a frown upon his brow and twopence in his 
pocket. He wanted twenty pounds in twelve hours, and he couldn't 
getit. ‘‘ Will you lend me twenty pounds, Reginald?’ he asked, 
blandly, as he bent over the new baby, and sent it into convulsions 
by making faces at it. ‘‘ No,” answered his brother-in-law, with the 
promptness born of practice. “Then dread my vengeance!” roared 
Uncle George, pretending to leave the room. But he didn't. He 
crept back again and concealed himself beneath the sofa. 

Cuarrer III. 


Let us retrace our steps. Two days before the events narrated in 


in 





loving sis, Louisa.” ‘With a dark look in his evil eye the man rose 
and went out into the night. 
Cuapter LV. 

‘Good gracious me!’’ exclaimed Nurse Bluffham, ‘* where can that 
blessed baby be? I saw hima minute ago eating a pork pie on the 
sofa and now he’s vanished.’ High and low, up the chimney and 
under the bed; in jam-pots, and pill-boxes, and down chinks in the 
floor,—a despairing household searched for the missing child—but they 
found him not. That night the howls of the distracted parents were 
heard for miles. In the midst of their agony they remembered the 
threat of Uncle George. Then the mother left off howling, and bullied 
her spouse for not parting with the twenty pounds. 

CuHarrTer VY. 

It was a bleak cold night. Outside the deors of a mansion, half 
buried in the snow, lay the prostrate figure of a man. Over him 
crawled a baby, and ever and anon it closed its lips with a strange 
crunching sound. It heard the howls of its disconsolate parents 
within, but it answered not. Jt was too busy. 

* a * a 

In the early dawn, the servant coming to sweep the steps, found a 
baby and a bone. She carried them into the house, and joy went with 
them, for a son was restored to its frantic progenitors. The bone was 
buried decently. It was all that was left of Uncle George. 


Latest from Paris. 
Wuat is the difference between the Lord Mayor and a pugilist ? 


the preceding chapter a man sat reading a newspaper in a low public- | —One paid for his box and the other boxed for his pay. 





| 
| 
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USEFUL GRANDMOTHERLY GOVERNMENT. 
A HINT TO THE FRAMERS OF THE HOPELESSLY-IDIOLIC-JURYMEN-SUPPRESSION BILL. 





Wuewn any juryman shall be found to have recommended to mercy more than six 


deliberate and brutal murderers, that juryman shall receive a domiciliary 
visit from a qualified medical inspector,— 
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Who shall proceed to examine his , irendlogical development, and 
pronounce upon the severity of the case. 











Should he conaiien Se a case of aggravated idiotcy, that unfortunate juryman 
hall be placed under complete official supervision. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


ALFonso THE TWELFTH reminds the inhabitants of Barcelona that he 
is their Count. Is of course “nuts’’ on them. Hope they will 
reciprocate. = Special understanding between Germany, Russia, and 
Austria on Spanish affairs. Requiresa special understanding to under- 
stand them. — Irish students waited on the Pope and presented him 
with 16,000 francs. His holiness replied suitably, ¢.e., franc-ly. = 
Lord John Manners still hard on the letter-sorters. Instance of very 
bad Manners indeed. = Return of the New Magdalen. Cvnsternation 
of the old ones at the prospect of monopoly. — Shocking inlumanity 
of a “‘ relieving officer.” Seems to be part of a “relieving ciflicer’s”’ 
duties. Hence his title. — Professor Fawcett has expressed his view 
as to education. So fair we hope he will try and enfawcett. = Lord 
Mayor much struck by the cordiality of the Seine Prefect. Trusts he 

will n never be the Insane Prefect. — Hilary Term commenced. Much 
hilary-ty among lawyers. — Postmaster-General cautions the public. 
He’s a “regular caution,” so the sorters say. = Earl Russell has 
published his “ Recollections and Suggestions.” Our suggestions are 
not in favour of his recollections. Neither are our recollections in 
favour of his suggestions. = Resignation of Mr. Gladstone. ‘* Ano- 
ther Conservative gain.”” And areal one this time. 


And should he be found to persist in his pernicious course, he shall be handed 
over to the latest murderer, and recommended to his mercy. 





Jurymen’s Justice. 


Art Hertford, the other day, two men were tried for night poaching 
and assaulting a gamekeeper. The intelligent jurymen, after hearing 
the evidence, and deliberating for a considerable time on the summing- 
up, which dwelt on the conflicting testimony of several witnesses, stated 
that “they found the prisoners guilty, but highly recommended them 
to mercy, because there might be some question as to their identity.” 
The figment that prisoners are entitled to the benefit of the doubt is, 
under such eminently admirable circumstances, fast passing away—so 
far as poor and obscure prisoners are concerned. In this case the only 
benefit of the doubt was a sentence of four months each. There is a 
certainty about that which more than compensates for any small thing 
in the way of doubt as to innocence or guilt, identity or the want 


| of it. 





WANTED A HEAD. 


Don Cantos doth appoint an English Peer 
‘* His Majesty’s’’ affairs to manage here. 
One moment, sire. Pray whom shall we retain 


To manage better your affairs in Spain ? 
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LITTLE JOHNNY ON SOLDIERING. 


A dream of glory and high favour. The man of inadequate inches who 
mistook his vocation. A strategist in luck objects to an increase of the 
estimates. The vanishing housemaid. Campaigns of the allied forces of 
Napoleon I. and the Duke of Cambridge. The warrior’s fool dog. 





I roLE you some thing las time a bout kings, and now Ime a goin 
to tel a other lot a bout sojers, cos wen Ime big Ime a goin for a sojer 
my own self with a red coat anda belt, and wen Mary, thats the 
house made, sees me won't she think Ime swel, thats all? And then 
Ile take my big saword and cut of fellers wich I dont likes heads and 
say take that, you wicked Voys, you got to be tot that Brit ones never 
never wil be selaves! Then the Queen she wil se wot I have done, 
and she wil say wota brave sojer, make him a corpril, and rase his 
wages, and give him ol the toffy wich he can eat. 

Once there was a little man wich wonted to go for a sojer, and he 
went to acrutin sargent, and he said I won to go for a sojer. The 
sargent he said wot branch of the bissiness wude he like to engage in, 
and the little man said Ide like to be acalvary. Then the sargent 
said were is your horse, I can’t make you bea calvary without you 
fetch a horse, you got to be a infantry. Wen he said that the man 
was hoppin angry as you ever-see, cos he thot infantrys was babys, 
wich aint so cos my cusin Ben »was a infantry, and I no he wasent 
never a baby. So the little man he tuke of his cote and dubble up his 
fis, and he fot the sargent, and after he had fot a wile the sargent he 
luke down and said were does it pain you, and the little man said Ime 
a fitin, that’s were it pains me! Then the sargent said O, that’s how 
it is, you wude make a nice sojer, wuddent you, to go and fite a offle 
battle and not let.the enemy kanow it, yure ony fit to be a sneakin die 
plumatist. 

A captin wich had lots of sojers under him he had em old dron up 
in a row,and he-said you see them French mens, we got to lick em, 
you go andipitch in, and they are sure to run a way, cos French mens 
is cowerds, but iftthey dont its cos they is‘ too many of em, and you 
mus run away yure ownselfs or they will lick-you. So the sojers 
they pitched in, but the French mens dident run, and the sojers they 
got so excited thot they forgot wot the captin had tole em, and dident 
run, too, but stopt were they was and licked the French mans like 
smoke. Then the captin he rote home to Parlyment and said I have 
gain a big vicktry, you mus give me more pay and make me a lord. 
So they made him one, and give him a thousan hunderd acres of land 
and a waggin lode of gold wich the sojers had tuke. After that, wen 
he was a settin in the House of Lords, some feller he got up and he 
said I vote we give the sojers a other penny a week, cos they licked 
the French mens. Then the captin he said I let secha slandrin 
insinewation pas for jest wot it is werth, but I wish to pint out that it 
has been a very expensif war for the country, but if my noble frend 
wude like to pay the sojers some thing out of his own pocket his own 
self I can ony say that I think thats jest wot he ot. 

Las week our front dore was a standin open, and a company of 
sojers was a comin with a bras band, and father had jus come in, and 
he met Mary, that’s the house made, in the pasage, and he was ina 
gude humer, wich he aint all ways, and he said Mary, I no wot you 
likes to see, there is some s\jers a—— and wen he had got that far that 
girl she had jus vannish like out of a gun, and my mother she stept out 
of the dron room with the baby in her arms, and father he luked at 
her, and then he luked at the baby, and then he tuke of his 
specktacles and wiped em, and put em on, and luked agin, and then 
he shuke his head, and said wy, bles my sole, I thot it was Mary, you 
go in the kitchen and tel her she may put onher hat and go see the 
sojers. And wile he wasa sayin it that girl she was jus a fline down 
the rode halef a mile a way to see em. I never see a girl wich was 
so soon as that Mary. 

Books and news papers tocks a deel a bout it needs great 
genious for captins to lick each other, and to take towns, but its ol 
rot, cos you jus ot to see me and Billy a sojerin with sticks. Some 
times we says now that hen coop it aint a hen coop, it is a fort, and 
we wil play it holes ten million hunderd sojers, and every sojer has 
their pocket ful of cannon bols and a cannon to shoot em with. Then 
Billy says he is Napolion and Ime the Dook of Cambrige. Then he 
says tention, Dook, you stay were you are and let em have it as fas as 
ever you can shute, wile I flank em. Then wile Ime a givin it to em, 
and a sayin hooray, Napolion he srounds em, and jumps rite onto the 
coop with his saword, and makes a finnish of it. We have attackled 
that hen coop ol by our own selfs more than a hundered times, and we 
tuke it every time only once, that was wen a hen was in it wich we 
hadent saw til Napolion was a puttin the garisen to the saword, then 
she squocked sudden and we ran a way, cos we dident no wot it was, 
but that wasent fair play. Uncle Ned he said yesterdy Johnny, you 
better be satisfide with wot glory you have got, cos. evry big sojer is 
bound to meet his Waterloo some day if he keeps it up, you kno 
Wellingten met hisn. 

Once there:was a sojer wich had a dog, and he was a sassina other 
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man, the sojer was, and the other man he had a dog, too, and wen the 
dogs they see their masters a quarlin they fot. ‘hen the sojer he 
went and tuk his dog by the coller and puld him a way and said I 
never see sech a fool, all ways a fitin about wot you dont under stand! 
Then the other man said yes, some dogs makes fools o them selfs but 
some men cant cos theyse fools all reddy. 


OS ew OO OOO 
- 


THE OBLIVIOUS TENOR. 


You bid me sing that simple song 
I sang in older, happier days 
(Before my memory went wrong), _ 
When I could earn the meed of praise. 
Full gladly would I sing to. yeu — 
In fact the same was my design ; 
But, trust me, friend, I tellyyou true— 
I do notrecollect a line. 


Words, as you say, are no greatuse— 
The melody’s the chiefest thing ; 

You'll take, you say, no-weak excuse, 
But still insist that Ivehall sing. 

Such kindness from your hands I’ve had, 
That to refuse I could not dare ; 

To sing I should indeed be glad— 
But I can vot recall the air. 


Sing something, say you? so I would, 
Withallmy heart, with all my#kill ; 
Some lyric light and bright and geod, 
That-every heart with joy must fill. 
Right gladly would I do your hest, 
Aad make these ancient rafters ring ; 
But you must learn— pray tell the rest— 
I've quite forgotten how to sing. 


‘*York, you’re wanted! ”’ 

Tueere’s a good thing in the way of local wing up in 
the county of acres. The Malton Messenger employés were feasted 
recently, and out of the fulness of his heart and stomach one of them 
says, in a descriptive account of the glorification, that “ the wants of 
all were well attended to, until gastronomie satiety admonished them 
that they had arrived at the ultimate stage of deglutition consistent 
with dietetic integrity, and then the cloth was removed.” And nota 
minute too soon, if we may judge by theeffect already produced. To use 
‘‘hard words” in reference to such a writer would be playing into his 
hands with a vengeance, and so we merely say that even more than 
176,174 copies per day might be accomplished by some energetic pro- 
prietors, if they would only cultivate the rising talent of the Yorkshire 
East Riding. 


Multum in Parvo. 

Tue Conservative working men of Much Wenlock had a banquet 
the other day, and one of the banners hung round the room contained 
the remarkable sentence, “‘ Prosperation to the Corporation.”” We are 
not aware whether the working men or the Wenlock ‘ liners’’ have to 
be responsible for this ; but it would seem anyhow that Much is a term 
better applied to the town than to the brains of the townsmen. 


Sport! 

A GENTLEMAN engaged in the healthy and honourable pursuit ot 
pigeon-shooting, the other day missed his bird, but “ landed’’ an un- 
fortunate spectator, killing him on the spot. Now that there is an 
element of danger about this pastime it is likely to be more fashion- 
able than ever, the more so as the danger is not to the ‘‘noble sports- 
men” so much as to their admirers. 


SPAIN. 
Tue Spaniards, at their own sweet will, 
Have sounded the Republic’s knell. 
If Don Alfonso rules them ill 
They'll never get half-on-so well. 


Evenly Balanced. 


Two members of the Dover Town Council have been indulgmg in 
the relaxation of calling each other fools, ignoramuses, and such other 
fancy titles. The people of Dover are not likely to believe either of 
these gentlemen so much as both. As the Mayor said, “* this is very 


sad.” 
Wisz Provyisions.—Those on board the boats of emigrant ships. 


ee ee an weer © 


EE EE ES EE eS Se eg 


egrets eeter nce 


See ee 


Eel 


‘4 z Mg - a cy "a > — c< - —_ - 
. a - 3 oe Es 

be al << c rs * —_ 

pe F v * %- f F ao, ot i “= ye 

a! ~ : a 4 oe Oe 7 " 7 
ee Oe sa Me 
Ce a 
ahi ila ac a 


Bn) 


a 


i 
i 
= 
oa 

5 





— . 





42 HUN. 





[JanvaRy 23, 1875. 








USEFUL GRANDMOTHERLY GOVERNMENT. 
A HINT TO THE FRAMERS OF THE HOPELESSLY-IDIOTIC-JURYMEN-SUPPRESSION BILL. 





Wuers any juryman shall be found to have recommended to mercy more than six 


deliberate and brutal murderers, that juryman shal! receive a domiciliary 
visit from a qualified medical inspector, — 
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Should he consider it a case of aggravated idiotcy, that unfortunate juryman 
shall be placed under complete official supervision. 


DOTS AND LINES. 

ALronso THE T'wEL¥FTH reminds the inhabitants of Barcelona that he 
is their Count. Is of course “nuts’’ on them. Hope they will 
reciprocate. = Special understanding between Germany, Russia, and 
Austria on Spanish affairs. Requiresa special understanding to under- 
stand them. = Irish students waited on the Pope and presented him 
with 16,000 francs. His holiness replied suitably, i.e., franc-ly. = 
Lord John Manners still hard on the letter-sorters. Instance of very 
bad Manners indeed. = Return of the New Magdalen. Cvnsternation 
of the old ones at the prospect of monopoly. — Shocking iu!umanity 
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Who shall proceed to examine his phrenological development, and 
pronounce upon the severity of the case. 





And should he be found to persist in his pernicious course, he shall be handed 
over to the latest murderer, and recommended to his mercy. 





Jurymen’s Justice. 
At Hertford, the other day, two men were tried for night poaching 


| and assaulting a gamekeeper. The intelligent jurymen, after hearing 


the evidence, and deliberating for a considerable time on the summing- 
up, which dwelt on the conflicting testimony of several witnesses, stated 
that ‘“‘ they found the prisoners guilty, but highly recommended them 
to mercy, because there might be some question as to their identity.”’ 
The figment that prisoners are entitled to the benefit of the doubt is, 
under such eminently admirable circumstances, fast passing away—so 
far as poor and obscure prisoners are concerned. In this case the only 


of a “‘ relieving officer."” Seems to be part of a “ relieving ciflicer’s’’ | benefit of the doubt was a sentence of four months each. There is a 


duties. Hence his title. — Professor Fawcett has expressed his view 


as to education. So fair we hope he will try and enfawcett. — Lord | 
wares much struck by the cordiality of the Seine Prefect. Trusts he | 
Ww 


never be the Insane Prefect. — Hilary Term commenced. Much 


hilary-ty among lawyers. <= Postmaster-General cautions the public. | 


He’s a “regular caution,’ so the sorters say. = Earl Russell has 
published his “ Recollections and Suggestions.’’ Our suggestions are 
not in favour of his recollections. Neither are our recollections in 
favour of his suggestions. — Resignation of Mr. Gladstone. ‘ Ano- 
ther Conservative gain.” And areal one this time. 


certainty about that which more than compensates for any small thing 
the way of doubt as to innocence or guilt, identity or the want 
of it. 





WANTED A HEAD. 


Don Cartos doth appoint an English Peer 

‘* His Majesty’s’’ affairs to manage here. 

One moment, sire. Pray whom shall we retain 
To manage better your affairs in Spain ? 
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LITTLE JOHNNY ON SOLDIERING. 


A dream of glory and high favour. The man of inadequate inches who 
mistook his vocation. .A strategist in luck objects to an increase of the 
estimates. The vanishing housemaid. Campaigns of the allied forces of 
Napoleon I. and the Duke of Cambridge. The warrior’s fooi dog. 





I roe you some thing las time a bout kings, and now Ime a goin 
to tel a other lot a bout sojers, cos wen Ime big Ime a goin for a sojer 
my own self with a red coat anda belt, and wen Mary, thats the 
house made, sees me won't she think Ime swel, thats all? And then 
Ile take my big saword and cut of fellers wich I dont likes heads and 
say take that, you wicked Boys, you got to be tot that Brit ones never 
never wil be selaves! Then the Queen she wil se wot I have done, 
and she wil say wot a brave sojer, make hima corpril, and rase his 
wages, and give him ol the toffy wich he can eat. 

Once there was a little man wich wonted to go for a sojer, and he 
went to acrutin sargent, and he said I won to go fora sojer. The 
sargent he said wot branch of the bissiness wude he like to engage in, 
and the little man said Ide like to be acalvary. Then the sargent 
said were is your horse, I can’t make you bea calvary without you 
fetch a horse, you got to be a infantry. Wen he said that the man 
was hoppin angry as you ever see, cos he thot infantrys was babys, 
wich aint so cos my cusin Ben was a infantry, and I no he wasent 
never a baby. So the little man he tuke of his cote and dubble up his 
fis, and he fot the sargent, and after he had fot a wile the sargent he 
luke down and said were does it pain you, and the little man said Ime 
a fitin, that’s were it pains me! Then the sargent said O, that’s how 
it is, you wude make a nice sojer, wuddent you, to go and fite a offle 
battle and not let. the enemy kanow it, yure ony fit to be a sneakin die 
plumatist. 

A captin wich had lots of sojers under him he had em old dron up 
in a row,-and he-said you see them French mens, we got to lick em, 
you go andi pitch in, and they are sure to run a way, cos French mens 
is cowerds, but iftthey dont its cos they is‘ too many of em, and you 
mus run away yure ownselfs or they will lick-you. So the sojers 
they pitched in, but the French mens dident run, and the sojers they 
got so excited thot they forgot wot the captin had tole em, and dident 
run, too, but stopt were they was and licked the French mans like 
smoke. Then the captin he rote home to Parlyment and said I have 
gain a big vicktry, you mus give me more pay and make me a lord. 
So they made him one, and give him a thousan hunderd acres of land 
and a waggin lode of gold wich the sojers had tuke. After that, wen 
he was a settin in the House of Lords, some feller he got up and he 
said I vote we give the sojers a other penny a week, cos they licked 
the French mens. Then the captin he said I let secha slandrin 
insinewation pas for jest wot it is werth, but I wish to pint out that it 
has been a very expensif war for the country, but if my noble frend 
wude like to pay the sojers some thing out of his own pocket his own 
self I can ony say that I think thats jest wot he ot. 

Las week our front dore wasa standin open, and a company of 
sojers was a comin with a bras band, and father had jus come in, and 
he met Mary, that’s the house made, in the pasage, and he was ina 
gude humer, wich he aint all ways, and he said Mary, I no wot you 
likes to see, there is some s\jers a—— and wen he had got that far that 
girl she had jus vannish like out of a gun, and my mother she stept out 
of the dron room with the baby in her arms, and father he luked at 
her, and then he luked at the baby, and then he tuke of his 
specktacles and wiped em, and put em on, and luked agin, and then 
he shuke his head, and said wy, bles my sole, I thot it was Mary, you 
go in the kitchen and tel her she may put onher hat and go see the 
sojers. And wile he wasa sayin it that girl she was jus a fline down 
the rode halef a mile a way to see em. I never see a girl wich was 
so soon as that Mary. 

Books and news papers tocks a deel a bout it needs great 
genious for captins to lick each other, and to take towns, but its ol 
rot, cos you jus ot to see me and Billy a sojerin with sticks. Some 
times we says now that hen coop it aint a hen coop, it is a fort, and 
we wil play it holes ten million hunderd sojers, and every sojer has 
their pocket ful of cannon bols and a cannon to shoot em with. Then 
Billy says he is Napolion and Ime the Dook of Cambrige. Then he 
says tention, Dook, you stay were you are and let em have it as fas as 
ever you can shute, wile I flank em. Then wile Ime a givin it to em, 
and a sayin hooray, Napolion he srounds em, and jumps rite onto the 
coop with his saword, and makes a finnish of it. We have attackled 
that hen coop ol by our own selfs more than a hundered times, and we 
tuke it every time only once, that was wen a hen was in it wich we 
hadent saw til Napolion was a puttin the garisen to the saword, then 
she squocked sudden and we ran a way, cos we dident no wot it was, 
but that wasent fair play. Uncle Ned he said yesterdy Johnny, you 
better be satisfide with wot glory you have got, cos evry big sojer is 
bound to meet his Waterloo some day if he keeps it up, you kno 
Wellingten met hisn. ; 

Once there»was a sojer wich had a dog, and he was a sassina other 
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man, the sojer was, and the other man he had a dog, too, and wen the 
dogs they see their masters a quarlin they fot. ‘Lhen the sojer he 
went and tuk his dog by the coller and puld him a way and said I 
never see sech a fool, all ways a fitin about wot you dont under stand! 
Then the other man said yes, some dogs makes fools o them selfs but 


some men cant cos theyse fools all reddy. 


- 


THE OBLIVIOUS TENOR. 


You bid me sing that simple song 
I sang in older, happier days 
(Before my memory went wrong), _ 
When I could earn the meed of praise. 
Full gladly would I sing to you — 
In fact the same was my design ; 
But, trust me, friend, I tellyyou true— 
I do notrecollect a line. 


Words, as you say, are no great use— 
The melody’s the chiefest thing ; 

You'll take, you say, no-weak excuse, 
But still insist that I-shall sing. 

Such kindness from your hands I’ve had, 
That to refuse I could not dare ; 

To sing I should indeed be glad— 
But I can not recall the air. 


Sing something, say you? so I would, 
With allmy heart, with all my-ekill ; 
Some lyric light and bright and good, 
That-every heart with joy must fill. 
Right gladly would I do your hest, 
Aad make these ancient rafters ring ; 
But you must learn— pray tell the rest— 
I've quite forgotten how to sing. 


——— 


‘*York, you’ne wanted! ”’ 

Tuere’s a good thing in the way of lecal reporters growing up in 
the county of acres. The Malton Messenger employés were feasted 
recently, and out of the fulness of his heart and stomach one of them 
says, in a descriptive account of the glorification, that “ the wants of 
all were well attended to, until gastronomie satiety admonished them 
that they had arrived at the ultimate stage of deglutition consistent 
with dietetic integrity, and then the cloth was removed.” And nota 
minute too soon, if we may judge by theeffect already produced. To use 
‘‘hard words”’ in reference to such a writer would be playing into his 
hands with a vengeance, and so we merely say that even more than 
176,174 copies per day might be accomplished by some energetic pro- 
prietors, if they would only cultivate the rising talent of the Yorkshire 
East Riding. 


Multum in Parvo. 


Tue Conservative working men of Much Wenlock had a banquet 
the other day, and one of the banners hung round the room contained 
the remarkable sentence, ‘“* Prosperation to the Corporation.””’ We are 
not aware whether the working men or the Wenlock ‘‘ liners’’ have to 
be responsible for this ; but it would seem anyhow that Much is a term 
better applied to the town than to the brains of the townsmen. 


Sport! 

A GENTLEMAN engaged in the healthy and honourable pursuit ot 
pigeon-shooting, the other day missed his bird, but “ landed”’ an un- 
fortunate spectator, killing him on the spot. Now that there is an 
element of danger about this pastime it is likely to be more fashion- 
able than ever, the more so as the danger is not to the ‘‘ noble sports- 
men” so much as to their admirers. 


SPAIN. 


Tue Spaniards, at their own sweet will, 
Have sounded the Republic's knell. 
If Don Alfonso rules them ill 
They’ll never get half-on-so well. 


Evenly Balanced. 

Two members of the Dover Town Council have been indulging in 
the relaxation of calling each other fools, ignoramuses, and such other 
fancy titles. The people of Dover are not likely to believe either of 
these gentlemen so much as both. As the Mayor said, ‘* this is very 
sad.” 


Wise Provisions.—Those on board the boats of emigrant shipa. 
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GRAND-IOSE. 


Mary ;—“ Pixase M'™ 18 IT TRUE AS YOU'RE A-GOIN’ TO BUY A GRAND PIANO? WILL IT BE A REAL GRAND LIKE THEY ‘AS AT THE 


Mistress :—“ Writ, xEs, Many; I BELIEVE 80, BUT—WHY?”’ 
Mary :—“ You sxe M’m, cos WHEN YoU WENT ovT I CoULD PLAY IT TO KBEP THE CHILDREN QUIET.” 











For Johnson you do it, and quickly you rue it, 

Your thirteen weeks’ notice your editors send ; 

The libelled man meets you, kicks, punches and beats you, 
You're sacked and you’re whacked, through obliging a friend. 


OBLIGING A FRIEND. 


Purtosopuers zealous, and moralists, tell us 

A virtuous deed is its own recompense ; 

And those who have tried it have rarely denied it ; 
The proverb they read in its literal sense. 





The ills that befall us, the bonds which enthral us, Open or Shut. 

The troubles which over us daily impend, PersIsTENT borrowers of umbrellas may be interested in the following, 

Though sometimes they're sent for some vice that we “ went for,’’ | which appeared recently in a Kentish paper :—“ Anyone returning or 

Are often the fruit of obliging a friend. iving information to Mr. , Ashford, the umbrella that was taken 
i there will receive the above reward.” The reward is to be £1, 


When first to your sorrow, in boyhood you borrow 


A hundred ce two, sax of dixty par cont. but why it is to be given to the umbrella remains an open question. 


It strikes us the rightful owner knew how useless it would be to appeal 


In your ear whispers Jones, ‘‘ Can you help me to loans ?”’ : “+ 66 ” 
Ab beck pon nd, © a Galak tak Ge eae anges See the umbrella itself, when he wanted it “ returned” or 
The bills have your name on, for years goes the game on, ; (a 

Until with a crash the thing comes to an end. The Absolute Worst 


You find that the debt 'll, be one you've to settle,— 


You're crippled for years, through obliging a friend. Wuen is a plumber not a plumber ?—When he goes sold(i)ering. 








Suppose on a paper you fume, fret and caper, . 17,0 

And shut off the steam in a column of notes ; Hvies One Shilling. 

Says Johnson, “I wish you would, in your next issue, TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 
Say Thomson still fraudulent companies floats.”’ | Wirn Numerous ILLustRATIONS BY THE First ARTISTs. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 
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Soho! Soho! 
Is chuckled below, 
When honour is bought with gold. 
Soho! Soho! 
’Tis merry this show !— 
Both buyer and seller are sold ! 
And the deeds of the great City Dit majores 
Raise laughs at the Zempora, sneers at the Mores. 
But tempora (pray for the better!) mutantur, 
Tho’ mores seem going down-hill in a canter. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 409. 
| 


. A widow lay brooding on bygone days, 
In a bleak bare room, that gave on the sky : 
She cursed the men who, with promising phrase, 
Had robbed her of all. She could only die. | 


2. From the room below comes a joyous trill— 
Some chorus-singer is trying her part; 
And the notes of the gay composer fill, 
With a soft sad peace, the suffering heart. 


. She slept. And in her dreams she sat once more, 
Before her organ in the softened rays ; 
And high the children’s voices seemed to soar 
O’er earthly sadness in their joyous praise. 


4. A crashing chord! And suddenly she woke. 
A woman stood beside her—called her friend. 
Her face was kind, and tenderly she spoke, 
As she drew near, the dying life to tend. 


5.’Twas not for long! Her agony grew worse : 
She prayed for pardon, as she pardon gave ; 
& With one wild shriek took back her bitter curse— 
Her wronger’s sin was buried in her grave. 


Sotvution or Acrostic, No. 407. — Fairy, Clown: 
Frontignac, Anvil, Indigo, Row, Yawn. Correct : 
Pipekop, Faithful Tommy, Chic, Boh, Mars, Ellen 
Frances, Sairey Gamp, Sideropolitain, Lot-lot, G. R. 
and O. M., Two Pease, Northwich, Rodrigo et Frater, 
Blue Silk Apron, Brice, Hoptop, Hammersmith, Mab, 
Jessica, P. W. R., Little Fog Bird, K. M., Upham, 
Lindis, Mr. G., Carrie and Liz, Nevarcc and Dlareg, J. 
C. W., Em, Jim, and Ted, T. A. M., Cruelty Reach, H. 
and C., Pink Grasshopper, Peckham Pudding, Tommy 
Wattle, Old Cider Eye, Ozone, Original Kittens, 
Songun Major, Ruby’s Ghost, Three Coritanians, 
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MY TRUSTED FRIEND. 


A Srory or CONFIDENCE. 


He was my best and most iatimate friend. I know he was, because 
he told me so about twelve times every hour—that is to say, on an 
average, once in every five minutes. He conferred innumerable 
favours upon me. He dined and drank at my expense; he ac- 
companied me to theatres—where I was permitted to pay; he played 
billiards with me at my club; and he even condescended to borrow my 
money. Of course I was suitably grateful. He hada strong Irish 
accent, and his name was Jones. We often used to parade the streets 
together. The fact of being associated with Jones gave me a sort of 
importance which I, physically, could never command since the death 
of my big dog, who was accustomed to drag me about town much as 
though I was blind. Iamnot. 1am only weak-mirded. 


But to my tale. We parted company some time ago, under condi- 
tions Ishallever remember. I had always been honest, even if a trifle 
foolish, in my dealings with my best friend and the rest of mankind. 
But one day we met a stranger, with whom we soon grew acquainted. 
He appeared to be even more weak-minded than 1 was. Said my 
best friend, Jones, “ Let us teach this youth a lesson. You see, he is 
a perfect fool!’’ Flattered by the tribute to my superior intellect, I 
at once fell in with his views. ‘ You have heard of the ‘ confidence 
dodge,’ ’’ said Jones, “let us try him at it. He has a fine gold watch 
and chain ; we will get him into conversation about honesty and confi- 
dence: you will give me that fifty pounds you drew out to-day, your 
watch and chain, and those diamond rings, to go away with, and when 
I come back I will get all he’s got from him. He’s got a purse full of 
notes and no end cf gold. 

Accordingly we carried out our plan. Jones took my purse, watch, 
and rings, and left the victim and myself in the bar of a convenient 
public-house. For an hour I waited the return of my confederate. 
He came not. My face grew even blander than usual. Suddenly 
the victim said,—“ If you're waiting for Jones, you'd better go some- 
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“'NOT YET!” 


Policeman :—“ Now THEN; MOVE ON WITH YOUR CHILD.” 

Girl :—“* SHAN’? ; HE AIN'T MINE!”’ : 
. . ’ 

Policeman :—“ WHosk 18 HE THEN?” Girl :—‘* My MOTHER’ 8, OF COURSE. 


where else and look for him. Don’t you see he’s had you on his new 
system of the confidence dodge ? ” 

From that day to this I have never met my friend Jones, and when 
I meet the victim he laughs in my face. I think he knows where 
Jones is, and that they divided the spoil together. But I’m too weak- 
minded to tell him so. 


MRS. PITTENDREIGH. 


Awrvt Mrs. Pittendreigh ! 

Quite a termagant is she ; 

Slangs her pa, defames her mother, 
Sits upon her little brother. 

Dread virago must she be— 

Awful Mrs. Pittendreigh ! 


Let from chokey t’other day, 

To her father’s takes her way ; 
Rages through his calm keyhole, 
Calls her ma bad names a shoal. 
Pious pa much shocked must be— 
Wicked Mrs. Pittendreigh ! 


He to Mr. Cooke, the Beak, 
Went, protection there to seek. 
But the Beak, within his shoes 
Trembling, wholly did refuse 
Such a “‘ caution” more to see— 
Savage Mrs. Pittendreigh ! 


Therefore, should I e’er desire 
Thus to kick a dust up dire, 

And to make the very Beaks 

Feel the blood forsake their cheeks, 
My example let her be— 

Awful Mrs. Pittendreigh ! 
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AN UNPLEASANT CONTRAST. 


YET ANOTHER SCENE FROM HAMLET. 
Very Mucu ro THe Purposes. 
No Connection with the Other Shop. 





kind Permission 
coe ee . By Hiwsene. 
. Mas. Briranni. 


. Mn. G. 


Hamurt Paince or Funmank (by 
of Memedlf) . . «© «© «© » 
(lurEN (Her Natural Character) 
Finest Picture (Pius’s Pamphileteer / 
Ssconp Prervure (the Asian Mystery) 





Hamurt. Look here, upon this picture, and on this, 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See what a grace was seated on this brow. 
A combination and a form indeed, 
Where every god did seem to s¢t his seal, 
To give the world assurance of 4 man: 
This was your husband. Look,you, now, what follows: 
Here is your husband ; like a mildew'd ear, 
Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 
And fatten on this moor? Ha! have you eyes? 
You cannot call it love ; for at your age 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble, 


And waits u the judgment. .... 
” or _ What devil was’t 


That thus has cozened you at hoodman blind ? 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, 
Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all, 
Or but a sickly part of one true sense 


Could not so mope. 
cqmnamn@pew 


Tux cabmen of London seem just now to be regarded with a rather 
kindly eye by the public. Why they should at this moment be con- 
sidered more worthy of pity and commiseration than usual we don’t 
pretend to say—perhaps because we don't look close enough into the 
matter; perhaps also because we fancy that cabmen are, as it is, far 


better off than the majority of far more deserving men. Why cabmen 
should be picked out for eo sorrowipg-over, while *busmen are 
allowed to drive on unnoticed, and tram-car drivers are passed by with 
scorn, is certainly to us a puzzle; and the only way in which we can 
account for it is to suppose the excitement is created by those who are 
least in the habit of riding, or attempting to ride, in cabs. We say 


attempting advisedly, for unless a cabman is going in your direction, or 


has amind to give you a friendly lift for just double his fare, he in twelve 
cases out of twenty considers himself an injured man, when hailed, 
and drives steadily on, over you for choice—if you happen to be a 
weak man, or a still weaker woman. Truth to say, there is at the 

resent time, from prime ministersdown to policemen, no class at once 80 
independent «nd extortionate as that of the Londoncabman. If any 
one doubts what we say, let him take his chance, and hail a vehicle 
which is being driven in a direction opposite to that in which it is 
required to go, or the driver of which 1s going in search of refresh- 
ment. Let the doubtful one, if he succeeds in propitiating the cabman 
sufliciently, offer that worthy, at the end of the journey, what every 
other man in the kingdom has to be satisfied with, his exact payment, 
and then let him see, and hear, what a poor, harmless, unoffensive, long- 
suffering man he has to deal with. We have no wish whatever to 
stand between philanthropy and its rightful objects—far from it; 
but while there are so many hardworking, starvation-cnduring people 
still in our midst, surely it is nothing but a mockery to pour forth 


paty on the Londun cabman. 
——— 
Served Oute. 


Brzine a fulle and true accompt of a moste wofull mishappe yt did 
befalle Master Petre, yt did engage in a fraye wh. was foughten 
aboute ye Deecrees of ye Vaticane ; contayninge alsoe ample pre- 
sentement of ye cause wh. wrought ye sayd Petre hys greef. 

Bolde Petre did putte Finger in ye Pye, 
And him did hys Diocesane straight dish up ; 
Scante need yre bee to aske ye Resone why, 
For planely Petre couldn't dish ye Bishop. 


Am I Right? 
Wuat isthe difference between a Briton’s liberty and his Foreign 
Intelligence /— One comes by right, and the other by Reuter. 


—— 
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BENJAMIN'S BAITS; OR, CACOETHES SCRIBENDI. 


Tue Imperial Parliament of Polyglotia was about to resume its 
labour. ‘There were three parties in Polyglotia: the Backwards, 
the Forwards, and the Much-Too-Forwards. The Backwards were in, 
and not at all anxious to go out. All they had to dread was sys- 
tematic and clever opposition on the part of their political antagonists. 
They met together at the Tarleton Club, and Benjamin, their leader, 
confided to them his plans for thefuture. As, one by one, he disclosed 
his artful schemes, his followers chuckled and crowed. When all was 
settled satisfactorily, a beer-barrel—the emblem of the party—was 
brought into the room, and, with his hand upon it, each member of the 
Backwards pledged himself to secrecy. Then Benjamin limped out of 
the room as quickly as his gouty foot would let him. 

Two days afterwards, in the wildest part of Muckinghamshire, an 
elderly gentleman sat digging holes in the ground. Ever and anon 
he shaded his eyes with his hands and scanned the horizon. The 
horizon, not being the production of a modern laureate, yielded to the 
operation, and then the old man whistled, and went to work again at 
the holes. Presently he drew four jam-pots and four snuff-boxes 
from the pocketsof his Ulster. The jam-pots were labelled respectively 
—‘*Greengage,’ ‘Strawberry,’ ‘‘ Raspberry and Currant,’’ and 
“Orange Marmalade.’ Into each pot he emptied the contents of a 
snuff-box. Then he re-labelled them—“ Father,’ “‘ Mother, “ Wife,”’ 
“ Baby,’ and buried a pot carefully in each hole. Perfectly satisfied 
with tke result of his experiment, he returned to town and issued a 

mphlet, entitled, ‘“‘ Successful Cremation of a Whole Family by a 

eli-known Physician. Materials: A Box of Matches, and Four 
Jam Po's. ‘otal cost, Fourpence halfpenny.” The buried jam-pots 
were Vieiled by thousands. The leader of the Much-Too-Forwards 
took up the subject, and became absorbed in it. He renounced 
politics, and took to cremation. He purchased a penny newspaper, 
was rarely in the House, and expressed his determination to devote 
the remainder of his days to advocating the new system of disposing 
of the defunct. 

“One!” murmured Benjamin, triumphantly. 

The leader of the Forwards was still hale, and well, and dreaded. 
The Forward party was scattered and disunited, but under his leader- 
ship it would present a bold front to the: enemy, and fight every inch 
of the ground. But the great chief had a weak side, and Benjamin 
knew it, and sent him a magazine containing an article which 

roclaimed the Lord Chamberlain infallible in matters theatrical. 
nstantly the great Forward plunged into the fray. Pamphlet 
succeeded pamphlet—essay followed essay. Politics faded from his 
view ; in the heat of the conflict, party was forgotten; statesmanship 
and patriotic feeling were drawn into the vortex of controversy, and 
buried beneath the sea of periodical literature. The once dreaded 
leader announced his intention to retire from the House. He deter- 
mined to devote the closing years of his life to the congenial pursuit of 
hounding down the Lord Chamberlain. 

“Two!’’ chuckled Benjamin, gleefully. 

Leader after leader came forward, shone for a time, and then 
vanished from the haunts of politicians. For each some cunning hand 
spread a net, and never failed to bag the game. One there was who 
for atime seemed likely to make a stand, but Benjamin whispered 
into his ear, ‘‘ Compulsory Vaccination,” and he instantly retired from 
the House and expressed his intention of spending the remainder of his 
life in writing letters to provincial nonentities, and getting them 
published in the newspapers. 

“Three !’’ whooped Benjamin, mirthfully. 

What boots it to tell how, one by one, the Forward leaders deserted 
their party to devote the closing years of their lives to eccentric 
literature. Flogging settled one; the Shakers seduced another; a 
third went on the Teetotal; a fourth lost his head on account of his 
relationship by marriage with Royalty, and deluged The Times with 
letters, signed ‘‘ Ass-toricus,’’ upon the subject. As each seceded from 
his post the wily Benjamin grinned a sardonic grin, and was exceed- 
ing glad. The Backwards carried all before them, and the country 
suffered. At last the country could stand it nolonger. Benjamin 
and his followers were imprisoned in the Reading-room of the british 
Museum, where they were soon suffocated by the poisonous air. A 
law was passed condemning any statesman who dabbled in literature 
to death. The Tartar/y Review was burned by the common hangman. 
Several uncouth but practical politicians were imported from the 
colonies, and Polyglotia was once more governed by the great 
Forward party. For which Polyglotia was heartily thankful, for 
if the Backwards had continued in power a few years longer, she 
would have been destroyed beyond redemption. 





Very Appropriate. 


Lxortmmate drama has taken the place of Burlesque at the Opera 
Comique. Why wasn’t the first production “ ‘I'he School for 
Scandal,” by Sheridan ? It would have been so very appropriate. _” 


LE 
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SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS. 





V.—THE TRANSATLANTIC GHOST. 


‘On finding some of commonplace worth 
Parading unmeaningly over the earth, 
One sneers at the action—or holds it, at most, 
As levity, out of its place in a ghost: : 
For who can expect, with a spark of sagacity, 
Any pretence 
To serious sense 
Tn spectres of limited mental capacity ? 


But, eh! it is simply degrading to find 
The ghost of a judge of superior mind, 
Who ought to know better, indulging the fad ! 
It’s worse than degrading—ineffably sad! 
What was the use of interring him decently ? 
Can it be wise, 
If he’s going to rise, 
Like he has done in America recently? 


For a judge who’s alive, in his dignified sleeves, 
T’o be bored by a judge who is dead, and believes 
His former decisions were bosh—and confesses it ;— 
“ Galling,” sir, isn’t the word that expresses it ! 
Further; this posthumous lack of tranquility, 
Seen in a mind 
Of so learned a kind, 
Argues equivocal mental stability. 
Much inconsistency hes at the base of it— 
Look at the evidence borne on the face of it! 


Then an usher in court, we are bound to refleet— 
If adorned with a moderate sense of respect — 
Might harbour some kind of indefinite doubt 
In turning the erudite visitant out : 
For, to an atom of simple humanity, 
Knowing the grade 
Of the eminent shade, 
Lawful ejection would smack of profanity. 
Ushers are mortal, and ghosts are too dire for ’em ;— 
Spectres of ushers are what we require for ’em. 


== — ————S—————— 
Whither! 

An advertisement in The Times expresses the thanks of some pro- 
vincial workhouse managers for a present from one of those anony- 
mous donors who are the pride of eccentric England. ‘The easy 
slippers have been worthily bestowed on the oldest inmate. The 
guardians gratefully acknowledge the cigarettes.”” Fancy a guardian 
of the poor being grateful! ‘We shall hear of a relieving officer being 
good-natured next. All this isofa part with the present. Slippers 
and cigarettes for paupers—why not bootjacks and brandy balls? 
Shades of Bounderby and Gradgind, whither are we drifting ! 


Tux Prusstan Drer.—Sauer Kraut and Raw Herrings. 
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FUN. 47 


LAW INTELLIGENCE. 


JONBLE #. TONG. 


THs cause was called last week, before Lord Chief Jester Funne. 
The Plaintiff, a gentleman of independent means, doing business 
in stocks and securities, prayed for an injunction restraining ‘the 
Defendant, a literary man, from acting any longer as his (Plaintiff's) 
confidential adviser, and for such substantial and exemplary damages 
as the Court might be pleased to award; the principal allegations 
being breach of trust, corruption, and fraud. Mr. Fairpla, Q.C., 
instructed by Messrs. Justiss and ‘[rooth, appeared for the Plaintiff; 
and the Defendant was represented by Mr. Mercie, withoutinetenotion. 
‘The first witness examined was Mr. Bubble, who seemed reluctant to 
testify, but was shoved into the witness-box by the shoulders. 


Examined by Mr. Fairpla.—I am a floater. My ‘business as ‘to 
organise honesty and promate virtue. I donot know the Defendant, 
who is in another branch of the same business. Don’t know whats 
meant by breach of trust; ditto corruption; believe frand isa, 
vegetable. Never was inParliament—of course not! Have heard dhat 
the Defendant was confidential adviserto the Plaintiff, but don’t 
believe it. Never gave iim anything, directly or indirectly; am ‘po 


poor—and pure. 

The Lord Chief Jester.— When did you first make the acquaintance 
of the Defendant ?—I did not fetch my date-indicator. 

The Defendant's counsel here put two small plugs of waxiip the 
witness's ears, and objected. Objection overruled, and , 

Mr. Fai —Did you ever attempt to influence Defendant P— 
Never, swelp me! 

Never ?—Only three or four thousand pounds—I mean, at times. 

Mr. Fairpla.—What for? 2twasweual. : 

What was usual ?—To give him afivice. 

How was this advice page oc Ppa written on thefirst 
scrap of paper that came to which was commonly a bank-nate, 
a cheque, or a “‘ share.”’ 

ane did he always take sudh eéivice P— He silways actedianm Tiis-own 
judgment. Sop Gee ee 
: But he accepted the paper om wiiich the aévice was aa 
How could he? it was always laid on his doorstep, where the did mot 
ever see it. 2 

The Lord Chief Jester.—Then we-are to understand that Defenflant 
always acted conscientiously in advising Plaintiff what were:the ‘est 
investments?—The Plaintiff himaclf has sai so a thousand dimes. 
Somebody has put him up to this. \ 

Mr. Fairpla.—I have no furtherquestions to ask this witness. _ 

Mr. Bubble at once floated out of the court-room, and burst outdille. 

The only witness called by the defence was the Plaintiff, mho 
testified as follows :— 

My name is Jonble. Ihave known the Defendant long anf ex- 
pensively. In the preliminary examination—— 

The Lord Chief Jester.—I cannot permit the remotest allusion to 
what occurred in another court where you were not the Plaintiff, and 
Mr. Tong was not the Defendant. I[ will simply ask you one 
question. From what you have heard, seen, and suffered, is your con- 
tidence in the Defendant really impaired ? 

Witness (stupidly).—Not a bit of it, but—— 

Mr. Mercie.—That is my case, my lord. 

The Lord Chief Jester.—Well, it is not my case ; but the action is 
dismissed, and Defendant is allowed his costs. As for the Plaintiff, 
let him pay £500 for giving trouble, and be examined as to the state 
of his mind. 





‘*NO EFFECTS.” 


I conceives that an album is worse than the rest 

Of all bothers and bores that a bard can detest; 

And I think that the sister—or cousin—or fame— 

Who possesses that album is nearly the same. 

“ Just a stanza, ’’ said Someone, a day or two back; 

‘‘ For you know that you can if you please, Cousin Jack. 
‘¢ Sit and scribble some lines, before going to bed, 

‘On the very first thing that comes into your head.” 


So to think of a topic I painfully tried ; 

But I thought about thinking and nothing beside. 
Should I write upon this? Could I rhyme upon that ? 
What the dickens, in short, could I ever get at ? 

I discovered my brain was unworthy of trust, 

And I threw down the album in utter disgust :— 

Yet my brain—(if I have any brain, be it said) — 

Was the very first thing that came into my head. 





Signs or THE Trees.— Rubery ». Grant and Sampson. 
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THE POET’S CROWN. 
By a Lunatic LAvuRBATE. 


Tue poet he sat in his easy chair, 

With a loosen’d collar and tumbled hair; 

The poet was pensive, and biting his thumb, 
And the poet was sad, for the Muse was dumb. 
Tn his eye was a tear, on his face was a frown, 
For his wrath was up and his luck was down— 
And he fell in a study that’s known as brown ; 
For in all the town, not a single crown 

Was his for the asking, until he had done 

A couple of poems to sell for one. 

The poet he turned and he twisted about ; 


His wife came in, and his pipe went out. 
Then the baby woke and began to choke ; 


ee Ne Se ee NS EDC 
AN ILLOGICAL DE-DUCK-TION. 


Fond Granny :—“ Now THEN, Potty, COME AND HAVE YOUR HAT ON, THERE’S A LITTLE DUCK.” 
Polly :—“ Suan’t! Orner LITTLE DUCKS DON’T WEAR NONE—THERE Now.” (The rest of the argument is lost in outcries and dissolved in tears.) 
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While the batter'd babe, in the fender gave 

A hint for an ode on an Infant's Grave. 

Then the poet he laugked as he finished his verse, 
With a = upon coffin, a pun upon hearse,— 

He laughed so loud that the roof came down, 
And buried his verses and cracked his crown. 


—oooooeoeoao——_—= 


‘Friends at a distance! ”’ 


An advertisement in the “ agony column” of a daily contemporary 
requests dear Tem—who must be a Tom of amaz‘ng ability—to do 
something extraordinary. ‘Come immediately if you see this. If 
not, come on Sunday.” The only parallel we can find to this is in the 
anecdote of the Irishman who, meeting a “diddling” friend, saidat once, 
“IT never received your letter asking for a loan of five pounds, or I'd 
have sent itat once.’” By the way, this rather old story may enlighten 
some of our friends as to our mysterious and otherwise unaccountable 


a 





Two friends dropped in with the latest joke, : 

And filled their so and puffed tools eneke : silence. 

Of the poet they spoke as a “rum o oke,” 

While they threw out a hint, they should stay to sup, A Gutteral Note. 

And they talked to the poet of “ chucking it up.” Mr. Forsrer has expressed a hope that we may one day have a 


Then the poet he rose in his wrath and slew 
His friends and his family, two by two. 


Then the poet he sat on the co of his wife, 
And scribbled some verse upon Married Life ; 
Then he cast his eyes on a mong Seed, 
And wrote of a good man come to his end ; 





| ladder from the gutter to the University. Judging from the dirty 
and disreputable appearance of some of the people who haunt Fleet- 
street public-houses, and boast of Oxford and Cambridge educations, 
the other ladder—from the University to the gutter—already exists. 


! 
| 
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Domestic Pers.—Matrimonial sulks. 
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AN UNPLEASANT CONTRAST. 


“ LOOK HERE, UPON THIS PICTURE, AND ON THIS. 
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JOE BROWN THE OSTLER. 


SpEciaALLy INTERVIEWED BY OUR OWN Reporrer. 
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I’: but an ostler poor and rough, 
Joe Brown by name; 
But trust I’m made of honest stuff, 
‘Though hard of speech, of manners bluff, 
And dreadful lame. 


]’ve lived with horses all my days— 
I love ’em so. 

I know ’em better than the ways 

Of men, and so let men’s affrays 
Unnoticed go. 


I mizht have been a richer man 
If I'd been taught. 

But ever since my life began 

I’ve suffered from a kind of ban 
Which sets at nought— 


All effort which a man may make— 

A man like me— 
E’en though his heart may nearly break : 
For no one cares to notice take 

Or listen ; —see ? 


Swells think that if I get my beer 

I want no more. 
P’r’aps they be right; but when:they sneer 
And say hard: things when I am near, 

It makes me sore. 


It isnt that I want their thanks ;— 
Not me—oh no! 

And: yet I never play no pranks; 

But then I’m low down in the ranks. 
Both poor and low. 


No one can say that I’m not kind 

To all in here. 
There's dear old Jemmy, nearly blind; 
He’s fond of me, as you will find. 

See; he-don’t fear ! 


It’s not because-a fellow’s cute 
Or neat and nice 
‘That he must be the man:to suit. 
Though ’tisn’t right to.erimes impute, 
He may have vice. 
Well, sir, I’ve nothing more to say, 
Except good bye; 
And that, whenever comes the day 
That from the stable I must stay, 
Be sure I'l die. 


————— 
Tus Sewer Man’s Parapise.—Flushing. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue prodaction of a new comedy by Mr. H. J. Byron is bound to 
be au event of importance in the theatrical world, even when rumour 
has not been hard at work enlisting the sympathies and exciting the 
envy of all in any way likely to be interested. Therefore it is not 
surprising that, on the first night of Our Boys at the Vaudeville, the 
house was crowded to excess, and the audience was both excited 
and impatient. At the same time we are glad to record that it was 
very good-natured, and that the shortcomings peculiar to a first-night 
were often overlooked, while anyting in the way of ability received 
at least its due meed of recognition, both as regards the author and the 
actors. It is so easy to criticise, and the constructive faults of our best 
plays are so frequently pointed out by gentlemen who couldn't for 
their lives construct anything but a column of cheap hysterical 
twaddle, that we will be satisfied with saying, if Mr. Byron has not 
given us a perfect structure, he has produced a comedy full of his best 
qualities, and equal to the task ef drawing both tears and laughter 
from those who are not abeve such paltry weaknesses. ‘The names of 
the actors are of themselves sufficient guarantee that everything went 
well; but it would not be fair to include Mr. David James in any 
amount of collective praise. His rendering of the old butterman was 
excellence itself; and if—as we believe—it is the duty of an actor 
to be as like life as possible, then Mr. James has achieved a triumph 
indeed. Of course all old playgoers will remember some one or other 
who could have done better—we are thankful to see anything done so 
well. Miss Cicely Richards also deserves special commendation for 
her “slavey.”” She would get “£16 all found”’ ina minute if she 
were not doing better. Mr. Warner, Mr. Thorne, and Mr. Farren, 
Miss Larkin, Miss Bishop, and Miss Roselle were all equal to their 


reputations, and may reckon themselves pretty free from rehearsals: 


for some time to come. 

Due inspection seems to have settled all doubtful folk in the opinion 
that Covent Garden pantomime, the Babes in the Wood, is the gem of 
the season. There are not many people who are proof against the 
attractions of a real right-down old-fasbioned Christmas pantomime, 
and those who don't go to “ the Garden”’ while they can, may shed 
bitter tears of disappointment when they find, once again, that the best 
production is but a fleeting joy, and that, as the proverb says, 
neglected opportunities make us old before our time. 

Messrs. Maskelyne and Cooke, who had already eclipsed all rivals, 
past, present—we had almost said, and to come—have gone a step 
still further in advance, and invented an automaton, the like of which 
has never before been seen or even heard of. ‘“ Psycho’’ is a perfect 
marvel of ingenuity; and if Mr. Maskelyne would only go one step 
further, and take out a patent for the construction of model domestic 
servants of all descriptions, we fecl sure he would be perfectly suc- 
cessful, make a fortune in less than no time, and be—though this 
might hardly meet his views—a boon to society. Those cool people 
who make it a rule never to be astonished at anything, and have 
always a theory as to “how it’s done,” will find their coolness and 
their ingenuity fairly put to the test by ‘“ Psycho,” who promises us 
still more than he has so far achieved. Fritz Renhard, though 
alive, and consequently nct nearly so interesting as “ Psycho,’ 
possesses Claims on all sightseers; and the old tricks are now presented 
in a dramatised form, merrily and almost miraculously carried out. 
One - the characters, that of a stage Irishman, is excellently per- 
trayed. 





PHILOLOGICAL, 


Wary such a fuss ? 
And wherefore thus 
Kick up a legal bobbery ? 
Try ev’ry move 
You ne’er can prove 
That Rubery meant Radbbery. 





Odious Comparison. 


A LEcRuRE is advertised in Baltimore, U.S., entitled, ‘‘ A Compari- 
son between the Christian and the Pagan Woman.” We de not 
know in what they are to be compared; in respect of morality, the 
Marjo if he isa fair sample—will have rather the better of if, 

ut in point of beauty there is simply mo comparison: the average 
heatheness can discount him. 





A Burning Shame: 
A RUFPIAN was charged at the Thames. Police-court with 
burning a woman’s face with alighted camdla, The magistrate, 
probably thinking that a light offence deserved a light punishment, 


gave him six weeks. When the vivicremator has done his “short 
six’’ he might set a few magisteates on fire: Some of them want 
brightening up. 
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THE OLD GENTLEMAN WHO GAVE HIMSELF 
HEIRS. 





I wave often thought that railway accidents, when courted, recoil 
upon those who seek them. 

There was a rich old bachelor who wasn’t actively wicked at the 
commencement of this story, but he wanted to get rid of the usual 
host of relations who waited to be his heirs, without killing them 
himself. I have some delicacy about introducing crime here, because 
this story is not intended for the young—if it were it wouldn't matter. 
There are plenty of bloodthirsty tales of dreadful murders committed 
upon ogres by such ruffians as Jack (of the Beanstalk) and Hop-o’- 
my-thumb ; yet, who ever heard of any youthful reader putting aside 
his book, and going off and killing an alderman—or anyone else? 
Well, this old gentleman's hungering relatives dogged his steps 
wherever he went, armed with little presents of pin-cushions, and 
porpoise boot-laces, and chocolate-creams; and it gradually dawned 
upon him that his very irritating habit might be made the means of 
attaining his end—that is their end. So he made inquiries, and found 
that very fast trains ran daily to the North; and in a few days a letter 
arrived from him for one of his relatives in London, bearing the 
post-mark of Aberduilhputtimuchettie in the Highlands. All the 
relatives went down by the next fast train, and arrived safely, but the 
following day the old gentleman had left them all in the North; anda 
week or so later they got a telegram from him, begging their 
immediate presence in London. They went up by the next fast train, 
without an accident. The old gentleman never travelled by train— 
he always did the distances in cabs, in spite of the difficulties with 
the drivers, who said it was out of their radius. He travelled thus 
all over England in course of time ; so did his heirs expectant—by the 
next fast trains—but they were never smashed. So the old gentle- 
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man decided to launch out into actual crime—(I don’t seem to have 
any scruples about introducing actual crime into this story now: I 
am so anxious to see what becomes of the naughty old gentleman). 
He confided to his relatives his intention of travelling by the next fast 
train, somewhere: they accompanied him, of course; but he, being a 
proud old gentleman, insisted on having his first-class compartment 
to himself. Desperate resolves had seized him. He was insured for 
large amounts in case of injury; and he got out on the way and 
bribed the engineer to let Aim drive the engine. (We shall never 
hear of the engineer again ; he immediately ran down the embank- 
ment, vaulted over the fence, and set sail for Australia.) Then he 
drove the train up against posts, and round signal-boxes, and up 
and down steep embankments, until a dreadful accident occurred— 
but no one was injured; only the rich old gentleman was missed 
from his compartment ; and, as they could only conclude he was killed 
and lost, all those heirs of his divided his property among them. 

For the best of it was, the wicked old gentleman, disguised as an 
engine driver, didn't dare to reveal his identity, for fear of an action 
by his insurance company for wilfully attempting to injure himself to 
secure compensation. (He hadn’t thought of this!) As it was, the 
railway company reprimanded him, and changed him to a porter, in 
which capacity he is contented and cheerful, and hopes in time to 
become a guard—perhaps even a station-master. 
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Note by a Distrawt Joker. 


Tr is said that drowning men catch at straws; but straws, in gin 
slings and other strawng drinks, are caught at by men who merely 
wish to drown—their sorrows. 
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LITTLE JOHNNY ON BABIES. 


_ Johnny objects to the imposition of hands» The uses of wax in melting 
and refining. The babe that ate-@deor. An unholy alliance. Un- 
bottling a skinful of childhoods More Gaffer Peters. Unexpected 
effect of a sensational story on its auther: His suosequent recovery, 
and distinguished valour. Twinsy instinet, and poison. Johnny, 
bitten by the monkey of poetical inspiration, produces a lullaby of novel 
merit and sets himself to dreaming deceitful dreams. 





Bases aint big enuf to lick, or you:wudesee me a pitchin in to em, 
I cam:tel you, for I dont like em, but wem-you luke at one, and see em 
so little, you say now if I was to take of my coteand give you a good 
thrassin: you cudent help yoursef, so may: be you cant help being a 
nuisanee, too. That's wot I say wen our: baby pats its gummy hands 
onto my face-wen Ime made to set-and mind him. but.you jest wait 
til he gits as-big as me, so it wude-bea-fair fite; and then see wot Ile 
do, thatsall! I spose I like that little: feller; like Ime tole to, but 
wot does he put his gummy hands forin my face wen I kiss him ? 

I no-were there isa baby wich is alot oldertlam ourn, but not 
morn halef so big, and it cant.wok,,and it cant:tok,. but sech dresses as 
that baby wears wude make yure: bead swim. Itisin a shop windo, 
and it ismade of whax. Fore my sister: was marred to her young 
man and went'to live in her new*house me and her used to pas that 
windo, and I was for stoppin, but: my sister she wade pul mea long 
and say wy, itsbeen there ever since we come to. live here, only some 
times’ its close is change, wot) ever can you see to. like in that thing, 
they better wosh.the dirty spots off its nose. But yester day we was 
a goin'a:past agin, and she stopt and luke a long wileyand she said O 
you darlin wee sweet, if you wasa live I wude jus bi you and eat you 
every mite up; wot dear little freckles on its fummy nose! Now wot 
do you'think of that, it flores me! 

I spose babies is differnt from. fokes cos tliey dont no no better, but 
if I wasithem you wudent cetch'me a puttin every thing in this: world 
into nty mouths, I can tel you, like-ourn does. Mary, thats the: house 
maid, she was a only chile wen’she was to home, and she use to have 
dols, but she never see a meat baby real cloce til she come to our 
house; and that girl was jes astonish ol the time to see wot baby wude 
do, aud it was morn a muath fore she wude tuch it. One day Mary 
she come a bustin in the dinin room wen it was dinner, wite like a 
sheet, and hardly any breth, and she said O, if you pleas, nrum, babby 
has went and et the nursry dore every bit up, ol but jes the nob, but 
wen my mother she went to see wot was the matter it was only father 
had tuke of the dore to mend it, and baby was a suckin a round paper 
wate. Sech a girl! 

Once there was a man wich had a baby, andthe man diddent. have 
no wife, cos she was dead, and a woman she hada baby too, but no 
husban, cos he haddent turned up, or had run of, or may be he was 
dead too. And the man he said if yule mary me [le mary you, then 
my baby wil have a mother to mix its milk, and yourn wil have a firs 
rate father to rassel round and git things. So they done it, and they 
was put in jale, cos it is wicked to give babies fathers and mothers 
wich may be they wudent like if they kanew em. 

I have a other thing to tel you a bout Mary, thats the house maid. 
Wen she firs come to live with us one day Uncle Ned he was a plain 
with baby after lunchen, and he had the cork of a ale bottle a stickin 
on the cork scru, and he wasa lettin baby take it in its mowth. 
Mary she come in wile he was a doin it, and she see him pul it out 
quick, and she ran in the kitchen as fas as ever she cude and brot 
Uncle Ned a tumbler ona tray! Tween me and youl dont bleeve 
that girls got any thinker! 

One day my father was a readin some thing out. leud wich he had 
foun in the Daly Tellygraft about baby farmin, and ole Gaffer Peters, 
wich was there, he herd til father got done, and he said he went in 
for a law to keep the squires from leasin their land to the farmers 
for sech wile perpesses, cos, for his part, he-didden see any differnts 
be tween plantin babies and buryin em like they was dead, and he 
bleeved it was jes done to git rid of em, cos how cude babies come up ? 

There was a man and his wife and their little baby, and they lived 
by their selfs in the woods, ten hundred thoasand miles from any 
other heuse. The man he hunted deers with a gun, and the woman 
she stade to home to mind baby and cuke the meat. And one offle 
dark nite the man haddent come home, and the woman she new he 
had got lost, and was kil by sabbages, and et by a wile beest, and she 
was a frade. Bime by, way in the nite, she herd something like a 
little chile a cryin, and a cryin, out side in the dark, some times on 
one side of the house, and some times not, and she said it was a 


had come home and shot it. 


head, Johnny, if you conjer up a fitin demon [le stan by and see fair 
play, wel jus themthere was a gun, for it was a panther, and the man 
But wen he went in the house his wife 
diddent kno him, cos*she had went mad, and she had hug the little 
baby so tite it was dead. 

If Ide been her yude a saw me git the poker and wok strate up to 
the windo, and Idea said Mister Panther, if you carry fire in your 
eye sit has got tobe poked, and Idea let him have it as fur in as I cude 
make it go, andsaid hooray! But Uncle Ned he says wot wade I 
done if I had seea: notice on the windo like at the Zoo, dont worry 
the animela? 

Two babies wich is jest a like is twins, but Missis Jonsin she tole 
rae a offle crammer; for she said hern was twins, wich aint so, cos I 
have seen‘em,.and-one is a girl. May be the other is a twin, but a 
twins no good with out. it has got a mate, its like a pare of boots wen 
one has: been give to the poor, who wants the other? I dont kno how 
fokes wich has'twinus gits on for there wudent be enuf things in the 
house fortwo babies to put. in their mouths. My father he says 
babies puttin things in their mouths is a instinct, cos in a natcherel 
state they wude haf to eat Iot\of things wich they wude find, or they 
wude starve, but I think they mite ol most as wel starve to deth as 
git pizened. 

Ours is named Frank, and I have rote some poetry wich is for 
mother to sing him to sleep wen he wude rather stay a wake and 
hammer the legs of the pean O with a bottle of colone. 

Seepity, seepity; Fankity Fank, 

Butten its blu eys up, hanky pank pank ; 
Sech a rum baby no body aint got, 

And if they wude say so, wy that wude be rot. 
Lully boy,.lully boy, snority snore, 

Wen it wakes up it shal crol on the flore, 
Sech a rum baby'no body aint see, 

And if they wude say so they got to fite me. 


Hooray! wont my mother jus'go wild with happy when I sho her 
that, aol say I made it ol my ownself, you mus git it by hart real 
quick? And wont she say Mary, thats the house maid, you come 
this minit and mind these egs a bilin, cos I got to put baby to sleep, 
poor little feller, he is so tierd! 


POT BOILERS. 


Tue noble savage, like his kind, 
Preferred to eat his victuals raw : 
Some said it was his strength of mind, 

And others, ’twas his strength of jaw. 
His happy climate being hot, 
There was no need to boil the pot. 
But here, in Britain’s chilly clime, 
‘Thermometers go up and down. 
One is absurd and one sublime ; 
One a tragedian, one a clown. 
Of brats each owns.a precious lot, 
And so these sticks must boil the pot. 


The painter scumbles in his tints, 
And daubs away from day to day. 

His friends drop in, with many hints, 
And dub him proximate R.A. 

His pictures may be good or not, 

But still the canvas boils the pot. 

When Music —heavenly maid !—was young, 
The barrel-organ was unknown : 

Of old she kept a silent tongue, 
Of late she started Mendelssohn. 

And princes now have fiddles got— 

Some wish they’d make them boil the pot. 


Galls and gum-arabic compose 

The fluid forming many a book : 
It may be poetry or prose— 

You'd better in the pages look. 
The writer may be hanged or shot ; 
But while he lives will boil the pot. 
Long may the doctor live and thrive 

To give us nostrums while we ail, 
And keep us gently jusf-alive, 

Or not alive, to tell the tale. 

The undertaker’s horse will trot, 


spirrit wich had come fer her baby, so she set in the middel of the = ; 
room and hugged her baby, and was friten mose to deth. And the And he must boil his gallipot. 
Thing kep a cryin, anda eryin, til her blud run cole, but her baby Of poetry I fain would speak 


was a sleep in her arms, poor thing. At lasshe herd a nois at the 
windo, and she luked upand hollered, for she see two grate eyes a 
lukin in thru the glas, like coles of fire, and Ime that friten I cant rite 
any more, cos its niteyand Ime a lone, weres my mother ? 

Ive foun Uncle: Ned, and he has lit his pipe, and he says drive a 





And speak I do with achiag heart. 
I have not tasted food this week, 

My editor declines to “‘ part.’’ 
These verses, now—you like fhem not— 
Pray goodness they may boil the pot. 
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‘‘DOMUS ET PLACENS UXOR.” 


Mrs. W. (elderly lady, fond of hard words, to newly-married neighbour) :—‘*I DO 80 LOVE TO SEE YOUNG COUPLES FOND OF EACH OTHER, 
Mrs. Meex; nut (apologetically), I was THINKING YOUR HUSBAND SEEMED RATHER TOO UXORIGUS.” 
Mrs. M. (seriously, but under a slight misapprehension) :—“ InpEEpD, Mrs. WILLIS, THAT'S HIS ONLY FAILING; I’M sORRY TO SAY THAT 


TWICE LAST WEEK HE HAD TO BE BROUGHT HOME IN A CAB!”’ 








DOTS AND LINES. | 


Great meeting of bishops at Lambeth. Gina bishop meet a bishop | 
up in London town, gin a bishop treat a bishop (say at the Alhambra | 
or the Argyll) need a bishop frown? — Ejection match between an | 
archdeacon and a rector. Rector has now some vague notion of | 
archidiaconal functions. So have we, but still they’re vague. — 
Rumoured loan of three millions and a half sterling to Prince 
Napoleon and the Empress Eugenie. More rumour than ready money | 
about this, we fancy. < Conclusion of The Times libel case. Jury's | 
conclusion the only one in reason. All the harder for them to arrive | 
at it. — Mr. Charles Reade calls the editor of the Leeds Mercury “a | 
liar, a coward, and a blackguard.’’ Yet this is the author who brings | 
actions for libel against those who dare to dissent from his literary views. | 
He'll have plenty of work cut out now. — Henry Ward Beecher a. 

ter favourite than ever. Pew rents gone up twenty per cent. | 

e's a very ungrateful man if he doesn’t “cut up’’ the extra with | 
Tilton. — King Alfonso enters Madrid on horseback. Don Carlos | 
says he'll go in a gold coach—when he goes. — Peterborough Court 

tronises Printing House Square, in referring to the recent libel case. 

is must be the “ most unkindest cut of all.”” — Seventeen hundred 
brokers in the City. Some one had better now give us the number of | 
the “ broke.” 


A PLEASANT CHANGE. 


A pretty little girl I know, 
As pretty as can be; 
I love the little darling so, 
And she is fond of me. 
But one thing galls me sadly— 
Her name’s unpleasant tones. 
‘¢ Jane’’ doesn’t sound so badly— 
But I can’t fancy “ Jones.” 
* - * & 


I told her my disliking strange— 
She laughed a little laugh, 

And said she’d often wished to change 
The both-offending half. 

Result: one finger gladly 
A golden circlet owns. 

“ Jane”’ doesn’t sound so badly— 

Now we've got rid of ‘‘ Jones.” 


Price One Shilling. 


TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


Wirn Numerous ILLustTRatTions By THE First ARTISTS. 








FOR BREAKFAST. 


— cHOCOLAL 





ENIER. 


FOR LUNCHEON. 
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THE BELLS OF SAINT MARTIN’S. 


| 
Lyrne as close a captive here 
As Damiens on his bed of steel, 
Restless [ turn and Jend an ear 
To ev'ry fast-revolving wheel. 
My spirit would be all unmanned 
In silent or suburban gloom ;— 
But in the gay and giddy Strand 
My Cockney soul hath elbow-room. 


I cannot walk ; I cannot stir ;— 
Save now and then from side to side. | 
My fate, should any fire occur, 
Simply consists in getting fried. | 
I read by day, and watch by night 
The dancing shadows on the wall. 
My life, though not an Eden quite, 
Seems not unpleasant, after all. 


On Thursday nights at eight o’clock | 
Begins my jolliest of times. | 
My cradled slumberings to rock 
Ring out Saint Martin’s merry chimes. 
My head may throb, my bones may ache; 
But—when those happy bells begin— 
I murmur (only half awake), 
** Peace to the soul of Nelly Gwynne!”’ 


The ringers there, across the way, 
Who bid the cheering metal speak, 
Receive, as portion of their pay, 
A leg of mutton once a week. 
Poor Mistress Eleanor, good soul, 
Bequeathed this banquet in her will. 
Although a sinner on the whole, 
With all her faults I love her still. 


I greet with joy (as many must) 
The merry, merry bells of Yule; 
And never was averse, I trust, 
From any others, as a rule. = 
But none will ever match the mirth 
My favoured belfry's clangour yields. 
Of all the chimes on all the earth 
Give me Saint Martin’s in the Fields. 
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A Foot Note. 


A GENTLEMAN advertises his willingness to exchange a 
cork leg for a revolver. This is ‘he nearest approach to 
the old law of retaliation we have seen for a long time. 
It isn’t an eye for an eye—but it’s a leg for an arm. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


DisturBances in Siam. Daily papers seize the opportunity to 
reprint the history of “that great country.’’ Cheap. = Bishop of 
Manchester speaks out like a Christian and a gentleman on the sins 
of the labourer. Rather too hard though to make him pay for his 
opinions in half a column of doggrel drivel. — Rumour that the late 
City Editor of The Times is to start a new “ financial daily paper.’ 
Doubtless it will be called the “ M. B.’’ — Death of Charles Kingsley. 
Good men are getting rapidly scarce. But this is no joking matter. 
Our regrets are many, our sorrow great. = Difficulty in defining the 
legal meaning of “ gentleman.”” Lord Coleridge brought it to a very 
low condition. The casual wards are, according to him, full of gen- 
tlemen.= Death through the bite of a dog. ‘The dog it was who 
died.” Of poker on the brain. — Ten thousand pounds given 
anonymously for the promotion of university education among Not- 
tingham men. Better have given it for the promotion of university 
education—among university men. = Resignation of a judge. Re- 
signation also of those who hope for the appointment. — Arrival of 
the Grand Duke Serge. Being from Russia, he might more appro- 
priately have been called Frieze. — Overdone memorial for the sup- 
pression of vivisection. Ruskins rush in where surgeons scorn to 
tread. — Conservative condemnation of “bloated armaments.” 
Liberal condemnation of bloated arguments. We shall have them 
wholesale, though, very shortly. 





Wonderful, if True. 


Tue North Wilts Herald goes into what, at first sight, seem unac- 
countable ecstacies over a volume of posthumous poems. On nearer 
inspection, however, we find that the author of them was “ born at 
Dundee in 1871, and died at Liverpool, from an attack of typhoid 
fever, in 1869." Under such circumstances thé production of poetry 
is rather remarkable, and we were wrong again, as usual, to question 
the reviewer's raptures. 
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NO PLEASURE UNALLOYED. 


Ragged Boy :—“Tuat’s wHat I caus A Goop FIGGER, Birt. Wat A 
LOT HE MUST HOLD!” 

Bill :—“ Au, put I pgssay HE’D GIVE A TANNER NOW TO BE AS "CUNGRY 
AS YOU NOR MBE.” 


A TEMPERANCE LYRIC. 


In this degenerate drunken time, 
When all is wrong as wrong can be ; 

When lots of people stoop to crime, 
And some take spirits in their tea : 

It glads my heart and joys my soul, 
To see laid out on friendly trays— 
From which we taste without control— 
The tea and buns of boyhood’s days. 


The drunkard takes his “two” of gin— 
Puts brandy, even, in his milk; 
And finds himself so short of tin, 
His wife puts cotton on for silk. 
Why will they not the lesson learn— 
Believe me, worthy friend, it pays— 
To simple fare to make return,— 
The tea and buns of boyhood's days? 


Come, fill my cup with hot Bohea! 
Come, load my plate with temp’rance fare! 
I’ll hear the parsons disagree— 
In short, do everything but swear. 
Where Templars good consume their food, 
1 love to listen and to gaze ; 
And watch them gorge, in gentle mood, 
The tea and buns of boyhood’s days. 


Latest from .the Clubs. 


Tue journalist who, at the peril of his life, rescued a lady from the 
clutches of a cockroach at the Ludgate Restaurant, intends to issue an 
account of it in three volume form, and afterwards to dramatise the 
book. The Lyceum is spoken of in connection with the play, and 
Mr. Irving will in all probability “ create’’ the part of the cockroach. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Feb. 3, 1875. 
A REAL REPRISAL. 


A pirty little boy we knew, 
And J hnny was his name. 
He older but no wiser grew— 
Still played a dirty game. 
Yet he never could see that he wasn't quite beautiful, 
Lovely, and sweet, and as clever as ten. 
He never was wrong, not he—never undutifal— 
Nothing was he but the wisest of men. 
So fond of saying spiteful things 
Grew Johnny day by day, 
That, wounded sore by sneers and stings, 
Hus friex.ds were in dismay. 
While all of his foes chuckled loud and ne'er cared for him, 
Laughing to find him so wilfully, wrong; 
‘‘ His bosom friends seem to be specially spared for him— 
So he may fancy he’s clever and strong.”’ 
At last he got a dreadful blow, 
Which brought him down with crash ;— 
He tried his tricks on Bubby Lowe, 
And came an awful smash. 
For Whiteheaded Bob is a rum ‘un to round upon 
Fellows who haven't the mind for a fight— 
Fellows who strike, and then grovel the ground upon— 
Fellows who live tut to spit out their spite. 
Said Bobby, “‘ You began on me 
Without of cause a grain: 
I fancy even you'll agree 
I've not struck back in vain. 
Out of the way then, or under my bicyele, 
Johnny, I'll smash you a flounder as flat. 
As a rule I’m as covl—yes, as cool as an icicle-- 
But damme |’m warm now— you'll not forget that 
0 


'» 








Tue ill-feeling recently engendered in the postal service, owing to 
the Postmaster-General’s miserable muddling, offers a painful subject 
for the consideration of all fair-minded and honourable men, be they 
Conservative or Liberal, or indeed of any shade of politics. The Post 


Office is perhaps the only branch of the Civil Service which has any 
peculiar claim on the sympathies of the English people at Jarge. The 
most decided opponent of what are known as Civil Service institu- 
tions has rarely a word to say against the Post Office, oranything that 
has grown out of it. This is, perhaps, because of all the services 
under Government there is none in which so much work is given 
for so little money, by the general run of employés, as in that which 
has its head-quarters in St. Martin’s-le-Grand. Asa rule, badly paid, 
overworked, and uncomfortable, the Post Office officials are the very 


antithesis of the typical Civil Servant, who is highly salaried for 
doing nothing, and is. as a rule, always impertinent, and sometimes 
condesce ning, to the public, his master. The Post Office workers have 
always borne their lot unflinchingly, and if they have at any time 
asked for a slight improvement, it has been because such improvement 
was almost absolutely necessary to their existence. But now their 
deepest depth has found a lower still, and they are subjected to a 
persecution not only insolent but injurious, as well to the country at 


large as to the immediate sufferers. And this at the hands of a man 


who, by a subtle irony, is supposed to be their chief and leader—who at 


all events draws a handsome salary for causing heartburning and 


dissension among the people whom he is supposed to govern. ‘This is 


true Conservative reaction. A scion of nobility, who has never done 
or said a single clever thing in his life, is placed in a Ministerial 


position of renk and responsibility, and almost at once he commences 


to torture men who are as far above him in merit as he is removed 
from them by the accident of birth. It must be hard indeed on any 
of these troubled sorters if, among other recollections, they can call 
to mind the time when they longed for a Conservative Government,and 
for a race of rulers who regard hard work and ability as their natural 
enemies. 





Taken with Fradellity. 

In another page we give some portraits of gentlemen generally seen 
atthe theatre on a first night. They are not of the kind mostly 
described in the lines of our disappointed free-lister, and so we take 
the «pportunity of thanking Messrs. Fradelle and Marshall, of Regent- 
street, to whose courtesy we are indebted for the selection. 


By Telegraph. 
Tue resignation of Mr. Glads one need not affect the Liberal Party. 
The clever young men of Peterborough Court are prepared to furnish 
it with fresh leaders daily, if required. 
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AUGSPUR THE PRODIGAL. 
His Return, Expgrignces, AND PrRomMisgs OF AMENDMENT. 


Sir,—I dare say you have been considerably astonished at my not 
sending in any copy recently, and though you have not written to 
ask me for any, I feel sure in my own mind that your regrets have 
been both hearty and sincere. Therefore, with that feeling of true 
friendship more honoured in the breach than the observance, I don 
my sporting suit and recommence my mild career. It is singular, but 
none the less true, that I never write well upon sporting subjects 
unless I wear a commensurate costume. As soon as ever [ get into 
the clothes I use for the consideration of current and tuture events I 
am a racy writer indeed. I'll tell you what the suit is, if you like. 
It's a cutaway coat with pockets on the hips and brass buttons, a 
pair of Bedtord cord trousers with doubled faked seams, patent 
leather boots with large white pearl buttons, gold spurs, a double- 
breasted red plush waistcoat, an elegant snake-pattern neck chain 
wound in and out, and a bunch of seals, a cashmere shawl, and a 
jockey’s cap of green sa'in with a gold tassel. Now I think thatif 
anyone will deny my ability to write sporting after this, all | can say 


1 is, let him go to the office of a sporting paper, and see if any of the 


writers there dare exhibit their talent and their taste in the same 
way. 

Vhy I refer you to the sporting papers themselves is because 
during my temporary, but by no means enforced, retirement from these 
columns, I have been doing a little in the way of real sporting for a real 
sporting paper. I can’t say I got on very well with those with whom 1 
expec '( tu be able to call my comrades. They said I wasn't up to 


the muik, and that I was rather too good forthem. Which I firmly 


believe ; because you can’t make a silk purse out of a sporting writer's 
ear, a8 the old proverb says, nor can you enter upon a gentlemanly 
state of beiag at the same time that you enter upon the possession of 
a newspaper. I know a man who has been trying awfully, as well as 
lately, to show that the proper way to get the betting returns from 
Boulogne is to go to Whitechapel for them. He might, as | told him, just 
as well try to be regarded as a gentleman because he wore diamond studs 
and a valuable ring, and employed one or two clever as well as humorous 
people to lick the dust off his boots every morning. Sull at the same 
time, as he remarked in answer, there would be a good deal more of 
the gentleman about him than about servants who would do anything 
they were ordered without stopping to consider whether their souls 
were their own—while he was present—and would then say unkind 
things about him behind his back. So you may take this as a hint 
that the new service didn’t suit me immensely; and as [ have still 
a small portion of independence in my composition, I am returned to 
the paper I love so well, and to the editor who has grieved so much 
during my absence. 

But all this, as they say in the novels, by the way. I wished prin- 
cipally to inform you that I am about to write a sporting drama, 
which I calculate will be of a most enthralling description. It will 
begin with the Two Thousand Guineas, take in the Derby, and end 
with the Leger. It will contain horse races, race horses, spectators, 
speculators, n blemen, policemen, k’rect cards, hansom cabs and real 
water. Like all my other work, this has been done with a purpose. I 
have noticed that sport and the drama are almost inseparably asso- 
ciated. Look at the sporting papers! See how they blossom forth 
with dramatic criticism on any and every possible occasion. Look at 
the marvellous manner in which it is done, too! I believe that every 
sporting reporter is a heaven-born dramatic critic; and, what’s more, 
that he knows it. Such isthe connection between the turf and the 
theatre ; and, taking advantage of my knowledge, gained by accurate 
observation of a paper which believes it:elf to be at least twice as often 
and four times as good as any other sporting organ, I am about to 
produce my drama. As I shall have seven champion critics, and seven 
specimen sporting writers, seven combinations of the two, and seven 
special commissioners, who fight a terrible battle on the Epsom race- 
course, to decide whether the Grand Stand shall be devoted to dramatic 
performances or be retained for horseracing purposes, of which 
only two of the combatants come forth alive, 1 am strong in the 
hope that I shall not only make much money by my play, but that 
ages yet unborn will consider me a benefactur of my species. 

I had intended, when I set out, to analyse a good share of the 
present year’s racing prospects. I had hoped to discover the winner 
of the Lincolnshire Handicap, as well as the first three in the Liver- 
pool Grand National ; to have named the four best horses in the ‘I'wo 
Thousand Guineas; and to have pointed out a certain way of hedging 
with great glory and ultimate success over the Derby. But here I 
am, at the end of my article— just one more provf of the fallacy of 
leaving the sporting I de understand, for the literary work at which I 
am at best but a pretender. ‘Ihisis another of the results of being 
over ambitious; but I will do better next time. In the meanwhile, 
believe me, sir, to be,—Yours sporto-currenteventially and dramatic- 
critically, AUGSPUR. 


Tue Force or Inretiect.—Police Intelligence. 
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SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS. 





VI—JUDICIAL SEVERITY BUT SUBSEQUENT 


POLITENESS. 


A super, I’m bound to confess with shame, 
Is a thing I’ve never seen ; 

But I got this tale from an aged dame 
Who lives at Turnham Green : 

It te'ls of a judge of weight and fame 
In the Court of P. and D. ; 

In. the Court of Thingummy What’s-its-name, 
Qr possibly Equitee: 

= ‘““Coke upon Somebody ”’ on the shelf, 
¢ Bdon’t know much of the law myself.) 
But say it was equi—say it was equi— 

Say it was equitee. 


Though I seem to fancy it’s nice and right 
For legal people to be polite, 
This judge's civility, I confess, 
Appears to have run to wild excess— 
(Z never could tell how far one’s love 
Of politeness ought to go: 
But the elderly lady named above 
Ts pretty well sure to know.) 
He used to sit on the bench, or bar, 
Or: possibly on the dock — 
My scraps of technical learning are 
A terribly scanty stock. 
A terribly scan—a terribly scan— 
A terribly scanty stock ! 


He'd crush the prisoner’s soul with sneers, 
And send him to gaol for a thousand years: 
But when he had done it his heart would swell, 
And tears: would get in his eyes ; 
And he’ d' sneak tothe prisoner's lonely cell, 
And: then: he’ dt apol-o-gise. 
No ehoice ity marks my mien— 
It’s one of the things I need ; 
But that old lady at Turnham Green 
Is very eg —— . 
Is very polite—extremely polite— 
Oh! very polite fedieed. 


He'd blight hie future with deepest ban, 

And brand himself as the worst old man— 

The shabbiest owl and the vilest seum— 
With harrowing grief and sighs: 

And the prisoner, dreadfully overcome, 
Would beg him to wipe his eyes. 

Although to weep is a thing, of course, 
I never attempt to do; 

That queer old lady gets really hoarse 
With weeping enough for two. 

With weeping enough—with weeping enough— 
With weeping enough for two. 


And after a bit, one windy night, 
He felt so sorry and so polite, 
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That he let some prisoner sneak away ; 
And directly the doors were banged, 

He dre-sed himse/f in the man’s array, 
And. I’m sorry to say, was hanged. 

I’ve never been hanged myself—not quite f 
And never intend, as well: 

But whether that elderly lady might 
I'm bothered if I can tell — 

I’m bothered if I—\'m bothered if I— 
I m bothered if I can tell. 


THE TALISMAN. 
A Srory wita Turee Morats. 


Once upon a time there lived a King named Smith. Now this King 
had a wife whom he dearly loved, not because she was good or beauti- 
ful, but because she bathed his head when he got drunk aud gave him 
good things to eat, and because she hated talking. In spite of these 
perfections, however, she was exceedingly jealous, and’never let the 
King go out of her sight. Whenever he went to # play or to # music- 
hall she went too; and she always made him put om old clothes; and 
she brushed his hair the wrong way and smutted his face, so tha& the 
girls should think him old ad ugly, and not wink at him. So when 
she bore him a pair of twin male s:.ns— both boys—the King was gind, 
for he was artful, and said to himself, ‘* Now my missus has kids to 
look after I shan’t have her always tacked to my tail.» He was 60 
glad, that he kept on drinking the health of the little strangers until 
the Court physician ordered him to be put to bed, and treated for 
delirium tremens. 

At the end of a week he recovered sufficiently to hold a cabinet 
council up in his bedroom, and it was decided that the royal infants 
should be christened immediately, and that the usual fairies—for all 
this happened in fairy-land—should be invited to the ceremony. 
The King, who was a great scholar, but could not read or write, 
dictated the letters of invitation, which he ordered the Lord Chamber- 
lain to write, and post. Now the Lord Chamberlain wae # very 
respectable and pious old gentleman; and when hefeund! that a 
notorious fairy named La Ballerina was to be invited, he wus shvelred ; 
but.whea he remonstrated with his master, the royal was so 
painfully objectionable that he dropped the subject. La 
Ballerina was a nasty forward fairy, who wore short skirtsand bare 
arms, and had for years been a great trouble to: the poor old’ Chamber- 
lain, so he determined she should not come. So whem he liad written 
all the letters he took them all tothe General Post-office—ull' except 
one; that he dropped into a pillar box, well knowing that it.would 
not be delivered for days—if it ever reached its destination «t «ll. 

When the eventful day arrived. the guests assembled in the drawing 
room, and grouped themselves picturesquely around the cradles. 
Everybody of note was there except the King, who was upstuirs, and so 
overcome with liquor, that the Life Guards had to take it in tura 
to siton his head. When all was ready, the Lord Mayor broke a 
bottle of wine across the nvse of each child and called it names. Then 
the fairies filed past, and bestowed their blessings upon the tist-sucking 
scions of royalty. Suddenly a terible noise was heard in the 
corridor, the doors were dashed open, and in bounded the infuriate 
Ballerina. Why hadn't she been invited? She was as good as an 
one there, and a jolly sight better. They thought her yift wasn’t 
worth the having, did they? She'd let ’em see. Tukiuy from her 
pocket a ring, upon which were carved, in cabalistic characters, the 
letters C. H. E E. K, she placed it upon the finger of one child. 
‘“*‘ Now then,” she shrieked, ** both these brats start fairly —one will be 
learned, and clever, and honest, the other will be hisinferior in every 
respect, but he will have my talisman. In years tocome, mark which 
is the best off.’ (She said ‘ best” off, being a vulgar, ungrammatical 
fairy.) Then she turned a duuble somersault, removed the register, 
which happened to be down, and disappeared up the chimuey. 

Years passed away. The old Kivg drank himself to his fore- 
fathers; the Queen, unwillng that he should be out of her sight, 
fretted herself in the sane dir-ction. The people, with the 
bibulous and selfish propensities of their late: sovereigns, imbibed 
Communistic doctrines, and drove the twin Princes, penniless, intoenile. 
Each went a different way. The clever and intellizent one 
heart and soul into the battle of life, and did all he could get to do 
with the utmost of his ability. He died in cheap lodgings, and’ was 
buried by the parish. The Prince without ability, but with the fii 
talisman, prospered and waxed wealthy and great. He forced hi 
into prominence in everything with which he deigned t» connece 
himself,— Art, Literature, Science, or Politics. He died a millionaire, 
and had a mausoleum erected for him by public subscription. 

This narrative teaches us three things. Firstly, that a Lord 
Chamberlain should never allow private pique to influence his official 
actions. Secondly, that Dru: kenness and Vice may bring even Royalty 
to the dogs. Thirdly, that to succeed in life, it is better to 83 
Cheek than Talent. 
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EG ~ | A FIRST NIGHT AT THE PLAY. 

, | = Tue Front or THE Hovsz. 

Comranes, stand aside a little, let us lean against the wall— (hall. 

Let us watch a “ first night’’ public, thronging through the entrance 

Mark the playhouse-haunting loafers,who would rather die than‘ part,” 

Try their skill at making inroads on the managerial heart. 

How = fawn and cringe and flatter, how they brag and boast and 
smir 

How they ‘mention unknown papers—and the money-taker shirk. 

Many a night I’ve seen these fellows—seen them grov lling at the feet 

Of the meanest understrapper who could help them to a seat! 

Many a time I’ve seen the cadgers on the first night of a play 

Filling boxes, stalls, and circle, and good money turned away. 

Many a night upon the “ passed-in,”’ I a watchful gaze have bent, 

Found them slow to clap approval, lightning quick te hiss dissent. 

Then I've dipped into the future: wonder’d when some bold lessee, 

Would do battle bravely with them; crush the system, and be free. 

But the opening piece is over; to our places let us hie, 

Charging past the crowd of harpies who “ Your overcoat, sir,’’ cry. 

See the house is full already—all is crush, confusion, heat; 

In the pit and in the boxes there is scarce a vacant seat ; 

And the'rapid rush of stallites goes on hurriedly and strong— 

, There's a muddle with the numbers, some folks always take the wrong. 

Bat | Mark the gorgeous show of shirt-front, grand array of chokers white, 

Sy = Trailing skirts and naked bosoms, painted faces, jewels bright : 

Jewels purchased by their wearers at a price one dare not name 

- upon the breasts of wantons, who have brought the stage to 
shame ! 

See, there’s Brown, the blatant boaster, with his toadies in his tra‘n ; 

Loud his voice and high his action, big his head and small his brain : 

First he'll sneer at author's effort, then at actor’s mild attempt ; 

Seeing good in nought before him, giving what he gets—contempt! 

There's the fair and honest critic, with his purpose high and great; 

There's his dirty little brother whose delight it is to slate ; 

There's the hanger-on of writers, gazing round with ghastly grin, 

From the box which spittle-licking has enabled him to win; 

There is Smith, the modern Hazlitt, such his friends him ever call: 

See, his looks are full of import as he swaggers to his stall! 

But his mind is sad and troubled, and his heart within him knocks, 

For he sees his paper's owner looking at hint from a box : 

And he knows that he'll be sent for, e’er the piece its course has run, 

And be told the sort of notice that his master wishes done. 

Yes, the owners have the boxes, they’re the men it’s best to square, 

And “ my man who does the writing ’’ has to rough it in a chair. 

Hear that burly fellow yonder, saying what he means to do— 

Talking loudly of his leaders in the ‘“‘ Truculent True-Blue.”’ 

He is but a big impostor, who can't write a little bit, 

But he lolls among the stallites while his creature’s in the pit. 

Hark! the overture is over—each one settles in his seat, 

And a certain gorgeous critic tries to stow away his feet, 

Lest late-comers, all unheeding, as has happen’d oft before, 

Tripping ‘sainst his massive members should go sprawling on the floor ! 
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Nota bad first act or second—if the third is half as good, 

Why the piece won't be the failure that the knowists said it would. 

Did you hear that fellow sneering in the farthest stall but one— 

Aang. when his neighbours shouted, where the deuce they saw the 

un ? 

He's a disappointed author, who his feelings can’t suppress, 

For he’s jealous beyond measure of another man’s success. 

Oh, it’s good to see an author, when a piece is neat and bright, 

Show his honest admiration for a play he didn't write! 

Oh, it’s good, because its seldom, in these sad and selfish days, 

That we find a man bestowing on a rival words of praise. 

Once I met a playwright beaming, who for Jones affection shammed, 

And he chuckled as he whispered, ‘‘ Poor old Jones's piece is damned !”’ 
. * * * * 


Well, the third act is a weak one! Why should people in the stalls 
Leave their seats with noisy clatter, long before the curtain falls ? 
Come, my comrades, at the Kemble we will finish up the night: 

Hear the critics bravely saying what they've not the pluck to write. 
Come, my comrades, played the play is, down the lights go one by one: 
Do you think the piece a failure ? - Will it have a lengthy run ? 

First night verdicts are deceptive—it’s impossible to say 

What a genuine success is—till the people come who pay. 
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A REAL REPRISAL. 


BICYCLE BOB, THE WHITE-HEADED WONDER, TEACHES MEDDLING JOHNNY A LESSON. 
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Tur feast was o’er, and all my guests departed, 

With cordial handshake and with kindly greeting ; 
And I was left, alone and heavy hearted, 

To muse on what might hap ere our next meeting. 
I threw myself upon the couch, and courted 

The slumber that, perchance, might ease my sorrow ; 
My reason slept, but faney, sore distorted, 

Enthralled me with strange visions till the morrow. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 410. 
| 
| 
| 


1. Sure ne’er before had bowl been filled 
When fates were so propitious ; 
The mixing proved hands deft.and skilled— 
’T was faultlessly delicious. 


2. I’ve not yet tried it, but I have been told 
This bit of calf a. dainty dish will give. 
Stew it in broth, and let it then grow cold ; 
Next, pound it, and then rub it through a sieve. 
Now season it with pepper, salt, and spice ; 
Eat it quit» hot—you’ll find it very nice. 
3. The bright blade pierced the covering, crisply browned ; 
And, as uprose the fragrant savoury steam, 
Each grateful sense confessed the feast was crowned, 
And eyes looked on the dish with brightened gleam. 


4. Methought I was an Eastern potentate, 
And that I ruled with almost royal state. 
A present from the Sultan came one night— 
It was a bow-string !—and I woke with fright. 


5. I dreamt I got a letter, sealed with black, 
To say, ‘“‘ The Earl is dead, and you are heir— 
Lands, wealth, and dignity are yours’’—alack ! 
To-day his marriage drives me to despair. 


6. I beheld a wretch forlorn— 
Hatless, tattered, and so torn 
His clothing seemed but patches strung on shred ; 
Then his features seemed to grow 
More and more like mine—and, lo! | 
I woke, and not a stitch was on the bed. 


SoLtution or Acrostic, No. 408.— Winter, Spring: 
Waits, Islip, Nectar, Taglioni, Eastern, Rug. Correct : 
Slodger.and Tiny, Ozone, Mars, Need, Pipekop, Faith- 
ful Tommy, Your own James, Northwich, Lindis, Ruby’s 
Ghost, Chremes, Chic, D. E. H., Pipekop’s Pupils, Brice. 

Q.C.’s.— Moral: Don’t do anything against your will 
in future. 


THE WICKED PUBLISHER. 
A Story. By a Youne Avuruor. 


Durine the dark ages, there was a very wicxed publisher living in 
London. I refrain from being more particular about his address ; for 
then, as now, it was quite enough to mention that there was a wicked 
publisher in London for everyone to be able to identify him. For 
publishers are, as a rule, dreadfully virtuous, and are awfully grieved 
when they lose less than five hundred per cent. on their outlay 
throngh producing a young author's book. And all the good pub- 
lishers used to shake their heads and say, whenever the wicked one 
was mentioned, ‘ Ah, better to lose money over every book than be 
as he is.’”’ Then, after an interval, they would tell the cashier to 
send a cheque for £500 and a dozen of port wine round to the Editor 
of the Fux of the period for conscience sake, the wine to be given to 
the poor, and the money to be divided among all young authors. And 
the Editor of the Fun of the present has a dim notion that times, as 
well as publishers, are rather changed now. For which he is sorry. 
Not so much for his editorial sake as for that of a young author he 
knows whom he would much like to assist. But who shall be nameless. 

To r-turn to the wicked publisher. He used to entice young authors 
up from the country, and when one produced his MS. he would say, 
“ Leave it for a year or two, and my young man will read it and see 
what it’s like. Good morning, bless you.’ And then the young 
author would go and walk about the parks and the suburbs, while, as 
he thought, his story was being read by the reader engaged for the 
purpose; and the wicked publisher would go down to lunch on cold 
pickled young author, of which delicacy he always kept a large supply 
in his private room. In due course the young author, tired of walking 
about, would return, and be asked in. He was then immediately 
seized by the myrmidons of the wicked publisher, and cast into the 
lowest dungeon beneath the castle moat. All publishers had castles and 
moats, and two-handed swords, and gold boot-jacks, and drum-and-fife 
bands, and licences to keep open till half-past twelve at night in those 


Second Ditto :—‘ Oou, I puNNo. 
WEAR; THEY MOIGHT DO PER’APS TO KEEP THE MISSIS SQUARE WITH.” 
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A SPECIALITY. 


First Navvy :—“‘ I say, Bru, THAT BEAN’T A BAD BARGAIN ?”’ 


THrY’ RE MAIN HBAVY FOR COMMON 








days. Well, when the young author was in the dungeon, being bled. every 
day to make his flesh white and tender, his book was published, and 
the wicked man had all the money. And there is, I am told,.a great 
deal of money made out of the publication of young authors’ works. 
When the relatives of these unfortunate young men missed them, and 
then read the favourable reviews of their books in the Paii Mall 
Gazette and Atheneum of that time, they immediately came up by 
special wire, and saw the man who had published the books. And he 
used to rub his hands, and smile, and say that, considering the large 
amount of money he had paid these )oung authors, he wished he did 
know where they were. Then he would give a mysterious wink 
and say, ‘‘ There are other publishers in London. I have no desire to 
insinuate, but I wish that every man in my line of business was as 
conscientious as Iam.’’ When the good publishers heard this they 
sent off fresh cheques and more port wine tothe Editor of the Fun 
that flourished then, which the present Editor again regrets, as he 
could have done well with the wine and better with the money himself. 

But at last there came an end to the wicked publisner's little 
games. Of course he had a daughter, who was young and lovely. 
She is necessary for the conclusion of this story. Also, of course, she 
was swimming in the moat one day, and, peeping with female curiosity 
under the door of a dungeon, fell in love with the young author con- 
fined there. So th-y invented a flying machine at once, and went off 
together to the home of the bridegroom, and were married by special 
licence, amid the acclamations of the multitude. Then this most 
fo:'tunate of young authors raised a great army, and went and laid 
siege to his father-in-law's shop. Eventually the plare was taken by 
assault, and the garrison, including the MSs, reader, were all put to 
the sword. Then the wickedness of the publisher was found:gut, and 
the young author became Lord Mayor, and was knighted. 

The foregoing unvarnished narrative may, pe: haps, throw some 
light on the reason why publishers nowadays stand, cheque-book in 
hand, ready to purchase at a high price the manuscript of any young 
author who may apply to them. 
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THE STORY OF A GREAT MORALIST. 








Tis is a young man who wrote a novel for lucte, but as to intending it to And this is a critic who read it, and said: **‘ Dear me, this story contains a beautiful 
moral lesson—it should be read by the young and perused by the aged.” 


canvey any moral whatever, why, bless your heart, he didn’t. 


een eee a eee ee ee 


And this is the surprise of the author on hearing that his story 
taught a beautiful and instructive lesson. 





And this is the lady who was so touched by the book that she And this is the author’s brutal and overbearing 
bought up all the remsining copies, to send to the aborigines. vanity on finding he was a great moralist. 


And this is the moral of this story,—that your critic is your only moralist. 


And this is the Rev. Bishop who yearned to grasp the 
hand of the greatest social teacher of the age, 
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STOLEN LEAVES FROM LITTLE JOHNNY’S DIARY. 


Concerning sausages and the boy who loved them for themselves alone. 
The fastidious cat and the similar savage. Johnny, peére, adventures a 
little joke. The weather-wise fool. Whisperings of a dark domestic 
mystery. Episode of the apple tree. Significant reticence of Uncle 
Ned. The domestic mystery dispelled. Execrable taste of a dear old 
sweet. A brother-in-legal home-thrust. 





Genwary the 20th.—Sossiges for breckfas, you ot to see tie and 
Billy et em, if we was let we wude eat lots more than we was give, 
but I like readin good books, too. I mus make a story @ it 
sossiges, were is Uncle Ned*? Once there was a little boy wich had 
been give some money, and he had went to a cuke shop and et #0 
much sossige like he would bust, and he was sick a bed. So his) 
father he said Ile make him not like @¢m any more, seif I dont, #o his 
father said Sammy, cos that was his name, do you no wot sossiges is 
made of, and Sammy said he dident. Then his father said babies, and 
Sammy said how cruel, and his father said offle! Then Sammy We | 
thot a wile, and he said how much sossigeés Wude our baby make, wade 
it make a mile, eos wen I git well I mite go to the cuke shop and #ay 
I can git a mile of , and if yule cuke em real brown you may 
have as long as my leg, I aint stingy. 

Ive herd fokes od cats is =. sossiges, but it aint eo, its jest 
the other way if there is some wen Mary gits done, and taint 
likelly cats wude eat their ownelfs, but they do rats. Once a rat was 
eatin some black bétles wich it had foun drownded, and a cat#ee him a 
doin it. And wen the rat had et em all every one up, the cat she et 
the rat, and wocked a way a shakin her hed like saying thére, 
wil teech you better than to eat sech disgustin food, you nasty thing, 
it makes me sick to my stumk jus to think of it! 

Uncle Ned says that remines him of a black feller he new in the 
Sand wich isislands. The black feller had kila enemy in @ fite and 
fetcht the body to home, and Uncle Ned ast him if he was a.goin to 
eat it, cos he had herd say they did. The feller he was offfe angry, 
and he said do you think Im? a disgustin cannibil, Ime a goin to give 
him to my dog. Then Uncle Ned said O thats how it is, but wot in 
the world do you keep dogs for, and the feller he said wot do I keep 
dogs for, I never see sévh a fool, wot does any man keep dogs for but 
to eat em? . 

Billy he got a lickin to day for throin stones at a man with a hand 
orgin, serve him rite, we had a puddin for dinner, jus think, sossiges 
and puddin in one day, and Franky is a gettin a other tooth, and 
mother is jus delited, like it was a other leg. 

Tue 21nNp.—I was made wosh my self in cole water, cos I dident git 
=e Se I was call, but you ot to have see wot a little tiny drop was a 
nuf, 

It rained to day, and if it rains to morrow like it has been a doin ol 
the time lately I aint a goin to stand it. Why cant we have some 
more sno, thats wot Ide like to no, so I cude make a other sno man? 
If a feller cude make a rain man they wude be some sense in sech 
whether as this, but wen I was a sayin so to day my father he luked 
at my mother and smiled, wich he dont offen, and he said if it 
wude rain lots, wife, Johnny cude have a piller of solt. I dont kno 
wot he ment, and mother she dident nither, but if he thinks Ide sleep 
on sech a thing I wudent, thats ol! 

There was a feller wich was silly, and he was a standin in the rode, 
bear headed, and his brother luked out of the windo and said wy 
dident he come in the house, dident he see it was a goin to rain? 
‘Then the silly feller he said you have al ways call me a fool, but wich 
is the fool now Ide like to no, do you spose if I wude come in the 
house it wudent rain all the same ? 

_This mornin we had egs and bacen for breckfas, and my sister for 
dinner. 1! ast her how she like bein marred to her young man, and 
she dident say nothin, and luked like she was a goin to cri, only now 
she is marred of course she dont cri any more. But my mother she 
spoke up ‘and said wasent that a brass band, but it wasent, cos I run 
out to see. Wen I come back my sister she had shet her self in a bed 
rume up stairs, now Ide like tono wots up, if that young man has 
been o lichin my sister he better not let me cetch him out a lone were 
no boddy cant hear him holler, no indeed! 

Once there was a man licked his wife, and a little boy cetched him 
at it, and he said, the little boy did, wot do you mean by iike that, 
you notty man, if you hit her agin you better not! But the man he 
done it, and the little boy he pull of his cote and said now Ile give it 
you, and dubbled up his fistses, but the man kep on a woppin his wife 
like he never xpected to have a other one. ‘I’hen the little boy he 
got up in a apple tre and said you beest, if I was down out of this tre 
it wude be bad for you! Jus then the man went a way, and wen the 
woman she see the little boy getting down out of the tre she ran and 
cot him and give him a fritefle wiggin, and said that will be good for 
yure tung, you sassy little scowndrial ! 





_* We fear this unconscious admission will somewhat damage J ohnny’s reputa- 
tion for creative genius.— Ep. 


this mornin, cos he went with 
any More a bout it, so I wont. Chickin for dimter and lots of stuffia, 


pértickler by me, tho Billy had some ot his plate 


told him all, and he says we Wore neither of us 


yellow. So it was all my fault, and 


FUN. 63 


I spose my father was a thinkin of that wen [ herd him tel mother 
to day twasnt no good to enter fearing be tween a man and his wife, 
let em make it up their selfs. But Ide like to know wots come of 
Uncle Ned. 

Tue 22rH.—This mornin I went strate to Uncle Ned as sune as 
ever I got up, and I said Uncle Ned its mo good usa havin secrets 
from one a other, or we cant live together any more. Then Uncle 
Ned he said but, Johnny, I dont want to gether any more, [ gethered 
one yesterdy, and Ide like to gt Tid Of thatm. I said then wy dont 
you tel it to me, I no that yoang man has been’a lickin Missy, cos if 
he aint wot for dident she go home las nite, but Stade here? Then 
Uncle Ned he said it wasent she wert home & Bout three o clock 
er, it Was ol fits Atid [ mussent say 


Mary has got a new frock, made out of mothers one, baby said 


Ya la la, you never see sech a clever baby! 


HE 23sT.—Wot do you thidk, I was to my Bi8féS house to day, 


as I was a lakin in her work béskit I fod @ fiote wich her 
a man had rote to her late las nf 
room 


atid wile hé Was out of the 

excuse” iin : 
tle Edward. I have 
blame. 
| . our Own Huvnpy. 

+ ete Edward happened to have tome fruit in his pocket, 
and I compared the scarf with an ovate, aad I must confess it is mot 

ely forgive you. 

There, ( now he licked her, bat wot makés her so happy to day 
flores me! | | 

Tet 24xp.—Tt is Sunday, T stade to my sistérs house las nite, and 
after serfice to day me and her ad her young man went in the féels 
for a wock, and wile we Wasa standin ona hil she said j ae ea at 
Mother Nature, wot a dear ole sweet, the ski ol blu and the ol 
green, how nice! Then I said Missy, wot wude you say if you was 
to see mother a wearin a ski Bla cloke over a gras:greén dres? You 
never see sech a astonish girl in ol yure life, but her you#g man he 
laft like his hart wude brake, and he said Johnny is rite, them callers 
fites like cats and dogs. | 

Wen my sisters young man said it [ give him a nock down look, and 
I said [ no some more cullers wich fites, too, maybe I mean yeller and 
orange, and maybe not. That feller stop laffin mity quicx I can tel 
you, and sech looks as [ got, O my ! 

Sammon for dinner to day. 


m I coppied it in my diry. Here it 
Mv Dear Catrv,—Cone home With your 


Se 


TRASH ! 


Your solid bards are very well, 
But give me leave to say, 
Their famous works would never sell, 
Were they alive to-day. 
We read at such a rapid rate— 
The writer begs to hint— 
That poetry is out of date, 
And nearly out of print. 


It's only youngsters write for fame 
In these enlightened days. 

Who cares, d’you think, about a name, 
Providing that it pays ? 

And, after all, an author's berth 
Is pretty full of cash ; 

The public like their “ money’s worth” — 
And swallow any trash! 


Rabid Reform. 


No one will, we fanc, be inclined to accuse us of sympathising with 
the admirers of wantoa vivisection, or of any other of the numerous 
methods by which dumb animals are made to suffer for no other 
purpose than the gratification of mere brutality; but we cannot help 
thinking that it would have been better if some of the promoters of a 
recent well-intended memorial had been on the side of the vivisectors. 
The championship of some enthusiasts is often far worse than their 
opposition, as is shown by the ridiculous lengths to which the 
memorial has gone. Besides, though we can understand Mr. Brown- 
ing and Mr. Tennyson's position in the matter, Mr. Ruskin and Mr. 
Carlyle are hardly the right people to object to vivisection. But 


better late than never. 


Notice to French Editors. 
Tue Lord Chamberlain is not the Mayor of Birmingham raised to 
the Peerage. 





Tue Benp Sinister.—Descensus Averni. 
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Porter :—“ Ys, str! 





RE VEALED RELIGION. 


A xecror, desirous of saving his soul 

(For of course, as a parson, salvation’s his goal), 
Thinks it part of a minister's duty in life 

To stir up dissension, and scandal, and strife. 

So he keeps an archdeacon with nothing to eat, 

Then turns him, half-covered, out into the street ; 
And further the cloth to bespatter and smirch, 

On Sunday at service time closes the church. 

O wonderful converts! O pick-pocket clown! — 

O Bendigo, preacher of P. R. renown! 

Leave your cabmen, and butchers, and tars for a time, 
And haste to Newcastle, the one under Lyme. 

In the force of your “jaw” if you confidence feel, 
Leave our London lost sheep and try Staffordshire Veale. 


A Handy Notion. 
A wRITER in an ultra-Radical newspaper proposes that all em- 
ployers of labour shall be compelled by law “to submit their books 


only “‘ inspected”’ by the hands it will not matter. If touching takes 
the place of inspection, something may be expected to come off. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


MENIER. 


HOCOLAI 


yearly to the inspection of their hands.” So long as the books are | 
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““TEMPUS EDAX.” 


Passenger ;—“ PorTgR, THIS CLOCK I8 FIVE MINUTES FASTER THAN THAT AT THE BvookinG Orrice 
’FRESHMENT Room's ON THIS SIDE, 8IR!”’ 
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The Fly on the Wheel. 

Tue Marquis of Hertford, in a speech made a day or two back at 
Leamington, congratulated himself on the ‘‘ very perceptible improve- 
ment in the condition of the English stage’’ he has effected during his 
term of office. ‘lhe British public, in the wake of whose wishes the 
Lord Chamberlain has trotted, must feel proud indeed. All that this 
functionary has done, so far as we can discover, is to persecute an unfortu- 
nate sub-officiakk hunt him from his engagement, and terrify all lessees 
from giving him fresh employment. We have no wish to defend im- 
morality ; but mean misuse of power, coupled with insupportable pre- 
sumption, deserves just the passing comment it receives. 


Ball Practice. 

Ar the Marylebone Police-court a Captain French was recently 
charged with assaulting a Mr. Killmister. ‘The gallant captain 
did not kill Mr. Ki'lmister: he is alleged only to have struck 
him. The whole affair was a ball-room tiff over the dance 
known as “The Prince Imperial.’”” French fighting over the Prince 


Imperial! Was it an omen? 


The GRAND VALENTINE DOUBLE NUMBER of FUN, 


ProFrvuse_y ILLUsSTRATED.—ONE PENNY. 


FOR LUNCHEON, 





Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Dectors’ Commons. and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—Lendon, Jan 6, 1875. 
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| A TALE OF AN INSULTING VALENTINE. 
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While Brown was a perfect mass of doubt, longing, and vacillation. But at length they both screwed up their resolution, arrived at the same moment, and rushed 
into the shop, where they were so embarrassed at each other’s presence that they couldn’t say a word. 
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** They’d just stept n—a—to get that Valentine to—to send to—to Rulinsen!*’ | And when Robinson received it he grinned, and said: ** By Jingo 
they said, with a sudden lucky thought and a sigh of relief. ‘* How any man can | that landlady of mine. To think of any woman’s attaining such an outrageous 
be so ridiculously rotund as that Robinson——! ” they said. degree of corpulence——” And he nearly died of laughing over the recollection . 
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VERY MUCH MOCK! 


Diner :—“ Here, wAiter!—I say, WHAT THE DOOCE SOUP DO YOU CALL THIS? SoME HORRID MIXTURE! I ORDERED MOCK TURTLE 
Waiter :—“ Yes, SIR—VERY LIKELY, SIR~SOME MISTAKE I ’sposE, s1R. AH! CALVES’ED AND HOX TAIL. (Consolingly.) Houp sayine, 
you KNOW, 8IR. HE8XTREMES MEET.” 
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The public follers in her vake, 
And svallers him for ’er-ving’s sake. 


FUN’S VALENTINES FOR GREAT MEN. 








TO_ALFRED* TENNYSON. 


’'Tis strange, my Alfred, you, who know 
How well a name makes verses go, 

And how with books, what luck befalls ’em 
Depends on what the author calls ’em, 
Should now pooh-pooh the question vital, 
And turn your nose up at a title. 


TO MR. GLADSTONE. 


Anp must thou go, oh William, dear, 

To end thy days with Pope and Homer ? 
Then take with thee Fun’s parting tear, 

Since Rome has turned thee to a roamer. 
So great the love we hold for thee, 

That England’s heart it ne'er will pain— 
A Jand of traders, though she be— 

To see her Bill come back again. 





TO MR. DISRAELI. 


WHEN gout the Tory chief did doom 
For many a week to keep his room, 
His party lost his aid without— 
Hoped soon to see their head get out. 
We Lib’rals, too, dear Benjamin, 

Are always grieved to see you in, 
And when you are, pray do not doubt, 
We'll do our best to get you out. 





TO LORD JOHN MANNERS. 


In days of old the proverb ran, 

‘’Tis Manners that do make the man ;”’ 
But where you rule this can’t be true, 
Since men are there undone by you. 





TO THE LORD MAYOR. 


A wonprovs task is his whom fate 
Has perched upon the City throne ; 
For it must be his object great, 
To turn the hearts of men to Stone. 


‘* Non fit.” 


Tue “ largest circulation in the world,’ appropriately discoursing 
on vivisection, drags in a remark, vid Coleridge’s love for dumb 
animals, to the effect that poets are not original thinkers. As there is 
a good deal of language and a great many hard words in the article 
which contains this at all events original thought, we fancy the writer 
must have become confused in his references, and have confounded 
poets with Telegraph descriptive writers. And even then he must 
leave out the ‘‘Own Commissioners’’ of that estimable and ever- 
ingenuous journal. 





TO MR. IRVING. 
By a Cockney Enruvsiast. 
Tue gal vot o’er the dramer reigns 
Got tired o’ sportin Gallic chains ; 
Says she, vithin my breast I yearn, 
To give ole Billy Shake a turn. 
Resolved at vonce to do the thing, 


She takes the Bard beneath ’er-ving: AppRopRIATS NAME FOR A DruNKkEN WomAN.—Gin-ever-ah ! 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Feb. 10, 1875. 
FUN'S VALENTINE; 


On, pretty Miss Dizzy, 
If you're not too busy, 
You'll find half a moment to listen to me ; 
This Valentine Season 
“ May yet have much reason 
Wheéti by it you’re made many errors to see. 
In this forthcoming Session 
You'll make much profession. 
Yoitt Prictice will pretty soon after confound. 
Then you'll sneer and be pointed, 
Say things most disjointed, 
And spread ’mid your friends nought but terror profound. 


When you think of reaction 
Concerning your faction, 

Be not too light-hearted, for each has its turn, 
And even already 
Your ranks are unsteady— 

Both ends of the candle you wastefully burn. 
Now, pray don’t be scorning 
These few words of warning, 

Remember{the prize you so oft put at stake ; 
Don't be too offensive, 
Reaction’s expensive— 

Don’t throw away chances for epigram’s sake. 


Tue advocates of cremation seem to possess a powerful, if unititen- 
tional, friend in the Rev. J. Coley, of Cowley, near Oxford, who has 
been giving way to one of the eccentricities peculiar to those gentle- 
men of “the cloth”’ who seem to think the proper way to sérve their 
Master is to take an exactly opposité course to that He directs. This 
clérgyman has refused to bury the corpse of a man who in life was 
t sinful thing known as a slow bowler at cricket, and by this 
ufithfistian act has Stirred up more evil feeling, and doné more harm, 
thi the most virtuous of men can hope to do good during a 
moderately lengthy lifetime. In all ranks and conditions of life there 
aré to be found, only too frequently, men who, in @ndeavouring to 
stiow how fervent, and pious, and excellent they are, make it appear to 
the uninitiated in blessedness as if they were quite the reverse—sv 
mitich the reverse, in fact, that if a little light indulgence on the tread- 
mill could be given them it would be for the benefit of the community 
at large. The Rev. J. Coley has just carried his religious zeal to an 
eXcess which, though unhappily far from rare in this couatry, excites, 
every time it is exhibited, an amount of feeling most prejudicial to the 
interests of that true Christianity which is nothing if not mild, 
patient, and forgiving. But the Rev. J. Coley—what a mockery 
there seems in the first word!—has done more than show the depths 
to which the ultra-godly can descend; he has committed a grievous 
sin t the State in keeping a corpse above ground long after it 
should have been consigned to its kindred clay ; and has thereby done 
something to — the bodies of his parishioners a8 well as disgust 
their tous, t i§ hard to define the amioufit of. taint, moral and 
physical, which spreads itself out from such a churlish refusal as that of 
this minister of religion; the believer is only too often staggered in 

is belief, while the atheist hugs himself, and points with scorn to a 

» of or which to him shows the hollow mockery of religious 
ing. ‘There is, however, one advantage tobe derived from this 
gieplay of brutal and thickheaded intolerance—it brings tis one 

! rér to a time when such presumption on the part of a provin- 
parson will be impossible; for if measures are not speedily taken 
Glovent fats intel of these dreadful scenes, we are a weak and 





JOHNNY ON VALENTINES. 
He affirths his competence to diseuss the subject. The new Bellisant, the 
which was not particular toa hair, and how our author rescues 
mssif and brother from a@ situation of great peril. Gaffer Peters’s 
notion «f Valentine and Orson. Uncle Ned evades an awkward question. 

The matevolence of an anonymous scribbler, whose future Johnny essays 
to eer with revengeful eye. The foundation of Patagonian theology. 
Vi valentines, and Johnny's conception of regal deportment. 

NOW Fille say that Johnny, wot does he no a bout Valentines, but I 
tell you wot | no, I no my sister use to git em, and they was offler 
nice than Crismas cards, ol gole, and silver, and babies without no 
close on em, Ishude think they wude froze. And wen she got em she 
wude say wy, who sent me this, I wish they wude keep em to their 
selfs, sech riddickleculess nonsense! But I notice she use to stick em 
in her bev som and lug em a bout were ever she went for rore than a 
long time. 

One time Billy he seen my sister a readin a valentine like she had 
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never see it before, but she had, for it was a week after it come, and 
Billy he said Missy, wots that? So she tole hima valentine and shode 
itp, and it was one of them naked baby sort with a bo and a arroe, 
and Billy he lookt a wile, and he said you cant fool me, cos it aint 
Valentine at ol, its Orson. Valentine wude have close on him and a 
’aword, now sho me the bear, did you ever se sech a simplzton like 
thiit Billy ? 

Once there was a woman wich was lost in the wood with her two 
babies; and she saw a bear; so the woman she tide a cloth a round one 
of the babys, and she tiike the baby to the bear, and said now you 
take thisn and bring him up yure own way, like Orson, you under 
stand, I mus go back to the other little feller fore the king comes a 
long, cos he shant have achile of mine if I can hellup it. ‘Then the 
bear it said yes, mum, but wots this towl a doin on little Orsy? And 
the woman she said wy, you stoopid, thats the hannlé to carry him, 
and the bear said O, [ see, bless my sole, how thoffle, buf are you 
shewer you won't need it to scrub little Vally, cosif you do I can 
mannidge with out it, and it wank its i, the bear did, like it thot itsef 
quite clever fora bear. But wen the woman see it a winkin she said 
how sell fish, I for got you hada famly of yure own, may be [ better 
keep the little darlin treshure 8weetsweet my own self, and give youa 
nice peece of faw beef for yure trubble, and the bear it said sute your 
self, mum, its ol the same to me. 

Uncle Ned says I aint fniah my bear story, wel jus then I came a 
long with @ big saword, and I cut of that bears head mity quick, I can 
tell you, and then I tuke thé two little babys, and said come on, and I 
shode the woman a cassle, and killed the giant, and let her live in it. 
A., Lone of them babys was Billy, and the other was me! 

_Ule Gaffer Peters was to our house yestérdy, and I had my 
Valetitine and Orson book, and he said wot was it ol a bout, and I said 
Valentine and Orson. ‘Then Gaffer he said thats rite, Johnny, youle 
be Lord Cheef Jestis some day if you read them law books, poor Horson 
was sent hup for fourteen year, ol a long o that Keeneely, andI see by 
the papers. Wallentine has went to Injy to defend the Kicker of Brody. 

Unclé Néd.he says, Johnny wot for is this 4 bout Valentine and 
Orson, cos’. Valentine Day dont mean thatn, but Saint Valentine, 
wich is a other feller ol to gather, but wen I said who was he, and wot 
did he do for @ livin, Uncle Ned he said you kno, Johnny, I have been 
a way from Bagiand so much lately that aint kep mysef posted up 
about our public men like I ot, and may be this feller has been rase to 
the Saintage wile I was in Maddygasker. 

Some notty nusance which nose { have been a writin about animels 
has sent me a valentine as ugly as you ever see, the picter is drawd 
with a pen, and itis mea settinon a Noeys Ark with the wuden 
animels ol a roun me, and me a ritin a bout em with my legs twisted 
and my tung out, but not a bit like me, more like Billy. Thereisa big 
jack ass a standin be hine me with his hufe @ reechin over my 
sholder and a ressin on my pen, and this i8 the poetry wich is under 
the picter, sech fool poetry! | 

Now, here you are, Johnny, and he’s Uncle Neddy, 
Directing your goose-quill, and keeping it steady. 
With Genius behind you, and Nature before you, 

No phantom can daunt you, no mystery “ flore’’ you. 
You're true as a clock to ycur subject,—“ at leastly ”’ 
Your subject is beasts, and your spelling is beastly ! 


Wen I got that I tuke it strate to Uncle Ned and shode to him, and 
then wen he had read it he luked mity black, I can tel you, but he 
dident say nothing. Then I said Uncle Ned, wot be comes of wicked 
fellers wen they die, and he thot a wile, and he said wel, Johnny, it 
depends on were they die, in some contries they are put in ariver, 
like in Inj. , and in some they are et; in England they are berried at 

ressent, but after a wile we wil cremate em. Then I said you no I 

ont mean their bodies, Uncle Ned, wot is done to their soles and 
Uncle Ned he said Johnny, I think we better not go into that. Then 
I said wy not, and he said cos its a subjeck wich wil keep sweet til 
you git bigger and I have had a chance to see for my self, this feller 
says no mistry cant flore you, but may be its prudent not to go out of 
your way to tackle mistries wich aint a trespassin, I respeck yure 
motiph in askin the riddle, cos its the same motiph wich the réligin of 
the Pattygony uns and some other tribes is baste on, but we better 
for give this feller, and content our selfs with hopin thot wot ever 
his yernlehmeee may be in a other and a better world it] make the 
raskle rithe. Now wot ever did Uncle Ned mean by ol thot rigmy 
roll flores me! _ 

I havent tole youa bout Marys valentino, thats the house made, 
wel, I rote it ol my own self, me and Billy, but she dont no it. Its 
this way, ol Xcept the picter, wich Billy drod, and wich is a gerl, but I 
never see sech a ger], ol bonnet, and legs like a chicken. 

The rose is red a violent blu, 
If you luv me as I luv you, 
No kanife can cut our luv into! 


Mary has been proud sence she got that valentine, and sassy like 


she was the Queen. But if my mother gits to see it she will ka th 
ritin, wot shal I do, were is Uncle Ned ? sr 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 4ll. 


Tuey’re a very ill-matched pair 
I’m aware; ; 

Yet the one—an ancient martyr— | 
Has his day,— 

When the other—oft a tartar— | 
Says his say in a way, 

Proving “motley ’’ ovght to be “his only wear.”’ 
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1. Bonnie and blithe, saucy and free, | 
Pure as the stars above her! | 
Bear her this message, O breezes, from me 
To her northern home, by the moaning sea— 
Iiove her! I love her! 


2. Oh! trustful woman who, with loving smiles, 
Would win her lord from his seducer’s wiles ; 
But he, insensate, steeled against her charms, 
Fell ’neath her kinsman’s dread avenging arms. 


3. Waxy, brittle, 





Wholesome victual, WES ae 

And 80 light; AN AA 

Fragile, slender, WY BSC) 
Soft and tender, oS or i IY. AN eR Wii 
Creamy white. L a We —= NW BOOS ) 
‘ A es TAN i he | 

4. Uprose the lark and, with a ceaseless song, / ay, r HTT 

Outpoured its mirth , NH | Hi) Mh 
At spring-time’s birth ; 
Till, lost in highest heaven, the angel throng, 
Seemed to have ta’en it from the sordid earth. 


+ ye oe 


5. Thro’ gold-flecked meadow and by woodland glade 
Wanders, ’tween flow’ry banks, the cooing brook ; \ \ 
And dappled kine, reposing in the shade, WES WNT \ 
Chew the sweet cud with calm, contended look. \ NY \ \) \N n Z 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 409.—Grant, Times: \h \ N\\ YY 
Garret, Rossini, Anthem, Nurse, ‘I'respass. Correct : As a KRY N AX { 
Sairey Gamp, Cigarette, Leamington, B. O. H., Pipe- eae 5 Se AW . Ce 
kop, Carrie and Liz, Q.C.’s, Dallie and Bertie, Side- _——e Y Ne 
ropolitain, Northwich, A Need, D. E. H., Hoptop, Chic, | 
Slodger and Tiney, Dyk, Tommy Wattle, Raddy-cum- 
Tooral, Ozone, Which Tyler, Half-and-Half. 


uid f 
NY) 
UA 


ATA) Y 
/ Ae os 
xy 

¢ 


. \ 
=> \ \ ¢ 
A \\ ON Y 


seen Pp . 
cetera tiated ne, Oe 
= a ; = ist = 


‘ 
A 
) 





\ 
A U A GO / 
ame | y 
a4) ( , 
a 


ON THE SCENT. ae 
Katie, who has a pretty shrewd notion who has sent her a lovely Valentine a 
(archly) :—“ Now, Cousin GeorGE; NOW, REALLY, DON’T YOU KNOW—HAVEN T tit 


Wuen is an actor's eye like a lucifer match ?— When YOU THE LEAST BIT OF IDEA WHO SENT IT ?’’ 








Ruff’s Guide to the Turf is a complete and carefully indexed digest 


execution. 





it lights upon a box. George :— Sent 1T P—Aw, WHY, THE SCENTER OF CoURSE—RimMeEt!”’ 3 
PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. oman Hees ane neoeeeery : ba. 2. Gnnemion of yrnape is aprome : 5 4 ; 4 ' 
As a Valentine Number would be nothing without some reference cen might just oer Spe et | OW O80 TRASH AOAR. SAAT TERE fo ee! | , 
to Valentines, we hasten to acknowledge the very appropriate contribu- | In the -47gosy the two serial stories are continued with fair prospects. « ee 4 
tion we have received from M. Eugene Rimmel, who seems this year | « 7 ohnny Ludlow” will of course be read with interest, as he seems, Oa 
to have outdone all former efforts including even his own in the same | anq deservedly, to be the chief attraction of the magazine. In +o 1? : 
ag For oa ne and infinite variety the Valentines of M. | ,adition to these there are two other articles of a moderate nature, and , oe ie 
Rimmel seem to stand alone. a bit of verse in which good intentions are marred by indifferent f id i 
.| See 


of last year’s racing, accompanied by a lot of information concerning 
forthcoming events almost invaluable to the turfite. It strikes us that 
by a careful study of this ‘‘ guide,’’ a man who had never been on a 
racecourse in his life might become a perfect oracle in horsey matters, 
more especially as the name of “‘ my friend the owner” appears to 
each of the spring nominations. 

Juvenal at Oxford, though but an imitation of a Latin poet, will be 
found real Greek to those whose acquaintance with University life and 
current topics is limited. 

Baby Died To-day is the title of a small memorial collection of poems 
by the late William Leighton. 





MaGazines FoR Ferrvary. , 

The Gentleman's Magazine, otherwise an excellent number, is dis- 
figured by a deliberately untruthful statement concerning the Weekly 
Dispatch and the present Editor of Fun. Mr. Lucy states emphatically, 
and with as much apparent candour as if he were certain of his facts, 
that a paragraph in the Dispatch of January 10 referring rather 
unpleasantly to him, and speaking in very friendly terms of the Editor 
of this journal, was written by the latter himself. There was not only 
no foundation whatever for this mischievous assertion, but immediately 


after the apparently objectionable péragraph appeared, Mr, Lucy was | 


informed in a letter (written from this office) that the Editor of Fun 
had nothing to do with it. This statement was subsequently corro- 
borated when Mr. Lucy called at the Dispatch office, so the matter may 
be left to speak for itself. It may at first sight seem as if this trouble of 





THE HOMELY CUP OF TEA, 
A Batziap ror Goop Temprars. 


Ou, tell me not of grapes that grow 
On Rhineland’s hilly plain, 

Nor bid me seek the bubbly glow 

‘ Of Moét’s best champagne. . _ 

The Southern Afric’s shore is fair, 
And fair is Hungarie ; 

But purer joys are in, I swear, 
The homely cup of tea. 


The lemonade may sparkle bright 
On pleasure’s festive board ; 
The juice of currant, red or white, 
May joyous draughts afford. _ 
But more than brandy’s British brand, 
Or sack, or Malvoisie, 
I love the cup that cheers me, and 
1 quaff my homely tea. 


Unmentionably Peculiar. 


WHEN are sportsmen like fashionable tailors ?—When they make 
good bags. 
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THE TRUE STORY OF VALENTINE AND ORSON. 


APPROPRIATELY ARRANGED FOR OUR VALENTINE NuMBER. 





Anyonk whose mind carries him back for a couple of hundred 
years or so will not be able to remember much of the incidents I am 
about to relate: chiefly because I am not sure when they took place, 
and secondly, because I don’t in my own mind believe they ever took 
place at all. But this last admission is in strict confidence, and would 
not be made but for the fact that at the beginning of a story it is 
necessary to say something. 

Well, in the days before chivalry had departed from our midst, 
and when the useful and the ornamental were one, anybody standing 
one fine summer evening on the giddy heightsof Hampstead might 
have seen two cavaliers, of dusty and travel-stained appearance, 
advancing from opposite directions towards one of those ancient 
hostelries which were wont to be the pride and the boast of our English 
civilization ; but which, alas! have now given way to railway refresh- 
ment bars and regular restaurants. Shortly before reaching the inn 
they drew close to each other, and mutual recognition followed. The 
names of these cavaliers were Valentine de Voxpopuli and Orson the 
Ossificated. One had come direct from the Holy Land of St. Giles’s, 
and the other had reaped many laurels in the Battle of Hyde Parki- 
bus. Both, as will be seen by their accompanying portraits, were 
beautiful and accomplished ; and as he beheld them approach, the worthy 
host, who was alsoa Primo of the Antediluvian Order of Buffaloes, 
bowed low, and loosened the corks in all his best bottles. 

Valentine and Orson were not long before they were seated at the 
groaningest of tables that was ever yet heard groan, doing more— 
much more—than justices’ justice to the good things with which the 
host’s hospitable board was strewn. It was the custom in those days 
for gentlemen to walk out and dine among the uplands of Hampstead 
—a custom which obtained to such an extent, that long after it had 
fallen into desuetude, any mountainous part became known as table- 
land. Fain would I describe what my heroes had for dinner, but 
beyond roast haggis, shrimps, and champagne, plumbago and spotted 
plain, my recollection refuses to be coerced, and fife isa lacie lank. 
And so, with an alas! for the good old days that are no more, I will 
get on. 

Valentine and Orson having amused each other by talking about 
the men they had killed since last they met, and the necessity each 


ey 


ZENS 


had experienced to lease a churchyard for his own particular use, 
began to think they would like to do something. First they talked of 
having another drink, and going out to sack the neighbouring town cf 
Hampstead, and put the inhabitants to the sword; but the intelligence 
that a new watchman, with a stout stick, had been placed on duty, in 
lieu of the elderly and feeble gentleman who had for many years 
called the weather and the time as well as pretended to protect the 
aborigines, somewhat altered their views. Truth to tell, I don’t think 
much of my two heroes now. When I started out with them they 
seemed brave and generous; but they have got into a habit of 
boasting, which annoys me very much indeed; and so I shall tell the 
terrible truth. Eventually they arranged to play a game of blind 
hookey in default of more profitable employment, and were soon very 
busy stuffing all the best packs up their sleeves and into the tops of 
their boots. At last when they declared themselves ready, there were 
only about half a dozen cards left on the table, and as this quantity 
was not enough with which to play the now obsolete game of blind 
hookey, there ensued a scene which had better be left to the imagina- 
tion of the reader and the pencil of the artist. Common pens and ink 
‘are not equal to it. Besides, this week space is short. 

“Blue blood and blazes!” shouted Valentine. ‘‘ Murder and 
marrowbones!’’ shrieked Orson. And then came a sudden silence, 
broken, after an interval of five minutes for refreshment, by a demand 
for grindstones. In those days no true knight ever travelled without 
his favourite grindstone, for the quantity of hacking and hewing that 
he did was continually blunting his sword and whetting his appetite. 
Then, when he couldn’t get anything better to eat, he used to swallow 
his grindstone, and write a sonnet to his light o’ love. Anda well- 
digested grindstone isa joy forever. The trembling and landlordly 
caitiff having brought the stones in, and the servants having hidden 
themselves from the impending explosion which a collision between two 
such fire-eaters was sure to cause, the cavaliers ground up their 
weapons, and talked loud enough for each other to hear of the delicate 
slices of liver and lights that would be strewing the place in less than 
no time directly. 

‘** Are you ready to be cut up into sausage meat ?”’ asked Valentine 
“Ready enough to make faggots of you and supply gravy for 
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nothing,” replied Orson. And having commended themselves to their 
mistresses, and relieved their voices of any superfluous oaths and 
threats, they rushed rapidly to the combat, and all the world wondered. 
Clash went the newly-sharpened steel, and away went Valentine and 
Orson ; the first just at the very moment remembering that he had an 
appointment with his solicitor, while, by a singular coincidence, Orson 
bethought himself that he was due at a committee meeting of his club. 








VII—THE ACTING MANAGER OUTWITTED. 


THERE stood a man where streets expand 
On either hand, beside the Strard, 

Who bit his nails, and scratched, and tore, 
And vainly tried to get inside 
A very greasy little door. 


He sometimes ceased his awful din, 
And tried to win the ear within 

By screaming “ Butcher! ’’ through a chink, 
In altered pitch—a plan, of which 
A strategist, alone, would think. 


He longed to go and pat the sprites, 
And touch the frights in wigs and tights, 
Ani see the man who paints the scenes, 
And eat the size, and catch the “ flies,’’ 
And gambol with the fairy queens. 


The door was fixed with bolts and pegs, 
And oyster-kegs and table-legs: 

The acting-manager was white, 
And cringed inside, and weakly cried, 
And shivered, in a dreadful fright. 
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And those who don’t believe what I say, can call and see the two 
grindstones and the anciently carved swords, as well as the Hamp- 
steadian hostelry, the wonder of unnumbered donkeys, resident and 
ef a purely visitorial character. They still remain upon the spot in 
token of the heroism now, alas! so conspicuously absent, and never, 
oh never, to return. For the age of chivalry has departed, and 
bravery is no longer the private property of the great and noble. 


He sought the man who’s always nigh 
To keep the sly from sneaking by : 
“ He wants to get inside,’’ said he ; 
‘‘ Tt is his aim to get his name 
Recorded on the list that’s free. 


‘“‘ While years have rolled he’s come and prowled, 


And thumped and growled, and scratched and howled— 


And I’m afraid to go to bed! 
He’ll force his way some dismal a : 
And when he does, I'll eat my head ! 


‘“‘ He yells for orders for the stalls, 
And kicks and calls, and thumps the walls, 
Which once were very thick and strong : 
And he pretends we’re bosom friends, 
Because he met me at Boolong!”’ 


The years rolled on in dread and doubt— 
The man without had climbed about, 
And wandered wildly round the tiles— 
sg aim and goal to find a hole)— 
or miles and miles and miles and miles. 


The manager was worn to skin— 

Too pale and thin to lift a p‘n; 
He’d lately had enough to do 

aa walls were scratched so thin, and patched) 
o keep that man from getting through. 


At length in solitude profound, 
As, terror-bound, he wandered round 
The drama’s now-deserted hall— 
The man he spied, who'd been outside, 
Located grimly in a stall! 


And when the person with the tub 
Went round to grub and sweep and scrub, 
She screamed as if she’d never stop— 
‘*‘Oh my!” she said, “ he’s ’et his ’ead!!!"’ 
And then we let the subject drop. 


Vaulting Ambition. 


A TERRIBLE, and we trust untruthful, rumour is current in the West- 
end of London. It is said there that a local reporter of youth and 
inexperience promised the police of the T division a “ pint of ale or a 


pint of cooper each on condition that they saluted him and said, ‘ Good 
evening, sir,’ when he passed with his ‘ young lady.’’’ ‘The atrocity 
of this seems to us to consist more in the fact that the youth and 
inexperience of this local reporter led him to offer just double as much 
as was necessary for the accomplishment of his purpose. General 
Macbeth must have had this young man in his eye when he said, 
“ Thriftless ambition that will ravin up thine own life’s means,” 


Farignps In Nezp.—Your poor relations—they’re always in need of 
something. 
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FOREIGN AFFAIRS. 


Kaxkompo was monarch of Fiji. 
| Things wouldn’t go right, nor woull he gee: 
His subjects he ate— 
Their teeth they did whet 

For Aim, in that backbiting Fiji. 


Sir Hercules came to Fiji 
| The king licked his lips, and said he: 
“‘ Here’s work for my jaws.” 
But the end of it was, 
| Sir Hercules gobbled Fiji. 


Some deputies met in New Orleans, 
| As upright in mind as a tor leans. 
Said they: ‘“‘ We will pass 
A law to harass 
The soldiery camped at New Orleans.”’ 


The Speaker he said: “ New Orleans 
Would first like to know what this means.’’ 
For bay’nets appeared, 
And that hall it was cleared 
Of members—who left New Orleans. 


Te 
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SS | \\ | Two kings they reigned equal in Siam. 
z \ \ AY 
Se y 
SZ 


tS \Y Said one to the other: *‘ Since I am 
~ iff Jeni The stronger king, you 
S Vie Oy aN Had better eschew 
AMR || é , 
. SS SaeN ) The worry of governing Siam. 
SOG ie EX i} Said t’other: “’Tis known in Siam 
Nl That J think high station a sham.”’ 
Then bowed to the throne 
That was partly his own— 
Kotowed to the King of Siam. 
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Mind and Matter. 


Tue young gentleman who, seeing a notice in a shop 
| window, “ Mind the paint,” politely stopped and minded 
| it, has come to the conclusion that he should not have 

minded it ao much if it had kept where it was. That 
shop-fromt wants another coat—so does he! 


‘A LONG-FELT WANT.” : 
Old Buggins hasn't looked so long in one shop window for manyaday. A Carnivorous PLtanr.—Eating-house Fixtures. 








himself eighty-six years old! Fancy a coroner's jury suddenly finding 
DOTS AND LINES. | itself possessed of commien sense! We know which is least likely. But 


Svuicrpz of the Empress of China. This is not suttee-sfactory. — | we daren’t say. — Parliament opens. * Speak the speech, I pray you.” 
Refusal of Thomas Carlyle and Alfred ‘Tennyson to take orders. ! " ' 7 ene See ae intake 


That's because they're both about to retire from the philosophy and | 
poetry businesses. Orders no longer executed with eacheatae and | A VALENTINE CONFESSION. 
despatch. Goodwill and fixtures for disposal. — Mr. Disraeli has Whuo’s the saint that saints among 
written to Mr. Gladstone expressing regret at the Liberal leader's | Hangs the bottom of the tether, | 
resignation. People who think that a pelitical opponent is a personal | Whom you reckon (you are young) | 
enemy astonished and disgusted. Bravo Dizzy! Bravo both! = Worth all others put together— 
Death of another centenarian. Triple birth immediately after. Na- Whom you've rapturously viewed, | 
ture’s idea of compensation. — Interuniversity boatrace fixed for Owing to his colours glowing— | 
March 20. Oxford or Cambridge sure to win. Please send twelve Cupids classically nude, | 
stamps. = Approach of St. Valentine. Heralded by postmen's knocks. Flowers gay, and verses flowing ? 
There are now 15,598 young ladies who don't care for ‘ such non- A t now | 
sense! ’’ 15,597 will alter their opinions before the week is out. ‘The SBoft. * Pos or ggeth oies - 
remaining one will “ go in’’ for woman suffrage and knickerbockers, H 7 i. i — wondered how 
short hair, and “ mind.’ — Refusal of a clergyman to bury a corpse. Per a aa ies can render ? 
Why notask the sexton? Perhaps he’s an unsexton. Better, why not bury sae ee d - : 
— Well, never mind! — Selecti ag Have you never wondered, too, 

, never mind! = Selection of new Liberal Jeader. Rather too Who it is that oft indites ‘em ? 
small for the old clothes. = Woman in Doncaster so frightened by Illa ae tell to you , 
service of a county court summons that she gave birth to twins. I'm the idiot ae waiton Yan 't 





Assertion of the law's majesty. — Coroner's jury return verdict of 
“‘ Death from old age or other sudden visitation of God.’ As we have 


been told, Age cometh on apace. = Fancy a man suddenly finding Cuniovs Article FoR WinteR Wear.—Chinchilla. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 412. 


In this moon of a mixture of seasons in one, 

It is oh! for the tricks that are played by the sun— 
And it’s oh! for impatient humanity ; 

The echoing sneeze and the suffering nose 

Bring an absence of ease, and surcease of repose, 
That are fatal ;—at least to urbanity. 


1. Dingy dye from the distant West, 
That makes me feel uncertain 
Which shows a jaundice hue the best— 
My face, or my window curtain. 


2. He read aloud from a volume old, 
Of Odin and Thor; and Balder the bold, 
Who fell by the hand of his brother ; 
And he read of Rinda’s wondrous son, 
A hero when a day’s course was run ; 
Of these—and of many another. 


3. The Scot’s young new-made wife cried, ‘‘ Look ! how 
killing, 
And just three guineas!” “ Hech! mine cost twa 
sbilling.”’ 
4. All dignity and grace, behold her stand! 
The highest, noblest lady in the land. 


5. He lends for cent. per cent. his ill-got gold ; 
Tempts youth astray—in sin assists the old. 


6. On the blank slip of paper I signed ; and the scamp 
Said no more than a pony could go on the stamp: 
But the size of that pony’s so hugely increased, 
That Apology’s value won't buy up the beast. 


7. Cold mutton again? Then to give appetite 
Bring “ Chutnee”’ or “ Nabob’”’—or, stay, “‘ Captain 
White.” 
8. The favoured lover clasps her hand, and on his bended 
knee, 
He asks but for one little word that’s spelt with 
letters three. 


SoLvuTIon oF Acrostic, No. 410.— Supper, Dreams: 
Salad, Udder, Pie, Pacha, Earldom, Rags. Correct : 
Leamington, Chic, Peggotty’s Daughters, Pollaky, 
Fanny and Joe, Northwich, D. E. H., Moth, Novo- 
castrian, Sara, Jtkbp, Pipekop, Cigarette, Slodger and 
Tiny, Dyk, Pussycat’s Meow, Brice, Hoptop, Ozone, 
Liebig Family, Two Lambos. 





‘‘WHAT FUNNY LITTLE LEGS!”—‘ Yes, RATHER BANDY.”’ — 
overhears, and is sadly cut up, as he thought he was “making an impression.” But it 


was only the dog that was referred to, after all.) 
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BANDYING WORDS. 
(Poor Tomkins 








A TRUER STORY OF VALENTINE AND ORSON. 


_ One of the dullest of Fun’s contributors, jealous of a brilliant essay 
in last week’s number, has threatened—we use his own words—to 
give us the eternal sack if we don’t print his version of Valentine and 
Orson. Between ourselves, a real dull contributor is valuable 
nowadays, as preventing the sharper blades from coming into actual 
collision. Still, we didn’t care about sacrificing our dignity altogether ; 
and so compromised the matter by cutting Orson out of the story. As 
this is not only a fair and honourable method of settling a vexed 
question of editorial right and privilege, but one which has had a 
decidedly advantageous effect on this narrative—we beg to submit it 
to the attention of editors yet unborn. Meanwhile, here is the 
omens oar 

entine Brown was a pores of the remote dark and, 
therefore, found great difficulty in deciphering the inateiatiniicte the 
letters he delivered daily. Now, one of the old nobility, Sir Badd Manors, 
was postmaster at that time, and he harassed his subordinates dread- 
fully. If a _letter miscarried, a dozen postmen. were instantly 
executed. If it happened to be registered, or to contain postage stamps, 
as many more were stretched upon the rack, put to the question, and 
flogged. Poor Brown was always selected when a registered letter 
went wrong. This constant round of punishment became monotonous, 
and made him discontented with his lot. So he organised a conspiracy 
against his chief. All went well for a time, but his comrades betrayed 
him into the hands of the tyrant. He was tried, found guilty, and 
sentenced to death on the day of February old style co nd- 
ing to our 14th. On the eve of execution he sent a letter to his e€ 
love, who was a daughter of the wicked Lord Postmaster. In it he 
drew & picture of two lovers, a church, a heart with arrows and two 
flying cupids, and sent it to her, enjoining her to use it so as to be 
revenged upon all the postmen of ity. She carried out his wish 
80 well that to this hour they have as much work on that day as on all 
the other days in the year put together. The next morning he was 
blown from the mouth of a gun. He went off with a bang, and was 


the pity! 


Never seen more. A studious monk, however, finding an account of his 
death, in which he was said to be “ cannonised,” immediately had his 
name placed in the calendar. And that’s the sort of saint he is! 


As for St. Orson—[No, not to-day, thank you.—Eb. ] 
ee 


TOO MANY VALENTINES. 


To which of the dears shall I dedicate 
Cupids, and hearts, and the spire ; 
Ofachurch? Ay, which queen shall F predicate 
Chief in my soul’s fond desire ? 


Is it Caroline, Florence, or Beatrix ? 
Meek Adéle, Dora demure ? 7 

Or wee Kitty—how saucy is she at tricks! 
Isabel, fair as she’s pure? 


The choice is so purely embarrassing, 
E’en as I think come a score 

Of pretty maids equally harassing— 
Polly, Madge, Lucy, and more. 


One vast republic of girls; 

Will distribute my heart for the sake of all 
Roses, and lilies, and pearls. 

And each shall think she is the favourite, 
Getting the valentine so ; 

For as to each billet, I'll flavour it 
Sweetly with special bon-mot. 


A Parvatgs Birt mm Parwiament.—Bill Gladstone—now, more’s 


A Brummacen Morro.—aAll is not good that’s Bright. 





VOL. XXI. 


So I’ll choose none for queen, but will make of all 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Feb. 17, 1875. 


OUTSIDE THE GATE! 


Ox morn a Clerkling at the gate 
Of Office stood disconsolate ; 
And as he listened to the songs 
Of those ed mid pone flowing, 
He thought he some grievous wrongs, 
And soon was tears and cries bestowing 
On him who at the gate stood firm, ' 
And said, “ Be off ! you friendless worm.” 
“ How happy!” exclaimed this child of ink, 
“ Aro the spirits within who eat and drink, 
And never have writing to do at all! 
Though mine ie the talent that’s fine and bright, 
And writing I’vedone from morn till night,. 
Owe blossom of Office outblossoms mime all. 
ongh eawntry the path of the Board of Trade 
No work that is there can ion 


sweetly 
had Nabe ane the duties he. gives to me, 
Another mav come of another 
And say, ‘ Work hard, or I'll let you seo!” 
Do let me get in past this bothering wall !"’ 
The curious creature who was keeping: 
The Office«gates, at sound of 
Rose wp and said, “ Look here, young fellow, 
You might stay here till time grows mellow ; 
But if you haven't a friend that’s kind, 
And powerful too, no sweets you'll find! ’’ 


Away, away the eee 

Renourees all his former deeds: 

Forgets his writing, burkes his Greek, 

And only tries a friend to seek. 

One found at last, again he turns— 

Again for sweets of office burns. 

“« Jov. joy for ever—my task is done ! 
My friend is gained, and my Office is won!” 
a 
A rrcent County Court action in which the presiding judge went 

out of his way to hecome advocate for a wealthy defendant, more 
because the plaintiffs were poor aad needy than for any other reason 
that can be easily stated, has, we are glad to see, attracted so much 
attention that noamountof favouritism or friendly feeling can very well 
prevent the Lord Chancellor from examining into the merits of the 
case, and, if matters are as stated, in at once removing Mr. Lefroy 
from the County Court judgeship to which he now does such decided 
discredit. We have no wish to anticipate the decision of the highest 
legal functionary, and indeed have only entered upon the subject for 
the purpose of expressing an opinion upon the pernicious system which 
obtains at County Courts. To our thinking, the County Court as at 
present arranged is simply a splendid opportunity for the exercise of 
the persecuting faculty so strong in human nature, coupled with an 
excuse for the extortion of ruinous fees, generally from a most innocent 
and harmless section of the community. Anyone who chooses to pay 
the price of a County Court summons can obtain one, and in at least five 
cases out of ten the unfortunate defendant is glad to compromise the 
matter out of hand. In many of our Metropolitan Courts the tally. 
man holds supreme sway, and invokes a mockery of justice to assist 
him in ruining his helpless victims. With the exception that it has, for- 
tunately, been brought before the consideration of the public, the present 
instance of intolerance stands by no means alone. As a rule, the 
County Court judge is a functionary from whom there is no appeal. 
His decisions are generally given to suitors who have no idea of any 
other form of law, unless it be that of the police-court, and the small- 
debt official has also the advantage of sitting with almost closed doors. 
We have grown into a habit of speaking lightly of the penny-a-liner 
of the police-courts—but he wields a marvellous amount of power in 
the interests of society. His presence is an assurance that no outrage 
upon law or justice will be allowed to pass unchallenged, and well 
would it be for our very poor if there was the same demand for County 
Court reports that there is for “ police intelligence.”’ Let anyone now 
take his stand ina County Court, and we will warrant that he ina 
minimum of time becomes introduced to a maximum of persecution, 
intolerance, and stupidity, mixed oftentimes with an amount of judicial 
incapacity that would make even the weakest and most womanish of our 
magistrates blush for very shame. And so if the episode of the 
orchard at Bournemouth onty causes attention to be more often 
directed to all kinds and conditions of County Courts, we shall once 
again have a fine specimen of the good eo constantly being extracted 


from evil. 
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To Scrrerers.—Bunion's Pilgrim's Progress. 
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ASH WEDNESDAY. 
A DOMESTIC TRAGEDY, IN THREE AGONIES. 





Acony I.—Levzrs. 

Tue castled crag of Drachenfels was frowning o’er the wide and 
winding Rhine, as atweedily attired Englishman alighted from a four- 
wheeled omnibus, and flinging the driver a pfenning, strode rapidly 
up the mountain. He was young and gloriously handsome, but the 
convulsive twitching of his sun-bronzed bnow betrayed to the careless. 

der the presence of some violent emotion. Stealthily creeping 
along beneath the shadow of the short stunted grass that grew upon 
the vine-clad slope, Gilbert Vavasseur—such was the Englishman’s 
name—made his way towards a couple of tourists, who, absorbed in the 
pages of Baedeker, heeded not his approach. One of them, a fair 
young girl, over whose auburn ringlets some twenty summers had 
winged their flight, presently lifted her eyes from the book. 
| Father,” she exclaimed, addressing an elderly gentleman, whose 
; pone form was attired in the uniform of a general of the Royal 

aval Reserve ; ‘‘ how much money shall I have when you die?’ 

“Fifty thousand pounds, my darling,” answered the old man, 
lovingly. 

Hardly had the words left his lips, when a man sprang from behind 
& rock, and, seizing him by the waist, hurled him headlong into the 
stream beneath. As her father’s form sank beneath the gurgling 
waters, the maiden flung her arms around the murderer’s neck, and 
murmured, “ At last, my Gilbert, I am thine!” 

“Mine for ever, dearest Violet!’ replied her lover; “ but the day 
after to-morrow is Ash Wednesday, and I must have your fifty 
thousand pounds ere that fatal day doth dawn. Come, the old priest 
waits us in the ruined chapel above.” 

Acony II.—Sprovusss. 

In a daintily decorated chamber in the largest mansion in Eaton- 
square, one bright February morning, sat Gilbert Vavasseur and his fair 
young wife. ‘The rarest meats and the most costly wines adorned the 
breakfast table, but tempted them not. Suddenly the husband started 
from the reverie in which he had been wrapped, and, treading play- 
fully upon his wife’s favourite corn to attract her attention, thus 
addressed her :— 

“ My darling, do you know that to-morrow is Ash Wednesday ?”’ 

*« Yes, dearest, I do,’’ sighed the lady ; ‘“‘ but why remind me of so 
painful a subject ?”’ 

‘“* Because,”’ answered Gilbert Vavasseur, in a hoarse whisper, “ that 
which compelled me to murder your father has happened again. I 
have wagered fifty thousand that the Chamberlain will open the theatres 
to-morrow—and he won't.” 

“‘Oh, Gilbert! Gilbert!’ sobbed the terrified lady, rocking herself 
to and fro in a paroxysm of grief; “ what will you do?” 

“Do? why, get the money and pay it. Murder before Dishonour ! 
I did think, my darling, that with a new Chamberlain, and Hollings- 
head’s petition, the bet was a safe one; but Hertford’s as big a——”’ 

“ Hush, dearest! not a word against that great reformer of the stage. 
I have an aunt at Chislehurst who keeps fifty thousand pounds sewn 
up in her stays. Let us run down by train and murder her.”’ 

‘** Violet, you are an angel upon earth,’’ exclaimed her husband, as 
be clasped her proudly to his bosom. ‘“ We will.” 

Acony ILI.—Corpsrs. 

The last rays of an expiring February sun fell upon the drawing- 
room floor of Minerva Cottage, Chislehurst, and revealed a ghastly 
scene. Struggling wildly im the iron grip of Gilbert Vavasseur, ‘an 
elderly lady rolled to and fro upon the carpet. 

“Give him the money, aunty darling,” wailed her niece, violently 
eee a carving knife, “ or I must plunge this steel into your 

osom.”’ 

But the fierce old spinster was deaf to her threats, and tore at her 
nephew’s whiskers with the energy bred of despair. 

“ Strike!” he yelled at last ; “‘ 1 can’t stand this any longer.” 

Violet Vavasseur rolled back her velvet sleeve, and aimed a deadly 
blow at her prostrate relative. But as the weapon descended the old 
lady gave a sudden wriggie, and the knife went home to its hilt in the 
heart of the man who held her. At the sight of his blood staining her 
Turkey carpet, the aunt lost her senses, and lay as one dead. 

Violet Vavasseur gazed for a moment at the inanimate form of her 
hero, then seated herself at a walnut devonport, and wrote hastily the 
following note :—‘“ My Lord Chamberlain,—Had you abolished the 
absurd regulation which closes the theatres on Ash Wednesday, a 
dreadful tragedy would have been averted. On your head be the 
blood of two loving hearts.’”’ Then, rising as one in a dream, she fell 
upon her knees by her husband's corpse, kissed him thrice upon the 
brow, and, plunging the fatal steel into her breast, fell forward—dead ! 

When the Lord Chamberlain received her letter by the last delivery 
he was much affected, and made up his mind, if his office should be still 
in existence next year, that he would remove the idiotic regulation 
concerning Ash Wednesday, and thus atone for the evil he had 


unwittingly wreught. 
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SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS. 
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No. VIII.—A SON OF THE CHURCH. 


A certain man of Timbuctoo, 
Of aboriginal descent, 
Discovered, as he wandered through 
His forest’s limitless extent, 
A missionary in repose— 
And stole that missionary’s clo’es, 


“This brings to mind,” he gaily said, 
‘* That since intelligence began 
To enter this unworthy head 
I’ve longed to be a clergyman: 
I'll now proceed across the wave, 
To see how clergymen behave.” 


He came to England o’er the sea; 
A worthy bishop brought him out; 
In lofty cleric circles he 
Was freely introduced about, 
Acquiring notions most exact 
Of how a clergyman should act. 


And having shrewdly taken stock 
Of all that churchmen say and do, 
And how you ought to treat eneeees 
He journeyed back to Ti 
He found a flock, and bad them search 
For bricks and sticks, and build a church. 


And when his people went their ways, 
And paid the debt that’s paid by ail; 
He wouldn’t bury some for days, 
And wouldn’t bury some at all: 
He thought, ‘‘ All preper churchmen now 
Insult the dead, and cause a row.” 


Religious obstacles he’d hur), 
Which education cou!dm’t brave : 
Anon he'd steal a little girl, 
And shut her in a convent . 
Until her friends wou!d search about, 
And litigate, and get her out. 


He sneered at all his bishop said, 
And always cursed, and disagreed 
With ev’ryone, alive or dead, 
Unless of his especial creed : 
And made a wall of brieks divide 
Departed souls on either side. 


Religion had to wait and look 
While he, with all-imp. rtant frown, 
Decided how to hold his book— 
‘The right way up, or upside down. 
Departed souls could not be blest 
Till he decided which was best. 


When novelty no longer lent 
Hie ways a charm, sir, strange to tell, 
His flock imneontinently went, 
And gravely dropped him down a well! 
And there are other nations who 
Might take a hint from Timbuctoo! 
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DOTS AND LINES. 


Exursition of love in a workhouse. Pauper applies for a wife. 
Those who sneer are short-sighted. Marriage ia “the union” of 
lives. = Stroud not to be disfranchised. Why should it be? It is 
now the city of “ the elect ”—and of the elected. =. Rumoured interview 
between Lord Dudiey and a chief of the awell mob. “Set a thief to 
catch a thief.’’ Dudley conferrimg with Dudley-street — Keturn of 
Mitchell the Patriot. Only returmtoe Ireland se far, Return to Par- 
liament yet to be accomplished. # Lancashire defines Home 
Rule. a is perfect freedom to kick “ the old woman and kids,” and 
no charge for the doctor. — Desperate attagk om the Lord Chief 
Barom by four stalwart garotters. Defeat of the roughs with great 
slaughter. N.B. ‘The Lord Chief Baron is sseenty-mine, and small of 
his age. = There can be no doubt after the foregeimg that flogging 
has demoralised garotters. This will, of course, be am argument with 
Messrs, P. A. ‘laylor and ©o. for its abolition. N.B. 2. The 
abolition of flogging, net of garottimg. = Much talkee-talkee in the 
House. Only one member allowed to speak at a time. Another of 
the wrongs of Ireland. — The Ameriean revivalistic erusade pro- 
gresses. Are we such a benighted race after all, and dothe Yankees 
awelter in the odour of sanctity? ‘True religion, like charity, begins 
at. home. = It is rumoured that Mr, Carlyle refused the Order of the 
Bath, for fear of the amount of soap that would be negessary. We 
will not stoop to contradict this. — Great trouble in America over 
Waasbington’s statue. Several statme-tory deelarations already made 
about it on stump. Only put it where the Eaglish toumist can get at 
it, there’ll soon be an end of the trouble—and of the statue as weil. = 
Fresh agitation for an increase in magisterial salaries. First increase 
magisterial abilities. — No one seems to remember that our police- 
court magnates only work three days a week each. A fair week's 
work for a fair week’s money. If they are dissatisfied, halve the 
number of magnates and double the money for those who are left. 
== Exhibition in Brussels of over a hundred landscapes, “ of great 
merit, painted by a boy who died an idiot, aged eleven years.’’ We 
can beat that in this country. We have older idiots and more land. 
scapes. Our idiots don’t die; they become art critics. — Brighton 
Town Council can’t understand that it appears ridiculous. Can't 
understand anything mueh. One of the members tries to say a clever 
thing about the manager of the Aquarium, and only succeeds in pro- 
ducing an ungentlemanly innuendo. — Publication of report by the 
Playfair Committee on the Civil Service. Greatest misnomer out. 
Destruction of all hope for those who have megreater friend than 
their own ability. Trrumph of nepotism. — Prowameial tax-collectors 
wait upon Sir Stafford Northcote with a grievance, They dislike 
collecting. If they dislike it, how must the other side feel ? — Dis- 
charge of another“ lady” thief. Really, the very culpability of these 
genteel criminals is their greatest safeguard. 





Improvement. 

A youna French gentleman, we are told by an advertisement, 
“seeks board and lodginginan English family where he can improve 
the English language.’ ‘here is at the present time such an intense 
desire to improve the English language exhibited by all classes, and, 
as we now show, by even the intelligent foreigner, that if the move- 
ment is to be continued, our national tongue will be eventually 
“improved ”’ off the face of the earth. But why don’t the gifted pro- 
prietors of the paper in which the advertisemert appears close with 
the advertiser at once? ‘hey might then get a few more hard words 
for their ever circulating columns of learned leaders. 


A Welsh ‘* Pony.” 

Ir is said that the members of the Aberystwith corporation are in a 
state of anxiety as to whether their new accountant, who is to receive 
the munificent stipend of £25, shall keep his books in Welsh or not. 
One old gentleman is thought to be of epigion that for such a sum 
they should be done in “‘ Latin grammar.’”? We vote for Welsh, and 
should not be at alf disinclined for welahing, so extraordinarily 
infinitesimal is the mducement held out for anything of an opposite 
description. But for all that, we don’t beliewe that Welsh book- 
keeping is done head downwards. Except, of course, when it is done 
by * the Bards.” 


Why is this Thus? 
Ultramontanes at Peter's Pence 
Were never known to take offence ; 
Then, what on earth can them induce 
On Petze's pen se to abuse ? 


French Polish. 


Ir is authoritatively stated, that, being unable to decorate the Lord 
Mayor, the French Government intend to clean the Mansion House. 
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A BIG THING IN STATUES. 
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Aw artist of eminent sculptural powers When stately Columbia wrote to her son With little delay he was up to his eyes 
Had set himself up in the ** City of Flowers, ’’ To get her a statue of Washingten done, Engaged on a figure commanding in size: 
But serious art was unable to bind That son of Columbia said, with a wink— (You see, if the whole of the figure were done 
The gracefully humorous turn of his mind. ** This gives me a chance to be funny, I think!”’ It wouldn’t go into the pages of Fun.) 
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Its weight was so great, that it can’t te denied, There came from his palace Vittorio, R«, They took it away to Columbia—but 
That Italy plainly began to subside : And told ’em te hurry that statue away. They hadn’t a place where the thing eould be pui. 
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Se they finally sent to inquire if the King Which Monarch was noticed his optic to close, 
Of the Islands of Sandwich would care for the thing ! While one of his fingers indented his nose. 
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PLAYFAIR’S NOTION OF FAIRPLAY ; 


OR, PARADISE AND THE PER! REMODELLED. 
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TO A CONCEITED MONKEY. 


A Prorsst. : 





You mean and saucy monkey, as you amble down the street, 
And think yourself above the head of ev’ ry man you meet; 
Could you but know 
The burning glow 
That runs its riot through my veins, makes all my fingers itch— 
My toes feel mad for kicking you—you’d modulate your pitch. 
Yet.on you go, 
As if to show 
Conceit’s the best commodity ;—you've ever found it so. 


You're not alone in what you do; therein my grief lies hid : 
You’re but a sample—would the world of all your lot was rid! 
*T would be good sport— 
You dirty sort— 
To make short work of one at least—to stop your boasting speech, 
And squeeze your paltry life all out. There! get beyond my reach, 
No words I’ll chop, 
For every dro 
Of blood within me bubbles—and I can’t the impulse stop. 


Ah, so it is, and so it always will be to the end; 
Past modest merit you will always find your way, my friend. 
While you have name 
And public fame, 
Some modest man of tenfold worth will sadly pray for death; 
And as he sobs his life away will use his latest breath 
To wish that he had ne’er been born 
To face the world and all its scorn, 
To linger out a life forlorn, 
To die at last with heartstrings torn, 
A young-old man, all wasted, worn— ° 
Who knows that he’s neglected been—been ever in distress, 
And that while he has but the grave, to you there comes success. 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


* WE regret that Messrs. Marcus Ward and Co. and Messrs. Dean 
and Son, both of whose firms have attained well-merited celebrity in 
the way of Valentines, should have delayed their contributions till 
after our last week's special and seasonable, as well as double, number 
had gene to press. Still, if those ladies and gentlemen who are yet 
vacillating will but learn from us that treasures of ingenuity, always 
subtle and sometimes scented, are waiting their exploration, we may 
have served a double ose, and have once again shown ourselves 
better late than never. we were compelled to die on the spot or give 
an opinion decidedly in favour of one or other of these houses, we should, 
like the bishop of old, say most unhesitatingly, Both! and draw a 
curtain over what followed. 

Herbert's Metropolitan Handbook is a@ very useful and cleverly ar- 
ranged compilation, and will save both temporary and permanent 
sojourners in our wilderness of brick and mortar not only the expendi- 
ture of many superfluous shillings, but will prevent a great waste of 
that time which is said to be money aswell. In it, among a mass of 
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other information concerning railway trains, tram-oars, omnibuses, and 
steam-boats, is a long list of orthodox cab fares. We are inclined te 
think, however, that these are the least useful things in the handbook, 
for we are not. acquainted with anyone who would care to offer a cab- 
man one shilling for a drive from the Strand to High-street Islington, 
or two shillings for a journey between Gray’s-inn-lane and the Albert 
Hall. Still, ag we don’t believe anybody ever does drive from Gray's- 
inn-lane to the Albert Hall, this latter fare doesn’t much matter. 

The Casguet of Literature (Blackie and Son) consists of four hand- 
some volumes of selections in prose and verse. The pleasant duty of 
culling from the English tree of knowledge and amusement has fallen 
to Mr. Charles Gibbon, the well-known novelist, who supplies a short 
biography with the first selection from each eminent author. Mr. 
Gibbon has done hie work extremely well, and if now and again we 
find a name or a selection rather out of place in such company, it must 
be remembered that variety is a very important essential to the success 
of such a work as the Casguet, and that if it were mot for the occasional 

of duffers, good men would lose their true value in society. 
Next to having all the works of all the best authers, we like to 
possess well-xrranged extracts, and so Mr. Gibbon’s work is a very long 
stepin the righ‘ direction. 

Ali in Aili (Chatto and Windus), a volume of miscellaneous 
poems devoted principally to the consideration of love, jealousy, hate, 
atonement, and other kindred notions, by Philip Bourke Marston, 
contains some fair specimens of composition, and will doubtless be read 
with much interest and many tears by speony swains and love-lorn 
ladies. The promise in some of the short amatery poems is so marked, 
ee Mr. Marston might grapple euccessfully with far robuster 
subjects. 

Cook's Northern Italy is another of the well known Continental 
handbooks for which the firm at Ludgate-cireus is celebrated. Like its 
companions, the latest issue possesses good maps and copious directions. 





Macazines ron Fagguarr. 

‘“‘ Above Suspicion,” Mrs. Riddell’s hitherto extremely interesting 
story in London Society, flags somewhat this month, perhaps out of 
compliment to the other serials. “Gastronomical Rambles” is 
amusing ; but Guy Roslyn’s verse is of a low order of merit indeed, 
The social subject article sees yet another change ; the om de plume of 
the new writer, “ Rapier,’ being, so far, rather more than pointless. 

Maemillan, with its dozen sound articles, is unusually attractive. 
No one can be better fitted to discourse on David Livingstone and his 
last journals than Sir Samuel Baker, and the intrepid traveller om the 
great explorer will be read with undoubted interest. So will an 
article on the Walter Press, despite the tremendous im ent just 
shown by our transatlantic friendand rival, Hoe. As is naturally the 
case, the Vatican Decrees.controversy, conducted from month to month, 
seems to get verystale in these ane aT when most important 
events are almost f within the in which they occur. The 
magazine concludes sadly with a kindly and able, if short, memoir of 
Charles Kingsley, in which there is no feeble attempt te glorify the 
living at the expense of the dead. . 

“Patricia Kemball” comes happily to a close in the current number 
of Temple Bar, and “Leah” and “Lilith” go on ahead, bat mot 
ene Of the complete article one ae peomnahe Ry we ae 
another on Hans Andersen, placed second, thoug 

ing. Some “ Lines written 
on a Lady’s Fan” might much better remained there. 

The St. James's opens with a new serial story by Mrs. Townshend 
Mayer, wife of the new editor. “Orion” Horne gives some recollec- 
tions of the friends of his youth, and Jules Verne's marvellous 
progrenns. Altogether the number is an improvement on those which. 

ave immediately preceded it. 

The Life-Boat contains some interesting accounts of shipwreck and 
disaster, as well asof daring rescue from death at sea. Itis the 
worthy organ of a still worthier society. 

The Saturday Journal almost opens with a sweet little poem called 
“* Misconceptions,” by H. A. D., a sigmature we fancy intended more 
to conceal than to proclaim identity. Mr. Capern has one or two 
poems, and, as usual, the verse in this publication is far and away above 
ordinary magazine standard. “The Bystander” is a feature which 
only requires to be known to be appreciated—and of course imitated. 

Once-a-Week is good. ‘‘ Bubbley Parva” is a new story just com- 
menced. Dr. W. C. Bennett's “ Nothing like a Smoke,” though written 
originally for sailors, merits the appreciation of landsmen as well. 

The Pictorial World seems to have made astand. ‘There is a desided 
demand for a good illustrated newspaper at the price, and with a little: 
less pretentiousness about its literature, and a goed deal less about 
some of the writers’ own selves, there is a fair prospect before our 
pictorial neighbour. The general arrangement of the paper is 
excellent. 

The Templar, “an illustrated Temperance Treasury,” can hardly 
be regarded as a specimen of the Good Templar. ‘That is, if the 
adjective means anything in the ranks of illustrated temperance. 
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“LITTLE PITCHERS”—AT THE WINTER EXHIBITION. 


Ethel :—“Oun, Gran’ma, THAT's Just HOW AuNT Mary anp Mr. Brown WALKED 


HOME FROM CHURCH LAST NIGHY. 


[Aunt Mary begins to think Burlington House isn’t quite the place to bring children. 


UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


Txat Lord John Manners is the Chairman of an Association formed 
for the pur of preserving Australian Meat and Old Nobility—in 
tins. That the Lord Chamberlain has threatened to withdraw the 
licence from any manager producing Shakespeare, on account of that 
individual's former connection with the Globe Theatre. That a well- 
known writer refused the Order of the Bath because he thought it was 
something to do with washing himself. That the Dramatic Critic of 
The Times has dramatised the Rubery v. Grant and Sampson Case for 
Miss Amy Sheridan’s next theatrical campaign. at half the 
theatres in London are to be managed by Mr. tam Hollingshead and 


the Proprietors of the Daily Telegraph. That Temple Bar is to be 
sold by auction, and the proceeds devoted to erecting a night school for 
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COAST. 


Missy Queen in her palaver 
Says de Gole Coase slaves is free, 
But we tink she’ll hab to halve her 
Hopes, as all will come to see. 
Guvnah Strawn makes pocklamashun 
Dat all on de Coase of Gole 
Ee be free in ebery stashun ; 
feccleco st) Seam ot a chief one slave shall hole. 
Mn E 
Rt) || Yet he promiss us befo’ dat 
| Ebery slave should stop a slave, 
On de one cumdishum so dat 
Massas kindly mus behave. 
Now he quite forgot him promiss, 
Says dey all is free from hand ; 
So he go back too quick from his 
Bargain, which we understand. 


| What will happen when Ashanti 
Send down bearers for deir stores ; 
Niggahs, dey wif manners scanty, 
Run to Strawn by trees and fours, 
Axing for deir manymishun : 
Guvnah frees them at no cost— 
Hyah’s a berry nice posishun! 
*Shanti slaves and goods hab lost. 


Some day, when him strong, Ashanti 
Come down will upon our heads— 
Us poor Fanti, skeared and panty, 
Dey will murder in our beds. 
And you Inglis cumpensashun 
Nebber offer—nebber gib 
Dollar for de depivashun 
Of de means dat let us lib. 


If dis is your white poteckshun, 
Take your sojers all away, 
For Ashanti mo’ affeckshun 
a Will bestow sum fucher day. 
Ht | Oh, great Fun, on us hab mussy ! 
lz If dey take our slaves away, 
Urge dem ledgislachurs fussy, 
Bid de dollars roll dis way. 


A PLEA FROM THE GOLD 
| 





Sermons on Stones. 


Tue Daily News has been good enough to 
show to a narrow-minded and short-sighted 
' race of readers that our London troubles 
| with regard to statues are not the worst in 
| the world after all. The story of the statue 
of Washington might be told with advantage 
in three volume form, and we are prepared 
to accept tenders from English and Ameri- 
can publishing firms for a supply of. copies, 
as per page sample now given, It is said, 
and there are still people who believe it, that 
George Washington couldn’t tell a lie. We 
know some people who can't tell the truth; 
and we only trust they haven’t got down 
Bouverie-street, and put us to all this trou- 
ble and expense for nothing. 


| 
| ieeinaiial 
| 





Tue Capman’s “Rest.’”’—What he gets 
over and above his legal fare. 








members of the Corporation. That the articles in the World exposing 
bubble companies and Stock Exchange abuses are written by Baron 
Grant. That whenever a great robbery has been committed, the 
police “‘ watch”’ the Literary and Artistic Clubs in the Strand. That all 
the members of the staff of Fun, with the exception of the Editor, are 
to be knighted when the Liberals come into office. That the Editor is 
to be raised to the Peerage as Lord Fun-gibles of Fun-gia. 


A Technical Em-anation. 
Ong of our compositors is troubled with the sad reflection that there 
is only an em (m) difference between creation and cremation. 


Tne “Tren” or Prospsritry.—The man who marries for money. 
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THE BOY THAT WENT TO SEEK HIS FORTUNE. 
By Lirrite Jonny. 

The boy meets a witch, who gives him good counsel. The cleverness which 
goeth before a fall. Apparition of Beau Bow-Wow, who recounts his 
misadventures. The body-snatcher, the man-at-arms and the residuary 
legatee. The revolt of the shadows. Our hero meets a nice old man who 
lives a good deal in the Past, but dines mostly on his contemporaries. He 
ts floored. A cannibalistic valentine. 





Once there was a little feller went to seek his forten, and wile he 
was a goin there was a ole whitch, and she said little boy, were are 
you a goin, and he said to seek my forten. Then the ole whitch she 
said I tel you wot you do, you go on til you come to the cros rodes, 
and you stand rite in the middel, and shet your eyes up, and say Boo, 
giv me a shillin. But the little boy he said I aint gotno shillin, I left 
it in my other trowsers, do you spose Ide go to seek my forten wen I 
had gotat? Then the old whitch she said there was some thing in 
that, but dots of fekes did, she.mus have her pay. So the little feller 
he said you mus-cholk itmp til I.shet my eys and say Boo, then you 
shal hav half, go she said it-~wasia go, and he went. But wen he got 
all most to theeros redes he saidavot a fool I be, cos if it was that way 
wy dont the dle whitch come here and«shetber eyes up and say Boo 
her own self, I thet she done it, and thats wot keeps her so poor, but 
Ile be offle clever, you wilsce if I aint. | 

So Billy, cos that was his name, but not my brother Billy, he 
stude at the crosmodes, and shet his eys up, and said Bow Wow, not 
Beo. And wen he thad done it hetherd a voice a tocking like thunder, 
it was 0 growly, and dt said ‘there, J-tole you so, Mister Baowou can 
tie yure money bags up amd beaf,ces some fool hascall ne, I mus go 
see wot he wants, were is any Ikanitfe and forck ? 

Then Billy he herd the dims of dhe trees.» crackin, cos.it was woods, 
and the groun it shuke like my ‘fatther was a aidin Franky on his beot, 
— supe a giant come out, hhig like a‘house, and ol head but jes’ 
two : were other fokses necks is, anditwo ‘hands for ears, wich hail 
a kanife mone hand and a fordkin the ather. He wasa eafin some 
thing, and wen he #het his mowth ito chew, lhis feats.come up, and wen 
he. ne ut down agin in a other place, cos thats how he; 

like a e. 

Wen ikea hapiode to were Billy was, but not quite to 
him, a bout as far as from here to the cole hod, he swallered wot he 
was a chewin, and stopt, and said, 

Gruddery, uddery, cuddery, cow, 
Wot do you want with Bo Bow Wow? 


But he diddent luke much likea bo, more like a weat stack. You 
never was friten so by a giant like Billy, and he said please, Mister, it 
aint you I want, but Boo wich is to giv me my forten, and the giant, 
wich see Billy was a cryin, he sneerd and said Boo hoo, and Billy 
said I don't no hie other name. 

Then the giant he said you called me, and Billy said yes, but I 
dident no you was to yure dinner, and I thot you was littler, and no 
kanife and forck. So the giant he thot a wile, and then he said wel, I 
see there is a mistake, and Billy said weres yure boddy? ‘Then the 
giant said once wen I was a little boy I was aeryin, cos I had stept 
on my pet elefant and kild it, and there wasa man come along and 
said poor little feller, who did I want? I told him go a way, I dident 
want no boddy. 

Skuddery, muddery, jumpty, day 
He snatcht my boddy and wockt a way ! 


Then Billy he said were was the giants arms, and the giant said one 
day I was a tockin to a other giant, and he wasa tellin me wot a 
wicked king his king was, ol ways a layin on the inkem tax, and shuttin 
up the public-houses on Sunday, and the theeters on Ash Wensdy, 
and makin skool boards, and I said if I was you 1 wudden: stand it, 1 
wude take up arms. 

Blabbery, grabbery, bucket o wine, 
He said yes he wnde, and he tuke up mine! 

Then Billy said wot had be come of the giants legs, and the giant*he 
said wen my father come to die he wanted to make a wil, but no 
propty, so he willd me a way, wot was left of me, my head to my 
mother, wich said no, it wude eat her out of house and home, and my 
hands to my sister, wich said no, they wude steel evry thing they was 
laid on, and my feets to my brother, wich s+id no, cos he wude hav to 
bild a big stable forem. Ol the rest, wich was only my legs, went to 
the residewary legatee, and he was a wieked wnete, wich cut em of and 
kep em to chase the hippopopetamusses out of the kitdhim garden. So 
you see I camt wock only by chewin some thing, but.ces there has 
wee a mistake Ile let you of, jest giv me a piece @f you to go on 
with. 

Lunchety, munchety, crunchety bone, 
Gimme a leg, for I’ve none of my own! 


Wen the giant said so he wiggled his kanife and forck like a fishes | 


















cude hook it, sayin, like the giant, 
Clattery, pattery, scattery, scat, 
I ve: vaa my shadder yure welcome to that. 

Wen Billy had run til he was out of breth he stopt, and wile he is a 
gettin his wind Le tel you a story. ' . : 

One time¢here was a king wich was made a king wile he was in a 
other country from hisn, wich he hadent see for ever so long, so he 
went to the iern m and got a crown, and put it on, and went to 
his new'ki . en ‘he got there he said were is my army wich 
made me king, and they-tole him it had weut to the frunteer to do 
some mecesisary fitin. the king he follered on to jine it, and after 
he had travil til he was most wore out he set down on a stone, and rite 
before him was.a long hiwol. Wile the king was a lookin at the wol 
the sun.come out brite, and he see’the hole face of the wol was coverd 
with ¢hadders of men, some on horse back and some on foot back,iol a 
moovim ithe ether way frem him, but no men to be saw any were. 
The kimg wasso friten like-anything, cos he thot it was madgick, that 
he coudent speak, but jes-set and luked ol day wile the shaddersikep,a 
passin aJongmo end, tut at las he seea big blacker one than 
others, and he ast it wet does ol this mean, I never see the Tike! 
Then the shadder pull upiits horse, wich was a shadder too, and spoke 
rite out, tuchin its hat, and said plees yure Majesty, we are the 
shadders of yure roil army, we have been faifle and tru fore Jong 
time, buts gettin dimmer and er evry day, and we ‘have thad a 
nuf of it,we likesojerin if we cude do it in decent compny, but we 
cant fitemo ] with sech as them fellers, no indleed,mo we 
hav desemtedin a boddy and area goin back to Madrid. Jusithen the 
sun went down béhine.a dissant hil, and the shadders ol vani#h like 
wiped out, and the king he stude 1p a rubbin his eys and sayinwota 
defile dream, did you ever’? 

Wen Billy had pull ‘hissef to gather a bit he started on ‘to finnish 
geekin this forten, and goin into the woods he saw a ole man with 
dident have no close:on, and no h»~ neither, but jusa long wite beard 
wich draged on the ground and ke, a trippim ham up, and this «le 
feller he was ol the time a sayin to hissef, 

This werld is qprung and badly thung, 

But it wasent.so wen I was young, 

The girls is mad, and sassy, yndbed, 

But it wasent so wen I was a lail. 
Little boy were are-you a going ? 

And Billy he said Imea goin to seek my forten. Then the ole 
man said wottle you give me for mine, and me take yourn, how much 
to boot, and Billy said how menny sutes of close had the old man got 
tohome. Theole man said close is wanity, if you take my forten and 
I take yourn you wont need no close, cos you wal beole, jes like me, and 
not a bit proud. Billy said how ole was he, oos Billy was a frade and 
wanted to make tolk, and the ole duffer said 

Lemme see, 1, 2, 3, 
How manny centeries wude that be ? 
Little boy are yougood at figgers P 
Billy he thot.a wile, and then he said 3, and the ole bloke he luked 
uncomen wise and said 
So I see, thatd be 3. 
4,5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 
‘Lhatd be 4, yure 1 more 
Lle thro in the odd year, come to my den. 
Little boy weel draw up the papers! 

But Billy he kanew if he went to the den he wude be et like a 
raddish, so he cut a way as fas as he cude pick his feets up, and wen 
the wicked ole cannible chased him he cot his tose in his beard, and 
was flored luvly for to see ! 

Wile, the ole feller is a pickin uphissef I wil tel you that las week I bot 
some valentines for a hapeny, same price as the Ecko, and sent em to 
ol our fokes but Mary, thats the house maid, wich had hern like I tole 
you. One of em was for my mother, and the picter was hera holdin 
baby, and it said under it, I cote from remember, cos it was burnt up 
mity quick I can tel you, 

You think yure babys preshus nice 
But I can tel you wot, 

Yure a ole cat and its a mice, 
Yule eat it like as not! 

So wen you squeeze it dont for get 
If it wude squegk yude fite it, 

And wen you hiss it, #f yude-et 
No dinner you wude bight it! 

Thats wot the ole heethen he wanted to do te Billy but not Billy 
my brother. 

Next week De tel yon the rest a bout liftle Billy but not Billy my 
brother yow mas remember were [ leftpof. 


Morro ror THe Screot Bosstp.—Arma virumgue cane. 
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fins, but he cudent moov his feets, and Billy run away as hard as he 
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SOMETHING LIKE 


THE VALENTINE MAKERS ARE ACTUALLY FOLLOWING DarRwIN now!” 


Jones :—“ Tuere’s ALWAYS SOMETHING NEW. 
Brown :—“ Nonsense !”’ 


Jones :—“Ir’s trum. OvuT OF HALF-A-DOZEN VALENTINES I GOT YESTERDAY, 
BLoweEp iF I BELIBVE IT, THOUGH.” 


THEORY OF MAN'S DESCENT FROM MONKEYS. 


THINGS GENERALLY KNOWN-—AND ADMITTED. 


Tuar despite the Marquis of Hertford’s speech at Leamington, and 
the persecution of a theatrical assistant-manager, the British stage is 
not now in a more satisfactory condition than before he took office. 

That (Mr. Disraeli’s statement at the opening of Parliament 
notwithstanding) Conservative members are in a measure held respon- 
sible for utterances made at political re-unions. 

That the smallest critics—mentally and physically—make the 
greatest cackle. 

That those who most pester proprietors of public entertainments, 
concert-givers, &c., for free admissions are the very persons who can 
best afford to pay. 

That when a single man is living in “ apartments’ and “ boards 
himself ’’ he must be pre for some remarkable manifestations of 
feline sagacity and appetite. 

That when you're single you sometimes wish you were married, and 
when you're married you always wish you were single. 


Frytfal! 
; wat are lovers’ vows like pork sausages?—Because they’re 
riadie. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 








A SCEPTIC. 


NO LESS THAN FIVB HAD SOME REFERENCE TO THE 








A Novel Gun Case. 

A PROVINCIAL newspaper describing # fatal gun accident finishes off 
thus :—‘“ When he had said this he opened his mouth, and the other 
eons his hand on the ‘trigger, the gun went off, and entered the 

eceased’s head, killing him instantly.” The instantaneousness of 
this death is the least extraordinary part of it by far. The very 
thought of such an intrusion is enough for us, despite the long heads 
we always bring to bear on such subjects. 


Eyely Improper. 

Tuere is just at present a great outcry against vivisection. 
Animals in this country have always been considered more worthy of 
protection than human beings. Hardly a day passes without some 
inhuman mistress ordering her servant to give an eye to the baby, yet 
the press is silent upon the subject, and societies interfere not. It is 
to be hoped that a system which is so barbarous will eventually 
attract the attention of the “ cruelty ’”’ leader writer engaged on the 
Daily Telegraph. 

SHaxkesPERIAN Morro ror THE Parsimonious.— Parting is such 
sweet sorrow.” 

Cuan Marz.—The Bonds of Matrimony. 








FOR LUNCHEON. 





ss -—sssssssssslS 
Printed by JUDD & CO., Phosnix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Dectors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—Lendon, Feb. 20, 1875. 
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ST. DUNSTAN 





FUN. &7 


AND THE EVIL ONE. 


A Sap anv Sotemn Lecenp. 





BEHOLD Brother Dunstan, of whom you've heard tell ; 
' He’s working away like a clerical swell ; 
—.- 2 But the iron won’t yield, and his se grows hot, 
And he wishes his work to the devil, I wot. 
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** What can I, ’’ said Dunstan, “‘ provide, noble sir ? 
D’ you want a nice poker your furnace to stir ?”’ 

Now the devil felt wild when he found he was known, 
But he tried to look friendly, and altered his tone. 
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But Dunstan was artful—pretended to doze— 
Then suddenly seized on his guest by the nose. 
The nose it was lengthy, the arm it was strong, 
The pincers were heated, the struggle was long. 
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SNOBBERY PARSONIFIED. 


We have been favoured with a “ confirmation list,” issued from a 
parsonage in the [sle of Wight which amply illustrates the levelling 
tendencies of religion. The truly Christian mind of the vicar is ex- 
emplified in the following list of the times, and of the people who are to 
apply at those times :—‘“* At 12 (for ladies); at 12.15 (for females) ; 
at 5.30 (for gentlemen) ; at 7 p.m. (for females) ; at 8 p.m. (for males).” 
This must be a curious parish, where the ladies are not of the female 
persuasion, and the gentlemen are of a neutral tint. Perhaps this is 
right in a place where p.m. does not commence till after half-past five ; 
but anyhow we should think the whole matter would be the better for 
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The devil just then was quite anxious for souls, 

For he felt much oppressed by the high price of coals ; 

And he thought ‘* Now’s the time, on his Rev’rence I’ll drop :”’ 
So at once he went off, with a skip'and a hop. 







‘fear 


** Look here, holy Dunstan, ’’ he said, with a grin; 

‘* Why should you be slaving on iron and tin 

Just put your name here, and I’ll blow you a blaze 
That’ll save you much trouble the rest of your days.” 


- ~~" > ; 


At last from the smith-shop the fiend broke away ; 
For the piece left behind he ne’er ventured to stay. 
So let’s give to old Dunstan the meed of his ant, 
‘When he banished for ever the devil from earth. 


a little more “ confirmation.’? We can hardly—even in the face of the 
printed list we have received—believe that a religious ceremony of the 
most sacred kind is ever made the vehicle of such snobbish distinction. 
But if the matter is really as stated, then we should like to ask this 
pointer of precept and abstainer from practice, What are his notions of 
getting into Heaven by means of the ial private entry he must 
think is provided for the ladies and tone who would rather stay 
out than go in by the common gate for males and females? And this 
without any attempt to turn holy matters into ridicule, or make the 
smallest attempt at a jokeout of so gross a prostitution of a “ religious ”’ 
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A SECRET OF SUCCESS. 


A FELLOow, though awfully clever, 
For ages had scribbled in vain ; 
The horrible editors ever 
Declining his work to retain : 
Till one summer morning I sought him— 
Went in without giving a hint : 
As “ cutting” some copy I caught him, 
I knew he had got into print. 
He told me the way he succeeded ;— 
**T cut, I condense, and I slash : 
The secret of all that is needed 
Is knock off your things with a dash.” 
“ Knock off”’ is a singular action, 
But through it he rose to renown ; 
For things, by the laws of attraction, 
So treated must ever “ go down.’’ 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Feb. 24, 1875. HANNIBAL LEE. 
[Carroon. ] ’'Tis many and many a year ago, in - _— of AS. oe _ 
lived a writer whom you may know, by the name of Hanni : 
TH E FO RCE OF EXAMPLE. and this writer he lived wn an other thought than the making of 
Spoke out King Kacommbau— £. s. d., which of course-was exceediaglywreng of him, because true 
‘“ Welcome the Britishdaw, , genius invariably works for fame alone, and expects to get board and 
Long live the Queen, and farewell all disorder ; lodging in exchange for ‘the « ion of accepting them. 
Fiji in years to come Hannibal liked fame very well, but-he ‘liked money better; and he 
Ne’er will give: ~~ ; believed in clean shirte-and: ‘iets, and wouldn’t allow that talent 
Of her true virtue I ll be ° was an external q > re 7 e to-be removed by soap and water. 
“ Take, then, this club ofmine— Now these shockingly heterodox opinions were so much against him, 
Tie it up tight-with twine— that when he allowed himself to be proposed at the Amalgamated 
Bear it by steamer across‘the broad ocean ; Junior Barbarian Glab—a society of which themembers were principally 
Never shall Fiji say actors, wine merehants, and wind-instrumentalists—he was black- 
That I forgot-to pay ; balled. He didn’t«mind that, bless you—oh no, nota bit of it. The 
To our loved Queen all-respect:and devotion. members passed most of their time drinking with the hall porter, or 
. ° ° * tossing the waiters Zor fourpenny cigars, so that on the whole they 
Enter a heavy swell, : were not desirable acquaintances. The reason I have alluded to this 
Lately he’s married well, | little incident in Hannibal’s career is because it was the means of 
Now his desire is to be all he should be; bringing him near to the gallows. This is how it happened. 
Still is he troubled much: — The news that he had been “ pilled” spread like wildfire through 
He among many such the wine-vaults and luncheon-bars of Fleet-street, and there was one 
Finds all his tastes not as “ should”’ but as “‘ would”’ be. man heard it who had hated him all his life. When Hannibal was 
, sitting writing leaders, and poems, and reviews in the office of his 
oo ee paper, this man who had hated him all his life would shove his head 
Oft will oan ate wate \ tty + po d: into the room and call out, “ Ugh! look who was black-balled!” andthen 
Sinn cbelanedben, 1 P run away. Hannibal did not mindit'much at first, but at last it got 
oe . ia Rae» wearisome ; 80 one day he brought a lasso down to the office (he had 
Gi oo en ay i a fa read how to use it in Captain Oreepy’s “‘ Book of Sports” that never 
a6 Up See ane admit they're aonverted. came out), and when theman-who had hated him all his life put his 
—— head in at the dooras usual, he flung the lasso round his neck, and 
Turgreatestof optimists, provided he does not allow his optimism | pulled him into theroom. But»whenhe got his enemy to him he 
to interfere with his common sense, must admit that at the present | found he must have flung the lasso wrong, for it had tightened round 
moment our most treasured institutions are in a parlous state indeed. | his neck, and choked him as dead asthe Morning Chronicle. : 
Ourdaw-courts are only too often used for the exhibition of undue lenity, | Just at this moment Hannibal heard his Editor's step on the stairs, 
or of petty and paltry tyranny; and though we who are not the actual | so he shoved the body into the-waste paper basket, and went on with 
sufferers might put up with this, the spectacle of our legislative | his work as though nothing had happened. When the Editor came in 
assembly being made an object of ridicule and contempt makes us | he began to bully Hannibal for something he had written in the paper, 
count up our grievances and take special notice of what we might | and Hannibal lost his temper. He shoved his hat on his head, and 
otherwise pass over with but light comment. Only ‘the other day a | thus addressed his chief: “ You'd better write all the wicked word 
judge allowed a woman convicted of a most flagitiousact of felony to | paper yourself: I’m wicked word if I'll have anything more to do with 
goat large because she was young, good-looking, and well connected ; | it.’ ‘Then he turned on his two heels and bounced out of the room. 
while-within the same week many offenders received heavy punishment | He was so upset that he forgot all about the corpse he left behind him. 
for light offences, or for no offences at all beyond poverty and inability Now the Editor he was in a rage too, and he felt spiteful, because 
to find comfortable lodging. As if this were not sufficient, we now | the paper had to be out next morning, and it was ten columns short. 
have in one day two Parliamentary elections of a most outrageous | So he went to the W. P. B. to pull out a column or two, and found 
character. In Ireland, a convicted and escaped felon has been elected | the dead body there; he just guessed all about it, went to the station, 
for Tipperary county ; and in England a disbarred pleader, notorious | borrowed a policeman, and gave Hannibal in charge for murder, just 2s 
for his attaeks upon all properly constituted authorities, has been | he was opening his door with his latchkey. 
returned for the borough of Stoke. Our lawgivers have most When Hannibal had been sentenced to death, and was all alone in 
certainly brought this latter dual calamity upon themselves. Without | the condemned cell, he began to feel very unhappy, amd wished he 
wishing to enter into the question of treason-felony in any of its }imever hadhad anything todo with lassces. He knewnow thathisonly 
bearings, or upon the manner in which the Tichborne case was }@hance was with the Home Secretary, and he also‘knew4hat'the H. 8. 
conducted, we must say that it is at least impolitic to make even’a }*was-hogs on tales of mystery. He immediately-commenced one in 
show of»one-sidedness, and so create a spurious sympathy of a most | several chapters, -which he got a friendly wardertoitake:to The Weekly 
disastrous } ind forso~ealled martyrs. The errors of the Government | Budget of Gore. That was the Secretary's favourite:periodical. 
style of prosecuting in the Tichborne trial are now bearing ripe fruit; | Ofcourse all Hannibal’s frien:'stried to get areprieve ; but whea they 
and itremainsto be seen how our Members of Parliament:who refuse | wrote tothe H. S. he tossed up « ; enny, aceording to his usual custom, 
to be contaminated by the presence of a man who, after all»~was only. | and:as‘it:came down tails, he refused the petition. 
an unsuccessful patriot, and who has teen semi-officially led to believe | “T'wo'days-before the date fixed for Hannibal’s execution, the H. S_ 
his sins were forgiven—will get on with a barrister who has dragged his | #at sipping ‘half-and-half from « Dresden: teacup,and reading the 
own profession, as well as journalism, through the mud, and has been | third instalment of ‘The Ghastly Gash; or, the Draught of Blood.’’ 
declared unfit to associate with the greenest fledgling who ever| As he reached theend his countenance fell several feet, for the fol- 
dreamt of smothering his small brains under horsehair. Jowing editorial notice met hisgaze : ‘We regret that we cannot publish 
ewe the conclusion of this story, asthe talented author, Mr. Hannibal Lee, is 
tobe hangedomMonday next.” “Know how it endsI will!” said the 
H.S.; = in ¢wo minutes he was on histroad to Newgate. He found the 
prisoner obstinate. The only condition upon which Hannibal would 
let him know how “ The Ghastly Gash ’’ ended was an unconditional 
pardon, and eventually he got it. But the moment he got outside 
the prison, he _ took to his heels and bolted; and from that day to 
this the poor old Secretary never knew the end of the story that had 
thrilled him into oblivion of official duty. 

Hannibal Lee changed his name, but never recovered his lost pesi- 
tion. He sank lower and lower in the depths of degradation, and died 
writing short leaders in a Conservative daily. 

The Home Secretary became a hopeless lunatic, reprieved al} the 
cold-blooded murderers, and left all the doubtful cases to be hanged. 
One day he was found dead on the doorstep of the Penny Dreadfui 
office, and whenthe sub-editor cut him open to see who he was, he 
— the name of “ Hannibal Lee” printed on his heart. Such is 

e. 





Owep To A Srinsrer.—Marriage Lines. 
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SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS.’ 





No. IX.—THE® EDITOR: OF: GERMANY. 


Tue German editor with: 
Was painfully oppre ; 
His ancy for the silenttemb 
Wis candidly confessed? 
Héewished he'd never evenwead 
The Wurstundweinerblatt, he-said: 
Hecouldn’t call his soul his own, 
Hémentioned in an undertone. 


¥f6 mumbled, in a helpless way,— 

*¢ Policemen in a row— 
And courts, and bureaucratic sway, 

And Kaisers, don’t you know!” 
This explanation of his grief 
(Which seemed to give him much relief) 
He whispered softly in my ear, 
Beeause-policemen might be near. 


I saw without his sanctum’s.door 
Two grim policemen glare ; 

And there were two policemen more, 
Who stood behind his chair, 

And made a little careful note 

Of ev’ry blessed thing he wrote : 

‘Three printer’s-devils, small but wise, 

Were paid as governmental spies, 


‘One spy politely undertook, 

With fascinating airs, 
To live with him, and overlook 

His family affairs. 
‘With mien mysterious and wise 
He'd even watch them make the pies; 
And then he'd take his hat, and go 
And tell the chief of his bureau. 


‘When anything was said or done 
To rouse official ire— 
‘They'd take that editor, his son, 
His wife, his aged sire, 
And seven maiden aunts as well 
And put them in a dingy cell. 
They played this bureaucratic freak, 
Well—rather more than once a week, 


Incarceration once a week 
Is liable to cramp 
And give a person, 80 to speak, 
An undecided stamp ; 
And apt to circumacribe his views 
In dealing with official news : 
The consequences, who can tell, 
Of taking all his aunts as well? 
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In course of time his aged sire, 

His partner, and his son, 
And maiden aunts, began to tire 

Of this official fun: 
And he began to look about, 
And think the matter calmly out ; 
And then he swore he’d end the joke 
With one determined, reckless stroke, 


| He took 5208s and pent co out— 

He sought 

| (Markidig): And swrote that-Bismorelt had thiggut, 

| Aad never brushed his hair!!! 

(With feaiing) He.sent it forth, rbly. 

4 Seren ¥s htm 
Agitatediy) And: then; before the close o a 

7 Bat thisis.all \Lilike to say. 
(Chord.) 








! PAPERVENIFE AND. PEN: 
oes . Charles Lamb. sh imagined by thon whave 


| mentor Soe ~ kind: 


Shepherd, who: haa-edited -sinhbeamrcteh biphens 
sult the origimal editions, 

bafore colléeted, besides 
‘There are: one: or two presumabl 
what some-may consider an 


celebrated : 
ee 
Shammenelly serena 
The: ects to the most) unfértunate of its, 
subscribers an ae the meeting of: 
Blacher after the: Battle-of | roo. eee tien is. eee 








ita, treatment is admirablezas most seen the original 
‘will admit. 

Cardinal ' Wolsey ise. five-aet: play of ‘the. ee ie 
It is so well written that, with interest and. artists to. mateh, it would 
be produced at a leading theatre, and might prebably be successful. 





MAGAZINES FOR FEBRUARY. 


In Scribner's, which is an exceptionally good number even for a high 
class transatlantic magazine, ‘‘ The Canons of the Colorado”’ is con- 
tinued, and the wood-engravings which illustrate it are even better, 
if possible, than those of last month. ‘‘The Mysterious Island” 
increases in interest, and “ Miss Patty Gibson’s Strange Adventure ”’ 
is amusing. There are also many other articles of an interesting 
and essentially healthy character. 

The ‘Atlante Monthly does not seem so good this month as usual. 
Some of the verse is flat, and this is best shown by a comparison of it 
with the selections from Bret Harte’s last: book, which is reviewed in 
the number. The reviews are very:good:. We should.like to know 
how much of Mark Twain's autobio hy is true. His description of 
the pilot business is, at the finish, exciting; but we don’t believe that 


even Americans are quite 80 fond of risk as our witty cousin would 
have us believe. 
The principal item in Good Words is the continuation of a b 


Mrs. Oliphant, entitled, ‘““Whiteladies,” the illustration re 
contains two of the whitest and pallidest ladies it was ever our Tot to 
meet, even in periodical literature. Conscientiousness in art. The 
rest of the ah is over the average. 

The Sunday Magazine is an excellent sample of what can be pro- 
duced in the way of a sixpenny miscellany for more serious readers. 

Good Things and Golden Hours are both this month well worthy 
their respective titles, 

Le Follet contains so many designs for lovely costumes that even 
those who can afford them all must have much annoyance—at not 
being able to wear more than one dress at a time. 

The Young Ladies’ Journal contains many useful designs and 
amusing articles. 

Westminster Papers contain some strictures on “‘ Scolding at Whist.”” 
But we feel sure words alone will fail to stop the old gentlemen who 
never can believe they lose on their own want of merits. 

Art has an illustration of Crittenden’s bust.of the, Premier and 
another of a group by Correggio—both quite upto the standard of 
this welcome publication. 

The Leisure Hour and the Sunday at Home both contain some good, 
if occasionally heavy, reading. 

Received :— London and Brighton Magazine, Colburn'’s New Monthly, 
Science Gossip, Boys’ Atheneum, Gardeners’ Magazine, Young Folks’ 
Budget, Piper and Printing Trades Journal, Penny Illustrated Payer, 


§c., $e. 
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ONLY CHILD’S PLAY. 


Visitor :—“ Writ, Miss Potty, won't you GIVE ME A kiss?” 
Polly :—‘“‘ No, MAMMA SAY8 KISSING’S ONLY FOR CHILDREN!” 


LA CHANSON DE LA CHEMISE. 


Ir was in a garret dingy sat a poet young and fair, 

With his elbows on a table and his ers in his hair. 

Oh, his eye was sad and tearful, and his countenance was glum, 
And his heart was yearning madly for a shirt that didn’t come. 


"Twas a washerwoman wicked, who had taken it away, 
But she'd promised to return it on this very, very day. 
Well she knew, that washerwoman, ’twas the poet's only one, 
For he told her all about it when he sent it to be done. 


On that night there was a banquet, and the noble in the chair 

Had the youthful bard invited as a guest to meet him there. 

With the toast of “English letters,’”’ as a stepping-stone to fame, 
Oh, that nobleman had promised he would link the poet’s name. 


Slowly ticked the ancient timepiece from its nail upon the wall, 
And the bard upon his bosom lower let his forehead fall ; 

Till, from near and distant belfry, clanged the fatal stroke at last, 
And the sad and shirtless singer knew his hope of fame was past. 


Then his colour changed from yellow to a dull and ashy grey, 
As he rose and drew a bottle from the cupboard where it lay. 
To his lips he raised it slowly, with a fixed and glassy eye, 
Shrieking, ‘‘ Curse all shirts for ever, ’tis for lack of one I die.” 


In the street a poet passing, heard the victim's dying shout, 
And among his fellow singers put the story well about. 
From his fate they drew this moral, “Ye who with the muses 


flirt 
Never let a washerwoman lay a finger on your shirt.” 


When the gleaming gas is lighted in the clubs about the Strand, 
And each bard his pewter raises, with a lean and grimy hand, 
Cast your eyes upon their linen—gentle reader, you will find 
That they bear the poet’s story and its moral well in mind. 


Visitor :—“ AND AR’N’T YOU A CHILD?” 
Polly :— Pgnuaps, put I pon’T CALL You onE!” 
| Visttor counts his grey hairs next morning. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Box meets his death climbing upa chimney. Death must have 
been coming in an opposite direction. Moral: always climb down 
chimneys. = Hammersmith Bridge objects to the flogging of boys in 
reformatory institutions. So do the s. Thieves now and again 
object to being imprisoned, and tender-hearted idiots object to the 
flogging of ruffians. = Return of Dr. Kenealy to Parliament. First 
step towards moving the House to Millbank, and making Jean Luie 
Speaker, = Sir John Astley was not frightened into apologising after 
all. Another of the wrongs of Ireland. — Election of John Mitchel for 
Tipperary declared void. This is only done to prevent his becoming 
Premier, and moving Erin over to the side of New York.— Earl of Dun- 
more appointed by the Queen Lord Lieutenant of Stirling. She would 
have Dunmore—but, no matter. = Loch Fyne completely frozen over. 
First time in forty years. Fyne ene 16 much forty-tude. — 
Mount Etna has shown signs of disturbance. So has Lord John 
Manners. = Casting of Lord Palmerston’s statue. Not casting on one 
side. Ought to be done in “ brass and all brass.’’ — Mr. Chatterton 
says he is not a literary man. We think we have heard that before, 
from people who don't deal in the milk of human kindness. — Exhibi- 
tion of curiosity on the part of railway travellers. Official statement. 
Should like to see the exhibition of such a curiosity as a punctual rail- 
way train at Ludgate-hill station. — Commissioners of Sewers about 
to levy a rate for School Board. Could not be in more congenial 
hands. = Fashion papers say that “ladies are soon to wear their hair 
as they did three hundred years ago.” We don’t think anyone would 
trouble much about the hair if he could see these ancient ladies. But 
what a blow for Mr. Thoms and his longevity theory. — Formation 
of a new racecourse at Esher. As Admiral Rous says——- but he’s said 


something else since. — Mr. Walter Bentley plays Claude Melnotte 
successfully. Introduction of another Bigg actor to the London 
stage. 


Oxtp Eneuisn Morro ror THE Zoo.— We give thee good den.” 
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THE FORCE OF EXAMPLE. 


BRITISH SWELL, NOT TO BE OUTDONE BY KACOMBAU, GIVES UP HIS CLUB ALSO. 
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OUR CHAIRMAN’S MEMORIAL. 


A Story or WEIGHT. 





Tus great and ennobling peculiarity of Mr. Mipsey, the intelligent 
and energetic chairman of our Select Suburban Cremation Society, 
was his consideration for the feelings of those with whom he had to 
deal—a sentiment clearly evinced on the occasions of our fortnightly 
meetings, when he would invariably apologise to the committee for 
introducing to their notice so indelicate a subject as dissolution. 

So, when we had decided to present him with some slight token of 
our esteem, we had much difficulty in determining as to a suitable 
form for the memorial ; for, being all personally acquainted with our 
chairman, we wished to give him something which might, in a way, 
encourage and bring into greater relief this fine distinguishing charac- 
teristic of his. At length we thought we had hit on the right thing; 
and, let me here say in advance, we were not deceived ; though, could 
we have anticipated the dreadful uneasiness of mind which our well- 
intended memorial subsequently inflicted upon him, I am sure that 
not aman of us would have thought of bestowing so unfortunate a gift. 

However, calling a special general meeting on his birthday, we 
handed him a handsome silver urn, having his name, followed by the 
words, ‘* Nat: 3lst April 1830; ob: and then a space for a date, 
beautifully engraved on its front. He was really overjoyed, broke 
down in a little speech, and carried the memorial triumphantly home ; 
but, from this time forth, a 
blighting cloud of depression and 
misgiving seemed to hang over 
the man. In company, it is true, 
his keen consideration for the 
feelings of others would drive 
him to a forced gaiety, but he 
moped dreadfully when he fan- 
cied himself alone, and often 
sought the companionship of 
the undertaker who had some- 
how got into our society, and 
who opposed every motion for 
the furtherance of its object. 

Mr. Mipsey (his landlady said) 
would stand for hours in front 
of his memorial, shaking his 
head, and then suddenly rush 
down to the kitchen and attempt 
to weigh himself on the meat 
scales; while, notwithstanding his depression, he was observed to eat 
enormously (he affected principally potatoes, sugar, and rich pastry), 
weigh himself—he was a very 
spare man—daily at the rail- 
way-station, shake his head 
despairingly, and sigh; till, 
one day, as he received his 
weighing ticket, a glimmer of 
satisfaction —the first for 
months—played over his fea- 
tures, he patted himself 
all over, and sent for an emi- 
nent medical practitioner. 

He had some hesitation— 
out of respect for the practi- 
tioner’s feelings—in introduc- 
ing the subject that was 
nearest his heart ; but he con- 
quered it. 

‘This token of esteem,” he 
said, ‘‘ has been presented to 
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me*by some very dear acquaintances of mine: now, Iam sure that te 
fail in‘ making a proper use of it would wound their feelings very 
much. I am not a large man, although I have lately improved in 
weight ; and—it’s a delicate topic—I—in fact, do you think there 
would be sufficient to—a—to fill it ?”’ 

The practitioner feared not—not half enough—in fact hardly a 

;and our Chairman was m cut-up. “It* would never do! 
Not a third! They would feel very much hurt—very much hurt! 
They would say he did not appreciate the memorial!” 

He began to abstain from all exercise, and employed his time in 
contriving several little plans of deception ; fitted the urn with a false 
bottom, and discarded that notion ; 
introduced a small quantity of cigar- 
ash, and discarded ¢/iat notion; and, 
finally, determined to abandon all 
thoughts of trickery, and give him- 
self up <to corporeal development. 
Under epertenced and judicious 
treatment, lam glad to be able to say 
he has, year by year, increased in 
ponderosity; ‘but, although he is now 
long past middle-age, he is not yet 
nearly qualified to put the memorial to 
its legitimate use ; and, what is more, 
stoutly declares his intention to have 
nothing to do with dissolution until he 
ts—but he has for several years em- 
ployed the urn as a loving-cup at the 
friendly convivials of the Select Sub- 
urban Cremation Socicty. 





THE LADY THIEF. 


A Paropy on A PARODY oF JUSTICE. 


Suz stood breast high within the dock, 
Caught with the watches neath her frock. 
Bright her eyes as southern sun— 

The Judge’s favour soon she won. 


On her cheeks, a dainty flush 

Put the roses to the blush. 

She a lady bred and born, 

Glanced around with careless scorn. 


"Neath her eyes the judge's fell ; 

On his heart each glance did tell. 
While her crime was brought to light, 
Hit he on a notion bright. 


Winking o’er his glasses’ rim, 

Said he to that maiden slim— 

“ Justice to the dogs we pitch,— 
Go—because your friends are rich.” 


Sure, quoth Fun, such cases mean, 
Judges to the wealthy lean. 

Laws, at last, to this have come— 
One for Mansion, one for Slum. 





Far Fetched. 

A BALLET girl in Paris is creating a nightly sensation by entering a 
cage of lions. This new Lady of Lions performs a Pauline feats, and 
although she knocks the animals over pell Mell not once has she been 
Claude. Ifa good wild Bull were lit on to join her troupe the enter- 
tainment and the joke would be complete. 
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‘“BLUE RUIN!” 


Gent (to City Detective) :—*‘* WELL, ZEB, HOW ARE YOU GETTING ON?” 
Very RAD!! No THIEVING DOING AT ALL. 


City D.—* Bap, sir! 
THE WORLD'S GOING TO RACK AND RUIN, J THINK!” 


THE BOY THAT WENT TO SEEK HIS FORTUNE. 


By Lirris Jownny. 


The hero of this tale finds the so-called “* carnivorous plant” and proves that 
there ts a truth at the root of this scientific myth. The subteranean 
palace and the throne of repentance. A dwarf with several personal 
grievances. Astounding effect of certain articles of diet, and an obvious 
cure for gout. Billy, but not the brother of our author, accepts an invita- 
tion to dinner, but the viands are not entirely to his taste. Our author 
commits himself to a definite promise of surpassing horrors in the 
Suture. 

Wen Billy, but not Billy my brother, had got a way from the ole 
man wich wud et him if he cude he see a big flower wich was a groin 
ona vine. The flower was a layn on the groun open like a bel, only 
bigger, and the vine was big too, like the boy constrickter at the Zoo, 
but no skales or bark, so he creept in the flower to sleep, cos it was a 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 413 


Trix next month, when my bride shall be mine, 
Old Time with his hour-glass seems idle ; 
Four weeks yet to languish and pine— 
Then the people shall witness our bridal. 


1. His back, I thought would crack, 

But soon erect he rose ; and then I prayed 
That mine were such aspine, 
And I of supple stuff, like him, were made. 


2. Spite of theories Darwinian, 
Which with playful apes would mate us, 
Every soul in this dominion, 
On this word should take his status. 


| 
3. It’s not that I’m a sceptic 
| Of your worth, Oh root c»mestible! 
It is that I’m dyspeptic, 
| And you're very indigestible. 
4. Smiling, Gaffer came to pay 
| What he owed on Lady-day. 


5. Lovers twain at twilight roaming— 
Vowed their love in that sweet gloaming. 


Sotution or Acrostic, No. 411.—Lover, Saint : Lass, 
Octavia, Vermicelli, Empyrean, Ruminant. None Cor- 
rect. 


| 
| | 
| NABRBBEE dS _ <p fh x 
| VRE} 12S Oo Le NS 


Lost! 


A THEATRICAL reporter and small playwright, was last 
seen drinking with two comedians and an acting-manager 
in a Strand public-house. He had on him several 
‘‘orders,’’ an invitation to dine with a lessee, and the 
cartes of half-a-dozen women connected with the stage. 
Whoever will restore him to a decent position in litera- 
ture will earn the thanks of the community. 


| City Intelligence. 
Tue Stock Exchange has been closed for repairs. 
It isto be presumed that the floor was mended with 
the boards of public companies. Some of the members 
having been recently slated by the Press, will shortly 
return the compliment by thoroughly doing up their 
clients. 


So Billy he said wot a nice thing that wude be for theefs, the notty 


| wicked men, Ive a notion to set down my own self, and play Ime one, 


and Billy he set down on the throne, but he get up agin mity quick, 
I can tel you, for it was read hot as fire, and made a offle grate blister, 
sech schreamin, like wen you have put a bent pin in Tommy Doppys 
chair, thats wot I call Billys trubble was behine, in deed it was? 
Wile he was a rigglin, and a twistin, and a tryin to blo hissef, there 
was a dorf, and the dorf wasent as big as I be, and his head was jest 
like a cask, with a bung hole for a mowth, and he diddent say any 
thing, jes pinted his finger at Billy, fethers on him, too, like a chicken, 
but not scratchin for werms. Then Billy he said wot a nasty little 
beest the dorf was, Ile kil him, thats wots the matter, see if I dont. So 
he pickt up the gole and silver fire poker, and wayed him vut one on the 
head, hard as he cude, but the dorf diddent seem to mind it, stude stil 
as deth and said one! Then Billy landed him a other, and the dorf 
said two! Billy called on him agin, and the dorf said three! Then 


comin nite. But wen he got in the flower it shet up so as he cuddent | Billy turnd it up, cos he see it wudent wash, and wen the dorf see the 
git out, but he cude git in further, and kep a creepin in, and bime by | fiz was of he said, ; 
Tit, tat, to, three in a ro, 


the hole was big, and he cude wock on his feets. So Billy he went 


on and on til he come to a dore, and he rapt with the kanocker, then | 


he see it said ring olso, and he rang, wen he puld the bel nob you 
never see sech a noise, cos it was a chime, like for sevice, only louder 
end more ofem. After a wile no boddy come to opin the dore, so 
Billy he went in, and it was a pallous, like Bucknum Pallous, ol gole 
and dimens, but not any Queen, and Billy he said may be shes gon to 
Scotlen or the Ile of White, good job, I wil take ol her money for my 
own self, I have foun my forten at las, so he went toa opn chest 
and fild his pockets so ful of nu brite pennys he cude harly wock, 
they was that hevy. And wen he was a goin a way he see a throne, 
and it said on it in gole letters, not letters like the pose office, but 
like Mister Brily the butchers sine, 

Whoo ever thinks hissef a theef 

Shude set on me to git releaf, 

And wen that feller leavs heel fine 

That ol his trubble is behine. 





Little boy little boy, O, O, O! 
And Billy said wot made him have fethers like chickens, and the 


| dorf he said wen I was a little wee baby, bout as big as a cofy pot, but 


no handle, I was sickly olmost like dead, no strenth. So the dockter 
he said I musent have nothin to eat but jest egs. 

So the fethers come out on my boddy and legs, 

From eatin them egs, cos egs is egs. 

Then Billy ast him wot made him have sech a hed like a barl, no 
boddy ever had sech a hed, and the dorf said bime by they see the egs 
wasent a doin mea nuf gude to pay the hens for their trubole, I fel into 
a decline, and diddent get on, 

We mus git him ahead, the dockter sed, 
So they giv me port wine—and this is the head ! 

But wot worrys me most, the dorf said, is loosin that toe, and Billy 
said wot toe? ‘The dorf he said wy, my grate toe, dont you see how 
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But one day there came confusion, likewise anarchy and strife, 
And I felt that in the fature I must change my mode of life. 
And however much it grieves me, when I once make mind 
I’m the sternest, hardest creature ever born of human . 
I've quite often heard it stated there is Sa 
And one day there came a stranger just-to dissipate my joy. 
Though he walked in very humbly ; wasindeed nought but # mouse— 
Consternatiomon his footsteps followed-ewift-within\the house ; 
For the owl as/brave as eagle, smote him déead@andtrod him flat, 
And was perfedtly forgetful of the presence of'thetat, 
Who resentedisuch an action as a breach ee ae 
And in truly feline manner called the owl/some } 
Oh, full well do E remember how they spat, and " 
While betweenithem lay the quarry; ah, the was sadiand gore ! 
How with fur and feathers bristling; and witheye-balleall aflame, 
Each one strove with.each to conqueryeach*one strove witheackifor , 
game ! 
And I'll ne’er forget!the-passion thatany inmost soul did:vex 
As I-rose and stayed’the quarrel—as Ivwrung their blessed:néoks. 
Ne’er'shall I forget my darlings whonbin passion deep Islew : 
I have had ’em stuffed divinely, as on sD) show: to you. 
And whene’er I-look upon “em, I exelaim; -woe's'the day!” 
A mouse it wasithat led. me onym : to slay. 
We might have been ahappy seen e owl, and I— 
“Oh why did I destroy. my pets?’ Loftemloudly cry. 
And as [moan imstreets alone L.wishithat Iywere dead— 
And'thatmy fragrant animals were livingyin my stead— 
For, yesyithey were &bandsome(pair—aperiect love was each : 
_{ lve hadtheinportesite drawn tershow What's far beyond my speech. 
-And.upiabove'this‘article I trust you’ li putithe sketch, 
‘Themdeop a tear,if you've one near) forithis unhappy wretch. 



















lame I am, its gon, I tel you, wen I had drinked port wine a long time 
I got the gout and suffered offle, my grate toe was like pizen ! 

The dockter he said weel coller that gout, 

So he cut of my toe to serve it out! 

Then Billy, but not Billy my brother, he said thats ol very fine, but 
it seems to me that you and Bo Bow Wow is as like as two pees, you 
jest think evry boddy is a dyin to no wot ails you, wy shude you 

utten hoal a feller wich is a seekin his forten, and crowd your sore 
toe down his throte; thats wot kanocks me! '‘The dorf he said Ime 
shure I. dont no how it is, but its a way wich olygiants and dorves has 
got, Ime glad to fine out it aint so with: humans; 'so now, if you please 
weel have some dinner, come a long. *\Billy“wich was hungry jes 
furious said thanks, he wude with muchiplesher, so they~went into a 
other rume, and the dorf:set down to a table; bubfthere wasent any other 
chair, and wen Billy said wude he havetowate'tilitheseckend table, the 
dorf he:said-no, you gitin to'that platterxeabquick, yoware nice cooked, 
and I like em that way. \ You never see ailittle’.feller so astonish as 
‘Billy, hesaid you wicked gluttenjyou have-took away my appetight, 
Tam a-goin a way this minnitjind:boddywas re so, every 
wrascle I meet wants to cat.moj Eemever! *Butithe’dorf he lay down 
his kanife and forck, and was jestas aistonishas any boddy, cos he 
said-you are the only fookwichhas.eomée:here}that said a word aginst 
my wittles, and you go andmiake arow jua-for 4 little thing like that, 
yourungrafle: ry, cleer out ! 

\8o Billy, but not Billy: my brother; heistarted to leavelike atre, and 
nextrweek Tletel you how he-gotvout:and sook his ferten in: some 
other placey-wich is the:most a:mazinistory wich any little boys and 

_ ginlsy-was-ever tole, you mever.see'séch a story ! 









‘THE -DEPAYeRTED PETS. 


A Bereaved ‘Onr’s Srory. 


_. engine o——~* 
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| a& Levy-tical Lache. 
Tus Daily Telegraph,.in.one of ita learned leaders, says of hares, 
‘that “they belong to the ruminating class; which, as ing the 
cud, was heldin abhorrence. bythe children of Israel.” We have 
conqueredany hope we might originally have held as to general exacti- 
tude on the part of the “largest circulation,” but there are some 
things we should have expected them to be particularly correct in; 
and one of them is statement of anything in connection with the laws 
of Moses. Or, for the matter of that, of Levy. 
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‘* After the Last!” 

A DAILY contemporary, speaking of the Crystal Palace Exhibition of 
British and Foreign Cage- birds, says, it was ‘‘ the finest which has taken 
place since the last display of this kind.”” Which means that, between 
one exhibition and its immediate follower, no other exhibitions—good, 
bad, or indifferent—have been held. Perhaps since the last time the 
writer of that paragraph put his pen to paper he has never written 
anything half so good, or true. 
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. An Emaciated Notion, 
A WrexHaM er, speaking of the Cospatrick sufferers, 

“They wereina fearfully caanauneted condition.” How true! Fearfully 
and wonderfully emancipated we should imagine they found them- | 
selves. And yet, even while giving utterance to this ingenuous 
remark, how unconscious was its local and reportorial utterer of his 
own greatness Maybe—such is the way of the world—he also will 
be greatly emancipated after “the usual fortnight.” 
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Once I owned a cat called Peggy, who was splendid, great, and grand, 

But who wasn’t overbearing, and would eat from out my hand; 

Or from any plate on table; and she didn’t mind a dish, 

So it held what she liked eating—what she liked the best was fish. 

Often I have watched her actions, and I'd bet of pounds a score 

That for choice she'd take from dishes—’cause you see they held the 
more. 

Well, this cat possessed a playmate, who was never heard to growl— 

Growling wasn’t quite his business,—he was nothing but an owl ; 

And beyond his owl-like blinking, which became Lim very well, 

There was nought that in his favour it devolves on me to tell. 

Yet I’ve often sat and watched him when I’d nothing else to do, 

And have thought, ‘‘ O bird of wisdom, how I wish that Iwere you!” 

For to “ would I were a bird,” sir, is a thing that I was taught 

From my childhood’s early moments, yet I don’t know why I ought. 

Which reminds me that I never—no, I never yet did that— 

ae placed the wish in words thus, “‘ Would that I had been 
a cat!” 

Now, this cat and owl ne’er quarrelled, and Eoften used to say 

That we'd always live together till the three of us were grey ; 


A CRY FROM THE HOUSE. 
Soon the men who on titles of honour are bent 
Of the letters M.P. will be chary, 
Since Kenealy's elected for Stoke-upon-Trent, 
And Mitehel for wild Tipperary. = 





Milking Extraordinary. 

‘““WanreD a young man to milk and serve a round.” This is 
not an original observation,.as it comes from the advertising portion 
of a daily newspaper ;! yet we have sometlim notion.that if it had 
appeared firstin a “comie paper,’ or had been said by a * funny 
oe the whole world of noodles would have been convulsed with 
laughter. 





REMARKABLE Natvurat Curniosiry.—A woman's. 
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IN THE WRONG BOX. 


Lady :—“ Skat THE YOUNGBR LADIES FIRST, PLEASE!”’ 
Lady (bursting with indignation) :—“ Wet, sir! 


A CREDIT TO SOCIETY. 


Yes, sir; in every sense of the word. You see I have good clothes 
on my back, a aaa roof over my head, and plenty of shiners in my 
et. I am looked up to by the low, and petted by the high ; feared 
y the wicked, and respected by the pious. How did I manage it? 
Young man, in my youth I laid by a provision for my old age; and 
now in the prime of life I am able to enjoy it. Work? No! I never 
worked when I ourane it. Educated ? Not ifI knewit! my abilities 
came to me quite naturally. Nature gave me the gift of the gab, and 
ten nimble fingers; the rest followed as a matter of course. Steal ? 
Why, of course I stole as soon as I was able to walk, and broke all the 
rest of the commandments—would have broken alot more if there 
had been any, forI had a high and noble purpose before me. I had 
to ae things for a respectable competency in my latter days. 

Of course accidents are bound to happen, and my first happened quite 
early. One of my usual stepsled to a series of others—on the tread- 
mill; but the labour didn’t last long, for I soon got very ill and very 
repentant, and between the chaplain and the doctor I had a jolly time 
of it in the infirmary. When I left there I was pointed to as a model 
instance of the working of the Merciful System—in fact, as a sinner 
who was certain to mend his ways. So I did—for pocket-picking and 
perjury were far too mild for me after my gaol experience. I did a 
spell of burglary with great success, A ys 


HOCOLAT 


an attempt or two at | 
garotting, and here learned some tricks which did me good service later | 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


MENIER._ 


| Attendant :—“ Au, LET'S SEB, YOU'RE sixty I THINK ?” 


AND WHAT BUSINESS IS THAT OF YouRS, I SHOULD LIKE TO KNOW!”’ 








on; for when they laid me by the heels, and gave me ee servitude, 
with just a taste of the lash, I had to be careful when I came out with 
my good-conduct ticket. Then I went in for prize-fighting in a 
pretty fashion, and did some damage to life and limb in my brief 
career. I had now laid by a goodly stock of evil seeds to serve me 
when the time came, so I just made one grand stroke. Ihad a wife 
who was a mild, meek, harmless creature enough ; so one night I just 
kicked her to death, according to the merry custom of the north 
countrie, then gave myself up, pleaded guilty, and took my treadmill 
for manslaughter like a lamb. Iwas well fed and well cared-for, and 
the work isn’t a bit harder than that many an honest man has to 
starve upon. 

When I came out of this I had done enough. I wanted to rest 
upon my laurels. So I took to street preaching, varied by an 
occasional turn at election rioting when either candidate paid well. 
In due time I was taken in hand by the howling community, dressed 
in good broad-cloth, and sent forth to spout for money as I had spouted 
before in the interests of my colleagues who picked pockets in the 
crowd ; and here I am, as I tell you, well, jolly, and respected by all, 
while if I had been an honest man I might have laboured my youth 
and manhood out, to find myself at last in a workhouse, or starving to 


death in a garret. 
— SSS 


Tue Grass or Fasuton.—La Duchesse. 





FOR LUNCHEON. 
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AN UNPLEASANT SUBJECT. 
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They met that official’s remarks with a scoff, 


j 
As work, in the “ The House,”’ was about to begin,, 
A Hat and Umbre!la came swaggering in, And sat on the bauble, and wouldn’t get off. 
And asked to be sworn—but the Speaker said, *‘ Nay, The reader, of course, will at once understand 
You’re not introduced in the regular way.”’ My drawing’s not meant to be like Mr. Brand : 
But the Hat and Umbrella were longing to spout, I haven’t his carte, or the thing should be done ; 
But, hearing of this, he may forward me one! 


And wanted the Speaker to argue it out. 


=" 


* 
- 
_ 
-2 


e 
. 
Ved Pi 
| aS 
: Y | 
7 « 
. . we 
, . 
‘ 
. x ; 
ae 
well 
, 
Ky 
5 
aa 
~ a 
“ ha 
4 7 
' ‘ee 
> 7 J 
‘3 ¢ 
£5 
fed 
ogee 
bee 
POLY 
oe 
ait 
‘ hed 


‘ 
¥ 
“ifs 
* 
* 


g 
S 


| 
in 
| 
; 
| 


ee 


itis diene ee eee 


he 





=I 


—— 


+S 


= 
> 5 
- tw . 


— 





- 
oece 


LL TT NTL al al cc Tl 


Bapnening regret to that Indian chief 
At being prevented from holding his brief ; 

But, granting his Highness was harrowed or cross, 
He didn’t give way to distress at the loss. 


Three judges, and treat them to vulgar abuse ; To him of Baroda—whatever he’s called— 
The judges just altered their air of repose (For every ‘‘ Daily” has printed the name, 
By hardly perceptibly raising the nose! And seldom have two of them spelt it the same) — 
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Then Hat and Urabrella went off to traduce | So Hat and Umbrella went, angry and galled, 
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That Hat and Umbrella then panted to throw | ** The people’? considered the thing quite a joke, However, scurrility’s likely to mar 


The “‘ Party Conspiracy ’’ down at a blow. And sniggered—except the electors of Stoke. That Gingham’s elation by going too far. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 3, 1875. 
[CarToon. ] 


M.P. 


Now Dr. Kenealy’s elected for Stoke, 

We mustn’t more fun at that gentleman poke ; 

Or he'll go to the House with the mob at his heels, 

And he’ll make a long speech, and explain what he fee!s. 
Oh, Dr. Kenealy! we trust you'll forget 
What in past we have said. Then there’s hope for us yet, 
Oh, Dr. Kenealy! we trust you’!1 forgive 
What our writers once wrote, and permit us to live! 


Now Dr. Kenealy’s for Stoke-upon-Trent, 

He'll find out why money’s so readily spent 

To back up the views of those high in the State, 

While those-who are low must “ go round with the plate.’ 
Oh, Dr. Kenealy! we trust you'll be firm, 
And put your foot down—like you would on a worm. 
Oh, Dr. Kenealy! so great and so! good, 
A “buster” go in— it's but right that you should. 


Great Dr. Kenealy a motion has made 
That the tune of the Claimant's once more to be played. 
‘“‘ Desist ! oh, pray do!” cries each frightened M.P. 
“Have mercy on us, and we’ll let your friend free! ”’ 
Oh, Dr. Kenealy ! when Arthur comes out, 
And your enemies all have been put to the rout, 
We trust that you'll find yourself amply content, 
Then resign, and leave Orton for Stoke-upon-Trent. 


a, 


Srr Henry James has attacked no phantom giant, but a monster who 
has been allowed ‘to prey right into the vitals of English domestic 
life and prosperity. The foreign loan swindle is a festering ulcer in 
our midst, to which may be traced many a broken heart or suicide 
still speedier, many a swiftly-made widow, many a friendless 
orphan. It is hard to say how often the bait of 10 or 12 per cent. 
has taken with these who find the safe but small return of Govern- 
ment securities unequal to their necessities, and who are led into the 
trap, not so much by reed, as by a desire to eke outa scanty sub- 
sistence on the interest of some small bequest or smaller savings. 
For the hungry speculator who is caught with‘his eyes open by large 
promises, which he must know, if he will only use his judgment, will 
never be fulfilled, we have no sympathy ; but it is indeed a crying evil 
that poor people, who know nothing whatever about City business should 
have such fooltrapsthrust upon them. At a time when good people are 
crying aloud against the sintulness of some small turf swindlers whahave 
just been exposed, does it not seem an outrage upon common sense and 
justice to read the damning and colossal array of figares\put forth by 
Sir Henry James? Does it not seem a mockery that our legislators 
should have been showing paternal feeling and grendmotherly 
wisdom in ‘the smallest of matters, and have allowed thisveankering 
sore to assume its present gigantic proportions? We are, however, 
much afraid that even now little good can be done. Of the immense 
amount—£250,000,000—obtained in a comparatively short space of 
time by a series of unparalleled frauds from people who may in the’ 
majority of cases be fairly described as poor, but very little has gone 
out of the country. This is in itself a somewhat significant fact, and 
one which, sad as it may seem, makes the chance of a thorough 
exposure of the rascality very obscure indeed. The larger the 
swindle the smaller the hope of redress, we have only too surely been 
just shown over the trial of the directors of as disgraceful a fraud as 
was ever perpetrated. We may be wrong in our estimate. Let us 
Lope so. 


-_—_—__ 


OUT OF HIS RECKONING. 


Bueax blows the blast —themight is cold, 
The road is dark and drear ; 

There's not, as far as I behold, 
A habitation near. 

No welcome light from cot or hall 
Revives me with a ray; 

But darkness, like a massive pall, 
Envelops all the way. 


A solemn stillness reigns around, 
Inspiring fear and dread ; 

I cannot catch a single sound— 
Thavk heav'n! a light ahead! 

A house at last! I'll go and knock, 
And see if I can sup. 

(Voice within.» * Well, here's ago! a try'n’ the lock 

Of this here bless’d Lockup!”’ 

































judge unless he had.-something to .drink. 
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THE BOATRACE AND OTHER MATTERS. 


I nave an idea, Mr. Editor, that the sporting werld is going to 
rack andruin. That is, so far as sporting writers are concerned. I 
remember the time when a real good sporting writer, who could make 
six picks at a field of seven without ever once naming the winner, was 
a man of importance, and could ruffle it with the best of ’em. His 
word was law, and if he ever did make a success and pick out a real 
runner, newspaper proprictors came thronging after him, and bank- 
notes were as common as batter pudding. In those times no sporting 
writer ever drank anything smaller than champagne, or was ever to 
be found without a goose or a turkey, or at least a ribs of beef on his 
table. But such days.are gone, and the stalled ox adds very little to 
the hebdomadal as well as Sabbath dinner-time smoke upon the 
sporting writer’s table. Everything is changed now. Look at the 
difference. Look at me. Here am I, a writer among a million, who 
knows horses and dogs quite intimately by sight, and-who has enjoyed 
many a keen day’s sport with the gun and rod at Hampstead, besides 
having seen the Derby run every year, hundreds of times—here am J, 
with my copy crowded out week after week, and not even a chance 
of getting half a quid in advance. This is the sort of gratitude a 
writer meets with on a paper the fortunes of whose readers he has 
made many times over, after having always sacrificed himself, without 
ever expecting to get more than double as much as ‘they would pay 
him anywhere else, And so I say, as I have said before, that the 
sporting world—that is, the sporting world of the sporting writers— 

! 


is going to rack and ruin. Yah 
And now as I’ve got rid of my temper, which always comes very 
strong on me when I think of my wrongs and of the ingratitude with 
which this world is filled, perhaps I had better get to business. [L 
know a man whose uncle lives half way between Oxford and Cam- 
bridge, and so [ sent to him to give me an idea as to whois going to 
win the Boatrace. As might be expected, over such a momentous 
question he was rather undecided. He was,.in fact, rather more than 
that, for the only answer I got from him was to go and be blowed! 
This toa man who, in the good old days, would have been considered 
infallible! O, sporting writing, this is the most unkindest cut of all! 
(Please to remember, for the sake of my grammatical reputation, hat 
the words just used are not mine, but ‘belong to Quotation. A very 
useful fellow Quotation, by the way, though rather addicted to queer 
spelling and construction.) Well, when I found .the midway man 
could not assist me I went down, or rather “up,’’ to Putney and 
Hammersmith, and though the crews had not yet arrived, I found 
opinions in plenty. The general opinion was that no man could 
I think it wrong to 
encourage drunkenness in the poor fellows who go down to the 
Chelsea in ships, and besides, I hadn't got much money. For all that, 
L gota“ wrinkle” or two, though the wors{ of it is that, when fitted 
together, my portions of information rather coritradict each other, 
But what of that? Why doJ possess an analytical mind? Because 
I like to be an analysist. Here is one portion of my information, 
which I have reduced to the comprehension of my readers, who must 
be quite rusty for want of a little racy rhyme :— 


Now on the fastly flowing Thames 
Behold the bounding blues ; 

See, both their boats have pointed stems, 
And all their men have shoes ; 

And though I do not wish to say 
A word against the crews, 

If Cambridge wins again to-day 
‘Then Oxford sure must lose. 


I like that. In addition to the neatness of expression there is a 
conclusiveness about the argument which must go home to every son of 
Neptune. I think a point might have been made here over Neptune 
and ultramarine blue, but punning and true poetry, as I have so often 
remarked before, are inimical. ‘The second portion of my information 
will, I trust, when also happily reduced to the poemic faculty, suffi- 
ciently explain matters for the present. 


Oh little do the waters reck that run in upper Thames, 

That once a year a raee is rowed by Academic gems ; 

That on old ‘Thames’s waters come a hubbub and a rout ; 
That miles on miles of people then do nothing else but shout. 


Flow on, then, smiling ripplets, all unconscious of the care 
Bestowed by clever coaches on the precious freight you bear ; 
And as you flow I'll tell you—mind, I breathe it on your brink, 
That all the public-houses here charge heavy fortheir drink. 


But what is drink to do with this, the question ofthe day ? 

I'm not a clever statist, and I shouldn’t like to say. 

{ do know this, however, on whichever side’s your tin 

That one crew must have lost before you can have scored a win. 


I like this also. In fact, I consider it a perfect triumph of the art 
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of tipping, and if anyone is dissatisfied with it, he must be lost to all | 
sense of decency, and had better join my private advice connexion | 
before it is all too late. I shall very likely run down and dine with 

the crews one day in the week, and if I put ’em through the mill | 


successfully will report thereon. I’m told both are very much best at 
AUGSPUR. 


SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS.’ 


present. 
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X.—THE EDITOR: AND MANY FRIENDS. 


Part I. 
Onzewho:had a wild impression 
Thatihe wanted to be rich 
By adopting some profession 
(Though it didn’t matter which)— 
After lengthened vacillation, 
Ending in complete distress, 
Asked his friends, in consultation, 
And his friends advised ‘‘ The Press.”’ 
“Why, with talents so stupendous 
As in him,”’ they said, ‘‘ combine, 
His success will be tremendous 
In the literary line! 
He will cause a great commotion— 
Quite a literary fuss ; 
And we've always had a notion 
That it’s much the same with us.”’ 


Then they joined in admiration, 
Stating what he’d come to be— 
And their state of jubilation 
Struck me as a thing to see. 


Part II. 

As he didn’t hide his taper 

Like a dilatory dunce, 
Why, a leading London paper 

Made him editor at once: 
Then his friends were much delighted 

With his first successful leap — 
Absolutely so excited 

That they couldn’t go to sleep. 
And with tons of contributions 

They besieged his office door; 
Bearing out the resolutions 

They had often made before ;— 
Hurled the things, by reams together, 

Right at his devoted head : 
Some as flimsy as a feather— 

Some as ponderous as lead. 


Then they let imagination 
Bask in hope’s delightful beam : 
And their state of expectation 
Was a thing of which to dream. 


Part III. 
Oh! the grave of their delusions 
It was desolate and black 
When he read their long effusions, 
And he meanly sent them back ! 
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It was unrelenting treason— 
For the sole excuse he had 
Was the insufficient reason 
That the things were very bad! 
Then those friends, in tribulation, 
All decided with a sigh, 
That complete extermimation 
Was the only thing to try. 
And they have fromeéhis tradition 
Never subsequently swerved :— 
That that editor’s posi 
Is entirely undeserved. 


And the state of lamentation 
Of those miserable men: 

Oh, it baffles explanations» 
By an ordinary pen! 


THE: CIVIL SERVICE: JOURNALIST: 
A) Conrzsatons . 

I am to be exeouted at midnight. 

Without, in the busy streetay. I. cam» hear:the humof horses’ voides: 
and the clatter of human hoofé. a my dungeon 
ever and anon are wafted the hawker's cry, and the songrof. 
the errand boy loitering.on his way. 

Cry on, oh hawker! shout on, oh boy! Hr:yow:there is a morrow; 
for me there is none. The Lords of ithe T¥easury thirst for my bléod/ 
They are coming for itt when the cléck sttikestwelve. On the walls 
of my dungeon let me scratch my melancholy tale. Perchance it ma 
‘warn ambitious clerks to eschew literatuge, and avoid: my fearfub fate. 

I commenced life as a junior clerk’'in Her Majesty's Oddd:and ‘Minds: 





Office. I was idle and careless; but I had am-unclé: who knew-a 
general who knew-a lord} so I rose: rapidly. Having a desize to go 
te theatres without paying, and to get dinners anddrinks for nothing, 


I determined to become’a membersof the press. Llwrote to the editor 
of the Daily Deeewer; and offered to do dramatic criticisms, leaders, 
and descriptive reports at eighteempence a column. My offer was 
accepted, and I speedily developed into a full blown journalist. 

I still drew my salary from Government, and did my articles in 
Government time and.on Government paper. Whenever I had to go 
into the country or abroad for the D. D., I pleaded toothache, and 
obtained the required holiday. I had my face entry at the theatres. 
I gushed about the people who petted me, slated the snobs who 
sneered at me, and turned up my nose at the starving scribes who, 
having no Government to keep them, wanted to be properly paid for 
their work, and so got none. 

Oh those halcyon days— gone, neverto return! I brusha tear from 
my cheek, and continue. 

Jealous of my success, several of my fellow clerks imitated my 
tactics, and got upon newspapers. ‘The very office-boy turned 
literary. He did heroic verse for a serio-comic weekly. In addition 
to ordinary journalistic work, we supplied our editors with State 
secrets at 6d. each. As important and confidential despatches passed 
through our hands every day this was a source of considerable emolu- 
ment. But a day of reckoning was at hand. The Lords of the 
Treasury took the matter up, met together, drank a quarter cask of 
sherry, and issued a notice to the effect that any Civil Servant who 
connected himself with a newspaper would be held responsible for 
everything that appeared in it. 

This edict struck terror to our hearts. We never opened a paper 
now without a feeling of dread. With tears in our eyes we implored 
editors to be more careful. We knew that this shameful regulation 
would bring us to grief. It did. I was the first victim. This is how 
it happened. 

The chief of the Odds and Ends Office gave a garden party. His 
name wasSmythe. Wishing to please him, I sent a full account to the 
Deceiver. They printed his name Smith. Little did I dream, as I 
pemes him a copy with the account marked, what would be the dread 
result. 

He read the paper without a word.. Then he rose, and signed a 
warrant for my arrest. I was bound hand and foot, and led before the 
Lords of the Treasury. Deaf to my entreaties, unmoved by my tears, 
they condemned me to a painful and ignominious death. My life- 
blood is to be drawn off to make red tape for the unwitting Civil 
Servants of the future. Thank heaven! my ink will be shed in my 
country’s cause. 

Iam to be executedat midnight! Ah! They come! Oh,ma mére! 

L’ Ervotr. 
From the Daily Deceiver. Feb , 18 : 

The execution of Mr, , the well-known Government clerk and 
fot oper $. took place at Whitehall this morning. By order of the 

ords of the Treasury, the body was afterwards embalmed, and placed 
in the Odds and Ends Office as a warning to those employés who may 
have a desire to connect themselves with journalism. 
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MAL-FORM-ATION ! 


Irate French Master (to trembling juveniles) :—“ Mau! Mau! Tres MAL! ALL-zg-ForM! Go-To-THE-BoTTOM!” [ All go. 





—— 


THE WRECK OF THE FRANCAIS. 


A TALE or THE HARTLEPOOLS. 


RICH AND POOR. 


A case heard a few days back does more to show the curious 
inequality of our criminal Jaws—or rather of the application of them 
Art dawn on a wild December day, | —than would columns of teaded type. The daughter of a labouring 
They spied the ship in the stormy bay | man resident at Hanley found a cigar case containing three twenty- 
_pound notes and some gold, and took it home to her father. The 
father, an ignorant countryman, evidently believing in the old maxim 
that “findings are keepings,’ spent some of the money, and sub- 
| sequently found himself before the local Bench, who, with that due 
| regard for the rights of property which characterises our provincial 


"Mid the seething foam and the tempest’s roar, 
Fighting for life and the Redcar shore. 


And the coast-folk watch with straining eyes, 
As thetug-boat makes for its promised prize ; 








And the master shouts to the drowning crew, 
‘‘ How much for your lives if we pull you through ?”’ 


The answer is heard o’er the billow’s roar, 
But the tug-man values his help at more. 
Who cannot afford the price to pay 

Must weather the storm as best he may. 


Then the coast-folk watch with bated breath, 
As the good bark reels in the jaws of death ; 
While the captain stands on the streaming deck, 
Lash'd to the helm of the floating wreck. 


There are deadly perils on either side, 

O’er which no ship on the sea can ride ; 
But the tug-man stretches no hand to save 
A gallant crew from an ocean grave. 


The salt spray lashes their straining eyes, 

And the tempest smothers their drowning cries 
As the billows break o’er the batter’d bark, 
And she slowly sinks ’neath the waters dark. 


Nine bodies are washed on shore that day, 
Sodden and soaked from the wild Tees bay 
And women away on the Norman shore 

Are waiting for those who will come no more. 


Oh! shame on the men who can aid withhold, 
While they chaffer and haggle for jingling gold— 
Who proffer their help as a thing to buy, 

And, spurning the penniless, let them die. 


magistrates, sentenced him to twelve months’ imprisonment. We 
suppose this is quite right ; but we cannot help comparing the position 
of this ignorant and almost involuntary criminal with that of the 
young “lady,” who, after being guilty of a deliberate and wanton 
theft, was discharged because her relatives were wealthy. And yet 
we are told there is justice in England for all. There is; but the 
poor unfortunately get rather too much of it, laid on with perhaps too 
liberal ahand. Now, if each of these pounds had been a thousand 
But it is useless to speculate. It is also dangerous nowadays, as Sir 
Henry James and the law reports amply testify. 





Chips from the Queen’s Bench. 


O1xs well that ends well. 

Make Hay while the sun shines. 

It never rains but it pours in Torrens. 
It’s a queer well that has a Long bottom. 


O Tempora! O Mores! 


Tue Jrish Times last week placed its list of births and deaths under 
the head of “‘ Public Amusements.’”’ This not only gives a notion of 
Irish times, but is by no means unmindful of a certain kind of Irish 
manners. 


The Ken-heal-ying Art. 
Wuy may Farliament be presumedto be in a bad way ?—Because 


he Doctor's in the House. 
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SIN-BAD, AND STOKE WILL FIND YOU OUT. 
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THE OLD MAN OF THE QC. 
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close, and then enjoy his 
occurrence.’’— Daily Paper. 


THE BONNIE WEE CRAB. 


Anpv Nor ForGetrine THE OysTER. 


‘‘Mr. WINKLE says that a crab, seeing an open oyster on the beach, will pick 
up a stone, and crawling pay up, will drop it into the shell, so'that it cannot 
ivalve. Mr. Winkle says this to him is a very common 
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[Tue Editor begs to express his belief 

In the story as given above, 
But he’s had a long note from some son of a thief 
Who seems to imagine he’s cause for great grief, 
And who says it is absolute “‘ shove.” 


This letter isnot of an elegant kind— 
It’s rambling, and possibly rot. 
It seems that the writer's to argument blind ; 
His notions are queer, as the reader will find— 
He doesn’t know much of what’s what. ] 


That the world is my oyster I freely admit, 
But with sorrow and shame I must say, 
That the smallest of oysters, the smallest of wit— 
On the smallest of rocks I most constantly split— 
Are all that has come in my way. 


When I read that an oyster’s been caught by a crab 
I give an extravagant wink ; 

Then I hie toa fish-shop and gasp on a slab, 

And I weep that I haven’t the gift of the gab 
To feebly express what I think. 


What to think !—there’s the rub!—for I feel like a lout 
When I hear how the oyster gets nabbed ; 

For it’s my firm belief that the oyster jumps out 

And calls for his vinegar, pepper, and stout ;— 
Yes, it makes me feel awfully crabbed. 


O long must I grieve, for I'll never believe 

That a crab is so clever and strong. 
Now oysters, I’m sure, are as good as they’re pure, 
I'd like a few now if I could ’em secure ; 

But maybe’d you'd think it was wrong. 


O where and O where shall I find a seashore, 
With its crabs all so rich and so rare! 

Where of oysters a score, or maybe many more, 

May relieve the fond heart now so awfully sore, 
And where crabs may be found, and to spare. 


When I’ve found out the place I will thitherward race, 
And I’ll hide from the faces of men ; 

I'll believe in the story as told by your friend, 

I'll be sceptic no more, but will instantly mend. 

Then I’ll turn a new leaf, and express my belief 

And admit that the crab not the oyster’s the thief. 
But I'll never believe it till then. 


Manirotp Srvs.—Police Reports. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Prope who are fond of the legitimate drama ought to be thankful 
for the efforts made by Mr. Hollingshead,-wh three houses—the 
Gaiety, the Opera Comique, and the Holborn Amphitheatre—open at 
their service. ‘We don’t profess to know exactly: what the legitimate 
drama is, but as most of those who have, forthé-last half-dozen years, 
been howling for it are in a similar position, “what does that matter ? 
Besides, it is nice and wholesome for the public, is eee 
expensive to its philanthropic promoter, and gives the theatrical 
reporters a chance of learning their business. So, pass on, Hollings- 
head, and prosper. ' 

The result of having more theatres than you ¢an conveniently 
manage was shown last week in the Adelphi advertisement, which, so 
far, at all events asthe Telegraph goes, contained the Princess's piece 
and cast, without ‘‘the kind permission of F. B. C,, Esq., for this 
occasion only.” But then, Mr. Chatterton is nota literary man, a 
species of heinous offender for whom this other tiple lessee has doubt- 
less every reason to feel contempt. 

At the Olympic, the Two Orphans still draw tears and “well filled 
houses. But their run is short, and we should recommend all who 
wish to enjoy what may. not be particularly legitimate, but is certainly 
good and pathetic, to take the adyice of Mrs. Jarley, and be in time, 
be in time. 

Those “ stall’ chairs are still advertised as being placed'in the 
orchestra at the Lyceum. This is a *‘stall’ of a profitable kind ; 
but there’s not much saved if the band has to sit in the dress circle 
or the usual seats. ‘We suppose even Mr. Bateman puts them 
somewhere. 

Mr. Cave, who*has been very successful lately at the Marylebone 
Theatre, has given his patrons -a taste of what we sup may be 
called “ legitimate’? pantomime—Mother Geese—-whkeh, V1 has Sica 
rapturously received. It is said that Mr. Cave was inthe original 
cast of this piece, and that he played first banjo; but this we don't 


believe. Neither will torture nor the suspension of the free-list com- | 


pel us to do so. 


At the Globe, Lydia Thompson, assisted by Lionel Brough and | 


‘‘ Washee- Washee,”’ still carries all before her. The Lord Chamber- 
lain doesn’t seem to have done much harm to the house, no matter 
how he may have succeeded with the deputy sub-assistant-managers. 


THE GRATEFUL GUEST. 


Sucu a ball!—I've been delighted. 

(Thought the whole concern a bore.) 
Happy that I was invited ! 

Catch me coming any more.) 
Ev'rybody so diverting ! 

(How my worried noddle whirls !) 
Then the quizzing and the flirting! 

(What a vulgar lot of girls !) 


As for supper, ’twas delicious. 
(I'd a wedge of chicken, tough.) 

Better wines you could not wish us. 
(There was hardly half enough.) 

All so genial and so hearty. 
(Mercy, such a set of snobs.) 

Just the people for a party. 
(What's-his-names and Thingumbobs.) 


Miss M‘Crotchet sang divinely. 
(Ground my teeth until they ache.) 
Herr von Blitz played very finely. 
(Rather shaky on the shake.) 
Charming girl your cengree’s growing. 
(Very plain and very fast.) 
Well, good night.—I must be going. 
(Rapture! Bliss !—I’m free at last.) 


Punctuality the Thief of Time. 


Tue Morecambe Chronicle, in a short but not uneventful history of a 
trip to Bradford, commends the punctuality of the train, which arrived 
at Morecambe, on its return journey, “at least half an hour before its 
appointed time.’’ It was probably well that the other trains were not 
‘‘ punctual "’ after the manner in which we understand the word's use, 
or our friend the “ local’’ might not have felt so satisfied, and might 
then have used a term more befitting the unseemly haste of the driver. 
But we had forgotten to remark that we don’t believe a word of the 
statement, which makes all the difference. It wouldn’t be right, you 
know, when we can’t get our trains up to time even, to allow a com- 
mon country railway to go half an hour in front of it. We may not 
be very bright, but we do know that. 
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Mamma :—“‘Do you LIKE THIS PUDDING, FRANKEY ?”’ 
say, ‘ Yes, MAMMA, DEAR. 

Little Frankey (who is three years and ahalf old):—“Bur you tTotp mE yes'’pay I 
SHOULDN'T TALK WHEN EATING—’SIDES DIS IS TOO GOOD TO LOSE TIME OVER.” 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. No. 41/4. 


Ox! guardian of the young, new blooming year, 
Who, rough and kindly, watchest at the gates: 

Let not rude Winter find a foot-place near, 
Whose breath all Nature’s beauty devastates. 


. With aching heart, she watched night's progress slow, 


Her eyes dedimmed with sorrows silent rain ; 
Till, tardy first, then with quick burning glow, 

The sun arose. Hope in his radiant train. 
She breathed new life, new strength from ev’ry ray, 
And blest the giver of the glorious day, 


2. Now softly through the gloom she bent her way, 
And, opening wide the gate, let in the day ; 
There stood she, in her robes of virgin white, 
And Phoebus bathed her in a flood of light. 


3. Of lover and beloved, the trusted friend 
With vilest treachery their trust repaid, 
The lurking wretch, to gain his wicked end, 


Destroyed the youth, then wooed the wretched maid. 


4. Designed by a very rare carver and gilder—- 
Primevally ancient—Dame Nature its builder: 
The dwelling is far from society’s tracks ; 

No rent’s ever claimed, and it never pays tax. 


5. A right royal draught is the red spiced wine, 
To pledge the monarch new crowned ; 
It sparkles and laughs in the day’s clear shine ; 
And the champion drinks to the right divine, 
Then casts his gage on the ground. 
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IS PRECIOUS TIME. 


(No answer.) 





{Marcu 6, 1875. 





ANOTHER’S. 


Sue has the most alluring eyes— 
A little Grecian nose ; 
She wears the most bewitching guise, 
| And parti-coloured hose ! 
Her touch can thrill one strangely when, 
| One clasps her in the dance ; 
| At least, they tell me so—but then, 
ZI never had the chance! 
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_ Her melting tones, so people say, 
Intoxicate the brain, 

And leave, when she has gone away, 
A joy akin to pain. 

Her voice is like sweet music, when 

Its strains are soft and low; 
So those who’ve heard it say—but then, 


JI never did, you know! 


She makes the most superb ragotit— 
Knits stockings by the score ; 

Knows Latin, and Italian too, 
Greek, French, and plenty more! 

She’s just the girl to sweeten life— 
Adorable !—divine! 

In short, she is a perfect wife !— 
But then she isn’t mine! 
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Terraceina Peregrina. 


Tue gentleman who, under the intoxi- 
cating influence of splendid scenery, de- 
RReapee clared that a walk upon the North Terrace 

RSs at Windsor was his idea of Ierracetrial 
. happiness, and a walk upon the East Ter- 
race his idea of Seelestial enjoyment, has 
been committed for trial. The sentries 
who overheard the remark are still inmates 
of the Infirmary. 


“You sHOULD 


A Porvutar Cereat.—Cornhill. 








DOTS AND LINES. 


Str Henry James proposes to attack the monstrous system of 
foreign loans of the perennially defaulting kind. ‘ May good diges- 
tion wait on appetite.’ Mr. Gladstone has published his pamphlet on 
“ Vaticanism.’’ “I pause for a reply.” He doesn’t seem a bit fright- 
ened, and certainly deserves the warmest thanks of all Catholics who 
are not Ultramontanes. = Clerk of the Board of Green Cloth made to 
pay asolicitor’s bill. Didn't know billiard players kept clerks before. 
But they're awful swells since the late tournament. — University 
men prepare to descend on the London river. Intense excitement at 
Putney. Sudden eruption of blue. — Allin the blues the crew lay 
moored, when blue-eyed coxswain came on board. This when the 
blue moon arrives, and Putney obstacle has been “ blew’’ down. = 
More daring robberies from “the person.’? We don’t knéw who this 
person may be, but he seems to stand it very well. — Departure of 
Sir Garnet Wolseley for the Cape. Strange that a Garnet should be 
the most precious jewel on Afric’s shore. = The Prince Imperial has 
been féted. The Bonapartes always did believe in the doctrine of féve. 
= Dr. Kenealy —~. Oh, blow Dr. Kenealy. = General Garibaldi 
is satisfied that the French appreciate his services at their true worth. 
Ahem! another of the wrongs of Ireland. = The Queen is about to 
hold a Drawing-room. Remarkable, and unusual, feat of strength. — 
Roman Catholic clergyman refuses to pray over a deceased Freemason 
and soldier. ‘ Alas for the rarity of Christian charity under the sun.’ 
= Mr. Bessemer's ship proved a decided success. That is, on still 
water. Bide a wee, till she gets to sea. — Hampstead not to escape 
the Smallpox Hospital after all. The ‘ Wale of Elth” will be a sad 

| misnomer now. = Old lady in Sheffield Workhouse about to cele- 
| brate her 106th birthday. Perhaps she has counted every month a 
| year since she has been in “the house.’ We always do, when 
| we're there. = Jury unable to agree about the Canadian Oil Mil!s 
| swindle. Different from the public, who made up their minds long 
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Sorvrion or Acrostic No. 412 :—February Catarrhs : Fustic, Edda, | ago. 
Bonnet, Regina, Usurer, Acceptor, Relish, Yes. Correct: Gyp, No- | 
vocation, Arthur and Alec, Boh, Northwich, Hoptop, Brice, D. E. H., | 
Em and Inn, Row, Lindis, Ruby’s Ghost, Chic, Pihcnam, A Need, | een . is 
Jtkbp, Three Coritinians, Dyk, Repose, Slodger and Tiny, J. C. W.., | A PAINFUL rumour is in circulation, that the authorities at Alder- 
X. Q., Two Lambos, Liebig Family. | shot intend to make the soldiers more comfortable, by replacing the 

Haws 3s | wooden huts by brick and mortar ones. Make the soldiers comfort- 
able! Why we shall be treating them like ordinary flesh and blood 
next. ‘“ The service is going to the dogs.” 
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A Loop Ltnze.—The hangman’s cord. 
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THE BOY THAT WENT TO-SEEK HIS FORTUNE. 
By Lirris Jomnny. 


Billy continues to fly from the subterranean palace, and finds an old 
friend who hospitably receives him. A cetacean lumber-room, and a 
glimpse of the Golden Age. The aspiring crutches, and the bottomless 
well. The hero of this tale receives some wholesome advice, and the 
narrative concludes with an appropriate and most imaginative couplet. 





I rorz you las week luke out for some thing fritefle this time; as 
Uncle Ned, wich has been a sojer says, ly lo for black ducks, black 
ducks I spose is cannen balls, how can a feller help lyin lo for em wen 
they has tuke of his head likeit was a apple ? 

Once there was a captin in a battle, and there was a calvary charge, 
and a sojer wich was on the other side he drod his saword and cut of 
the captains head, but it dident fol of his neck, it was cut so slick. 
Bime bythe fite was to a end, and the captin he went to the generls 
tent to wake him up and tel him there had been a fite, 80 wen he came 
in the generls tent he tuke of his hat polite like a French man, but 
the hat stuck so tite the head was pull of in the hat. Wen the captin 
see wot was up he was the sprisedest feller in the army ; he luked 
at his head a wile, and then he felt his neck, and then he said to his 
self, I was ol ways a cool resonable feller, but theres no doubet a bout 
it, Ime of my nut this time. Then the generl, wich had woke, he see 
how it was,and he said Captin, git some wax, but:the captin he said 
no, sir, | got one wack eiasliiny and thats a nuf. 

When unele Ned had tole me that story I thot a wile, and then I 
said was it ol tru, and he said wot, have I live to be fifty years ole, 
and been in Injy, and evry were, and you dare to say taint so, bles 

} a7 sole, how infidellity is a in creasin, we got to have some more 
itiops ! 

But I was a goin to tel about Billy, but not Billy my brother, wich 
went to seek his forten, wel, wen he had got a way from the dworf 
wich wonted him for dinner he went thru a long passidge, a trine to 
fine his way out of the pallous, wich I tole you a bout, but he was met 
by a big tank of water like the hippose tank to the Zoo, only bigger, 
he cudent see more than halef a cros it! And wile Billy was a rolen 
up his trowsers to waid there was a wale, and the wale it opend its 
mowth like a raleway. tunnle teeths like mile stones, only not far be 
tween em, cloce, and Billy heseen some thing rote on one of the wales 
teeths, and it said, the ritin did, No’Thurryfair, and it was sined 
Jonah, his X mark. So Billy he said, wel, I have found a ole frend 
at las, I new him ever since I went to Sundy Skool, I wunder has he 
got lodgins to let now, like he use to have, for single gennelmen. 
But Billy he dident have time to be as funny as he cude, cos the wale 
came up cloce and tuke him in and swollered him, he went down so 
fast like he was greaced and thot he wude never stop. 

When he got to the bottem it was dark, like the sunny side of a 
nigger, and he had to see with his fingers, like the poor ole bline man 
wich sels fotigraps in the street wich he cullers to home, and Billy 
hurt hissef follin over things, there was rusty ankers, and ole cannens 
wich had sunk in ships, and tangles of telligraft cable, and ole 
wimmens in bathin dresses, and barrils of wale oil, and some brite new 
harpoons, and wotever the wale had been able to pick up and had et. 
But bime by Billy he came to a stile, and wen he got over it was jest 
sun rise, and he found his self in a butifle country, green feelds and 
paschers, with cattles and sheeps a feedin, and shepperds a settin down 
and playin sweet mewsics on floots, wile the sheeps was a brakin their 
necks a tumblin of the rox, and a drowndin their selfs in the brooks, 
and a stickin fas in the mire, and a bein had for dinner by wolphs. 

Billy, but not my brother Billy, he went rite up to a sheppered 
wich was a flootin lovely, and roses and grapes onto his head and he 
said, Billy did, you jest ot to hear Maddem Ongow plade ona hand 
orgen by a feller wich knose how to play it, I bet it wude make yure 
ears wiggle, yes in deed! But the sheppered he didden say nothin, 
jest flooted a way like he wude bust. Pretty sune there was troops, 
but not sojer troops, of nice girls sech as Mary, thats the house maid, 
wude be if she diddent have much close on, and thay was a singin fine 
like a choquire in church. Billy he harked a wile, and then he said 
thats good, and flang em some hapennys, but no they wudent tuch 
em! So Billy he said I never seen the like, never, thay wil find their- 
selfs in the work house if they pform for jest nothing at all, serve 
em rite, Ile go see if I can finda Punch and Jewdy sho. 

So Billy he went on and on til he met a ole wuman wich was a wockin 
with 2 crutches, one under each arm, she had gray hair, secha wicked 
lukinolewuman! Wen Billy see her he sassed her, sayin did her mother 
kno she was out, and evry sech badness wich he cude ackuse her of, but 
she only grinned, shoin her snaggy teeths, and said little boy, you 
mind my crutches a minnit wile I run home and eat a baby, Ime so 
faint, dont you dare to wock with em, cos you cant, they are too long, 
yude have to stick em in the ground. So she dropt em and ran a way 
like a deer, and Billy tuke em up and tried first thing to put em under 
his arms like hern, but he had to find a soft place and put the pints in 
the ground, then he got his arms over em, but ina minnit he was up 
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in the air, cos the crutches was made of green wood and they tuke 
root and grode, the soil was that rich! Then he was a frade to let go 
so he kep a bein lifted hi upper til he was out of site of land, may 
a thowsen hunderd miles hi! Pretty sune it was ol dark, but after a 
wile he see a little round spot of lite rite a bove his head wich kep a 
gettin bigger and bigger, not his head did but the spot of lite, and 
bimebi he come tite up out of a well in a town wich he had never see 
before! Then Billy he stept ashore and wocked threw the streets, 
but noboddy was there, the peoples was ol dead, but as he went on 
he heard some boddy a singin in a house, and this was the tune : 
Kitteny, catteny, mi’kery, mew, 
y, ummelly, fetherum, foo! 
Sealskin soop’s a sooperior brew— 
Grayfish, crabapple, blackberry, Boo! 

Wen Billy herd that hewent in the house, and there was a little 
huntch back feller with eyes like sossers, a settin on some “a bags 
and he said thé huntch back did, wot did Billy want, and Billy said 
Ime a seekin my forten. So'the huntch back he laft jest like he had , 
tooth aik, and hesaid Ivtel you'wot to do, little boy, you go down this | 
street til you come to a other) and you will seea omeey wel. Billy he 
said I kanow that wel a nuf,; wot else, and the hun back said you , 
get arope a bout ten ‘thowsanhunderd million miles long and let ° 
yoursef down that-wel. ‘Wen you get down turn to pen nennrge 
threw some sheep pasters; get over a stile and yule come toa lum 
rume, go rite on'and yule come out amung some teeths, like wales 
teeths. Dont worry:the»wale, but go into a Pallice like’ Bucknam 
Pallice, be sure youd@ont stop to dinner nor sit down to warm you, 
then you will come out of abig flower a groin ona vine. Dont pick 
the flower, but keep your nese be fore you, and yule pas a ole man if 

ou are wise. Wen you @ome to acros rodes were there is a feller 
fike a hay stack you mussent'be leave a word he «ays, but foller yure 
tose to the first house on your rite. 7 oe 

Then Billy he said» wy, that wude le my fathers house, andthe » 
huntch back said yes, it was open so that objecktion, but mind he:must 
stop there and go to-workas hard as ever heende, and he wude fine | 
his forten, and he mus mever, never, never, read notty, wicked, fairy 
storys, notif he dide forit! And Billy su Ud he wude. 


Blitherum, blatherum, catch em a live 
11 is 20 and 7 is 5! 


—— ———_— - 


AN UNHAPPY MEDIUM. 


Yes, I’m a lugubrious sort ofa bard, 
Assuming a jocular tone, 

And, deeming my “ lines’’ to be awfully hard, 
Suppose that the fault is my own. 

And yet my misfortune, as well as my fault, 
Is crushing me under its ban ; 

I don’t in the common-place guiltily halt, 
But cannot get far in the van. 


I pine in obscurity day after day, 
But nothing my energy damps ; 

In playing the rd/e I am destined to play, 
And spending a fortune in stamps. 

But still you’ll agree it is horribly sad, 
That almost all editors should 

Eternally tell me that, though I’m “ not bad,” 
I’m not yet sufficiently good. 
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I’m thought to be very amusing indeed 
By many 2 feminine friend ; 

I figure in albums that no one will read, em 
And there my abilities end. By 

’Tis hard being better than those of your “ set,” BSP 
’Tis harder receiving this hint,— | 


** Sufficiently clever fur manuscript, yet 
Without enough talent for print.” 
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Wanted ! 


An advertisement states that a lady is required as nursery governess 
in a gentleman's family. Having done this it goes on to say that in | 
addition to a thorough knowledge of English, French, Music, and 
Latin, the lady will be required to make the children’s clothes. 
Genteel children are, asa rule, better clad than taught ; but the reverse 
is likely to be the case in this instance. Such combination of profes- 
sions is, to say the least, peculiar, and if it is to obtain we may look 
before long for announcements of ‘‘ Tailoring and Tuition done here ;” 
S wee Garments and Grammar repaired on the Shortest 
Notice.” 


ot ra 5h 


A Theatrical Por-cine. 
Wuy do managers avoid roast pork ?—Because they don’t care 
about Pig’ ot. 
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LIGHT AS AIR. 


Customer (to proprietor of large establishment) :—“‘I WANT A MOURNING SUIT, PLEASE.” 
Proprietor :—“ WHAT I8 THE BEREAVEMENT, MAY I Ask ?”’ Customer :—** My Moruer-1n-Law.” 
Proprietor (to distant shopman) :—‘‘ Mr. Brown, SHOW THIS GENTLEMAN TO THE ‘ LicHT AFFLICTION DEPARTMENT.’ ” 
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NEXT WEEK'S NEWS. 


Severau directors of public companies will be charged with fraud 
by the shareholders who expected to get 20 per cent. for their money, 
and didn’t. Poor thieves will be sent to prison and rich ones home to 
their friends. A dead fly will be found in the cistern of a West End 
Club, and Parliament will deliberate upon the subject. Mr. Bright 
will write a letter to a constituent which will be “ wilfully misunder- 
stood.’”” The Spanish special of the Zelegraph will mention his “ claw- 
hammer coat,’ and refer to his friends in business. Several jewel 
robberies will be committed and the police will be upon the track of 
the culprits. They will remain there. The Lords of the Treasury 
will issue an order making Civil Servants responsible for everything 
that appears in the agony columns. There will be a strike and a lock- 
out. The strikers will be called conspirators and the lockers-out will 
be called victims. A celebrated public character will lecture upon the 
Drama, Politics, Literature, Art, Military Tactics, Sociology, Decimal 
Coinage, Typhoid Fever, Himself, his Friends, and his New Trousers. 
Metropolitan magistrates and country juries will strive for the palm 
of idiocy. The Metropolitan magistrates will win by a short head. 





Paradoxical. 


A notorious humbug says that his crooked dealings are often 
caused by straitened circumstances. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


HOCOLAT 











BABY. 


(“ Arrer Suckxiine.” Brerore SPANKING.) 


Tuey called him tiddy ickle sing, 

And soothing syrups they did bring 
To stem the rising squall. 

In vain they sought for secret pin, 

And gave him peppermint and gin— 
Yet louder did he bawl. 


Beneath his petticoats his feet, 

Like little mice who pussy meet, 
Did twist and twirl about; 

And O! he roared in such a way— 

No costard seller blithe and gay 
Gives half so loud a shout. 


His tears an instant cease to flow— 

Anon he wildly squeals, as though 
Some flea had bit him badly. 

Poor pa he rises up in ire, 

Strong argument does him inspire— 
Things end for baby sadly. 





Tue Cominec Race.—The Oxford and Cambridge. 


MENIER. 








FOR LUNCHEON. 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phonix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Dectors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—Lendon, March 6, 1875. 
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TO A QUERULOUS POET. 


TELL me not in fluent verses 
All your miseries and wrongs ; 

Why should troubles, tombs and hearses, 
Aye be burden of your songs ? 

You of all men, sure, should know it, 
That the comic muse is gay, 

And the real comic poet 
Lives in laughter every day. 


Though he be in want of money 
To attain his simplest ends, 
Tis his duty to be funny, 
Thus make joyance for his friends. 
Learn the lesson, friend, I give you, 
Let your verse be pleasant chaff ; 
Work like yours will not outlive you— 
You but angle for a laugh. 


Leave all troubles to the tragic, 
Leave dull morals to the dull, 

Soon you'll find your fun, like magic, 
Penetrate the thickest skull. 

Leave to Tennyson and Browning 
Dreams of fame and hopes of pelf ; 

You, whose line’s but pleasant clowning, 
Must abandon thought of self. 


CAPERS. 


I’ve no objection to a pun, 
Providing it’s a bright’n ; 

And scribble little things for Fun, 
Then fancy I’m a Crichton. 

And though I do not care a bit 
’Bout writing for the papers, 

I like, at times, to show my wit, 
And cut my little capers. 


I dream of many a mighty deed, ERS 


Like every young beginner ; | ow 

But fear I never can succeed, 
Except it be at dinner. 

My appetite was never spoiled 
By melancholy vapours; 

Give me my leg of mutton boiled, 
Then can’t I cut my capers! 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


A Peck of Troubles is a tempting-looking, if objectionably named, 
hook, published by the Sunday-school Union for young readers. In 
it is shown conclusively, so far as paper and ink go, that itis best to be 
honest and true, and if the good boys were not so very virtuous, and 
the bad boys so extremely sinful, we might have felt inclined, after 
reading, to give up our own miserable mediocrity and go in for one 
side or other of the question. But we cannot go the lengths in either 
case that seem to be necessary, and so while recommending the book 
to those who believe in this kind of literature, we reserve to ourselves 
the right of continuing our mildly innocuous career. 

Those people who are always ready to prove that the human race 
has deteriorated even in their time will do well to study Mr. Planché’s 
new Cyclopedia of Costume. After duly considering the Part for- 
warded to us, we are prepared, while admitting the great care and 
attention which have been bestowed on it by both author and artists, to 
bet on the beauty of modern men, as well as on the incomprehensibility 
of ancient horses, and the decided advantages of the present system of 
dress, stove-pipe hat not excepted. 

We have been favoured with a pen which its inventor says “‘ writes 
by simply dipping it into cold water.” This looked like saving us 
much work, and so we watched, after dipping, with great anxiety. But 
the pen made no outward or visib'e sign; and “up to the time of 
going to press” it remains at the bottom of the water-butt, as obsti- 
nate as ever. 





MAGAZINES FOR MARCH. 


Maemillan’s is unusually solid this month, and will be found ex- 
tremely useful to those who like an excuse for their after-dinner nap. 
Some “ lines on the recovery of Prince Leopold””—who is, by the way, 
called “ gallant youth ’’—are neither particularly happy nor requisite. 
Dean Stanley, the writer, is evidently anxious to show that he can 
assist at something other than funerals. This is good, but the “ black 
work” evidently suits him best, 

In the Gentleman’s, Mr. Francillon’s paper on the peculiar tastes and 
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THE ART OF DRAWING. 


Mistress :—‘* Yes, Mary, THAT GOOSE WAS VERY NICE AND MILD.” 
Mary :—“ Yes, u’m. I THOUGHT IT WOULD BE; COOK DRAWED IT MILD.” 








requirements of great authors will be read with interest. To slightlv 
alter the words of the old song, some like coffee, some like tea, and 
some like a little drop of soda and B. Not that there is any particu- 
lar mention of this latter literary “lotion” of the present day. 
Neither is there any reference to the famous writer who was once 
heard to say that bread-and-cheese was good stuff to write on, but 
beefsteak was better. That such a marvellously clever remark as this 
should have escaped Mr. Francillon’s observation passes our comprehen- 
sion, and we trust that in future papers he will devote some space toit. 

There are several good thingsin Temple Bar. The best of them is the 
second notice of the much objected to but still more read Greville 
Memoirs, the reviewer of which is somewhat of a humorist. After all 
that has been written and said about the Clerk of the Council and his 
editor, we are decidedly of opinion that if anyone were to find and 
publish some memoirs of Adam and Eve or Judas Iscariot, there 
would be lots of contradictions and counter assertions furnished by 
persons who remembered the writer well. Also various proposals for 
the book’s suppression from friends of the survivors. 

Among many good things in the Saturday Journal one stands out 
pre-eminent. This is called ‘‘ Horse-racing as a Business ;”’ and a very 
| queer business it is, according to our author. He tells us that the 
| highest impost in a handicap is 8st 121b; that “ £1,000 sterling, even, 
|has been presented to a successful jockey”; that the difference 
between 8st 12lb and 7st is thirty-two pounds; that a rider on his 
| death-bed confessed that he had, by means of signs given during trials, 
| conveyed “all that took place’’ to a tout perched in a tree three- 
| quarters of a mile off; and many other stories of a like kind. O 

Augspur, Augspur, thy glory is indeed departed! 

| The Argosy, despite its motto, is not “laden with golden grain” 
| this month, its most sterling contributor, Johnny Ludlow, being 
| noticeably absent. There is, though, some fairly good reading well 
| worth the money. 

| Le Follet’s lovely ladies appear bedecked according to the laws 
| which govern the world of fashion. One of them seems to have grown 
| somewhat, but then art is proverbially long. This may account for 


SSS 


more difficult things than are found in the study of fashion plates. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 10, 1875. 
[Carrtoon. ] 
MASTER AND MAN. 


As this is a country of perfect equality, 

Where rich ad 9 ‘shats poor are all treatedialike, 
The poor move about with the greatest.of jollity 
Singing elond, with a tol the rol lollity, 

“ Won't it be-nice when we turmout on:strike ! 
Down in South Wales, you. know, 
Workmen are bound to-go, 

Whether they’re willing to take work. or leave it, 
‘Cause the employer proud 
Has with his fellows vowed 

That unless-all, not one half shall receive it.” 
Thus spoke a workman gay, 

Anxious for extra pay, 
“ We've got a want, letius-strike andiachieve it.’ 


Oh yes, in this:country there's perfect equality, 
ich men and’ poor are all'treated as one ; 
And having regardito the state of our polity, 
Isn't it fine that, with, tol the rol lollity, 
Men may, turnout and take part in the fun ? 
Somehow or other, though, 
Labour has founda foe :— 
“ Mien must be goodior we'll)soon teach ’em reason. 
Think, if they had their way, 
What we:should have to pay ! 
Why, this behaviour:seems worse than high treason!” 
Thus spoke a master loud; 
Strong in his wealth, and proud, 
“ Keep ‘em in quod during all the dull season!”’ 
meeaiprenns 


drama, and when people who: never did anything to effect. 


consideration, small things are 
One of the greatest curses-of 


altered for the better, in that respect at all events. But when we 
find the Examiner of Plays taking part in a supper given at a play- 
house to commemorate the suecess of a piece, and, in his gratitude, 


the press to respect their positions and avoid an intimacy which must 


Examiner seems, in the fulness of his heart—we will not say stomach 
~—to have been rather oblivious of fact. When he spoke glowingly 


rather unfortunate. It is, indeed, buta very short time since opera- 
bouffe was played at the Lyceum, and by no means the best. specimens 
of their kind were selected. It is tobe presumed the lessee profited 
by the transaction. We trust it will be understood that we have no 
feeling whatever in the matter beyond a natural desire that all 
persons holding high and responsible functions should take the 


own personal reputations, but those which belong to the offices they 
hold. That the feast was a graceful recognition of past favours 
we are only too ready to adnnt; and doubtless the supper, 
or the friendships formed at it, will in no way affect the 
Examiner's judgment with regard to future plays. Still, 
there will net be wanting ill-natured people to say ill-natured 
things. However, by a merciful dispensation of Providence, good 
may be educed from the most unpromisieg of sulyjrcts. Those people 
who have sneered at the critics for so long, and who have so often 
accused them of being bought by suppers, will hardly now be able to 
ventilate their notions without introducing a much more pretentious 
element than that which has sufficed them hitherto. And so, perhaps, 
the Examiner of Plays may have earned his supper, and done good 
service after all. 
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*“‘ Ts our Civilizaticn a Failure P’’ 


Aw advertisement for a servant at a school a little way in the 
country says, “‘no washing, cooking, knives, or windows.” ‘This might, 
from the servant. girl's point of view, be considered an easy, but rather 
exposed, ‘ situation.’ It would, however, be hardly the kind of school 
for ‘‘ young gentlemen,” unless indeed hardihood and savageryare really 
the greatest requirements of modern life. And in the face of many 
recent events, we at all eventsare hardly inclined to deny that they 


are. 
Unsroken Reposr.—The “ Rest’ of the Bank of England. 
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108 FUN. 


At a time when there is much. outcry about the purification ofi the 
small change has been. effected are laying claim to a vast amount of 
to attract large: attention. 
literature and dramatic art has 


for long been a kind of pot-house intimacy existing between theatrical 
people and theatrical critics; and it was hoped that things had now 


making honeyed speeches, how can we expect the poor hirelings of 


materially affect the value, if not the justice, of their opinions? ‘The 


about legitimacy, and disparaged opera-bouffe, the gushing official was 


greatest care lest a breath of suspicion should sully, not only their 
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PONTIFEX McCANNISTER, M.P. 


‘“‘ Memper returned to serve in the present Partiament. Borough 
,of Coke-upon-Littleton. Pontifex McCannister, of London, in the 
County of Middlesex, Esquire, in the place-of John Smith, Esquire, who 
has accepted the office of Steward of Her Majesty's Chiltern Hun- 
‘dreds.’”” Pontifex McCannister read the announcement in the London 
| Gazette, and a flush of conscious pride spread its.crimson pennon upon 
his brow. The ambition of his life was attained. It was a fluke, he 
knew ; but then flukes score, and Yorkshire ones are good potatoes ; 
and'very good potatoes indeed were the letters M.P. to the soul of 
their new proprietor. 

When he had read the paragraph backwards and forwards and 
downside up, he cut it out and gummed it inside his hat, and felt jolly. 
But when, on the morrow, he received an official announcement that 
the-expenses of the election were £2,500, and that he would have to 
defray them, his heart sank down, and his knees knocked together, for 
the savings of his lifetime fell short of the sum, and he had long 
since retired from business. ‘‘ £2,500!” he exclaimed, with a groan; 
“why, [ thought the borough defrayed all the costs of election. Oh, 
what a fool I’ve been! Why didn’t I stick to the shop in the borough 
and leave politics alone.’”? You see he wae a simple-minded man, and 
had gotten himself into a mess. He had a consumptive wife, an 
invalid aunt, a rheumatic mother, and a bed-ridden father, and he 
kept them all out of the savings of twenty years’ trading in 
tri However, if he was: a fool. he was brave and honest. He had 
put up for Parliament, he had been elected, and he was not the man 
to shirk the consequences of his own rash act. 

By selling his property, pawning his watch, and making over the 
future corpses of his relatives to the College of Surgeons, he raised 
the required sum, and sent it off in halfpenny stamps to the Receiver 

inted by Law. When he dropped the letter into the post he 
m’t a halfpenny in the world, But he was a member of the 
Imperial Parliament of Great Britain, and that was something. 

In due course he went down to the House, shook the Speaker by 
the hand, politely inquired after the health of the Speaker's good 
lady, and took his seat for the ancient borough of Coke-upon- Littleton. 
Every night found him in his place, listening to the gorgeous oratory 
of the first legislative assembly in the umiverse. Every day—ah! 
here comes the terrible part of the.story. I blush to confess it—the 
fearful sentence trembles upon my pen—but the truth must be told. 
Every day, Pontifex McCannister had to work for his living. How? 
Oh ye Commoners of England, before whose eyes these lines shall 
fall, pause ere you follow this veracious history farther! Hide your 
faces from the light of day! Place your noble palms carefully before 
your eyes, and through your parted fingers read the rest ! 

In the daytime Pontifex McCamnnister, M P., was a mute, and in the 
evening he went out waiting—not in his right name mind you. No; 
he had the decency to call himself Buggins, and wear a false beard 
and a wig, so that no one should recognise him. But, alas! his iniquity 
did not end here. That invalid family had tremendous appetites, and 
Acts of Parliament, though food for reflection, are not sustenance for 
the body ; so, when funerals were scarce, and dinners out of season, 
he had to hold horses and run messages, and pick up cigar ends in the 
parks. It was very awful—but they were the only things he could do. 
It is true being an M.P. he might have sold his name to bubble eom- 
panies, and made a decent income in directors’ fees. But he was a fool, 
and considered such a course disreputable. 

Now all this time no one suspected that McCanni-ter and Buggins 
were one man. His appearance was always respectable in the House. 
He kept a suit of black to vote in, and when it got seedy it did for the 
funerals. After waiting at a dinner, he had only to remove his beard 
and wig, slip on a light overcoat, and go down to Westminster, as 
though he had come straight from the opera. 

He had continued this scandalous behaviour for about two years, 
when one day, while reading the newspaper, he came upon the case 
of some members of Parliament who had been charged with 
fraudulently aiding to float a bubble company. It was a very dreadful 
case, it seemed to him, but the judge summed up in their favour, 
and declared that M.P.'s, being men of. position, could do what 
they liked with other people’s money, and start as many rotten 
speculations as they pleased, and still be respectable. ‘This decision 
took a great weight from Pontifex'’s heart, for he felt sure that 
holding horses and picking up cigar ends was quite as honest 
a way of earning a livelihood as selling your name to doubtful 
concerns. So he just told everybody what he did, and waited to be 
made a Minister. But instead of rewarding him, the public cried 
shame upon him, the members hooted him out of the House, and 
his constituents called upon him to retire. Too late he found out his 
error. It isone of the unwritten laws of Society that a man who 
makes £1,000 a year by leading the widow and the orphan to destruc- 
tion is a gentleman, while the man who earns £1 a week by waiting 
at table is a cad. 

Pontifex McCannister was a stupid old fool, and fully deserved 
what befell him. But when the lapse of years had obliterated the 
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memory of the past, he profited by the lesson he had learned. He 
floated bubble companies by the score, and became a very great man. 


hisfriend. Magna est veritas et pravalebit. 


THE OPENING OF THE SEASON. 


kanconn LvucusratTions AND Epic ExpostuLations. 
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doesn’t :mean thatrit isn’t Lincoln ‘this week—-at Lincoln; but that it 
will be Lincoln all-over the: racing world:next. Oh, sir, when I think 
of the suit of green I always:weardn honour.of ‘the occasion, and of 
the-many happy ‘hours I spend in ‘the ‘society of ‘the Admiral and ‘the 
Official Keeper of (the Match Box, my-heart yearns for the Carholme 
and the delights:of ‘the turf:once more. 
The turf, ‘the'turf,.as free as surf, methinks I see it now ; 
Along‘the:rodfs I’hear'the hoofs of coursers.fleet.and fast ; 
Methinks a as‘they ‘fly, I-see ‘em-at it:now. 
Tis but:a: , and yet'they seem, and so I feel aghast. 

I'm often ‘taken ilike this now. My mind wanders, and only finds 
rest and -reliéf in ‘the realms of poesy. A little-cold pale is .also of 
assistance. But I'm not proud, and I neverscorned an offer of the 
more homely Irish. But poetry is ‘my'principal article of diet, and 
that man-who eat:a newspaper the other day with raw herrings to 
follow, to:show he was a gentlemen, could:only’have-done it because 
he'had ‘heard.of the large-amount.of literaturediurnally devoured by 
me. Imitation is, they say, the sincerest ‘form of flattery, but I’d 
rather'have a steak myself,.or ‘a drop of'the:aforemill. But, failing 
both, I:can, such is ‘the ingenuous :constancy and ‘innocent birdlike 
happiness of nry nature, always fall back onthe poetic faculty, and in 
proof of this I will stip you <a stave, and staveyou a tip at the same 
time, for next \week's;great ‘inaygural race of ‘the 1575 flat racing 
season. Ah, many’s ‘the flat that will start racing next weék at 
Lincoln, and find, by the time he has arrived at Leamington and the 
last of the season, that it would have been something in his pocket if 
he’d never been born. I don't know if this is an original observation. 
I rather fancy it isn’t, because it came out so easily. So I expect it’s 
Tupper—a kind of light reading useful ‘to a racing man during ‘his 
winter's idleness, and instructive withal. But to get en with the 
Lincoln Handicap :— 

Shall I with Gunner make.a.shot ? 
Shall I for Kaiser go ? 

On Ironstone put on :the pot, 

Until he’s in the market hot ? 

Or shall I quite a dark ’un spot P— 

I’ve half as good a mind as not— 
To prove I’m in “ the’ know.”’ 


Thuringian Prince will‘many quell, 
The gelding moves with speed ; 
Old Thorn’s a rather likely swell, 
And Vril may yet bear off the bell, 
While some whose names won’t come in -well 
Alarm me sore when I would tell 
Who'll finish with' the lead. 


T’ll make a plunge and then be done: 

On Truth I'm bound to stand; 
And though I hate to make.a pun, 
As all you know who study Fun, 
Methinks you'll find Truth gelding’s won, 
Whene’er the race is fairly run. 

Oh, then, what coin I'll land! 


But if another still you'd choose, 
Commend your quids to Vril— 

And Kaiser's chance I don’t abuse; 

While those who back. Patrician shoes 

May yet receive the blissful news 

That she who wears ’em didn’t lose, 
But moved ’em with a-will. 


Now then, my merry little poets, what do you think of that? I 
should like to know who was the best man among you before I came 
back. All answers to be prepaid,and addressed to the faithful, even 
if a little over-abilitous, AvuGsPUR. 

—EooIIIEEEEeEeEeEeEeEEESeEE—EoeEeEeeeeeeeeee 


A Frencu Vur@sar Fraction.—The Extreme Left. 


—< 
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It is not very long age that one of the highest judges in the land 
referred te him from the bench as a man he had the honour to call 


Sir,—The extraordinary suecess’which attended my efforts last 
week to inform you which will»win ‘the Oxford and Cambridge boat- 
race emboldens me to again address you. I am the more particular 
about explaining why I write mow, and trouble you two numbers in 
succession, because I know:itdoesn’t matter, and because if I don’t write 
while you believe I have given ‘the:boat-raece winner, perhaps il may 
have no chance afterwards. Besides, itiis Lincoln next week. Which 


trate is known as. a “ beak.”’ 
paid and unpaid bills ? 





Eun. 








SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS. 





No. XL.—A BIT OF MY MEND. 


‘Or all professions I regard 
With sentiments antagonistic, 
There’s none I've loath’d:so long and ‘hard 
As that which people eall “* Arfistic.”” 
And if that calling has a phase 
I’ve:held in venomous derision 


Throughall.my , eventful days, 
It is:its** Comic ” subdivision ! 
And:he, ing whom I tind 
There's daily in-my breast arising 
A hatred, which a demon's mind 
Alone succeeds in realizing, 
Is he who draws those stupid things 
To put above my lovely verses, 
And knows the good my rhyming brings 
His wild absurdity disperses! 
My lines, indubitably good, 
And singularly clear and pointed, 
By his confounded bits of wood 
Are rendered painfully disjointed ; 
To‘far Boulogne I’ve often run 
(Omitting my address to mention) 
To try and get some verses done, 
Without attracting his attention : 
But when my footsteps homeward stray’ 
With sly and sneaking exultation, 
He'd bring some headings ready-made 
And come and meet me at the station. 
How often in my nightly dreams, 
Although I give him words of honey, 
I weave impracticable schemes 
To poison him.and get his money ! 
Although a thing, I wish to state, 
I hold.in utter execration, 
And dauntlessly repudiate, 
Is scurrilous vituperation ; 
If'half the things he makes me say 
Were only distantly suspected 
By those who brought me up, I may 
Observe they would be much affected. 
The heading to this very song— 
That mad, unprincipied abortion, 
With feet that seem to.me too long, 
And fingers out of all propartion— 
This thing, that can’t be said to be 
A speaking likeness— Fate forbid it !— 
This TH1ne’s intended, sir, for ME ; 
And that confounded upstart did it! 





Bill, owe, there! 


Ix what we may be permitted to call slanguage a judge or a mazgis- 
«beak May our magistracy then be classed as 
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WOOD OR ASPHALTE ? 


City Magistrate :—*‘ THI8 RECKLESSNESS MUST BE STOPPED. YOU ENDANGER LIFE WITH YOUR FURIOUS DRIVING; BESIDES, YOU NEVER 
CARED WHAT THE O88 FELT.” Prisoner :—‘‘ PLEASE IT WAS THE ASSFELT, YOUR WORSHIP.” [ Three months immediately. 


DOTS AND LINES. | of culpable manslaughter and sentenced to six months’ imprison- 

New Coroner for Middlesex insists on what he considers his rights, | ment without hard labour. Some dreadful culprit who steals a penny 
Coroner’s rights seem very much like other people’s wrongs. But the loaf will have a double dose for this. 
would-be Coroners need not be in a hurry. = Much agitation shown 
at the Cape with regard to Langalibelele. Not the Cape of Good 
Hope now. Quite the reverse. = New Serjeant-at-Arms appointed for THE PATRIOT’S GRATULATION. 
the Commons. Position actually given to the best qualified candidate. 
Where’s Conservative reaction after that? = Asylums near Liverpool 
filled with people under the influence of the new revivalists. Musthave | [wae a wreath of ruddy roses, red as brandy-blossom noses, 
been mad before, or they never would have run the risk of discovery. = Bring a bunch of dainty lilies, red as sea-sick lady’s face ; 
Directors of a bubble company charged at the Mansion House with | gpread my best bandanna o’ at eek put a pewter pot b A 
failing to comply with the regulations of the Act. Being very small | phen absquatulate, and leave me in this spider-haunted place } 
sinners, a full measure of justice was meted out tothem. We must —s : , 
be thankful for small mercies. — More Spanish victories. The only | How the state of things has altered since the days when first I 
country in the world where both sides come off best. Always| faltered ; 
excepting Ireland under Home Rule. = Milkman summoned for | Little hymns of Dr. Watts’s at a scolding mother’s knee, — 
wheeling milk on a footpath. Magistrate favourable. Had evidently | Since those days of bib and tucker, when my father went a mucker— 
been run down by perambulating nursemaids. Besides, there’s a great | Took to picking ladies’ pockets, and was sent across the sea. 


connection between milk and babies. = Farmer sixty years old tried | we are wiser now, m t : isaste 
y e y masters, since those days of drear disasters, 
for the abduction of a girl of fifteen. As, however, he had bound | when a dozen banks stopped payment on a Friday afternoon ; 
ee owe by = pron, 5 an scenes = a And our tripping feet find pleasure in a more methodic measure, 
o find out what the Regimen xchanges Act will r y a of Life’s pian ; 
passed. That it will be we'll bet, as it’s made for the rich. = Grave- On tae Bape 6 Sas viruses wa png @ epee his 
digger buried alive while at work: ‘There’s a divinity doth | We have purged a noble city since the poet in his ditty 
shape our ends rough-hew them how we will.” So said a gentleman | Sang of men who bartered honour for the sake of shining gold ; 
who knew something of the craft. — Arrival of the crews at | Lo! the “centre bit” is banished, and the “alum bread”’ is vanished, 


Putney. Crews and cruise about is fair play. ‘“ Fair play be hanged, | And the fever dens of London are but memories of old. 


I want to win!’ This also at Putney. — New paper promised, ° 

entitled Sport and Play. “ What's sport “ you is play to me,” as the | oe eS en ae va 1 me Gam of panda anndges, 
frog didn’t say in the fable. = Bendigo harks back, but is reclaimed. | wr, are now a pious eaitiet oat de Wiieke Gal Biection 

And all his friends would play at “religion” instead of pigeon-| we have plucked the nut of knowledge from the heavy-laden tree 
shooting if the gain were as great or as certain for them. = Shaker | i! y ; 
declared insane. Not half so insane, or a tithe so mischievous, as our | Oh, I'm cock-a-hoop with pleasure, and I drain a double measure 
new Stigginses and Chadbands. = Regent’s Canal just discovered to | When I ponder on the glories of the land in which I dwell. 

be polluted. What an age of discovery this isto be sure! Perhaps | Let us drain an S. and B., sir, to the Kingdom of the F rer, sir, 
one day we shall discover who's responsible. -= Surgeon found guilty | E’er my keeper comes to lock me up again within my cell. 


By a Lunatic LAvREATE. 
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A DRAMA OF THE PRESENT DAY. 
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LOCK OUT v. LOCK UP; OR, JUSTICE IN HER DOTAGE. 
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YE BARDES DESYRE. 


An I of formes to tak my choyce 
Were at this momente free, 
I’d be ye birde whose tuneful voyce 
I heere on yonder tree. 
He onlye singes whan he’s inclynde 
Hys constitucion’s sounde ; | 
Ande he has ne ye rente to fynile 
Whan Quartere Daye commes rouxde. 


From twigge to twigge he hoppes aboate, 
No woes his harte oppress, 

And whan at morne he turneth oute 
He has not gotte to dress. 

"Tis true hys songe he has to synge 
Withoute a syngers fee, 

But that’s aboute ye onlye thynge 
In which oure lottes agree. 


Watery, grave. 


Wituram Smit, a Birmingham boatman, was con- 
victed the other day of wasting water belonging to the 
Canal Company, by neglecting to properly fastem some 
lock-gates after passing —-. This: is doubtless a 
very heinous offence, for which William wasvery properly 
punished. We have yet to learn, however, that the | 
crime‘was sufficiently great to warrant the Daily Post’s 
conduct in speaking of the culprit as ‘‘deceased.”’ As | 
dead men can tell no tales, surely they can waste no | 
water. But then they order these things better in | 


Brummagen. 


Cribcracking Conundrum. 
To THE EprrTor. 


| 
Srr,— While committing jewel robberies in the neigh- | 
bourhood ef Windsor, and watching the police “ on the 
track of the thieves,’ I often fall imfe a comic vein, and 
think connndrums. The other day, while on a visit to 
Lord Ellenborough, I thought the fellowing: Why is 
a burglar with a big beard, when he’s hunted down, | 
like a Puseyite?—Because he’s a tracked hairy ‘un. 
(Tractarian). See? Yours, Fawney Procmsr. [Yes, 
we see, and if ever you send such a thing to us again, 
Mr. F. F., we'll send our office boy dowm to your 
little game. Not being “an aetive and i igent | 
officer,” it wouldn’t take him long.—Eb. ] | 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 
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Ir has pleased Mr. Collette, of the Prince of Wales's Theatre, to | 


transfer his services to the Royalty. It has pleased the management | 


to accept him and his new farce with a crack-jaw, hair-oil, patent 
medicine title. The farce and the actor have pleased the audience, 


and so the cup of everybody’s pleasure at the Dean-street Bandbox | 


should be complete. By-the-way, now that all doubts on the subject 


of excessive drinking among women are removed, ladies might take a | 
hint from Za Périchole and learn how to be drunk without being | 


objectionable. | 

The little house in the Haymarket continues te hold its own with | 
its more advertising and better puffed brethren. The sent enter- 
tainment nightly draws decent audiences, and cannot fail, o 
it does, of pure English comedy, to attract the higher order of play- 
goers. Firstly there is Home, translated from L’ Aventuwiére ; then .4 
Fair Encounter, taken from Les Souliers de Bail ; and finally, The Serious 
Family, adapted from Un Mari dans le Campagne. This is as it should 
be at a house which is more intimately associated than any other with 
origina! and unsuccessful dramatists. 

The 100th night of Hamlet at the Lyceum was celebrated by a 
supper; to which Messrs. Bateman and Irving's friends, including those 
om thepress, were invited. Of course everybody drank everybody’s 
health, and among those who came in for a special share of favour 
was the new Examiner of Plays, « ho seems to have been present in his | 
official capacity. Concerning the good taste as well as the correctness | 
of this latter proceeding, we have made some passing remark.in another | 
column, and so need not enter upon the matter here. 

Madame Tussaud’s Exhibition benefits by the recent election at Stoke- 
upon-£rent in the way of a “ full- life-size portrait model ” of | 


the new Member of Parliament, Dr. Kenealy. After the exhibition | 


Kenealy, dishonoured Bencher, degraded Barrister, and now M.P., | 
made of himself in the House the other night, his place is perhaps 


consisting, as | 
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Waiter :—“ Dip you CALL, six ?”’ 
Irish Traveller :—* Suvrge I pip; AND IF YOU DON'T BKING ME MY 
DINNER I’LL SEND If AWAY AGAIN.” 
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THE BALD HEAD. 


Tg wave s:noothes the stones as it-rolls on for ever, 

The shrill winds of autumn the withered leaves sever, 
The corn by the sickle’s o'ertaken. 

Hard work and long years have their missions as keen : 

They have shorn all my locks, and no gleaner can glean 
One sheaf when the field is forsaken. 


Woe is me! ah, my sorrow! Dear days are no more, 
When [ tasted such bliss in the moments of yore ,— 
The torrents of youth will not linger. 
Oh, what has Fate done with my darling so fair, 
Who, calling pet names, passed hands through my hair— 
Each a sylph-like and fairy-like finger. 
What is man as defined? He's a hairy-roofed brute ; 
But I’ve not. a down on the cranium hirsute! 
Hirsute? Bah! an adjective bootless. 
My beauty, who toyed with the locks now bevaft, 
Has passed like my ornament. I, who am left, 
Once her suitor, alas! am hirsuteless. 


But some one says, “ B’ankdash can aid thee in need, 
Can scw on thy scalp a crinigerous seed, 
And give thee thy long locks omee more, sir. 
If he’s blessed who mketh two grass blades appear 
Where one blade grew evst, how more blest who can rear 
Two hairs where no hair was before, sir!’ 


tonne it ne 


|  [There’s alot more of this, but ite insertion in future numbers wil! 
| depend upon Mr. Blankdash’s idea of our advertisement rates.—Ep. ] 


A Brand New Joke. 


Wuew the Speaker shakes hand witha new member he does so in 


best found among “ the images.” Whatdoes Mr. Evelyn Ashley say ? order to Brand him M.P. 
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OUR GRANDMOTHERLY M.P.’S NIGHTMARE. 
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Ovr Grandmotherly M.P. had been reading so intently the opinions of the press That, when he retired to bed, he was quite frightened and restless ; 
in of recent doings in the House, 
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Who would beg him to choose a revolver and state his distance. And when our M.P. woke up, he was just withdrawing all the expressions he 
had used, and shaking hands over it. 


G@@e~ We hasten to explain to all Irish members that this is intended entirely in a Pickwickian sense. But we’re a dead shot. 
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JOHNNY ON THE MALE NOBILITY. 


Sammy Dorry, wich has been up to Londen, he see a lord one day, 
and. wen he came back to home, I ast him did he see one wile he was 
up to London, and he said yes, he did, wot did I-take him for, did I 
think he wude come a way with out? Then I said wot did he luke 
like, and he said, Sammy Doppy did, wot-a fool thing to ask, wy, jest 
like any boddy, of course, did-I spose lords was angels, nonsense, he 
diddent care 2 pins forem! Butnext time him and me tockt a bout 
it he said the lord he seen was\mity fine and'shiny, and now wen ever 
he tels'a bout it he says, Sammy Doppy does, you never see sech a 
site in your life, cos he was covered with gole and diments, that lord 
was, and was aridin 3 horses to once, stannin up jus like a cirks, 
money bags, too, and a pedigree long like your leg, with more brush 
onto the end than:a oxes! Sammy Doppy has'tole it that way til he 
thinks it is so,,.but between me and you wy wasent it that way first 
time, I think he tocks.:too much with his mowth for a little feller like 
him wich has got a red headed mother, too, yes, in deed. 

Once they was a lord wich had aslave, and he said you ot to be 
very grafle, I can tel you, that your master aint a common feller, and 
the slave said yes, he was, and then thot a wile and said agin yes, in 
deed, wot a fine feller you are,to be sure, how many legs, and the 
lord he said two, of course. Then the slave he said yes, I see, but 
how many arms, and the lord he said two agin, and the slave said jus 
80, I otto have kanew that with out assin, how many heads? And the 
lord! said one. Then the slave said trew, wot cude he do with more, 
how'many boddys, and the lord said one beddy, and one head, and 
two: arms, and two legs, you fool, now dont ask more stoopid ques- 
chions, and the slave alll he woudent, cos the subject was exosted, 
except jus sayin a lord seemed to be a bout the commonest feller 
wich wasto be found. But if it was'me I wude have kanockt of the 
slaves head for bein sassy! 

Once there was some lords come to our village, and stopped ol nite 
to the Fiddlers Arms, cos their trap had broke down so they cuddent 
go no further, that was everso longa go, fore my time, but Mary, 
thats the house:made, she remembers it like yesterdy, cos wen they 
come out nex mornin to goa way Mary she wasin the swim. Gaffer 
Peters he was there, too, cos he says he got in the way, and one of em 
lickt him with a wip, but he is sech a vain ole man may be taint so. 


































Uncle Ned he says that were the niggers is to home some'of em is | 


lords, jest like ourn, a earl wears a cows tail tied onto him,,and dooks 
has-their noses split, and a markis is painted on the belly wite like a 
frog, and the others I forgit, cos there is so many kinds, more than 
you cude shake a stick at, Uncle Ned says, but wot wude' you want 
to for if you dassent hit em? 

A dook wich was offle proud, like a monky with a shave tail, he was 
a sleep, and he had a dreem wich he thot was ol shure a nuf. He 
dreemed, the dook did, that a little black feller'wich had horns like a 
cow, and a tale to match, only pinted, came to him'and said yon are 
proud, just like you was one of us, I mus take you down a peg, yes, in 
deed, Ile make you hummle as any lam, come a long with me, and Ile 
sho you yure famly ausisters. 

So they wocked out to gather, and the little black fel’er took him to 
a church yard and led him down some stairs, and they foun theirselfs 
in a other world, like on the under crust of a pie. And they see a 
long line of men, ol lords, a eatin, and a drinkin, and a gamblin, and 
makin laws, aud the dook was stuck up, cos he said I got these fellers 
olon my wols nice framed, did you ever see’ sech rum granfathers ? 
Bime by they got further a long, and they see some gennlemen, and 
the dook he blusht like my sister use to fore she was. marrid, and said 
there mus be some mistake. Pretty sune they come to a common sojer 
a mindin the flys off of William, but not my brother, the Conkerer, 
and then the dook he felt better agin, bat wen they come to some 
fellers a feedin pigs it made him sick, and he said wich was the 
ansisters? The next man was a sellin Winkles, cheetin too, like a 
thief, and the next un was stage manniger to a Punch and Jewdy 
sho, and thats wot Ide like to be, hooray ! 

Bime buy they foun a ugly chap in a stripid jacket, like a whasp, 
only no sting, just his hair and ears cropt, and a chane on his 
feets. Wen the little black feller pinted him out and emiled like a 
cole skutl the dook he pute his hands be fore his eyes, so, and groned 
like he had et. his cake and Billys up to. 

Then the black un he suid I aint got only but one more for to sho 
you, but pon my honner as a nobleman my own self Ime ol most a 
shamed to be so beastly crewel, I wish you was whel out of this, but 
here gose, behole the founder of the famly! And when the dook 
on his eyes out of hishands there stude the founder. It was a other 

ook ! 

If I was a dook Ide say to my sisters young man wot did you tel 
sech a notty story for to Johnny, like that? And then I wude say to 
my foot man here, you kick this feller good, cos wot wude be the use 
of hirin feet men if I done my own kickin ? 

Mary, thats the house maid, she said one day to Uncle Ned, Uncle 
Ned, cos-she calls him-that too, just like every boddy and he lets her, but 
if I was. hime Ide teech her wots wot, Uncle Ned, Mary, thats the | 


FUN. 


house maid, said, wen I git big Ime a goin to marry a lord, and he 
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said thats rite, Mary, never do anything in a hurry, take your time 
and do it wel, more haste littler speed, wen you have got as Ag A 
house you menshion itagin-and [le find you one, wot a fide lady = 
wil' be! But I bet she wil be mity glad to git the butchers boy fore 
she is halef so big. 

That feller come a sneakin a round here one Sunday wen there was 
no beddy to home, ol gone to church but meand Mary, and he come 
to the back dore and kanockt with his kanuckles, very soft, and Mary 
she went and said—wotdid he want, gowway. Then he got red into 
theface and said it was-a nice day, may Deit'wude rain, and she said 
yes. Then hesaid wot'a fine cat that was, wasit ourn, and she said 
yes agin, wot did he want, and he said) nothin, and she said nothin 
too, and bime by he said he mus go. So he wenta way, but pretty 
sune le-come back, cos I was a watchin, and Me said it was a other 
fine day, and she said wot ever did he-want. Then he kicked his foot 
a wile, and’ got redder, and said wot a nice girl she was, ho had fetcht 
her some thing, and she said wot i ce, let her see it! So the 
butchers doy he pull'some me ber of lis pocket and give it to her 
and wolked a way real.fast. en I’ went and said give me that, [le 
tel my mother, so Mary she give it to me, and it was in a paper, mice 
tide up, wot do you think? Jest a-cafs heart wich I no the wicked 
boy had stole out’of the ! Wen I see Mary was a goin to crie, 
cos she was a frade Ide tel, I was réal sorry like sho was my own 
sister, poor thing, so’T tole her to fri it/offle quick fore the fokes come 
home, and wen shie had did it you ot to see how I et it evry little 
tiny bit up! 

My father he says drank as a lord, but my mother she says thay 
dont. 


TO MY BEST-BELOVED. 


I Love her so! What though I left her free ? 
I know her constant as the Poles: ::'s glow- 
Go! breeze of Spring, nor rest on hiii or lea 
Till thow hast breathed to her this word frour me— 
“ T love her so!” 


Her 7 so bright! Ah, should they beara trace 
Of heart-sprung rain; let it be ne'er so light, 





Go! dry the ing, and each mark efface ; 
Bring back the ing beams that used to grace 
Her eyes so bright. 


Bach) ash-blonde tress, in sun-lit, silky shine, 

Greet with thy breath, in one long sweet caress, 
And say how longs my heart the bliss were mine 
To touch and kiss, and fondle and entwime 

Each ash-blonde tress. 


Her three-per-cents.? No! not a word of those ! 
Or, certes, she will know my true intents ; 
With quaint conceits depict her lover's woes ; 
But. best' keep back for sweet post-nuptial prose 
Her three-per-ceuts. 





A Biack Business. 


espearean revivals cannot be considered to have done 
everything for the education of the theatrical public, if we may judge 
by an advertisement in the Standard of a few days back whieh speaks 
of Mr. Creswick as Shylock and Miss Leighton as Desdemona, in 
the Merchant of Venice. Noone can deny, whatever the opinion held of 
this actress’s abilities may be, that she has been allotted more than 
her fair Portia-n. (This amply atones for the error.) 


Recent Shak 





Cheap Clubs please Note. 


Tue Licensing Act has received still another and stupider int-rpre- 
tation. ‘I'he Mayor of Darlington, in fining some men brought before 
him, stated that they were “ evading the law by drinking in a private 
house «efter eleven o'clock.” Is this because they were labourers, or 
what? Or is it because the Mayor of Darlington finds his own guests 
rather expensive after that hour, and wishes to give them a hint? 
Anyhow he stands between two fires. He is either idiotic or churlish. 
There is yet another chance for him-—he may be both. 


An Echo from the Globe. 

Mr. Lionet BrovGu, the popular comedian, has returned to the 
love of his early days, and is writing in the newspapers again. He 
this week contributes a spermine, pesegreph to the Echo concerning 
the invigorating qualities of a -knewn t medicine. He has 
recommended it to his brother and sister artists, administered # to his 
family, taken it himself, given it to his dresser, thrown it at the 
prompter, and new he introduces it to the public. That's the sort of 
‘“‘par’’ it is, and we look anxiously for future costributions from the 
same facile pen. 
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PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT. 


Workman (Owner of house having complained bitterly) :—“ Fixp A SMELL, 8IR? Ms AND MY MATE DON’T SMELL NOTHINK. It's ALL 
"ABIT, 8SIR—ALL ’ABIT.”’ 
Owner of House :—“* Yes; puT you sgE I AM NoT IN THE HABIT—— ESPECIALLY RIGHT UNDER MY DINING-ROOM WINDOW—— 


Workman (cheerily) :—‘*‘ Never MIND, SIR; YOU'LL ’AVE PLENTY 0’ TIME FOR PRACTISIN’ "AFORE WE'RE DONE!” 








SOME UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. ON A RECENT LITERARY FEED. 


Tuart a bill is to be introduced in Parliament making it illegal for | ‘ ” . 
any person whose annual income exceeds one hundred canada to | 7 - 7 on ast yl se Sa. 
die without the permission of Coroner Hardwicke. That the | O dia 7 dis a — ’ 
Licenser of Plays will take the chair at a Music Hall whenever | Th qe Se 100 GO, ia 

the lessee has a benefit, and will make a speech upon the stage. I nite gee 0 ee Ss 

That a grand dinner is to be given by the Lord Chief Justice | aoe rue pages a h i th ” 
to the directors of the Canadian Oil Wells Company, upon which | ne er can swallow Aa{/ they say. 
occasion each guest will be presented with an apology. That “From such a feast,” Tim’s friend replies, 


Mr. Gladstone’s next theological essay will be entitled ‘“ Moody and | ‘“‘ How could dyspeptic pains arise ? 
Sankeyism, and its bearings upen Lunatic Asylums.’? That a Starved | The Press would scarce eschew its rule 
Pauper Show will shortly be held at North Woolwich Gardens under | To spite the chest of such a fool. 

the auspices of the Charity Organisation Society. That the Crystal | And papers, so the cynics sing, 

Palace is to be turned intoa private asylum for the reception of clerical | Lie easily on anything.” 


and lady thieves. That the Marquis of Hertford has offered a prize | SS 

of a thousand pounds for the best picture of “the Lord Chamberlain |  Apvice to Psopze asour ro Invest 1n A Fonzian Loan.—Leave 
crushing the Can-can, and bestowing Government appointments upon lit a loan 

his ile i ~~, aes =e Ist of April nese the present | as uapeemmensuemnememdiienns 
sorters at the Post Office will be replaced by deaf and dumb negroes. | NOTICE !— Next week 

That in anticipation of the event, Lord John Mannners has had his | : 

private room fitted with a gallows, a thumbscrew, a whipping-post, | THE BOAT-RACE DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN. 
and a rack. | Paice Ong Penny. Prorvusety ILLUsTRATED. 








| FOR BREAKFAST. | MENIER 
a 


| oe 
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DISAPPOINTING. 


I wrote me a verse on the dulness of town 
In August, September, and June. 
I sat at the table and jotted it down 
In octo-syllabical tune : 
And also in syllables seven by five 
I wrote a “society ” rhyme, | 
In which I asserted I ne’er could contrive | 
To finish my copy in time. 


I next me a verse on my Editor penned, | 
And in it his rigour to shame 
I rushed into rhythm concerning the end | 
Of hoping to get me a name. | 
However, ere one of these efforts was done, 
Its notion, I’m sorry to say, 
Some horrid contributor writing for Fun 
Would placidly cabbage away. 


’Tis ever the way, when I think of a thing 
In time for the week after next, 
Next week I am certain to light on a string 
Of verse on the theme of my text. 
I've written these verses, but thoroughly know 
That when through the columns I search, 
I'll find that my readier rival will show, 
And again that I’m left in the lurch. 


‘MODEST! 


As long as I can brave the strife, 
You never hear me grumble; 
I think I’ve seen enough of life 
To tolerate a tumble. 
When Fate has pressed me very hard, | 
I may have felt it keenly ; 
But still I’m such a /ittle card, 
And don’t like acting meanly ! 


I never yet could understand 
Your radical equation ; 

To me it seems our lot is plann’d 
According to our station. 

And, goodness knows, mine's good enough 
For any little duffer ; 
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Enraged Musician :—“ I THOUGHT YOU TOLD ME THIS WAS A QUIET VILLA? 


os ts 
For if I’ve ne'er had quantum suff.— ZOUNDS! HERE, THE VERY FIRST MORNING COMES ONE OF THOSE DETESTABLE 

I've never had to suffer. onGANs!” . 
ee Landlady :—“ Writ, 8IR; YES, SIR; BUT, YOU SEE, MY CANARIES 


THE BEST SITE FOR THE CrRemaTION Society’s Heap- 
QvuartTeErs.—Berners Street. 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tus Alexandra Palace once more rears its head upon the hill | 
of Muswell, and Northern London is again joyful. The Great 
Northern Railway Company are having the water made a little 
stronger for their suburban steam-engines, and the shrieks of the 
safety valves may be heard afar off. There isa sound of revelry by 
night, for the shareholders meet after the carpenters and bricklayers 
have left off, and dance the dance that knows no sorrow, as they watch 
the steady progress of the structure, and in fancy draw the dividends 
they so well deserve. And they do deserve well, for their endeavour 
is to provide pleasure which, without being beyond the reach of the 
multitude, will be equal to the requirements of the most fastidious. 
The building differs very materially from that which preceded it, and 
is in many ways a decided improvement. The programme promises 
much, and beyond what is to be seen inside there is a deal that will 
be attractive set down for outside. Among other novelties will be 
found an asphalte trotting course, the first, we believe, of its kind in 
England. You may take a horse to the asphalte but you can’t make 
him trot, is likely to be the new reading of an old proverb if this 
‘rink ” is at all successful. ‘“ But lor, there’s some as you might take 
anywhere, and they ain’t gota trotin’’em. Asphalte won't make ’em 
trot, yer know.’ Part of a conversation heard on the ground the | 
other day, which may be interesting to our readers. It certainly bas the | 
extremely faint recommendation of being true. | 

We are glad to find, now the long expected change at the Alhambra | 
has at Jast come about, that our old friend J. A. Cave, whore experience | 
and ability no one can doubt, has been elected manager. Mr. Cave is | 
equally at home “ in front ” and on the stage, and however pleased his | 
friends may be at the selection, the friencs of the directors have no 


less cause for congratulation. 


} 





| place, and who has at last the chance of rehabilitating himself, 


CAN'T DQ WITHOUT THEIR MORNIN’ HORGAN, HAND I THOUGHT YOU'D ’AVE NO 
HOBJECTION TO THE ’ARMONY OF A BROTHER Hanrtis!”’ 





lunching in the City, makes a bold and particularly worthy bid for 
further support. He has opened a “ Scotch buffet’’—so culled, we 
presume, from the celebrated Lang’s, in Glasgow—the principal feature 
in which is, appropriately, ‘ he'p yourself.’”’ Everything is ready to 
hand, and the only trouble customers have is to remember all the 
doughty deeds they have done as they pass the cashier on their exit. 

r. Gye has issued his prospectus for the forthcoming Italian Opera 
season at Covent Garden, and a very brilliant one it is. One of its 
principal features is a promise of some Wagnerian wonders, Lohengrin 
among others, and so the critics seem to have work in store for them 
over the ‘‘ music of the future.” 

‘l here is little necessity, we presume, to remind our readers that Mr. 
E. P. Hingston’s benefit takes place to-morrow (Thursday) afternoon, 


at Drury Lane Theatre. 








- 


The Author’s Fee. 

Royaty has, we are gravely informed, ‘‘ honoured ’’’ Shakespeare by 
witnessing his play at the Lyceum. At a time when actors are 
‘‘creating’’ his characters, and managers are “regenerating the 
drama” with his pieces, it is as well that somebody should do the 
right thing by the poor old gentleman. His share in Hamlet is, of 
course, «mall compared with that of Messrs. Irving and Bateman, but 
as he is beyond the reach of fees and suppers, they can hardly grudge 
him this piece of Royal condescension in his favour. 


‘ ‘* All square!” 


A rirm advertises in a Notts paper for a “‘ circular sawyer.’’ This 


must be the typical round man who is always getting into the — 
May 


Mr. Alexander Gordon, who bas done much to improve the art of | he accept it and be happy. 
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THE CRIME OF 
POVERTY. 


An account re- 
cently published of 
the manner in which 
the very poor are 
treated at the Stam- 
ford Petty Sessions 
must make the blood 
of all men who do 
not happen to be 
Justices of the Peace, 
Peers of the Realm, 
or Ministers of Re- 
ligion, boil with 
indignation and dis- 
gust. Four poor old 
women were sum- 
moned for doing 
damage to the 
amount of sixpence 
while picking up 
sticks in Cliffe Forest 
during the inclement 
weather of the mid- 
dle of February. 
The plea set up by 
them was that they 
could not afford to 
buy coals, and it 
must certainly have 
been in derision of 
this abject poverty 
that the magistrates 
fined them £1 9s. 6d. 
each, “ including da- 
mages and costs,” 
or one month's 
hard labour. After 
a piteous scene, one 
of these poor old 
creatures, who said 
her husband was bed- 
ridden, and that as 
coals were eighteen- 
pence a hundred— 
an impossible price 
to her—she only 
went to get a few 
sticks to warm him, 
had—oh, miracle of 
mercy !—her penalty 
reduced to £1, but 
even that she could 
not raise, and the 
other amounts re. 
mained unmitigated. 
This simple state- 
ment speaks for it- 
self— there is little 
occasion for comment 
at our hands. In- 
deed, words are 
hardly strong 
enough to express 
our feelings. But 
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Sally :— Ou GRANNY, HERE'S A TOAD. 
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| | / 


Let’s TAKE IT HOME AND EAT IT.”’ 








of justice had been 
insisted on in his 
name, felt that he 
had done his duty as 
peer, and therefore 
father of the poor; 
and whether these 
magistrates dined 
wellandsleptcalmly, 
conscious that theirs 
was the path of rec- 
titude — which, of 
course,tothem means 
of riches. 





Hampstead Hill. 


Str RowLanp 
Hitt has published 
‘‘a personal state- 
ment,’’ complaining 
that the proposed 
fever hospital at 
Hampstead wil 
block up his back 
windows. This is 
hard on the inventor 
of penny postage. 
Surely a more de- 
serving object of 
punishment can be 
found. Where does 
the inventor of the 
halfpenny post card 
reside ? 





Thistle do. 


A Scorcu daily 
advertises for an 
editor who can fur- 
nish it with “ pointed 
articles.” Surely 
this is a waste of 
three and sixpence, 
in a land where 
thistles may be 
gathered gratis, and 
would be peculiarly 
palatable to the class 
of beings who ap- 
preciate Scotch 
journalism. A 
violin of native 
manufacture will be 
presented to the 
first canny one who 
discovers the joke 
concealed in this 
paragraph. No an- 
swers can be 
received after the 
Ist April, 1880, 





Wuy is house- 
painting like high 


we should like to | err 7 
know whether Lord Grammy a Uou, You Nasty LirtLs Taine!” jumping ?—Because 
Exeter, after this Sally :—*WeLL, WE HAD A TOAD IN THE HOLE FOR DINNER LAsT SUNDAY; WHY its done in the 
shocking travestie | SHOULDN'T WE WAVE ONE OUT OF IT Now?” [Granny feels unequal to the task of explanation. Spring. 








Corduroy and Cultivation. | 
Tus members of the Highgate Working Men’s Club having been 


Why, oh why? 
In the advertisement sheet of a railway-guide published in Bir- 


invited by Baroness Coutts to draw up a list of books which they | mingham we find that an enterprising builder guarantees workmen 
would like presented to their library, sent in one which “ consisted.| shall be ‘ sent to all parts on the shortest notice, by post or otherwise.” 


entirely of works upon geography, geology, astronomy, chemistry, 
metaphysics, and drawing.” } } 

men must have! How they must despise the ignorant middle and 
upper classes who find fiction amusing and poetry palatable ! 
course, this thirst for dry scientific lore is spontaneous in the sons of 
toil. Naturally, the idea that books which none of the members could 
read would last the longest and look the cleanest never entered the | 
heads of the committee. 





Out upon such a mean insinuation! 


| Fancy the horror of the morning “‘ clearer,” on going his rounds, to 
What wonderful minds those working | finda painter, pots and all, posted in his pillar-box, and properly 
| stamped, and labelled for delivery “ on the shortest notice.”’ 
Of | shouldn’t it be so? We are prepared to receive replies to this 
| question, which we wrote down in a weak moment, and now find 
ourselves quite unequal to the task of answering. 


And why 


A Post Mortem Examinetion.—Opening dead letters. 
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BOAT-RACE FRAGMENTS. 


1. Smith can’t make it out.—‘ Can’t a bo’sh won, yer know: ti ’ ; ’ _ ; : 
sh’ee two victorioush crewsh row’n’ back.” bint ; yet pos'tive can ees oh yee which boat.” Carrie: “Oh, yes; Ithink I know how to say boat 


2. Drawing-rogm Professional: * A little slow at the catch, perhaps: but : i : gol i 
do you on of ie. 5 Coaeietdoe ?? Oarsman (just come from a Nerd Jan f “s one (ees aan itaty may Seen guiag ank Sate Oot. Te eee 
K . ’ urton’ ” . 
‘oun A. 7 =e ances to my taste nian 5. Mary (with immense rosette): ‘‘Yes, m’m; I thought, m’m, as how you 
on ee ruffles (who is trying to drag in some horrid joke about Clasper, éc.): | wouldn’t mind, ’cos my sister’s cousin’s young man knows someone as knows 
ow, which boat do you think they ought to like best !’? Kate; Ask Carrie; | another party as has got a relation employed on one of the Putney steamboats.”’ 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 17, 1875. 


[Carroon. | 


IN THE WRONG BOAT. 


Keneaty, Kenealy, you're in the wrong boat, 

Neither cheek nor abuse will long keep you afloat ; 
You may get a short lead, 
But wili soon lose all speed, 

And then to our warning you ll wish you'd paid heed. 
So pray listen in time, 
And don’t think it a crime 

To turn a new leaf while you're yet in your prime. 


Kenealy, Kenealy, don’t get in the way— 
Your foes are too strong, and you'll find it won't pay. 
They'll come up with a rush 
And will “land” you quite flush, 
Then of you there'll be but a mark inthe slush. 
So be gentle, we pray, 
And mark well what we say— 
It is only the donkey that’s known by his bray. 


Kenealy, Kenealy, you're drifting all wrong : 
You're weak 'mid the weak, though you think yourself strong. 
One fairly dealt blow 
And then over you go, 
And exhibit yourself but an empty old show. 
Just consider your case ; 
Look men straight iu the face; 
And admit that you haven't a chance in the race. 


Cee are 


Pgor.e who have sneered at the House of Lords as an effete institu- 
tion, the members of which were below consideration, except as regards 
the possession of property and the concurrent absence of brains, must 
feel rather astonished at the manner in which the “pillars of the 
State’’ have asserted their power. The Peers of England have 
arrayed themselves against the people, not over any trivial question, 
but over one of the greatest importance; and so far as the matter 
stands at present, the Lords have all the best of the battle. The 
Judicature Act Amendment Bill is a measure essential to the 
weil-being of the country, and this is best proved by the fact 
that Lord Selborne, the Liberal ex-Chancellor, and Lord Cairns, 
the Conservative holder of office, felt it necessary to put aside 

arty feeling, and join in the good work which has so often 
co proved absolutely necessary. ‘That is, if improvement ever is 
absolutely necessary to a common and long-suffering people. But what 
are the necessities of a people compared with the privileges of a class 
whose claims to consideration are found in the possession of property, 
in acres and not in abilities? The Lords called a private meeting, 
and, behold, the Bill was at once withdrawn. And because the few, 
the very few, feel that they would be shorn of some power and pres- 
tige, the many must still continue to suffer. That this feeble 
obstruction can in any way affect the march of progress we do not for 
a moment believe. Its advance is only temporarily stayed, and the 
present small check wi'l eventually be found of great advantage. 
And while we are waiting for small impediments to be cleared from 
the path, we commend the present position of affairs in the House of 
Lords, the Regimental Exchange Bill in the House of Commons, and 
the many specimens of oflicial incompetency now apparent in other 
places, to the calm consideration of those who expected so much from 
the advent of a Conservative Government. 


THE OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE CREWS, 
[By Specratty Iniot:c CorREsPONDENTS. | 
OXFORD. 


Sir,—As I promised you when requested, I have been down and 
seen the crews. And what is more, the crews have seen me. See and 
be seen is the maxim I imprinted on my breast when starting, for I 
knew very well that if I was not seen there are envious spirits about 
who would deny I had been. And this despite the fact that my name 
is to be found carved on the middle arch of Putney Bridge, just above 
the high-water mark. Anyone who is incredulous can see for him- 
self; but as the whole nine, an aquatic country’s pride, are prepared 
to swear before any bench of magistrates in the kingdom that they 
have been interviewed by me, perhaps my word will for once be con- 
sidered worth taking. 1 shall rever forget the glow which animated 
my manly brow as I shook the hand of the Oxford stroke, and patted 
the dark-b'ue coxswain on the head; neither while life remains will 
the recollection fail me of how the whole crew signed a paper 
expressing their belief in me as the salvation of sporting writers and 
the solace of their seclusion. Perhaps you would like to know why 
they believe in me. It is because while to the uninitiated my Boat- 


race articles are but the humorous emanation of a jovial pen, they 
are, to those enabled to appreciate them, things of wonder and fore- 
runners of a style yet to be. Ah, many’s the time I have read over 
my own effusions and been staggered at the amount of knowledge I 
possess, and the faculty I have of imparting it. And so, no wonder 
that, as I left the Fox and Hounds the other night, the men who are 
there under Way should have said, “‘ Come whenever you like, old man, 
especially after the 20th. We shall have more time then to make you 
welcome. You can always have anything you like for cash by 
applying to the landlord.” I replied in fitting terms, and, breathing a 
prayer for their success, shook hands warmly all round and departed. 
I must say however, that I am rather surprised the crew should 
occupy the public parlour of the hotel every evenifig, and be allowed 
long pipes and hot rum while training. That they did have it my 
book will prove. Here's one night’s items. “ Hot rams and waters for 
Oxford crew, nineteen-and-four. Tobacco eighteenpence. Waiter 
sixpence. Total two-pound-ten.” I copy this out exactly as it was 
entered by the policeman, at my request, when he saw me home to the 
lodgings I have been occupying in the neighbourhood of Putney. He 
makes no mention of his own drinks, but, as he observed at the time, 
‘‘lumps it in with the sum total.”’ 

One thing has much bothered me. I cannot understand how it is 
that the Oxford gentlemen look so very different in their boat from 
what they do when refreshing at the Fox and Hounds. Besides, 
they are not half so cordial when rowing. I called out to them as I 
was sitting under Putney Bridge the other day—that being the best 
place for watching the action of the oars—carving my initials, as here- 
inbefore referred to, and they went by; and they never took the least 
notice. This, however, as my friends told me at night when they 
had done their labours, and were taking their usual pipes and glasses 
with Juggins—that's their playful name for me—was because with 
sliding seats they could not afford to recognise anyone less than Mr. 
Willan or Admiral Rous, and then they could only do it by twisting 
their thumbs twice round their oars and tying their stretchers in knots 
with the corners of their big toes. I think 1 need now have no hesi- 
tation in saying that the Oxford men, after what I have seen and 
described of them, are sure to win. 

CAMBRIDGE. 

Srr,—I flatter myself you might have selected many men for the 
arduous task of interviewing the light-blue oarsmen and ,analysing 
their claims, and not have been half so fortunate. Oh, sir, what a 
glorious lot has been mine! I have walked up and down the river 
bank, proudly conscious of the importance of my mission, and have felt 
that England expects every representative of the press to do his duty. 
When I heard the birds singing overhead, and listened to the soft 
murmur of the breeze, as it rippled across the bosom of Father Thames, 
and made sweet music in the trees, I said, this is my own, my native 
tow-path. But this is not all. The tow-path is there all the year 
round, and the stream flows on for ever—(always excepting of course 
when it turns and runs the other way)—but a Cambridge crew is at 
best a fleeting joy. I must admit that a tremor came over me, and 
my eyes grew dim, when first I saw the proud oarsmen march in 
serried phalanx to the hoarse resounding ‘Thames, and cast themselves 
fearlessly into their hollow ship. Oh that I possessed the pen of the 
poet, and could express the feelings that are surging up within me. 
When eight young men go down to the river on rowing thoughts 
intent, they bestow a biessing on their country lly when 
assisted by a skilful coxswain—that political economists would do well 
to note, and Premiers might well ponder over. Before the patient self- 
endurance of these youths, who have come all the way from Cambridge 
to show us what are the blessings and advantages of a University 


education, even the Earl of Dudley and Dr. Kenealy must give way,’ 


and admit themselves but human. 

But enough of this. There are, I am aware, other reporters anxious 
to relate their adventures and give their opinions. That their work 
will be in any way as clever or as analytical as this, I am, in duty to 
myself and my reputation, bound todeny. But avast heaving! as Mr. 
Chambers, the t coach of Cambridge, would say—I will leave m 
work to speak for itself. And so with the remark that after m 
analysis your readers cannot fail to see that Cambridge is once mor 
bound to win, I end my reportorial remarks, and conclude what is a 
once a lesson in literature, a benefaction in boat-racing, and, above all 
a labour of love. Adieu! my task is accomplished. 

— 
A Fine Distinction. 

THIRTEEN women were charged at Aberdare the other day wi 
rioting. ‘The Bench fined the married ones £1 each, and the singl 
ones ten shillings. Rioting at half price is evidently one of th 
advantages of single blessedness at Aberdare. 

A Coming Event. 

Tue statement that Mr. John Bull has commenced Peeetiong 
against the House of Lords under the Nuisances Removal Act is n 
altogether incorrect. It is merely premature. 
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AND ABUSE AGAINST INFLUENCE AND ABILITY. 
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AUGSPUR’S ANTICIPATION. 


As the stream flows up from London, so my lines flow on this paper ; 
As the stream ebbs back in due course so my verses ebb and flow ; 
I would write about the Boat-race, but beside my midnight taper, 
I have torn my thoughts in tatters, and am smeared with ink and 
woe. 


First I want a rhyme to Putney, whence the boats are always started, 
Then another one for Mortlake where the winner’s to be traced ; 
Still, I might say Star and Garter, that is where they last departed, 
And I a the Ship’s the sign-post where the winning-flag is 
placed. 


Oft I've races seen decided ’twixt good eights as well as scullers, 
To nothing say of double-sculls as well as pairs and fours; 
Many times I’ve watched the clubmen, and have studied well their 
colours 
And have found which gets to Mortlake first invariably scores. 


Well, this being duly settled, let us fancy that the rowers 
Are all ready at the stake-boats, and are waiting for the word, 
The word which starts their muscles—that from waiters makes them 
goers 
That sends them flying Mortlakewards the moment it is heard. 


See, their arms are well extended while the dreadful question’s asking, 
They reply that all is ready, and then comes the signal—** Go!”’ 
At the word the oars sweep sternwards, and without their strength 

o’ertasking, 
The — start with measured sweep—with measured sweep and 
slow. 


But they quicken up directly, and with speed that’s fast increasing, 
Each strives with each amid the shouts which seem to rend the air— 
Now it’s “Oxford!” now it’s ‘‘Cambridge!” and the efforts are 
unceasing 
To get the lead and keep it. ‘‘ This is truly on the square!” 


On past Craven Point and Crab Tree, past the Cottage, past the 
Soapworks, 
Past wharves and mills and factories, they flash amid the din; 
Now we feel in deep despondence, then we get the flush that hope 
works 
And wish within our heart of hearts that both the crews could win. 


But this we know is bootless, and it’s plain when nearing Chiswick, 
That Cambridge men are cracking, and that Oxford’s gaining fast. 
Once again we've learnt our lesson—it’s a kind of moral physic, 
And =" found out who’s the winner long before the Church is 
past. 


Once again the spell is broken, once again the winning token 
Will be worn by sons of Isis till the racing year is run ; 

And within my chamber oaken, when my clay is fairly soaken, 
I shall murmur in my slumbers how the Oxrorp men have won. 


AUGSPUR. 


JOHNNY ON BOAT-RACING. 


Boats is made of wood, holler like cups and sossers, only not to 
drink out of, to set down in. If a sosser was a flotin in the tea, 
and not the tea was a flotin in the sosser, that woud be like boats, 
but not any ores, and no coxen, unles there was a black betle. 

Once in Africa there was some niggers, and they found a boat wich 
had been lef by sailors, and they said good job, wot a nice house, lets 
coller it for our king. So thay carryed it on their sholders more than 
a hunderd miles, and bime by they come to a river, and they said wot 
a lark, we ot to thot of that, we got to leave it worse luck! But one 
nigger he said no, we only got to make a raft, thats wots the matter, 
but there wasent any trees to make it. Then a other feller he said I 
never see sech fools, we got to ti it onto our bax and swim, but the 
cheef he said wy, that wude git it wet and spileit. But thay cudent 
think of nothin better, so thay done it, but wenthay had got tothe 
other side they was ol drownded but jest 2, and them 2 niggers had 
ketcked the raheumatix so bad they cudent lug the boat no furder, 
and the king he cut of their heads for not fetchin it. 

There was some fellers wonted to cros a river once, and one of em 
he went down to the woter and luked and come back and said there 
was a boat, but it had a hole into the bottem, and it wude leak. 
Then a other feller, wich was silly, he said how cude it leak if they 
diddent put any water in it? and the other feller said but the boat 
was halef full of water olreddy. Wen he said thatthe silly feller 
said if thats so I shude think yude want it to leak, cos if the water 
stade in it wude wet our feets. 

Las year me and Billy and Sammy Doppy we went to see the You- 
niversty boat race, and sech a site was never seen by nobody else, sech 
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lots and lots of peoples! Uncle Ned he said both banks of the Tems 
for miles was foolish with em. When Billy and me we had got home, 
and was both a tockin a bout it to once as fast as ever we cude, my 
father he come in, and he never said one word til I said hooray, it 
was a stunner, and Ime jest game for to go and see it evry time, yes 
indeed, wile I live! Then my father he got up, and lade a way his 
pipe, and put on his spetacles, and looked at me, and said wot is that, 
Johnny, wich you say, jest be gude enough to repeat that obserfation. 
So I see some thing was to the fore, and I said wy, father, I was 
a sayin that if you was willin may be some day wen I had got 
to be a ole man Ide come up to London agin to see a other boat race, 
if there was some nice respetible ones, no larkin and hollerin. Then 
my father he tuke of his glasses and whiped em with his hancherkef, and 
said thats rite, my boy, I wasent quite shewer that I herd wot you 
was a remarkin, these ole spettickles of mine is olmose plade out. 
But how cude thay make him not hark rite wen he dident have em on 
is wot kanocks me ! 

So I spose me and Billy wont take any boat race in ourn this time, 
but you ot to seen us a rowin one our own selfs only yesterdy. Billy 
he was in the whosh tub, and I had got a pail, but it was too little to 
git into, so I had to set on the gunnie, no river, nothin but jest the 
flore of the skullery, wich Uncle Ned he calls the slavery, cos its were 
the slavy is to home. Billy he had the broom and the mop for ores, 
and I tuke the fier poker and the shuvvle. Sech rowin was never see ! 
Bimeby Billy he said this wil never do, ease up a bit, Johnny, wile I 
git out on the bank a minnit, we forgotsome thing. So Billy wocked 
ashore and cot Mary, thats the house maid, and tole her to git down 
on her hands and kaneee in the middle of the flore, and she done it, 
and Billy he got back in his boat and said there, that is more like. 
Then I said was Mary to be drownded, and he said wot Mary, I dont 
see no Mary, may be you mean Hamsmith bridge. So I said O, and 
jus then my mother she came in, and the race it wasent roed out to 
the finish, cos it was change to a foot race. 

My sister’s young man, wich has tuke to comin to our house agin 
like he did fore he married her, only more cos he has got some boddy 
now wich he can leav in his house to mind it wile he is a way, and 
fore she went to live there he dident have, he says if our sachools and 
younivercitys dident teech nothin but only cricket and roin there 
wude be Latin matches evry year at Lords, and a Greek race on the 
Tems. My father he says the Greek race wude be a improvement on 
the fellers wich we have got on that river now. 

Ole Gaffer Peters was to our house, the other day, and I said was 
hea goin up to London to see the boat race, and he said no, no, 
Johnny, I aint got no money to spend on sech silly wanity, cosI give 
itall to Mr. Mamble, of the Fiddlers Arms, to lay aginst the Hoxferd 
hait. 


—_—_—-—. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Wiruprawat of the Judicature Act Amendment Bill. The Lords 
objected to its effect on themselves. ‘Self preservation is the first 
law of nature.” == Arrival of the Queen in London. Thinks the place 
rather altered. — Training of the Oxford and Cambridge crews super- 
intended by the idlers. General belief that the L. R. C. men will win 
the race. = Clerkship of the Council vacant. “ Friends in council” 
say Martin is to have it because of his book, and Reeve isn’t because 
of Ais. This is the reward of merit. But Reeve won’t grieve. = 
Match for the pyramid championship. Cheops seems to have been 
disestablished, for the record gives Cook as the winner. = Gentleman 
found guilty of stabbing a cabman at Gravesend. Extenuating cir- 
cumstances, t.e., he was a gentleman, and stabbee was a cabbee. Dis- 
charged on entering into own recognizances. = Moody and Sankey 
in Islington. Americanising our religion now, as well as our other 
institutions. Fifteen thousand people Moody and only one Sankey. == 
New daily paper promised. To be called the Planet, and be printed 
in the American language under the editorship of J. Gordon Bennett 
and H. M. Stanley. No wonder the Telegraph special in Spain has 
been recalled. — Continuation of the Beecher-Tilton trial. Special 
specimens of filth printed by our daily papers—to show their disgust, 
of course. = “Gentleman” advertises for a tailor to whom he once 
owed a “ little account.’ Don’t believe a real gentleman would think 
of sucha thing. Man must bean impostor. ‘The idea is shameful. 
~- Strange persons discovered in the House of Commons, Not half 
so strange as some who sit there by right of electivn. 





A Capital Eye. 


‘“‘ Ty this should meet the eye of any of the family.” So com- 
mences an advertisement. We should like to meet that eye ourselves, 
though we fancy even our egotism would receive a setting down from 
such a power of ocular demonstration and more than cyelopean 
calibre. 





A Reat ’Atny Tortoiss.—The policeman. 
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AT THE BOAT-RACE.—ON THE ART OF IMPROVING THE OCCASION, 
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How to impress with one’s technical knowledge. How to finish the day. 


; 
How to display one’s reckless courage. 
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Olt FILLS 








THE FAT-UOUS FOOL. 


Shortly before the Boat-race, Pufington, who owns to being a little stout, but defies anyone to call him fat, took his betrothed to see the crews 
practising, whin —— - Affable Stranger (log.) :—‘‘ FINz EXERCISE FOR THBM YOUNG CHAPS, AIN’T IT? Don’T DO WHEN YER GITS FILLIN’ 
OUT AND SHORT 0’ WIND THOUGH. (Chuckles.) JUST FANCY ONE 0’ THEM BOATS FILLED UP WITH COVES LIKE ME AN’ you!” 








A RACE TO COME. 


Tue morning of the 20th of March, 1975, breaks calmly over the 
vast town of Putney, and the fragments, arranging themselves into 
clouds, blue patches, and sunbeams, hasten to their appointed places in 
the firmament. 

It is the day of the great inter-university Boat-race, and the pnen- 
matic tubes are shooting spectatresses down to the river side by 
millions. Seated in their aérial ship at an easy distance from the 
earth, the women of the Thames Conservancy blow the small craft 
off the course with their patent bellows. Right away from the banks 
to Spitalfields is one dense mass of bonnets. Jhe Presidentess of the 


Republic and the Chamber of Deputyesses occupy & spacious tent, | 


specially erected for them on the ball of St. Paul’s. Thanks to the 
newly-invented telescope spectacles, they have a clear and uninter- 
rupted view of the whole course. 

But see, here come the crewesses. 

What a glorious sight! The boats, by Mrs. Brown, the eminent 
builderess, of Mortlake, are, to quote Zhe Times reporteress, ‘‘ the 
darlingest, prettiest little loves in the world.” They are painted 
respectively green and gold, and pink and silver. How beautifully 
the satin linings harmonize with the dainty and costly attire of the 


| Hopkins, the Oxford henswain, is steering well! How she hugs the 
shore—(it might be a husband!) Oxford’s ahead! No, Cambridge has 
made a spurt! Pull, my gallant maidens, pull! Whatarace! Neck 
ans neck. Ah, Cambridge wins—yes! no! xzs! By Jove she does 
—by a nose. 

Joy is too much for the victors; they faint in each others arms. 
| What oh, Mrs. Umpire; sal volatile for No. 1; a little vine for the 
temples of No. 4. Loosen their—— jackets. S-oh, gently does it. 
| Oxford, too, is shedding scalding tears, tears of sorrow. Never mind, 

my little poppets, better luck next time. Dry your little eyes, powder 
your little faces, and take a pull of cherry brandy. Look, the Pre- 
_sidentess of the Republic is moving her parasol from the summit of 
| St. Paul's, and shouting her congratulations to the victors through 
the patent thirty-mile trumpet. What a scene! It baffles descrip- 
tion. Let us change it to another. 
_ Itis the morrow of the Boat-race. The Grand Hall of Civil Mar- 
| riages is crammed with spectatresses. Leaning each on the arm of his 
| mother, eight blushing bridegrooms, clad in Cambridge blue, enter 
the building. The victresses of yesterday advance to meet them. How 
gently each leads her fluttering groom to the Registrar's desk! How 
| tenderly and gracefully she slips the golden circlet on the third finger 
of his trembling hand! It is over now. The men are sobbing 7 
est 





oarswomen. How everything is calculated for effect. Sixteen of the 41, maternal breast. Let us not rudely break in upon their m 


— athletesses of the sister universities contend to-day for the 
lue riband and diamond locket of the Thames and the grand prize. 

And such a prize! 

Well may those muscular damsels yonder strain their white round 
arms—well may their velvet cheeks glow with the crimson flush of 
eager hope. There are but a hundred unmarried men left in England 
now. The remainder have been executed for misdemeanour, by 
order of the Presidentess and Deputyesses. The winning crewess will 


have its pick of the hundred for husbands. Mrs. Home Secretaryess | 


ewes Marriage Act has made ‘this law. They are nothing loth to 
obey it. 
See, they are off! 


Well pulled, Miss Smith! Bravo, Miss Jones! By Jove, little Polly | 


| perturbation. Let us bottle up our own emotion until a circling year 


| shall bring another Boat-race round, and then—— 





Enter Devil. Cop-ee ! 
Great Author (in the throes of satisfactory conclusion). "Taint 
ready. Ah! (struck with a brilliant idea) I have a morbid desire for 


| originality. All stories end; mine shan't. Take it, devil, and be 
happy! (Exit Plutonian subject with his own tail and the author's.) 


CurRTAIN. > 





Marry, come up! 


Why is “naming the day” like a naval battle ?—Because it’s a 
marrytime engagement. 
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WINTER SPORTS. 


Smith (of the Rangers, takes Jones to see a Football Match) :—“ Tusre, MY 
BOY, LOOK APTEBR MY COAT; I'VE HUNG IT ON THE TREB, AND IF IT LEAVES 
OFF SNOWING YOU WILL RE ABLE TO SEE THE GAME FINE.” 

[ Jones's feelings are too full for utterance. 


{Marcu 20, 1876. 








WAITING FOR BAIL. 


Warrtine for bail, waiting for bail, 
Send the delinquent to Holloway jail ; 
Waiting for bail, waiting for bail, 
Lies he a whole fortnight long. 
Waiting for bail, waiting for bail, 
Watching and waiting till heart and soul fail, 
Bearing his pitiful wrong. 


Waiting for bail, waiting for bail, 
Sunk into illness and worn out and pale; 
Holloway jail, Holloway jail, 

Proved nigh his tomb at the end. 
While the kind doctor could only avail 
Tortures to stop, till a prosperous gale 

Bore him the news of a friend. 


Waiting for bail, waiting for bail, 

Let not the innocent, haggard and pale, 

Languish his days long in Holloway jail, 
Robbed of his freedom and light. 

England can’t fail, England can’t fail, 

To mark what it points to, this pitiful tale— 
Tis a sore in the high heaven's sight. 


A Stolen Image. 


An intelligent M.P., after diligently searching the 
library of the British Museum, and consuming much 
midnight oil over the back numbers of Johnson, has 


discovered that the gownless one’s image of a lion 


shaking the dewdrops from his mane is by no means 
original. We thought everyone knew that. Why, 
it’s older than the ballet girls of a German theatre, and 
really as old as the jokes in English opera bouffe. 
You must try again, Magna Charta! How would “a 
rabid cur shaking venomous froth from his filthy fangs ’’ 
suit you for personal comparison ? 


SotvutTion or Acrostic, No. 413.—Short Month: 
Salaam, Homo, Onion, Rent, Troth. Correct: J. C. 
W.; E. S. E.; Leamington; Dyk. No. 414.—March 
Gales : Morning, Aurora, Rival, Cave, Hippocras. Cor- 
rect: Sister-in-law, Double or Quits, Chic, Boh, 
Peggotty’s Daughters, Lindis, Cigarette, Pipekop, A 
Need, Three Coritanians, Northwich, Ozone, Hoptop. 











RARE LANDLADIES. | 


By A Person rx Lopornes anp Distress. 


Tue landlady who has not seen better days. 

The landlady who, not having seen better days, does not let lodgings | 
for pastime. 

The landlady whose apartments have not just been vacated by 

ties who have reluctantly gone to their country-seat after living 

with her for fifteen years. 

The landlady whose last lodger on the ground floor was not dear 
Lady Smith. | 

The landlady who is not tired of so much carriage company. 

The landlady whose vacant rooms are not already spoken for by 
Sir Charles Robinson, but not actually engaged. 

The landlady who does not keep a good plain cook. : 

The landlady who cannot by supervision make a good plain cook 
perform culinary miracles. 

The landlady whose last lodger did not unfortunately break the 
locks of your sideboard or chiffonier. 


| adjacent competitors—does not live in a most highly respectable 
neighbourhood. 

The landlady who ever buys provisions. 

The landlady who is not affable when you are looking at her 
| apartments. 
The landlady who is affable afterwards. 
The landlady who does nct insult you if they don’t suit. 
The landlady who does not wash her hands in air. 
The landlady who does wash them in water. 
The landlady who at your first meal, and as long as you will stand 
| it, does not give you her kitchen table furniture. 

The landlady who does not regard you as her natural enemy. 

The landlady who cannot make you more uncomfortable in twenty- 
four hours than the devil in as many centuries. 

The landlady who does not. 


N. N. by N. 


Tue unseasonably cold weather we have lately experienced induces 
a friend of ours to suggest to the Clerk of the Weather the necessity 


: ly inted with th rh 
The landlady who is not personally unacquainted wi e men who | of an inquiry into the State of the Pole. 


keep the shops she recommends. 
The landlady whose adjacent competitors are respectable. | 
The landlady who—notwithstanding the bad characters of her 
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“ How To Get out or Dest.’’—Pay. 


RS QUININE W] 


‘‘ We can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.’’—Standard, 
“T find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 


SOLD BY ALL GROCERS:— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, &. 


{Bah! Ep.] 


NY 








SS  --e -sstenssistnsene ere 





a te ett tl De ie a. aa mca: 


Anna cc. etal tt etal cl ee patti. arnt me. ns Ti ellie catcet Dri alpaca hea aa te Maal tl 


IS ER OS TE 





Mancu 27, 1876.] 















A MATTER OF TASTE. 


Two books I sent her weeks ago, 4] 
A little girl of whom I’m fonder Vinee) \ 
Than any other child I know— 
She lives at 20 over yonder. 
One was a sober modest tome, / 
And one with gilt and colours blinding ; | yy 
Her mother asked, when both came home, -s Vie Sah 
‘“‘ Which do you like—the book or binding Se 


The merry puss thus made reply, 
In tones that took away all strictures— 
‘*To read a book would make me cry, 
But I am jolly over pictures!” 
How could she on the volumes look 
Without the gaud and glitter finding ?— 
‘‘T never want to read a book, 
I only care about the binding.” 


Suppose her grown to woman’s state, 
While rich and poor and dull and clever 
Come crowding, suitors, to her gate— 
The sort of thing goes on for ever. 
While one and all are on her hook, 
Think you that, wiser precepts minding, 
She’ll care to glance within the book, 
And not decide upon the binding ? 
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Have no such hope, for you like me 
Will find your faith in woman shaken, 





I loved, and lived alone to see 
How very much I was mistaken. 

You'll find, my friend, by hook or crook, 
By proof outright or practice winding— 

She never cares what’s in a book 
Provided that she likes the binding. 


A weEw book is announced entitled “ First Lessons 
in Business, by a Banker’s Daughter.’’ It will prob- 
ably be followed by “‘The Rudiments of Law, bya 
Solicitor’s Aunt ;” “The Elements of Composition, by 
a Journalist’s Grandmother;’’ and ‘‘ Anatomy for the 
Young, by a Surgeon’s Housekeeper.” 


| 
| 
| 
Relative Compositions. 
Tus (MippLesex) Crowner’s Quest.—Notoriety. 


MELCHISEDECK MENDOZA’S MENDACITY. 


DzscENDED in the direct male line from an English historian, 
Melchisedeck Mendoza imbibed with the lacteal sustenance of his 
infancy that glorious disregard for facts which is ever the charac- 
teristic of the men whose business it is to deal with them. Most 
people who lie are prone; let us mildly observe that Melchisedeck 
was the pronest of the prone, He commenced life by lying in his 
mother’s lap; the hood that shielded his baby cranium from atmo- 
spheric injury was a false hood ; his first schoolmaster was a Crammer ; 
and when he reached the age of manhood he had a mad desire to 


become a Bung, and had he been one would certainly have done his | 


own bar fighting, for the sake of fibbing the drunken customers. 

“But why, oh babbling biographer,” exclaims the indignant 
reader, “this blandiloquent boshiness? I pray thee, Sir Writer, 
eschew these euphonical and ephemeral emptinesses, and spin thy yarn 
boldly in the broad and vigorous Saxon of the venerable Reade!” 
“‘Good gentle reader,” answers the biographer, “an it be your 
sovereign pleasure that I should, I will. Here goeth it.” 

Melchisedeck Mendoza was a blatant and blackguardly liar, a brazen- 
faced banger of bangs, a scoundrelly scorner of the laws of truth. He 
would roll the unctuous tarradiddles from his perjured lips with a 
callous coldbloodedness that awed the knees of his hearers to a tremble, 
and sent the whites of their eyes on the upward roll. With one breath 
he would hurl forth upon the circumambient air the statements that 


he should be the next Editor of the Times, that he knew Augspur of | 
Fun, that the Prince of Wales called him Bill, that his cigars were | 
| lady’s black fur tail.” There seems by this to have been more con- 


insured for £10,000, that he wrote Oliver Twist and let Dickens put 
his name to it, that his account at the bank was so large that they 
charged him rent for keeping it, that he corrected the grammar of 
Gladstone’s pamphlets, and about twenty other lies of a kindred 
character. He was a very big man, so nobody liked to call him names, 
but hardened siriners used to glance timidly at the roof, and sniff 
nervously for sulphur. 


Every man, however, finds his match at last, and everybody thought | 
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‘‘SMOKING” HER. 


Old Lady :—‘‘Is THIS A SMOKING CARRIAGE? ” 
Fellow (inside) :—“* No, MARM; IPF YOU WANT TO 8MOKE YOU MUST GO 
HIGHER UP.” 








Melchisedeck had found his when an American colonel joined the 
circle of his acquaintances. This colonel prided himself upon having 
brought the art of deliberatelying to a pitch of unsurpassable perfection, 
and was nothing loth to enter the lists with the English champion. A 
committee was appointed, and on a given night the precious pair met 
for a trial of tongue. Melchisedeck had the firstinnings. He bowed 
to the company and thus commenced :— 

‘‘ Gentlemen,—I beg to make four simple statements. The first, 
England is respected by all Continental nations. The second, the City 
of London is the abode of commercial morality. The third, British 
justice is no respecter of persons. And the fourth, I know three Con- 
servative working men.” ; 

As Melchisedeck delivered his little speech, the Yankee’s complexion 
went pea-soupy. The moment his opponent had finished, he rose from 
his seat and exclaimed, with tears in his voice, “ Gentlemen, I do not 
believe it possible for any living man to utter four more deliberate lies 
than those upon which my antagonist bases his claim to the champion- 
ship. I resign the contest.” With these words he rushed from the 
room and was never seen again. 

When last we heard of Melchisedeck Mendoza he was over at Cape 
Coast Castle on her Majesty’s service. He was telling the niggers 
that there was no such thing as slavery in England. 

He waa a liar, you see, to the end. 


A Darwinian Discovery. 
A Bremimvcuam daily paper offers a reward for the recovery of “a 


ment among “ the sex”’ than even the most confirmed 


he n misogynist 
| would have believed possible. But their sin has at last found them 


out, and though it may seem strange under the circumstances that 
such a thing as a lady’s tail should be advertised for, it is only 
to prevent its being discovered in due course, and publicly 
restored to its fair owner. Oh jesuitry, thy name is woman! Always 
excepting of eourse when it is Whalley. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 24, 1876. 
[Carroon. ] 


A PAIR OF DUFFERS. 


In the present state of politics our readers must agree 
Our picture is as true a one as ever they did see— 
That if they'd searched the country pound to find a vent for jeera, 
They never would have found it as we've found it in these peers. 
For they’re the Conservative duffers, 
Who with us make awfully free ; 


A pair of as ee 
As ever Britannia did see. 
A better state of Government we trust will come ere long, 
The present one can never last, unless all right be wrong ; 


Then men like these will take the place for which they’re only fit— 
These men with whom a title’s made to standin lieu of wit. 


What place that is we eannot say, and hardly| dare to think ; 
Were meee 6 ae and soon shall reach the brink ; 
And if these men will bar 


way—then, when the v is neared, 
They'll only have themselves to blame if off incourse they'te cleared. 
Conservative duffers, 


” Sebivanh unenntiien degree 
Th not who 
ey care not who sighs = oad suffers, 


Conservatives are making the most of their return to power, and 
are wielding the brief authority now in them vested both arbitrarily 
and unfairly. Conservative reaction has set in so severely that even 
those who clamoured for if most but a short time back must be 
horrified with the demon they have raised,and anxious to see it 
exorcised. Werefer of course to those who are neither blinded by 
partisanship nor desirous for a retrogression all in favour of the rich, 
all in opposition to the interests of the poor. Every week introduces us 
to some measure which takes us back again to a state of things behind 
the age, or sees the rejection of some proposed law necessary for the 
wellbeing of the people. The House of Lords has once more got its 
head loose, and a more pig-like, obstinate, and blindly selfish head it 
would be hard toimagine. ‘That the Lords should look after themselves, 
and care nothing for the interests of others, whenever they got the 
chance, was buta natural outcome of their existence ; butitishardindeed 
when we find the same principle, or rather want of principle, 
exhibited among the Commons. That it is exhibited the stubbornest 
of facts show. The Act which, under the guise of Exchange, 
reintroduces the system of Purchase in our army is one of the cruellest 
and most iniquitous pieces of class legislation ever carried to a suc- 
cessful conclusion. It is a cruelty to the country at large, which has 
but recently been to enormous expense to get rid of the iniquitous 
system now so triumphantly brought back ; it is a cruelty to officers who 
hai been taught to believe that merit, and not money, was now to be 
the qualification for success; and it is a cruelty, as well as an insult, 
to those who worked, so hard and so honestly to rid the country of a 
burden under which it had for so long struggled. And this 
retrogressive measure is buta type of the others our present Ministry 
is prepared to introduce and pass. Purse is ouce more at the head of 
affairs, and those who were instrumental in putting it there will be 
made to smart for the ingratitude which caused them to sneer at 
benefactions received and to insist on change. Fortunately there is one 
glimpse of sunshine in all this. The wanton misuse of power cannot 
for long continue, and when the next reaction sets in, it will be of 
such a sweeping kind that even the most perfervid of Radicals will be 
more than compensated for his endurance of its Conservative pre- 


decessor. 
Blocks to the Block 


Tue Graphic seems to consider its character impugned by Mr. 
Wilkie Collins's latest story, and takes opportunity to let the public 
know that the celebrated author’s opinions are not those of the news- 
paper. Ohbarles Dickens once did the same kind of thing with Mr. 
Charles Reade; but then Dickens ws bound to express approval or 
di val of novel ideas published in a miscellany Seaton his name. 





Bean then the act was not considered in particularly good taste, so 
what the world will think of this latest business it does not become 
us to say. Possibly it will not consider the matter worth troubling 
about, or will think that by making the paper simply a vehicle for 
wood blocks, the editorial department has become but the organ of 
blockheads. 

will say nay. 


Like begets like, and wood will always be wood, let who 


ttt 
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THE POLICE AND THE PUBLIC. 


TO THE EDITOR OF THE Daily Deceiver. 


S1rx,— While walking down Regent-street about midday last Thurs- 
day, I stopped in front of a handsome plate glass window, in order to 
ascertain if any emigratory smuts had broken their journey upon my 
nose. I did not find any of the expected atoms, but I became painfully 
aware of the fact that my chin was scrubby and needed the barber's 
art. Having a cake of soap and a razor in my pocket, I made 
the mecessary preparations, and commenced to shave. Imagine my 
a and astonishment when a crowd collected, and a policeman 

up to me and ordered me to move on. Considering his style 
of address wanting in respect I made no reply, but gave him a dab of 
lather in the eye. Two more policemen then appeared on the scene, 
and in self-defence I chopped their whiskers off with my razor. 
Treating me with brutal violence, they, in spite of my struggles, 

me to a police-station, where an inspector demanded my name 
and address. Thinking such curiosity in a person of evidently low 
extraction uncalled for, I seized him by the hair, and scratched my 
initials upon his nose with my scarf-pin. For this very pardonable 
expression of resentment on my part I was eventually fined forty 
shillings by a thick-headed functionary who called himself a magistrate. 
Sir, I venture to draw public attention to this gross miscarriage of 
justice through the medium of your infigential journal, in order 
that persons of cleanly habits may know that under our existing 
scandalous police arrangements, a man who shaves is liable to be 


treated as a felon. I am, sir, yours, &c., 
A VIcTIM. 





Srr,—I went out to dinner the other day, and as I don’t often get 
a feed on the cheap I didn’t miss my opportunity, I can assure you. 
One of our governors gave us the treat, and it was prime. So was the 
champagne, and the cigars were real toppers. I don’t know whether 
it was the salmon or the soup, but after me and my pals had finished 
up at the bar,and I was going home, I felt awful queer, and was 
obliged to sit down on a doorstep, where I dropped off into a doze and 
dreamt I was back again at the dinner, and tipping ’em a real proper 
sort of a song, like Jolly Flash sings. Suddenly I was awoke by a 
rough hand, and a rougher voice ordered me to move on, Sir, I am 
not exaggerating, and because I refused, the policeman—it was a 
policeman—said I was drunk. I got up, and, seizing him by thecollar, 
soon showed him whether I was or not; and then the cowardly brute 
proceeded to knock me about, and ultimately, with the assistance of 
his fellows, took me to the police-station. ButI made’em smart. I 
made my teeth meet in one of their legs, and bit another’s fingers to 
the bone, besides giving a third a cut with my stick across the nose he 
won't forget in a hurry. And would you believe it, sir, 1 was next 
morning fined twenty shillings or seven days, besides having a new 
kadey smashed, and a beautiful pea-green necktie torn almost past 
mending. I appeal to you, sir, as having the most powerful circula- 
tion in the world, to help me and other sufferers from the brutal vio- 
lence of the police. If they are allowed to molest the wayfarer in the 
manner I have described, there, sir, is an end to the name Merry 


England. Yours obediently, 
Harry How er. 





Srr,—Returning late at night some years ago from an harmonious 
meeting at Clerxenwell to my residence in Lant-street, Borough, I 
took the Haymarket as a short cut. At the corner of Coventry-street 
I perceived a gentleman, apparently drunk, dozing in the gutter. 
Something in his appearance suggested that we had met before. The 
more I turned him over with my stick the more I became convinced 
he was a long lost relative. Fearing that he might be robbed, I 
removed his watch and chain and diamond ring, and transferred his 
loose cash to my waistcoat pocket. Having an intense dislike to the 
conversation of drunkards I then walked away, intending to return 
to the spot in the morning and question him as to his antecedents. 
As I turned away from him two men sprang upon me, said they 
were detectives, and had seen my little game, and walked me off to 
the police-station. On the morrow the magistrate pooh-poohed my 
story about a lost relative, and gave me six months with hard labour. 
Pray, sir, in your widely spread and considerably enlarged columns, 
publish my story as a warning to the benevolent who may wish to 
protect their drunken relatives from the dishonest prowlers of the 
night. Yours, &e., 

A Goop SAMARITAN. 





Srr,—Coming home from Putney last week with some other fellows, 
I went into a public-house and called for a pot of six ale. The land- 
lord said the money my friend gave him was bad, and that he remem- 
bered he had beén there once before and tried the same game on. He 
then sent fora policeman, and because by accident the rest of the 
money my friend had in his pocket happened to be bad also, he was 
dragged with insult and contumely through the streets, and cast into 
afelon’sdungeon. Butthisis notall. One of the policemenrecognised 
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him as a man who had been convicted before for smashing, and for 
this, sir—yes, incredulous as it may appear—for having been punished 
ona previous occasion, the unhappy victim of police persecution was 
sentenced to three months’ hard labour. Oh, sir, is it not hard that a 
man’s previous and expiated errors should be brought up in judgment 
against him, and that the repentant should be thus hounded down by 
a set of idle loafers who pretend to act in the name of justice? Trust- 
ing you will give insertion to this, and so show up the cruelty the poor 
and honest lowly are subjected to— 

Iam, sir, yours respectfully, Syypo SMASsHER. 


SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS. 
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No. XII.—THE RHYMER’S RETREAT. 


By Thames’s fearfully filthy flood 
There lies a desolate piece of beach ; 
And stretched about it are banks of mud, 
And just below itis “Corney Reach.” 
A. tly when the tide is high— 
8 eh. far when the tide is low ; 
The Thames Conservamey passes it by, 
And Time despisingty lets it go. 
I seek this comforting beach when quite 
Of calm tranquility’s balm bereft; 
¥or cheerful Chiswick relieves the right, 
While Barnes bewitchingly lights the left. 
Except when emulant oarsmen race, 
No thoughtful person this beach would tread ; 
But J repeatedly seek the place, 
To mourn and visit the lonely dead. 


That shore, to memory grimly dear, 
Is always littered «nd lumbered thick, 
Without regarding the time of year, 
With cats and bottles and bits of stick. 


Perhaps it’s part of the laws that guide 

The whole canine and the feline race— 
That those who die in the dismal tide 

Should seek this posthumous trysting place. 


And he who studies the subject learns 

That, once these bodies are washed ashore, 
They shift whenever the tide returns, 

But quit their fostering beach no more. 


I know the bodies, and give them names 
(I've watched their litteral rest began). 
I call them “ Johnny” and“ Jones” and“ James,’ 
And welcome every fresh one in. 
I haunt the solitude when the clocks 
Proclaim and clatter unearthly times ; 
And there with settle and sandwich box 
I muse and dabble in reckless rhymes. 
So when my temporal course is closed, 
Build me no column of stone and brick, 
But let my monument be com 
Of cats and bottles and bits of stick. 
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PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


Lotos Leaves (Chatto and Windus) is a handsome book, full of 
pleasant stories pleasantly illustrated, the whole being the work of 
members of a literary and artistic club in New York, in which city 
it was first issued. For lotos-eaters, both writers and artists have gone 
to work with amazing vigour, and several of the stories and their illus- 
trations have a freshness and vitality about them which we commend 
to the notice of those editors who think any work at any price good 
enough for the miscellanies of the present day. “An Encounter with 
an Interviewer,’ by Mark Twain, is absurdly impossible, the very fact 
that the encounter as related never could have taken place making it 
the more interesting ; and ‘‘ The Truthful Resolver,” by Petroleum V. 
Nasby, is amother delicious morsel. Among the American writers 
we find a ames te of our own, Mr. Wilkie Collins, who manages, 
in @ minimum of pages, to work up a maximum of sensation, but who 
doesn’t shime by comparison as he would if we found him in a similar 
work published under similar circumstances here. Judged by means of 
its Leaves, the Lotos Club és an institution the like of which does not 
exist in this country—a happy mean between the pretentiousness of 
the miscalled literary elubsef Swelldom and the rather more than 
questionable mixture of bounce, brag, and occasional ability peculiar 
to some of their taverm imitators. 

We have receiveda Tooke Ze 
Banting Rogers and the Right Hon, B. Disracii. This is a long title as 
it stands, but there is : j 
portance to Mr. John ing Rogers, but its effect on Mr. Disraeli 
we fail to discover, inasmuch ashe makes mo sign. Which is, to say 
the least, peculiar, when the meaning of the word correspondence is 

ing to 
P 


the altogether astonishing 
in silence—it is the people who may be led into paying a shilling for 
the brochure-who will have most right to complain. 


Macaznres vor Manca. 
ee . oe 
tates eee ~<a : if , | ; 
which should be. useful by ny ee having got on in the 
world, are ashamed of those worthy less fortunate who 


still claim kindred or acquaintance with them. The conclusion of “ Old 
Times on the Mississippi”’ is another proof, if one were wanting, that 
there is a good deal of true humour and comicality which hagnecon- 
nection with buffoonery. 

In Scribner's the critical faculty is this month pre-eminent. BSeme 
pen-and-ink portraits of typical reviewers would make it pif 
aay Og er pg ae a oe im mew 
world than in theold. It isa thing to that out of their 
own mouths our oa ener & eee 
hitl : idered di i effet we. “The & 
of Sevenoaks,” by the editor, is excellent, and the papers on English 


Ft 


filled with something else, an editorial mercy for which a testimonial 
should certainly be or, 
From the Sunday 5 Union we get a batch of wholesome, if 


i the young and pious, chief among them 
being Kind Words, a title which should make the fortume of any mis- 
cellany for children. We have oftendound much worse wo:k selling 

The Leisure eel the Sunday at Home do mot deteriorate. 
Indeed, the latter might bezead without disadvantage on a week day, 
imithe Templar. That the 
humour are unintentional adds to 


World the literature 





In the Penny Itiustrated Paper 
is the chief attraction. This, however, ixmot-saying much. 
Received :—Colburn’s New Monthly, Golden Hours, Once-a-Week., 
Good Things, Our Young Folks’ Budget, Westminster Papers, 8t. James's, 


Educational Register, Gardener's Magazine. 





Bitter. 
A cocKNngyY remarking upon recent political changes abroad says 
that if they have a.good Butfet in France now, they have still verse 
ales. He means Versailles. Le miserable ! 





Tue onty Wax To Azso.isH Purcuasz.— Make thieving legal. 
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A GLIMPSE OF THE FUTURE, WHEN MAUDLIN SENTIMENTALITY DOES NOT PROTECT RUFFIANISM 


oat - 
ee = hte 
Ee Zee oe 


WZ 
WO j 


y Y 
ib 
hu 





if 
t 
| 


WIFE-KICKER’ 


Had Jaho 


132 
/ 
Ine 
For 
She: 




















NIAAL SAIN 
SAN SbES: 
MODS Sieben ~ 


te 


‘Sk =) Ay way, a te a 
Leon 
NIE SNe TCS t) 

I =n 








E°U) N .—Marce 27, 1875. 


. ad! Y 
i bh 
ais 
atts 
al 
tate 


4“ ; IIe 
sa ae ae i ASA BIOL TG 
77 OO DIL EILO 5 


ZAZA AS Fa} 


A LAE LO A A Pee LAOS AL x Poi ff. 
C4 A ZA 


47 1) Adit Lae 


A PAIR OF CONSERVATIVE DUFFERS, 


Britannia :—“ YOU'RE A FRAUD! 
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YOU’RE A FRAUD!” | Dufers:—‘‘ YES, THAT’S THE SORT OF MEN WE ARE!” 
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A PAIR OF CONSERVATIVE DUFFERS. 


Britannia :-—* YOU'RE A FRAUD! YOU’RE A FRAUD!” | Dufers:—‘‘ YES, THAT’S THE SORT OF MEN WE ARE!” 


. 
tS ; 
WAS TS awe 

Sn Sb 
Sees 


y 
fA" 


LA 


lend ke ad 


TAL 
eX we 
as AAA ZL 


x 
©. alae S OY \ 
~ areay ~. ny 
DS NS ~ 
ay Sy AOD 
CNTTIECOL UNS 
NTL Sy 


Na! 
as 


A eee t 
S p ra 
Lh tb Ma me Po 


a _  , 


JS 

POTD IZ 

oO 4 
AA - 


7 
< 


2 vy NJ \ 
VS S 
SH SON NG 
WO Se wa) 
BREEN NN 5 


KMJ 
St 
7 


BONY RA 
LRN 
SNA , 


A) 


SS 
ie 

Ni IA 
By ere 
a a Wry he 
BY De S| 
ROSAS 
ty Sis Dt 


Siti} 
ty _) 
Ss 


- 
. 


~~ 


BU N .—Marca 27, 1875. 





oO eee 


ra 


I alain ee eee ae nS mami te mame 
oo 


ed 








Maron 27, 1875.] 





KUN. 135 








T having been often ex- 
lained to Fun by phi- 
fanthropiete that the soul 

of the English cabman 

is the fountain of continual 
promptings to good—these 
promptings being (obvi- 
ously) nipped and crushed 
down by the discomforts of 
the cab-stand, or transmit- 
ted (entirely, of course, by 


ward circumstances) into 
a constant inclination to 


swindle and abuse the pub- 
lic—Fun cannot = other- 
= : wise than express his satis- 

P oe faction that the erection of 
Refuges has atlength offered to those unfortunate Jehus the opportunity 
of permitting their virtuous yearnings to slightly imfluwence their con- 
duct. Fun is, moreover, glad to observe the public taking this oppor- 
tunity of returning good for evil in a truly christi way, and, as 
all great discoveries must be a boon to the world, he is, he supposes, 
equally pleased to welcome that which his friends the B. P. have just 
made, namely, that the English cabmen are the noblest army of martyrs 
of the mimebeenth . Butas om does not seem calcu- 
lated to bring out the cabman in all his br'ghtness, let us hope, says 





Fun, the more comfortable state of things now being introduced may 
succeed im encouraging him to burst in all the natural beauty of 
his di i 


disposition. 
Now, something has been whispering to Fun that, until this satis- 
‘a Bittle benevolent protection is 
needed on the other side. So he called a committee of Charity, Com- 
mon-sense, Justice, and a few more of his intimate friends, and pro- 
ceeded to deliberate on the matter. 

It was decided that there exists another army of martyrs, composed 
of the unprotected ladies and foreign gentlemen who have the mis- 
fortune to come in contact with, and be abused by, the cabmen, and 
on whom it might be as well to bestow a little of our su con- 


sideration ; and it was further decided that what was immediately | 


needed was a few additional “‘ Refuges’’—not for the cabmen, but 

for the cabmen’s “ clients.’ It was therefore unanimously 

agreed :— 

That there should be erected at each street corner throughout the 
metropolis, a “ Refuge,’ into which any unprotected female might 
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escape from the bullying and insults of a cabman to whom she had 
refused to pay more than twice his proper fare. 

That it would be as well to make the walls and door very strong, in 
order to resist any attacks from the boots of infuriated cabbies ; and 
also that, in thoroughfares where stones are easily procurable, the 
building should have no windows in the front or sides. 

That the Refuge should contain a sufficient supply of cotton-wool to 
enable a lady inside to close up her ears against the forcible 
language of a besieger. 

That the Refuge should be always supplied with a stock of provisions 
calculated to last seven days, in order to permit of the lady’s 
holding out until her husband or other natural protector should 
have time to find her and come tc the rescue. 

That each Refuge should be supplied with a mirror, a box of pearl- 
powder, a piano, and the latest novel; and should be otherwise as 
elegantly fitted up as funds might permit. 


ne ee 


the unpleasantness of out- |: 


It was also furthermore agreed :— 
erected 


That a few Refuges should be for the use of foreigners not 
conversant with the English tongua, and that such buildings should 
be vided with a d 
legibly inscribed with a lint.of 
sentences applicable to the eo- 
casion, > be on 
a strongly-grated aperture 
the wall. We give three 
specimens of the sentences 
required :— 

“Why give more?” 

‘‘ Have you the flag which 
the Home Secretary has 
recommended ? ’’ 

“‘T have not seen the num- 
ber of your white 


ge. 

That this building should also 

contain pipes and other ar- 

ticles ae . while 

away the monotony of a pro- 
tracted siege. 

The committee have under deliberation a scheme for a third class of 
Refuge—one for the use of overworked night-horses, compelled te 
labour with dislocated shoulders and eo forth, but they have not yet 
worked out the problem satisfacterily. 

+ + - . . 

The committee are happy to say that they have already received 
thirty obliterated towards the furtherance of their 
object from “ A Re Cabman.” In a letter accompanying, the 
stamps are stated to mepresent the amount received in excess of fare 
by the writer for dri a French gentleman from the Bank of 
England to the Ro by way of Aldgate Pump and South 
Kensington ; and the writer further declares that his only wish is to 
kiss the hand of Mzs. Prodgera, and die in the odour of repentance. - 








NO TIDINGS, 


“ No tidings,’ she said, “‘ of my love to-day, 
Since he called that quid to borrow ; 

So back to my home I will take my way— 
Perchanée he will come to-morrow.” 


‘* No tidings,”’ she sighed, when the morrow came, 
And it brought Be her absent lover; 

Then she called at the station and left her name,, 
Lest his body they should discover. 


‘No tidings,” she wailed, as the days went by, 
And each day she felt forlorner : 

Then a cold she caught in her wistful eye, 
Through waiting so long at the corner. 


Ah, tidings at last! In the news to-day 
There's a name that reads like his’ n— 

With a broken head in a drunken fray, 
And a couple of months in pris‘n. 


Pro Rata. 


Why is Conservative reaction like the metropolitan househ older f— 
Because it’s vastly over-rated. = 





Tas Licur or oruza Dars.—Candle-light. 
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EYE -RONICAL. 


Waiter :—“ Bao parp’N, siz!” 


Languid Swell :—“ Wx-8LL, WHAT 18 IT JAMES ?”’ 


Waiter :—** Baa parp’N, I'm suRB, SIR; BUT D’ YOU KNOW, SIR, IS THERE A GENELMAN HERE WITH ONE EYE NAMED WALKER ?”’ 


Languid Swell :—“ Dow’ KNOW, 'M SURE. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

Tue production of Jules Verne’s Le Tour du Monde en Quatre-vingt 
Jours in an English dress, at the Princess’s, was, despite the popularity 
attained by it in Paris, a venture of great pluck. The scenery and 
mounting of the various tableaux are of a most gorgeous kind, and if 
the dresses are somewhat outré, this very fault is likely to make them 
more attractive to sightseers. It is to sightseers that the drama 
applies itself particularly, and as there is no lack of them in London, 
fortune is almost sure to favour M. Mayer and his colleagues. The 
dialogue is remarkable for the utter absence of anything like bril- 
liancy or connection of ideas ; but the acting is fairly , and there 
is a splendid ballet, a real railway train, a terrible shipwreck, a Brah- 
minical pageant, and many other things of a like description. We 
had almost forgotten the boa constrictors, which are as large as life 
and rather more than twice as natural. 

The tremendous demand for seats on the first night of Mr. Hare’s 
management at the Court Theatre has been since balanced by an 
equivalent desire for sitters. There is a good deal in whetting play- 
goers’ coee by ensuring the disappointment of first night appli- 
cants ; but it is or 
the challenger is eq to the occasion. Mr. Hare evidently thought 
that the friendship of certain critics being as sure as the critics’ 
engagements, he had nothing to do but secure a favourable house. 
So he ‘‘ disposed of” the chief seats a fortnight before opening the 
box-office, and considered himself clever. A commonplace manager 
would have obtained a piece, or at all events one likely to be 
good, and would have been satisfied with an opening night the verdict 
at which would be conscientious and expressive of public opinion. 
Mr, Hare started with a bad piece—a bad representative of a bad kind 
of writing—and a house which felt bound to applaud, whether it was 
pleased or not, from any feeling or gratitude. Overweening 
confidence has once again had a severe fall, and the manager of the 
Court has discovered that it will not be so easy a task to snuff out or 
even rival the Prince of Wales’s Theatre. There are people now 


ill-natured enough to ask what Mr. Hare has ever done to make | 


well to commence the challenging game unless | 


Say, WHAT'S THE NAME OF THE OTHER EYE?” 








people expect such great things of him. If the question were asked 
us, we should certainly be obliged to say that, beyond playing some 
small parts in a small manner, and making some small friendships 
with small critics, Mr. Hare has done nothing, and that the great 
anticipation seems on both sides to have been quite as great a mistake. 
But not such a mistake after all, as the long, lame, and lamentable 
apologies for a still more lamentable failure which have, in a portion 
of the = press, taken the place of the honest criticism which is the 
public right in return for the public money. It is about time that 
some interests beyond those of private individuals were considered in 
the criticism of those journals which boast the largest ‘circulation 
and wield the largest share of power. 


WORK AND PLAY. 


Wuenever I’ve a mind to work 
I never let it spoil; 

But slave away like any Turk— 
Although averse to toil. 

My editor can ne’er complain 
That I'm inclined to shirk 

The slips allotted me to “ stain "’— 
When I’ve a mind to work ! 


But when I’ve got a mind to play 
I throw my pen aside, 

And take an outing for the day— 
No matter what betide. 

My editor may fume and fret, 
But let him fume, I say ; 

He never got a line as yet— 
When I'd a mind to play! 


Rartway Passencers’ Dury.—To insure their lives before they start. 
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JOHNNY’S FATHER ON THE POLITICAL 
SITUATION. 


My father he said, one day, he said Johnny, lemme se wot you 
kanow, you tel me whoo is Priminister, and I said, rite a way, you 
never see any thing said so quick like a gun went off, Mister Glas- 
stone. But he said no, costits Mister Disrally, and I said, fore I thot, 
it aint so! Then my father he tuke his spetacles out of his pocket, 
and he pute em onto his nose, and luked at me like I was some 
boy wich he had never see before, and Bildad, thats the new dog, 
it got up and come and set down side of my father, and it luked at me 
too, only not any spetacles, just its two eyes. Then Mose, wich is the 
cat, it waked up. and stretcht out its clos, and yond, and pretty sune 
it come and set down too, and wotched. Bime by my father he said 
Johnny, and then he dident say no more for a long wile, and I plade 
with the tossle of the windo curtin, and wisht I was Billy. Pretty 
sune my father he said Johnny, there is moments in every mans life 
wen he dusent kanow wether he is a ridin horse back or wide a wake, 
Johnny, pinch me, pinch your father, Johnny. So I give him jest a 
little nip on the leg, and he said thank you, my sun,-I see it aint a 
dreem, now lets take a re kitive view of the sityouation. I said 
Disrally was Priminister, and you said, as near as I can wreckaleck, 
that that was a open question, diddent you Jolinny? And I said yes 
cos E was glad he hadent under stude wot I did say. Then my father 
he said:thats rite, my lad, dont you never go back on wot you have 
said, new lets argew it out. 

Wen he said that, Bildad, thats the new dog, and Mose, wich is the 
cat, they went and lads down by the fire, Mose by side of Bildad. 
Themmy father he tuke of his spetaeles, and whiped em, and pute em 
in his-pocket, and’said Johnny, £ brot you up a Libral, and Ime glad 
to see the last lection aimt spiled you, and made you a wicked Tory, 
but facts is facts, and I tel you Disrally has been Priminister a bout a 
year, you have been a readin the Daily Telligraft, wich is a good paper 
but you mussent let it fool you, Mister Glasstome is reely out, them 
rascles was too many for him. 

Then I said wot gude was that a goin todo em, amd he said thats 
jest the pint, my boy, wich I cant quite see my own self, so I cant tel 
you, spose you ast your uncle Edward, wich has been in Injy, and 
evry were. 

Then [said wy dident the Queen cut of some of the Torys heads, 
so they wudent be so many wen it come to vote, and he said, my 
‘father did, yes, indeed, wy not, no doubet she is sory a nuf now, cos 
she dident, but its no good cryin wen its too late, besides, Johnny, 
may be it wudent have helluped matters, cos a Torys head is jus the 

| thing wich is least use to him, hé wude vote Tory if he had a halef 
{ 
| 


















































duzen, and he wude vote Tory all the same if he diddent have none at 
all. 

Wen my father he had got that far he jumpt up out of his chair 
and begun to walek a cross the flore, bakerds and foreds, and Mose, 
wich is the cat, it sneaked under the sofer, but Bildad, thats the new 
dog, lay stil and tried to git some sleep, and my father he went on te 
say, like he was a toklin to hissef, no, taint their heads, the folt is in 
their stummuckses, them is wot they are Torys with. I tell you its ol 
a matter of fizzickle bias. Tolek a bout yure edyoucation, and yure 
sachool bordes, and yure enliten pres, and yure speechin, its ol my ey, 
they dont care that for em, and my father he snapt his fingers til 
Mose, wich is the cat, run out from under the sofer, and went be hine 
the cole scutual, but Bildad, thats the new dog, only opened his eyes 
and shet em up agin. Wy, Johnny, dident Mister Glasstone make 
speeches to em til he was like to die, a tellin how things was, and wot 
was wot? Course he did, and how much gude did it do em? And 
aint Mister Brite tole em se too, til he made hissef sick? And aint 
| thay got their Bibles, same as the heethens has? Taint for want of 
' lite, not a bit! Its runs in their famlys, I tel you, and they got to be 
| took wen they are little, a way from the bres, and chuckt into hos- 
| pittles, and docktered. One dockter wich kanows. the simptems can 
| make more Libberals ia a week than the Daily News in ten years, and 

if there was one in Parlment he cude do more gude on adivishion 

with a box of blue pils than Bob Lo witha tun of blue books. We 

dont want to come to pulsry edyoucation, they are jest as edyoucated 
| asus. Wot is wonted is more docters and water without so much 

dead cats into it, and more skilites and winders in our houses, and our 
| sewidge into the sea stead of onto our bredanbutter. Tel you wot, 
| Johnny, my lad, if ole Cros kanew a nuf to go in wen it rains with 
| out him bein tole to he wude drop that Bil of hisn a bout heartyzans 
dwellins, cos if it dus wot he thinks ittle hellup spile the Conservatif 
party. You give me plenty sun shine, and pewer air, and hold some 
water, and the rite sort of dockters stough, and Ile make Libbyrals 
out of Tems mud! 

I had never see my father tock so long time in ol my liphe before, 
and I was that astonish I dident no wot to say,so I said did he 
think it wude rain, and he said rain, rain did you say, Johnny, yes, I 
spose it wil, but it wudent if them Torys cude help it; no indeed, 
they wude plug up the holes jest cos they was open wen'we was in 
office. Luke at wot they done a bout the endoud skooles, and 


i et et 





FUN. 


rigimentual changes, and the Punch and Judy catcher Bil. Wy, 
hen wrascles <ul repeel the law of graphitation if it had been 


past by Libbie votes! Do you kanow wot 


y have done, do you 
Johnny ? Thay have reinterdused lickin into the Navy. Brape J 


wudent like to have the Firs Lord of the Amalty a 


stript, and me with a cleokshion of assorted wips. May be, my boy, 


yure ole father wudent make him step and fetch it ! 
Then I said wot wude he make the 
figertif langidge, Johnny, ) Tal 
metaforricle, wot I mean is Ide put-him on the grid iern. 
Now wot ever do.you spose my 
goin to ast him to say it over 
said then theres that Stannard 
wudent scorn to use asa soratch dyin 
swollered! If I had that 
that he stompt reel 
his fute come down on 


‘gentment wile it was a 


out lukin were he was a 
thats the tiéw dog’s, tail, 


it fassend onto his calef like litenin, oféwel, and sech a you 
never 660! Mose, with is the cat, was that friten it jump the 


windo, smash, and I follered to see if it had cut itsef with the 
—E—EEe eee 


CONFIDENCE. 


From my earliest youth Pve been Poesy’s slave, 
Ew’ry poet was dear tomy heart ; 

And I vowed that I'd prove, ere I'sank to my grave, 
That I, too, had been born for the part. 


So I wrote night and day ; them Tread, nothing loth, 
a? my friends ; Le ante bi ee — 
y remarked, ‘‘ Thoughts or words, and quite possibly both 
Have been better done somewhere befores” ; 
I composed ® sweet thing in an amorous straifi, 
To which all previous effort séemed pore ; 
Buta mocking voice oried : “It's the old Chloe veliity 
With aw slight intermixture of Moodre.’” 
Then, in anger, I tried a satirical flight, 
That original thought might have scope ; 
And I wrote it, and read it. They shriecked out with spite : 
“It’s a vile imitation of Pope!” 
I translated an ode from a little-known tongue, 
Thinking ‘‘ Vow there is nought they can say!” 
But at night came the verdict—ah me, how it stung !— 
I'd unconsciously copied from Gray. 
Was I mawkish ?—* That’s Tennyson !’’ morbid—** Poor Poe! ” 
And “ Swinburne’’ when not very pare ; 
Where my lines had a rhythmical, musical flow, 
They were Browning’s—if somewhat obscure. 


But to baffle my critics I hit on a plan, 
Which to certain suceess always leads: 

It’s to take thoughts that burn, told in verses that scan— 
From one Shakespeare—whom nobody reads. 





UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


Tart chest protectors and brandy flasks are to be worn at the next 
drawing-room. That the new club spoken of in connection with the 
Home Rule members is a shillaly. That the Metropolitan Police are 
to be placed under the surveillance of the Editor of the Telegraph. That 
the largest audience ever known assembled at the opening of the 
Court Theatre. That Hare and Coghlan are going to knock 
Irving and Shakespeare silly. That Kenealy’s umbrella and mane 
have been purchased by the British Museum. That the Guzerati 
poem presented to Serjeant Ballantine at Baroda is shortly to be 
sung at Evans’s Supper Rooms. That the Fun artists are to illustrate the 
forthcoming collection of Mr. Moody’s discourses. That Mr. Andrew 
Halliday has dramatized “ Boswell’s Life of Johnson” for the Adelphi. 
That a new song by Mr. Martin Tapper is to be sung in the Merchant 
of Venice at the Prince of Wales’s. That Mr. H. M. Stanley is 
establishing agents for the New York Herald and the “largest 
circulation’ in every African village he visits. That the Christmas 
Annuals for 1876 will be published early next month. 





.The Generous Manager! 

A conremporaRy which professes to know everything, and cer- 
tainly does know a good deal, says that theatrical managers have as 
much right to ask for gratuitous advertisemtenteas to give gratuitous 
seats. Isn’t a notice worth a dozen advertisements? And when the 
notice is bad, don’t the managers w their advertisements ? 
Perhaps not ; but we remember a raid of managers on one unfortunate 
rir and a dreadful loss to the paper of three-and-sixpence in one 
wee 
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Firs Lord fetch, and he said 
father he ment by that? I wase 
Dat he bust out a other time, and 
nover hed a a. aa a oister 


dein 
hear Ide stomp on it! Wen — 


| 
| 


——~ 


” 
=e. ” 
mn 


ae 
Soa 


=? . 
aie Dee: 
; 


See cei ame te ee aetna 


=- > - 
3 . 


. 


. oan Din Peg J 
ASR ESCH 
Ce ag eel 


te. HV s 


* 
Cs 


fice noe 
fe ee 


ay ~ 
Pee 


ook 
. <1 
coor 
eat 


oe - 
bags at Aiea an 


eoder 
i ae — 
a et’ 


Se FR an sD 
ee —— ~ 4 é 
= “) 


PAR ue on ina ight ae eee 


ee 
= Sa 2-7 PR a ASS et errs 2 ee -—- 


- 
~-> = * 
<a 2 


= 


agile bene cee gt = 8g eK 


5. 
a 
an oe ae 


ve name 


7 


- East an te w 


5 a eee. 


he 


ao 


ee ee eee ee ores | 









SS. ee ee en ee == 


me ees 


+ ee 


ot 


own 


- - ¥ a 
oe be 








138 KUN. (Marcu 27, 1876. 

















ST le 





“WORK AND WAIT.” 


Squire :—“‘Ocu, Pat Mutiican! Yes Lazy scounDREL!” 
Pat :—“ Fatru, YB HONNER’S OUT THIS TIME, ANY WAY; IT’S KILT WID DE WUBRK I Am THIS DAY!” 


Squire :—“ Worx! What work aT ALL?” 
Pat :—“ Surg it’s GUARDIN’ THE HOUSE I am. THE WIFE'S GONE TO THE MARKET BEYANT, AND BAD LUCK TO ME IF I STIRRED FROM 
THIS SPOT ALL DAY, BARRIN’ BRICKFAST AND DINNER TIME!” 


AND Cambridge Boat-race. Invasion of Putney. Barricading of Barnes. 
DOTS LINES. ' ; Siege of the Suspension Bridge. Carrying of Chiswick. Rally at the 
Procress of the Pacific Islanders’ Protection Bill. Being too Sellwar Bridge. Victory of Oxford. 
pacific to protect themselves the Legislature protects them. Ireland oleae ieietcaiaibih ai biciie 
is not one of the Pacific Islands. = Man murders his grandchild through PPE SIL te SPER OY 
excess of love. Have warned our grandfather not to be so exuberant Good Entertainment. 
in his affection as heretofore. = Moody and Sankey still “ evangeli- A wkiTzer in the Echo, who seems to have a halfpenny mind as well 
as a halfpenny paper, makes a curious statement with regard to Mrs. 


sing.”’ This is hardly the word. Euphemising is much more 
original, and certainly nearer the mark. — Meeting ia disapprobation of | Howard Paul. After stating that this lady fell downstairs, spraining 
the railway passengers’ duty. What presumption! If the House of | her ankle and instep very severely, he at once adds, “she continued 


Lords hears of this it may be tempted to abolish railway passengers. — | the entertainment on the following evening.” Such a performance 
Passing of the Regimental Exchanges Act. The old proverb, | may have been vastly entertaining to the writer; but its encore could 
“Exchange is no Robbery,”’ thereby thoroughly confuted. — More | hardly have been ded in the same light by the fair entertainer 
agitation about the “ Police and the Public” in the D. 7. The | herself. Unless, leek on the homocopathic principle, the second 
“Good Samaritan’ applies to the Levytes for aid and assistance. — | accident obliterated all traces of the first, and made a perfect cure. 
History repeats iteclt, with variations. The ‘“‘Good Samaritan” | Let us “ entertain” hopes that such was the case. 
2 twopence. Now he obtains redress for a penny. = Archbishop reece negin 

anning returns from Rome a Cardinal. ‘‘No. 1”’ is the first of the A City ‘‘ Plum” Stone. 
cardinal numbers. Dr. Manning, though not a Newman, is considered | A parLy paper informs us that “the Lord Chancellor has pre- 
a fairly Wiseman. — Three emperors expected to meet at Ems before | sented the Rev. Wm. F. Bickmore with the living of Stone.’ What 
long. Town will afterwards called Ems-per-or. — Oxford and | can a clergyman want with Turtle and Punch ? 


CADBURY ’S| [reroraiaay |TAYLONS RANE 


have new Patent Improvements, which render them 
. As Supplied to the 
ESSENCE A 


ry Bee 
|= bg B eps superier to ali other makes tor Dagssmakine and 
aris ue Al Work 'Nee uabtete get out af ender are’: Stra.” 
REFRESHING—PURE—SOLUBLE. LAUNDRESS 


hd . ? te ee . , : i d e 
be ein “necy terms” of purchase at a moderate 
| CAUTION,—ly Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch. 
Printed by JUDD & CO., Phosnix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Dectors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—Lendon, March 27, 1875. 















ice.” Intending purchasers, if unable to_obtais 
Taylor's reese Semtns, Hactines Seas a ae 
respectfu ues send for te 

= or. Oneopaide, Lonsen, E.C ; Great Driffield, Yor 
shire; or the branch establishments: 23, Silver Stree: 


Hall, and 182, Kirkgate, Wakefield. 
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INGENUOUSLY 


Stingy Aunt :—“ Writ, Rosi, HAVE YOU ENJOYED YOURSELF ?”’ 
BrorHer JIM IS SURE TO cry ‘ Hatves!’ wHEeNn I Get HOME; AND IF I SAY 


Robin :—“ Ou yEs, AUNT, BUT I wisH I HADN'T COME. 
YOU DIDN'T GIVE ME NOTHING HE’LL PUNCH MY HEAD FOR A ‘STORY. 
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[The Curate thinks that boy will come to “‘ no good.” 





managers and the author have to be congratulated on an undoubted 
HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. aman 
PiayGorrs whose fortune it is to be ancient are just now remember- We very much regret Mr. H. L. Bateman’s death. The lessee of 
ing that, many years ago, an adaptation of Nicholas Nickleby was pro- | the Lyceum was a decided believer in ability, and though he had bis 
duced, which differed in many respects from the version now playing at | failings and peculiarities, he was always a true friend to the deserving. 
the Adelphi, and contained several characters now omitted. While | Perhaps the Lord Chamberlain and the Examiner of Plays might not 
deploring, with many apologies, our inability to compare the new work | be quite so important had it not been for Mr. Bateman, but altogether, 


with the old, it may not be amiss to express an opinion that Mr. Halli- | good men lose an exceptionally good friend. 


day’s version is good enough for all purposes, and is constructed with 
consummate skill. It is easy to say that all the best parts are Dickens 
and all the worst Halliday—that the dialogue was ready to hand and 
the characters long created, It is easy at any time to speak slight- 
ingly ; it is always easier to criticise than to construct. Mr. Halli- 
day’s was an invidious task: he has mastered it thoroughly. He 
presents us with some pictures from one of Dickens’s most famous 
novels, and while enlisting our sympathies, and rousing our objection- 
able feelings, he succeeds in fitting his cast with characters which 
suit them admirably. The adapter’s knowledge of stage work and 
playhouse peculiarities has stood him in good stead, and the episode | 
of Smike stands forth a perfect little histrionic gem in its new setting. 
The piece is capitally mounted, and still more capitally acted. Miss 
Lydia Foote is simply exquisite as the poor broken-hearted boy, and | 
Mr. Clarke is a thorough Wackford Squeers. Mr. Emery plays John | 
Browdie as no other actor on the boards at present could play it, and | 
Mr. Fernandez is quite at home as Ralph Nickleby. Mr. Belmore as 

Newman Noggs seems a little too anxious to please the gallery, and | 
Mr. Terriss is a moderately good Nicholas. We have mentioned Miss | 
Foote, and of the other ladies it is only necessary to say that each | 
does her work conscientiously and well. The enthusiasm on the | 
opening night was tremendous, and contrasted strangely with those | 
half-hearted plaudits of the grateful kind to which playgoers are | 
becoming accustomed. 

Our Boys still runs steadily and smoothly at the Vaudeville, and 
shows no signs of interruption eo far. 











A MORAL MYSTERY. 


CompPanRisons, in very truth, 
Are odious beyond compare ; 

But life’s vicissitudes, forsooth, 
Are often worthy of our care. 

There's poor old Jones who toiled as hard 
For years as any galley slave 

Was doomed to see his efforts marred— 
And found, at length, a pauper’s grave. 


Behold the contrast! Giddy Smith, 
As thoughtless as a man may be— 
Fame, love, and wealth is loaded with ; 
And who so prosperous as he 7 
But such is life! and oft you'll find 
That those whose hearts are light and gay 
Fare better far than they who grind 
Their very flesh and blood away! 


Old Hands. 


GU8HING scribe writing of the recent boat race says that the rival 
crews are members of the first families in England. Bosh! Weare 
The anticipations indulged in | not so sceptical as Mr. Thoms, but we refuse to believe in such 


at the time of its production have been amply fulfilled, and both the | longevity as the truth of his statement would necessitate. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Mareh:Al, ORT. 
[Cartoon. ] 
UNWELCOMe INTERFERENCE. 
‘“Come here,’ says Nurse Elcho, “ my good little bey, 


Come here, and I'lLcroon you a ditty ; 
Likewise, if you'll listen, 1'll fill you with joy. 
Nay, prithee don’t struggle, nor with me be coy ; 
Remember, there's nothing without its alloy— 

You ought to know that in the City. 


“ My physic will do yousa vast deal of good, 
Lo wastejit would:bo.a gneat pity ; 
don’ t think -its.aetien: is quite understood 
And.yet I've.explained it as well as I could. 
we -vonston’ tiknow what's right l’yea mind; that you.should. 
We must-make,a fresh start in the City.” 


‘Nurse Eleho she's:taking:the greatest of pains 
Lo. show) aa witty. 
theilosses.and. counted the gains ; 
Butaehep:to dll eas she ber motive explains, 
She fi trthere.s,semaeywhere an absence of brains ; 
Aud so fe ra epee ol mate _— 
the\bounds.of the Ci 
meena 


‘We may 


FUN. 


‘|ybarl like \haman beins, \[unewver -see -seeh 
‘radical changes in the conduet.of| | 


reasonably axpeet.some 
our theatres: before: long. fhe way has’ been gradually prepared, and 


there is.now only. wanting.a manager bold enough to enforce the-new. 


ions. ‘Lime was-when | ‘those who paid;their money to enter a 


sentiment,.and,applaud.under any and every circumstance. Bat a 
are (jp A (tzansilion state at present, «nd even already the model 
Manager consuiers be has aright to insist on favourable, comment, not 
only fromthe orities, but aetually from the paying public. It.is net 
20 ery long ago that a well-known dramatic auth or was forcibly 
expelled trom a theatne for daring :to\hiss.a very bad piece, and when 
‘he-remonstrated he was given in eustody. Since then matters seem 
to have got even worse. Itisas well that we should know what is 
expected of us, and so perhaps the playgoing public may take some 
interest ina case heard the «ther day at Westminster Police-court, 
and learn therefrom the principle on which Mr. Hare intends to 
conduct his theatre. A gentleman having dared to make, to one of 
the officials of this house of entertainment, a jocular remark about the 
badness of the piece, and having occasion to leave the premises, was 
refused admittance on his return, though he and his friend had, as 
they innocently thought, secured a private-box for the evening, by 
paying for it. U itimately this extremely objectionable person was 
given in custody ; and though Mr. Woolrych, to his credit be it said, 
at once disch: arged the case when it came before him, there the ugly 
fact is, and there it will remain. This may seem a trivial matter; 

it is not so. Itis one of the results of the cowardly thing, miscalled 
criticism, which has its existence amongst us. It is a crying evil that 
those who ask loudest for literary honesty when it is required by them 
should be the last to concede it in the interests of others. “While 
managers can count their friends on the press, and make sure of 
them independently of any such common thing as ability, it is only 
natural that they will resent the expression of unfavourable opinion 
on the part of the public. Andso in due course we expect to find at 
our fashionable houses the notification, understood if not expressed, 

‘‘ All ye who enter here leave brains behind.” 


Literary Courtesy. 


Some time back when Mr. Charles Reade was discovered “ jewel 
setting, ’’ the chief merit of the discovery was held to consist in the dis- 
coverer’s beinga woman; and when a woman describes herself assuch and 
throws herself on the mercy of her readers, no one suspects that rhe is the 
wife of a literary man—a rival, worthy or unworthy, of the writer at- 
tacked, and is working, as we are legally bound to believe, under this 
rival's direction. Having no interest in the matter, we merely refer to 
it because the strong point against Mr. Reade at the time was that he 
had in reply attached a “ defenceless femal-.’’ Mr. Reade has thought 
fit to impute Mr. Mortim:r Collins's behaviour to ‘‘ Trade Malice,” and 
the title is far too good and suggestive to be interfered with by us. We 
expect the cause of «!1 this is that the venerable writer of vigorous Saxon 
once obliged the critic of cookery and singer of songlets,—that is if 
we are to judge by the way in which Mr. Collins spoke of the late 
Editor of this paper. Mr. Collins was not in the latter case afraid to 
speak himself. But then, Tom Hood was dead. 


A SrralcutT Tir ron EnNGLanp.—Tip-perary. 


|fokes. wasrin the.dinin.rzume, and 
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CONCERNING GIRLS. 
By Lrerie Jounny. 


Grats aint,animels, but humens wich gro up to be wimmins, .same 
as calefs git to tbe cows if the butchers mine their biznesses. Mr. 
‘Briley is a butcher, but Mr. Doppy he has got.a red headed .whife. 
Girls has long*hair,‘too lazy to cut it of, and.wears frockses, not like 
me.and Billy, trousures. If I was girls yude see me take them things 
of mity sune, I gan tel you, cos they luke dicklous in em, like shuger 
lofes, only not sweet. I hate girls, cal Billy he: hates em too, but not 
my sister, cos .she gant hellup it. Uncle Ned, wich has been in 
Injy and evry were, he-gays he was to a place once.were ol the little 
boys like me and Billy:hates the little girls like takin pils, but after 
the little|boys is.grodeup, and the girls too, ‘they likes.em. I said 
Uncle Ned were is:that,.and he said Madgigasker. Then I said Oh, 
‘that a counts for it,:them | boys.is gers, and he .aaid thats a fack, 

Johnny, they.is kind .of Ohpakerto: eke at, but -thats wet makes it 
more.sprisin,.ces the.girls is nigg 

‘My mother.she says snaede he + ‘tiny gitl ‘her-ewn «elf, 
good job L.didentikanew *her then, may be .we .wudent | cone a 
Mather, but (D like: sateen ‘thats the house maid, wen.she aint.gtack up, 
my father ihe jlikes ,pale ale.and Mister .Glasstene. Qnce my 


| and 
father he was eee and Gaffer |Peters;he come toibheiheuse, 


andyhe. said, Gaffer Petersudid, wot was:it, and.my fatherihe ,eaid pole 
ainibaxaname, Geteg ae Gafleralnks his band and “ot * 
ituwude gpile. es you have.a @nver ¢ pail, any aint it | in a 

pufangle idees as fakes is 
Sittin nowdays! Aint it. onederile a.ole-man, met.a speck of! hair, and 
mo-teeths neether, wich dont kno any) bettern sthat? Girls is mostly 
wunger thanjbeys, but Mary shes,older. 

That,girl jus;makes mesick! Westerdy wen Aunt — ee thee to 
our house with, her little ;baby she. give it "to me a l:the 

‘her -too, so;bime shy Mary she come 
@ Tunpinjin.and said Johnny, mite she give | it a goody, -the darlin 
little le end I said yes, she mite. if.she wade 80 a pateh.on my 
little , were it wwas.were out. She, phe - wude, and 
wot do yon she.give. Nd ot re wolnut wich was .so big it 
ude hardly .go'in :its mowth stranglin.and ¢offin and hollerin 
aaa saw, and.wen:the:fokes.come|in mny father be had :to git it 
out with the hannle of a table ‘kanife, and 9] :thewrile:the vinnyger a 
bustin out of its kanose. Wen it was ol @ver, my mother she .said 
Mary, how under the sun did the chile git sech a thing, and Mary she 
said O, if vou pleeze, mum, it must have cetched it passin the 
hospittle. But Uncle Ned, wich has been to Ingy and evry were, he 
says the little toper must have been mixin its drinks, cos wot it had 
was a tite fit. I dont no wot he means, for how cude it mix em les 
it had got 2 mothers ? 

Girls like to play with dols, but gimme a hammer, and a kite, and 
a wip-top, and a whaggen, and a hobby horse, and lots of twine, and 
some nales, anda lump of chock, and a woulden saword, and Ile git 
on with jest the littlest dol wich can be made, and I dont care wether 
it has close on itor not. Dols is stuft with brand and soddust, but 
girls is flesh all throo. Once when Missus Doppy was here to dinner 
with her little girl we had mutton, and Uncle Ned he was jokin like 
he was mad, and he said Sissy wot peece shall I hellup you to, and 
en Doppys little girl she said if you please, Uncle Ned, Lle have 
a le 
is. Chany wen a girl is jus borned she is tuke t> a blacksmif, and 
has iern shoes put onto her feets, like horses, wich makes em stay 
little, and then when she groes up and gits marryd to her young man 
she cant foller him to his club, and cant go to the office to look if he is 
there like he says, and thats wot I call fair play, cos she cant walek, 
but wy dont they git in the bus? One time wen Missy was up to 
London she got ina bus to go toashop, and wen she got there she 
got out, and said to the bus man you wait here for me, cos wen I get 
some things I want you to drive me back to Chairing Cros, and then 
to Madem Two Shoes whax works, if you kanow were the place is. 
But Missy she says its only jest one of Uncle Neds storys, it wasent 
Madem Two Shoes, but the Zoo. 

Girls is ol very wel wile they stick to their dolses and sech nonsens, 
but wen it comes to ridin on a sack of coles and playin they was 
calvary I say its disgussin, but me and Billy is as brave sojers as you 
ever see. 

Once they was a Morman wich had so many wifes he cudent hardly 
count em, and he went a way from home, may be to get some more, 
but he stayed a way so long livin a mong wite fokes he forgot, and 
wen he was reddy to go back he telegraft to home sayin Missus Jones, 
cos that was his name, meet me at the stashion. So wen he got of to 
the stashion the watin rumes was full of his wifes and childerns, then 
he rememberd how it was. So he kist evry boddy he cude find, 
porters and all, and then he said were is the little girl, and one of his 
wifes she said Emly, you run over to home reel quick and fetch her. 
So oe ¢ sune they was a kanock to the dore, and the wumman she 

come in, Emly, and there was a bout twenty girls come in, each 


one a fetchin a little girl, So the man he luked at em and he said 
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GOOD FOR NOTHING. 
Br our Dutt Contrisvror. 


Years ago there lived and reigneda king called Crusty, and he was 
very wise, very cruel, very quarrelsome, and very powerful. ‘The pro- 
fessors at his colieges were not nearly his equals im earning, or if they 
were they took care not to let him know it for fear*of the consequences. 
He oppressed his people mercilessly, and thrashed his neighbours con- 
sumedly, during a long and glorious reign : consequently he was very 
popular. As time went on ané hé reached a goed old age, his strength 
in some measure departed froni him. The #eptre with which he was 
wont to lay about him lustily, levelling peers, prelates, ministers and 
guards prone on the boards of the royal grew too heavy for his 
hand, and his mind became troubled. ) Wished to see a successor 
worthy of his throne ; the crown mus} dessem@ from father to son, and 
King Crusty had been unfortunate énowgit 66 Behead his wife before 
she had presented him with more thww omeRei¥, and that one not to 
the royal liking. 

The young prince's name was Rusty, aad We was in every way the 
opposite of his father. He had beew #@ fie best colleges without 
becoming any wiser or more learned thaw tite professors under whom 
he had studied. He wouldn’t hurta fly; he never got into a fight at 
school willingly, and when he did fight h® was always sure to be 
thrashed, prince as he was, for the other boy kmew he wouldn't have the 
courage to tell. This nature of Rusty's was of course a gréat source of 
anxiety to the good King Crusty, so when his gon’s education was com- 
pleted, he determined to take him in hand, #i@make of him aman after 
‘hisown heart. With this view he tried to teach him But@iwand pigeon 
shooting and fox hunting, but he could never get him to hit a bird or 
urge his horse beyond a trot. ‘Chen he put him at the head of an 
army, and sent lin into the field against a neighbouring State. When 
Rusty saw how weak was hia enemy, and how unjust his own cause, he 
at once signed a treaty of peace, and made compensation for his 
invasion of territory; at which his father waxed wroth, and wept. 
Next he tried to make a surgeon of him, and set him to work at vivi- 
section ; but it wouldn’t do. ‘Uhéchurck promised a fine field for oppres- 
sion, so he was made an archbishop; but in his very first week of office 
he was found discounting his pay to share it with some starving 
curates. These and several otlier chances of treading in the footsteps 
of his worthy parent young Rusty most f y and ungratefully 
threw away, to the disgust and horror of all tie en of the court 
and kingdom. At last, in despair, he wa# muds Lord Chamberlain, 













wot a fine chile, bles my sale, how she has grode! Then he said how 
old, and his wifes they begun to tel him, but no 2a like. So he said 
hold hard a bit, and tuke a pensle and marked on the wol the different 
ages wich they said. Wen they had got done tellin he added em ol 
up, and said jest xackly 93 yeurs, I thot ol the wile Emly had made a 
mistake, that girl has fetcht me my grandmother. 





FHE PHYSIOLOGY OF AUTHORSHIP. 
By ovr Lunatic Lavreat® 


Tr is all very well 

For some writers to tell 
Of the freaks of great authors when under tie spell 
Of the Muse, who, by deigning at moments to dwell 
In the plroes they proudly entitled their brains, 
Assinten them , thiough comer he 3 
They twaddle of Shelley, and Goethe, asd Byron, 
Whose labours so many queer stories environ ; 
Of Barham, who scribbled in s0aches and aes" 
Of Schiller, who dramas evolved from bad apples; 
Of mad Monsieur Balzac, who never could write 
Till he'd strolled in his bedgown through Paris at night. 
In the depth of my folly I dare to opine, 
No writer ere suffered such anguish as mine— 
Ever made such an ass of himself when at work, 
Or followed so ciosely the footsteps of Burke ; 
Or ever was led, when ia search of a rhyme, 
Such a terrible danca through the kingdom of crime. 


I’m by nature averse 
From that classical curse 
Which has lately been christened, “‘ the trammels of verse.’ 
’Gainst rhythm and metre, too, vengeance I nurse, 
And consider them poetry’s coffin and hearse. 
But enough of sueh moral reflections as these, 
Let the Muse take a header tn medias res. 
Pray pardon the Vulgar expression—‘“‘ Here goes! ”’ 
I'll reveal to Humanity how I compose. 


As the midnight hour from the belfry tow'r 
pone ee its gloomy sound, 
I rive’ 


rouP bed and dash my head combining the offices of Home Secretary and: édito¥ of the Official 

Six times upon the ground. - Comic Paper. Here He could hardly disap expectations, thought 

My breast | bare, and tear my hair, the wise one ; but he was wrong. After a ‘ of offivs Rusty had 

And grind my teeth with 7. neither presented a convict at court, nor show # Bt of potty tyranny 
Then sit me'dewn with inky frown towards a being connected with the theatres; Hw hud fever 

Before the spotless page. a ruffian or hanged an. ititiocent man, nor he an 


even 

unfortunate contributor. This was the last straw (iw broke éivdid 
king's back. So he died, atid Rusty, his'son, reigned! it lite stewd.- 

And the most astonishing thing of all was that the people fever 
seemed to mourn greatly for the loss of their wise ati powerful king, 
but seemed to get on very well under the silly rule of his stupid and 
incompetent successor. The moral of all this is, that labour as we 
may in the service of the world, it will forget us when we are gone, and 
fawn upon the next comer. 


To winds'without I madly shout, 
And ram, aad rave, and roar ; 

My frenzied éy@ aloft I shy, 
Then drop it on the floor. 


Adown my nose the hot tear flows,— 
The fit is on me now! 

I cork black streaks upon my cheeks 
And wrinkles on my brow. 

Then forth I creep with purpose deep 
And pace the lonely street ; 

With knife in hand I take my stand, 
And wait my man to meet. 

He comes! Hecomes! A tune he hums,— 
Tis’ hea peeler bold! 

A blow—a thud—TI catch his blood! 
It's worth its weight in gold. 


Football Fashions. 
. "Wit dreadful death of a young man through internal injury 
received ithe football field has led many people to suddenly awake to 
tie horrors of the Fugby game. Indeed, they seem to be so very 
much awake now, that it is a pity they did not show their aversion for 
“the mitinly style” before. Ifthe thing is so awfully bad, how is it 
wé luvs hud to wait for a fatal accident before advocates of gentleness 





* * ° . ° have dared to show themselves boldly? We admit our dislike to the 
gon —_, ~ you know Rugby regulations, but we dislike still more t#8 mild feeling which 
e pla _pursue prompts enthusiasts to keep in thé backgroud wtitil the very result 
When inspiration will not flow, they would avert has been effected, and thet dllows them to howl 
And I haverwork to do. horribly. 
F stroll about the lonely street 


With knife in hand, until I meet 
A wretched bobby on his beat, 
And thew T run him through. 


Wittiout His'gore for thoughts in vain 
FE bangmiy aching nob, 

A draught? of that, atid in my brain 
The qitiintest notions bob. 

But wort isslow that thus is done, 

_ And‘ peeler-huniting’s dreary fun. 

For when you will, to light on one 
Is not an easy job. 


Rival Builders 
THw Building News accuser the editor of a rival! fn mh Builder, 
of “touting for a title,”” and seems very mew dis d that such 
should be the case. Why it should thus extiibit ite grief we know 
not; for if it is wrong for one man to endeavour t» build up a title, it 
riust be equally — for another in the same line to try and build 
‘Wpa reputation out of an exposure. These building papers are not 

very strong in the way of “ bricks” after all. 


A Racy Notion. 


Fast young ladies, like fast race-horses, often win by a bare neck, 
and yet with this difference—the horse’s victory is due to space 


A Nerice or Morton.—The guard’s whistle. covered quickly, the young ladies’ to space not covered at all. 
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i THE LATEST ABORTION! 

; I wt FACED , | 
| 
| 
i | 
ft: } 
: } | 


Be Ee 


i Ae A 


2 ?* 





Fun “= A Jong been pondering over the best means of making his fortune, when he suddenly He would procure the most startling specimen of deformity °, | 
t it !——Pander to the prevailing taste for the unnatural and the revolting! 
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So he lay in wait, and spotted his specimen going in to see the Pig-faced ced Lady. He came up with him, engaged in gazing admiringly at the 
** Japanese Gemini,” or the ** Twisted Twins ;”’ 
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over the Living Skeleton.——And he now has him daily on view as the BIGGEST ABORTION OF THE AGE-the 





t of gloati 
an with a Distorted Mind! But the thing failed, for the ‘‘ Curiosity’? was voted quite common, after all! 
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WHOLESOME IF DISTASTEFUL. 


Nurse Eleho:—“ NOO, STONEY, THIS IS VERY NICEY, AND WILL DO MICKLE GUID TO YOUR CORPORATION.” 
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| THE UNCONVICTED SCEPTICS. 
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bly awkward elves, 
So stunted and mean 
and small; 
They can’t believe what 
they see themselves, 
For in hands and feet 
though they’re bless- 
ed with “ twelves,” 
They wonder at aught 
so tall 


‘ as ye view these horri- 
( & 


And one of them says 
with a sneering 
smirk, 

“It's a rummy old 
sort of a cuss; 

But I see it’s been built 
up by contract work. 

If ’twas ever alive you 
may call me Turk ; 

Why, it’s taller than 
any of us! 


‘“‘ And if you tell me that 

a beast so long 
Was the outcome of 
Nature’s laws, 

Why, then I’m a fool, 
and am always 
wrong, 

And might is right, and 
the weak are strong.” 

He ceased, and received 
applause. 


And his friends all smiled, 
and then shouted, 
“Qh ! 

We're the artfullest 
kind of chaps ; 
This showman’s a fellow 
that is awful low; 
We ‘all wonder where he 
expects to go!” 
And the showman he 
wept—perhaps. 


"Tis ever the way with 

some folks I know, 
Their manners are al- 
ways such. 

With the hardest of heads 
and with tastes most 
low, 

They now and then visit 
a raree-show, 

Then they gabble and 
wonder much. 


For they stay at home 
till they rusty turn, 
And when they do out- 
ward stray, 


They offer to teach where they ought to learn, 
And for clever repute quite anxious burn. 
How I wish that they’d stop away! 


But my tale’s not done, and to come’s the fun, 
For the showman he murmured, *‘ Dem! 

I can’t have that; sure it’s treason flat— 

I’ve a live giraffe, and I’ll eat my hat, 

And I’ll bet ten bob—yes, and more than that— 
That the beast won’t believe in them!” 


Then he went to a cage in a dreadful rage, 
And he stirred his giraffe up straight, 
Went back like a shot to the sceptic lot, 
And thought, “ Now I'll set them a task that’s hot.”’ 
But his luck was out, for he found them not— 
He'd forgotten to make them wait. 


A LOVE CHASE. 
I, 


TamMadctective, acute as Argus, high souled as Bayard, impression- 
= as Romeo, white-glovedand massive beoted as the best of Scetland- 
yard ! 

If Miss Braddon could only see me she-would be sure to put me in 
anovel. I am just the active and intelligent to suit her. 

I love an angel! and—rapture!—she is not indifferent to me! She 
is fair-haired, like Lady Audley—as I saw her at the play last 
time I was off duty. She came inher carriage to the station, for all 
the world like the Queen or the Chief Commissioner. She is wedded 
toa wealthy wretch. How shall I get rid of him? Stay! he must 
have committed bigamy. They generally do. I will find out all 
about him, and then claim her hand and her handsome jointure, as 
Jim :Gyves does in that beautiful story in the Boddy'’s Budget. Let 
me set to work at once. Where are the handcuffs! 


II, 


I was not deceived—I never am. He has committed bigamy. 
Bigamy, did I say? Trigamy, quadrigamy, polygamy! She shall be 
mine! I-have the proofs of his guilt, and now | await him round the 
corner, by his favourite public-house, where he seeks to make a still 
further victim of the beauteous barmaid. I loved jer once, but she 
despised me. Never;mind; I will save her and seize him. He wants 
- i a theatre forher! (Ha! ha! He leaves:thatibar only for the 

He approaches. I grasp him, and close the handcuffs. Curses! 
they are too large! He eludes the grip and knocks me down, hails a 
passing hansom, and disappears. I hear him say to the cabby, “ To 
Charing-cro:s.”” He will escape by the Channel tunnel. Not so— 
not 80. 


Il. 

I recover. I rush to the police-station and provide myself with 
smaller bracelets. I hurry to the railway station. Horror! the train 
has gone! LHe will be in France and beyond my reach. I faint 
before the ticket-office. 

When I revive lam in the hands of Mr. Stott, of Leeds. He takes 
me to the refreshment room, and gives me biandy. i tell him my 
sad story. 

“ Cheer up,” he says, “ you will soon overtake him. I have in my 
pocket one of my patent flying machines, by the aid of which I have 
travelled a hundred miles in ten minutes. Mount, and fly! When you 
see the steamer beneath you, release the spring and descend ; seize the 
culprit, and ascend with him into the air; as the roc did with old 
Sindbad.” 

I am afloat, and going at lightning speed towards the South Coast. 
I see the lights of Dover, and the steamer just leaving the pier. On 
the deck I perceive my man. I prepare to descend. Just as I near 
the mast-head, the escape funnel gives an awful roar, the pent-up 
steam blows my flying machine to smithereens, and I fall into the 
water and am drowned. And being so, I must perforce conclude. 


‘“ Additional” Evidence. 


Tue Irish Times in a report of the Rathcormac murderer's trial 
makes what appears to us a somewhat remarkable statement. It says, 
speaking of the victim :—‘‘ The woman herself left about eight o’clock 
for Fermoy to sell some butter, for which she received 9s. 10d. It 
was made up of four florins, two half crowns, and tenpence in 
coppers.” We have often heard of the deterioration of the currency 
by paper, but never before saw it so fully realised. It is time there 
was “justice for Ireland” and Home Rule as well, when a horrid 
Saxon thirteen and tenpence has only a purchasing power of less than 
ten shillings! 


All-a-ah-bad Lot. 


A Bompay paper says :—“ Onthe 15th February Lieutenant Crompton 
struck a native servant with a loaded whip. ‘Two hours afterwards 
the man died. Great sympathy is felt in Allahabad for Lieutenant 
Crompton, as he has never ill-used a servant before.” The impudence 
of these natives in dying upon the slightest provocation is becoming 
monstrous. Lieutenant Crompton deserves something more than 
sympathy—and we sincerely hope he’ll get it. 





John Mitchel. 


A pure and true patriot—for he loved his country as cordially ashe 
hated England—poor, hasty, misguided John Mitchel has helped the 
Government, and solved a difficult question by shuffling off this mortal 
coil. The Conservative press chronicl+s the fact that “he died 
quietly.” Did they expect him to die singing the “ Wearing of the 
Green,” or fogming out invectives against the Saxon oppressor? 
Strange that Conservatives should always confound Patriotism and 
Rowdyism. They know much of the latter, very little of the former. 
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‘“NOT TO-DAY, BAKER!” 


Boy (who puts sixpence down) :—“QUARTERN LOAF.” 
Baker :—“ Breap’s ROSE; IT'S SEVENPENCE NOW.” 
Boy :—* WHEN DID IT RISE?” 

Baker :—“ To-par.” 

Boy :—‘‘ Turn I'LL TAKE ONE OF YESTERDAY'S.” 


JABEZ AND JOSIAH. 


‘Every Life hath its Lesson,’ quoth a Wonderful Weaver of | 


Words. Merely Prefacial and Preambulatory this; a Wildflower 
plucked from the hedgerow of Philosophy, and flung in the path of 
the Reader. We deal here with Two Men, Units of the Mighty 
Whole. Before they were Men they were Children. Children and 
Men, we follow their footsteps across the Sands of Time, and, 
thereupon, with the Spade of Truth andthe Bucket of Fancy, we 


found our Moral Story. 
Jabez and Josiah were the children of Honest and consequently 


Indifferently-well-to-do parents, cognomened Duck. Fate, which | 


does all things eccentrically, shaped the future of the young Ducks by 
sending them a-fishing Hampstead Pondwards in the Springtime of 
their Youth. The fishing hadn’t much to do with it, but the Sand- 
wiches they carried with them had, for Sandwiches to be portable 


require wrappage, and what handier wrapper in an Indifferently- | 


well-to-do family than that sheet of Quotidian Misinformation face- 
tiously appellatea a Newspaper? ‘The Brethren fished, fed, and read 
each his greasy wrapper. Jabez was speedily lost in the enthralling 
details of a City Article, and Josiah was spell-bound by a romantic 
narrative of The Latest Betting. Upon what a tiny Tea-tray may the 
Top of a man’s future existence turn! 
greasy literature decided the whole future career of the two Ducks. 


From that moment Jabez dreamt and raved of Foreign Loans, | 


Telegraph Shares, and American Securities. 
night hideous with the jargon of the Betting Ring and the Esoteric 
Saxon of the Sporting Reporter. 

At length the day came when the choice of a profession and the 
possession of a small capital lay open to each. Jabez rushed away 
Citywards with his coin, and speedily developed into a full-blown 
Broker of Stocks. Josiah inserted his name in the Sporting Papers, 
and was known to the world of the Turf as a willing layer of the 
market odds upon all coming events. Better for one of them that he 






Those tattered scraps of | 


Josiah made day and 
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| A BOAT-SONG. 


Kerr by the bank where the willows are growing, 
Kissing the silvery sheen of the Thames ; 
Paddle by where the forget-me-nots, blowing, 
Stud the green velvet like so many gems. 
Let me recline on the cushions so cosy— 
Rowers, pull slowly, pull lightly, pull long ; 
Never mind steering ; come closer, dear Rosy — 
Lull me to fairyland, sent by your song. 


| 
Rays of the sun, loth at leaving us, linger, 
Rendering nature all couleur de rose. 
| See, how the diamond flung at my finger 
Into a ruby’s magnificence glows. 
Happy oblivion o’er me is stealing, 
Stealing as slowly as glide we along ; 
All is a murmur confused in a pealing 
Born of the dreamy refrain of your song. 


Are you all plunged, as all motion is dying, 
Deep in a lethargy like Rose and If 
Don’t let the boat across current be lying — 
Whisk from my nose that affectionate fly. 
Nestle, my pretty one, nearer and dearer, 
Let your red lips often rest on my brow, 
And as elysium seems to grow nearer, 
Murmur the burden you warbled just now. 
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TEARS. 


In this world of cares and troubles 
Rise some evanescent joys, 
Bright, but bursting, like the bubbles 
Which are blown by little boys! 
Man’s division of the sexes 
Meets these troubles with dry eye ; 
But when aught a woman vexes, 
She enjoys a hearty cry! 
Woman’s luxuries are tearful— 
Life is washed in briny rain! 
But man’s agony is fearful 
If he seeks a cry—in vain! 
Troubles, sorrows, love’s rejections— 
All he passes tearless by ! 
But at General Elections 
He must have a party cry! 
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| A Great Fariure in THE City.—Asphalte. 








| had never gone Sandwich-laden to the Hampstead Ponds! Which? 


| Read on! 

The lapse of ten years found Jabez lord of a magnificent mansion, 
proprietor, sub rosa, of a lady-directed Theatre, and the daily 
denizen of a splendid office in Capel-court. Thither to him came 
pale and trembling clerks with the embezzled wealth of their 

| employers; needy Clergymen and friendless Widows, lured by his 
golden promises, deposited the savings of a lifetime in his greedy 
palms; Merchants made him the medium of mad ventures which 
_ buried their houses in Ruin and themselves in the Suicide’s Grave; and 
Tradesmen galloped headlong down the slopes of Insolvency at his 
| unholy bidding. Fames and Fortunes were cut down like Midsummer 
| grass by the Sweeping Scythe of Over-speculation. Marquises with 
borrowed thousands, and Children with purloined pennies danced the 
| mad dance to his piping. He injected the venom of Stock Exchange 
'Gambling beneath the Skine of a whole populace. But he was a 
wholesale Villain, and beneath the fostering wing of a Paternal 
_ Government he prospered. 
| How fared it with Josiah ? 
| Alas! he had pitched his tent on crumbling soil. He was faithful 
to his clients, and honest and upright in his dealings; but the scale of 
his transactions was small, and a virtuous philocracy hounded him 
down. One day a Lord Mayor's office-boy stole half-a-crown’s worth 
of Stamps. When searched, a Sporting Paper was found in his posses- 
‘These odious betting men must be put down, said Lord Tallow- 


sion. 
Chandler Mayor. They shall, yelled a snivelling and cheating 
_Shopocracy. By all means, said a shaky Government in search of a 


popular measure; and Lo an Act for the Suppression of Small Sinners 

| was speedily passed. 
It was all up with Josiah then. Thrust from his office by Desk- 

| breaking Detectives, insulted in the street by cheap and nasty Police- 
men, preached at by silly Ranters, persecuted by titled Defaulters, he 
was driven from England to Scotland, from Scotland to France. Where 
the limpid waters of the English Channel lave the Cockney-haunted 
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A table-cloth of fairy’s wings 


shore of Boulogne, a broken-down Betting Man drivels and dodders, 
Invites the knives and forks and things— 





I want some relic which may act 

As proof that those delights were fact 
And leave some trace remaining— 

And not the dream they always seem 
When dismal winter's reigning ! 


| and writes upon the sand :— 
. . It's all a fairy story ; 
Had I but been a Sinner big, y 7s 
| Like brother Jabez up in town, a . pe mace = oom "9 
And learned to Bull, and Bear, and “ rig,’ ae ee 
| And ruin Peer, and Clerk, and Clown ; The bottles in the stream ure cast 
| Had I, with bait of fall and rise, (The beer’s consumption follows fast 
| A thousand to destruction hurled, Upon its introduction) — : 
I should not starve ’neath alien skies, And, lightly thrown, the spinning stone 
But rule a vast Commercial World. Essayeth their destruction. 
| Alas! the legal net is twined And this is why I gaily stray 
To catch the sprat at every trawl : By Corney Reach this winter's day, 
| The larger fish are left behind — Because I’ ve long expected 
| Tis only Sinful to be Small. The muddy tide would hither guide 
, That’s what he writes, and if you can finda moral in it you may Those bottles we rejected. 
| keep it. 7 For—as I think I've said before— . 
| en All oe bottles seek this shore, : 
H ; r visit it in passing ; 4 
| SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS And those as well must one day swell 
| The heap that I’m amassing. 
| 





DOTS AND LINES. 


GENTLEMAN given in custody for attempting to enter the Court 

Theatre after paying. But then he had expressed disapproval of the 

performance, ought to think himself lucky‘he waslet off so easily. 

== Policeman discovered stealing tin. Evidently wanted to mix it 

with his own brass. — William Steere receives three months for 

exposing putrid meat for sale. Trust he will see the error of his ways 

and Steere clear of them in future. — Death of Joha Mitchel. There 

are far worse people left alive, and we're not sure bué that some 

M.P.’s have committed greater crimes than those of patriotism and 

impulsiveness. — Son murders his father and mother while under the 

influence of “religious mania.” This plea should nowadays be not 

only sufficient to get the murderer off; but he might be made a 

missionary. — Disgraceful libel on Miss Stride, who actually dares to 

a a be charitable without being cruel. Envious and objectionable state- ° 

ment Cunningly if not Charitably Organised. = Quarrel between the ; 
| 
{ 
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No. XIII.—THE RHYMER’S RELICS. Earl of Shrewsbury and Lady Stanley of Alderley, as to diffusion of 
daylight. Nod/esse oblige. Perhaps in this case the sun will make an 


oe s nasty nilitne herrien viens extra effort. = Disturbances in Morocco. Natives naturally given to 
- re al oe es leathering each other. = Opening of the Tower of London free. The 
U th each i se ie country is going to the dogs indeed when people are allowed to inspect We 
wT whi nT : de all wae their own property for nothing. ‘The House of Lords must see to 5 
o which I've made allusion. this. — Great mortality in Fijithrough measles. A result of annexa- f 
tion. Civilisation and cutaneous eruptions are always found together. 


Th , di t ’ 1 3 d k . = . . 
ere 8 dirty, ugly, leaden sky — Dr. Kenealy objects to the dictum of judges, and professes to 





With d. rubbish whirling b ; 
. dentine Sica 7 believe in the virtue and ability of undirected juries. This is“ cutting 
Yet I declare I’m sitting there , off one’s nose to spite his face’’ with a vengeance. = Mr. Whalley 
And smiling very sweetly ! objects to judges also. Wonder what judges think of Mr. Whalley. 
To close my eyes and smile and smile, 
The Last Straw. 


And be a villain all the while, 
I’m very much addicted— 
That smile of mine is very fine, 


Tuat intelligent luminary who, in exchange for a princely salary, 
condescends to arrange Court and theatricat millinery and bestow 
snug appointments upon his relatives, is getting ambitious. Depriving 


And ought to be depicted. 
+4 thousands of hardworking men and women of a day’s pay, insulting 
tate iy Pe Bg A lessees in pompous circulars, hounding down small stage mana 
And heedless of the oe. and besmearing himself with nauseous adulation at provincial feeds— 
My fancy clings to Mien Sila we all these are amusements which have begun to pall upon what should 
‘ i oe be his official mind, but what can only fairly be regarded as his 
yP , instinct. Actors are deserted now for higher game. In the future 


histories of this our glorious age of advancement it will be written 
that a man was considered worthy a post of uabounded power who 

Where, altogether cleaner, declared the performance of The Messiah upon Good Friday to be 
The river glides, ignoring tides,— illegal and so forbade it. The Chamberlain puts his hoof down upon 


And where the banks are greener. Handel and runs a muck at the Messiah! The sooner this silly 
censor—this relic of a bygone age—is swept from the path of pro- 


My mind the cheerless present mocks 
With dreams of lands beyond the locks 


+e 


t Gupurenooetedivmer peg gress the sooner shall we, in matters of this kind, cease to excite the 24 
y SRY sunny rays Sal gent; jeers and scorn of the civilized world. : 
And hampers stray across the ray ase ; 
To tempt the self-indulgent. A-bridging the Difficulty. : 
And Walton, in the sunny sheen, Tux latest Channel scheme is the erection of a suspension bridge ‘ 
between Calais and Dover. Wouldn't it be cheaper to bring France : 


Is like a transformation-scene, 
And Halliford is gleaming ; 
And a!'] things there are far too fair 
For anything but dreaming! 


over here on rafts a bit at a time ? 


ed 





New Name ror Ma. Hare’s Tueatne.—Police-Court Theatre. 
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i . PARTY FEELING. | 
Young Lady :—“ How I po L1kk SMALL PARTIES! How MUCH NICER IN BEVERY WAY THEY ARE THAN THOSE LARGE DREARY ONES!” | 
| Little Grigley :—“‘ As THE ONLY REPRESENTATIVE OF THE CLASS YOU MENTION PRESENT, ALLOW ME TO RETURN MY SINCERE THANKS | 
FOR THE COMMENDATION YOU 80 GRACIOUSLY ACCORD vs!” 
:* | | 
ee | 
' € THE ED-I-TOR AND THE RATS. GOuvUT. 
: A Tae ror IN-PANTS. A Sonnet. 
Ae Once there was a boy who was so good that he was made Ed-i-tor ToorHacue in toes, and earache in the feet, | 
nh of a pa-per, and had a room to write in all to him-self. And there Sand in the joints, and needles in the b: inl 
44 were rats and mice and flies in this room, but he was kind to them and | The most rheumatic of rheumatic crones, | 
 h fed them. One day he was wri-ting po-e-try and he wrote— Bent, till her knees and shoulders almost meet, 
BS “In the cav-er-nous gloom | Would deem her aches and pains a quiet treat 
a” Of a dir-ty back room Compared with those a gouty mortal owns! 
{ A good little Ed-i-tor sat, Cares not for principalities nor thrones : 
: Toasting Chesh-ire so nice He, in whose toes gout’s stabbing pulses beat! 
b For the rats and the mice, 
And nur-sing the flies in his hat.” a dull were life without its work and strife ! 
- ts pain and grief!—which buffet us about 
in And it sent him to sleep, and he quite for-got to feed his friends. And As storms do ships. But sweet calm follows, rife 
a when the pro-pri-e-tors came down they knock-ed at the door, but he With restful joys; and none can have a eal 
a did not an-swer ; so they broke in-to the room and there was no-thing But that the keenest joy of painless life 
of him left but his brains, which were in his to-bac-co pouch, for the Is only known by one who's had the gout! 
’ rats and mice and bee-tles had got hun-gry and eat-en him up. So, Sceieeaeiailineaammestliniaiiameameimanine 
Mf good boys and girls should nev-er feed dumb an-i-mals, be-cause, like . . . : : ; 
men, they al-ways take a dir-ty ad-van-tage when they can. Wuen isa man like a schoo] boy’s sum ?—-When he’s cleaned out by 
— being sponged upon. 
Norges rrom Paris. Norns ynow Pants. —Charles Lecocq’s. A Drawine Room.—The Dentist’s. | 
4 
aah ¢ WAT Al E iN 
‘We can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.””—Standard. 
| “TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— A. H. Hassall, M.D. 
2? NN 
; SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, 
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LOVE AT CARDS. 


My love, were we less loving when 
We were not one, except in troth 
And faith and heart? For even then 
One common soul was shared by botk. 
We wiled away the winter bleak, 
And blithely passed the ev’ning by ; 
Two loving rivals, you and I, 
Oft played the “ royal game ’’—Bézique. 


We scored with units, caring nought 
For silly ciphers two and three, 

Nor strove to win, nor ever thought 
Losing abated much our glee. 

And when we made mistakes, ’twas bliss 
To pay the forfeit, for we made 
The pleasant penalty we paid 

for each and all mistakes, a kiss. 


It seemed that trumps were always hearts : 
You drew the Queen, and I the King, 

For Love rules even Fate—imparts 
A symbol to the slightest thing. 

A tender blush would robe your cheek, 
When such a freak of chance occurred. 
Our eyes met, but we spoke no word 

In those dear moments of Bézique. 


But that was years ago, and now 
We sit again and play the game; 
A matron grace has made your brow 
The fairer for a mother’s name. 
A royal marriage. Did you speak? 
Acry! ’Tis Lily’s. Run upstairs! 
A dream, perchance—some infant cares : 
We must postpone to-night’s Bézique. 


Justices’ Justice. 


SevERAL tradesman have been severely reprimanded 
by a magistrate for endeavouring to get a gentleman 
into trouble. The gentleman had merely obtained 
goods without paying for them, and, being a gentleman, 
the magistrates told his prosecutors their conduct was 
disgraceful. We wonder he didn’t give them six 
menths “ with hard,” and put them under police super- 
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CAUTIOUS. 


Visitor :—‘* Writ, Mrs. FLANAGAN, WHAT DID THE DOCTOR SAY ABOUT 
YOUR POOR HUSBAND’S DEAFNESS ?”’ 


vision. Mrs. F. :—* Bepav, Miss, THE DOCHTOR sAys TIM’LL NIVER HEAR AGIN; 
7 BUT (whispers) PLEASE DONT SPEAK LOUD, IT MOIGHT MAKE HIM DE- 
A Boat Race.—Fishermen. PRESSED LOIKE!” 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 








| may be found that cultivation is, after all, superior to clothing—yea, 


The Mixture for Low Spirits (Tegg) is not a drink, suggestive of | even to Sydenham sit-down-upons themselves. 


imbibition as is the title. It isa collection of anecdote of a rather 
curious kind, old friends with new faces meeting one on every page. 
We are not quite sure whether the editor intends the “mixture’”’ to 
cause or correct low spirits; but if the latter, he has certainly failed, 
so far as the lowest spirit on this paper is concerned. We made an 
Easter offering of the volume to Augspur, and when on receipt of our 
letter he came down with a heavy thirst, and found not a bottle but a 
book his behaviour was bad. However, we consoled him with a drink 
from the editorial cask of “‘ Half-Guinea Ale’’ a beneficent proprietary 
keeps always on tap, and under its influence he took not only Mr. 
Tegg’s “ Mixture’’ but half-a-dozen other books we had intended for 
our own private and peculiar perusal. May they do him good! Mean- 
while we shall have to water that ale when it is only intended for the 
contributorial throttle, 

The Lady's Everyday Book (Bemrose) is an enthralling volume, 
which admits the reader into a whole host of female mysteries, any 
one of them sufficient to make the boldest bachelor banish himself 
from the sex’s society, and lead a lonely life of sacrificial celibacy. 
From stewing a breast of lamb to cooking a husband's goose, nothing 
in the line of a lady’s domestic economy is omitted. The sale is 
doubtless bound to be very large; but we certainly think that each 
male purchaser should be compelled to make affidavit that he is 
married. It is not fair to those who have paid the penalty of rash | 
and unconsidered affection, and have woven Hymen’s chains around 
them, that for a small portion of circulating medium, calm and calcu- 
lating celibates should obtain an amount of information which would 
otherwise cost them dear indeed.—[This is the result of giving the 
book to a much-married man for notice.— Ed. ] | 

Messrs. Samuel Brothers have issued “a thousand remarkable | 
facts’’ in a very cheap and handy form. For sixpence one may stuff | 
himself full of information of a varied and easily digestible kind ; and 


i 
| 


VOL. XXI. 





MaGazinges FoR APRIL. 


An article on “ Roman Diggings’’ will be found one of the most 
interesting things in Macmillan. ‘The French Theatre under Louis 
XIV.” is also worth reading ; and so is “‘ The Tercentenary Festival at 
Leyden.’’ With three attractive papers in one number a modern 
magazine may be said to have made itself an everlasting mame, and 
to have more than compensated for any amount of dulness or ditch- 
water it has in less happy issues inflicted on its subscribers. 

Temple Bar is fairly good this month. “Injin Joe” is a weird 

oem, in which the idea is far superior to the execution; yet as the 
intention is to be “‘ homespun” it is hardly fair to grumble at the 
writer for succeeding. “An April Day in St. James’s-street” is 
pleasant, and “ Old Folks and Young” will bring to the minds of the 
middle-aged rather forcibly the manner in which children were 
treated “in my time.” ‘“ Leah’’ continues its course, and is inte- 
resting ; but the article on the Shah is rather nauseating after the 
surfeit we have already had of that considerably over-estimated small 
potatoe. We beg pardon—we mean potentate. 

Readers of the Argosy will be glad to find Johnny Ludlow to the fore 
again this month, and will await with some little anxiety the sequel 
to his story. ‘About Dogs” is hardly worthy of its subject; but 
‘* A Secret of the Sea’’ becomes exciting. 

The St. James's commences an ane new owes wae en new 
editor, and has a healthy appearance. e are g r. Moy Thomas 
wrote the article on “ Veale to Authors,’ for he has handled the 
subject well. Besides, he is not one of those who have lately taken up 
the cry without any particular reason, unless it be that they are not 
authors at all, or have been in their time most determined in their 
attentions to those unfortunate dramatists who happen to have been 
born abroad, and who ought therefore to feel proud that they have 


as we are told that knowledge is better than houses and land, so it | received the honours of English adaptation. 
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A TERRIBLE MONSTER. 


“ Yzs I am the ogre of Foreign Loans— 
I'm a curious sort of a beast ; 
I fatten on widows’ and orphans’ bones 
And revel and shout when I hear their groans. 
I'd rather hear them than the sweetest of tones 
While making my asual feast.”’ 


Thus spoke the worst giant of modern days, 
As i: sane for a breathing space— 

A giant more filthy in manners and ways 

Than any we're told of in ancient lays ; 

A villain who common-place villains dismays— 


A blot and a foul diagrace. 
‘« I’ve nothing te do with thé bulls and bears, 
Or with f who're wide-awake ; 


My victims know little of stocks and shares, 

Or ne'er would they venture, within my lairs— 

I never could tempt them with spurious wares, . 
No; don’t you make any mistake!” 


But thanks to the gallant Sir Henry James, 
Whose purpose is noble and great, 

The ogre must soon bid adieu to his games— 

We've yet a small fancy for honesty’s claims. 

This giant our credit and honour defames ; 

To call him aright would be calling “ bad names.” 

Away with him, then, from the State! 
cemeetennyeme 
Ir would be a bad thing for religion were it to be judged the 

acts of those who should be its most practical easeie rae 
section of the clergy of modern days seem to consider it incumbent on 
them to show how cruel and intolerant they can be, and how great is 
the difference between Divine precept and the practice of divines. To 
preach love and charity from the pulpit on the Sunday, and inflict 
terrible punishment on small offenders from the magisterial bench on 
the Monday ; to explain how forgiving and tender of heart was the 
Saviour, and then show how worthily the Church follows its own 
teaching by insisting on payment to the uttermost farthing, no matter 
what the case or condition of the debtor may be—these have unfortu- 
nately become the leading characteristics in the portrait of the conven- 
tional clergyman. But there is even worse than this. As if to vary 
the monotony of these performances, one or two Churchmen have 
found other grooves, and have exhibited themselves before the 
public in novel if not particularly edifying characters. And the 
example has found ready imitators. We have hardly recovered from 
the shock caused by one rector chasing an archdeacon through his 
parish, and another refusing to bury the corpse of a cricketer, when 
fresh exponents of clerical beatitude present themselves to our notice. 
One of them—the rector of Coppenhall, near Crewe—has even gone so 
far as to desecrate the last resting-places of the dead: to destroy the 
little memorials placed on graves by loving hands, and to cast the 
ruins contemptuously into a corner. Is this not horrible? Who is 
there among us that knows not some spot which holds all that is 
mortal of one near and dear?—who is there that would not feel the 
honest bLiood boil within him at the thought of its desecration? The 
little memorials placed by friendly hands on green graves have always 
been respected by the otherwise most ruffianly ; it is sad, indeed, when 
a clergyman shows the example of wholesale desecration. Another 
gentleman of the cloth, this time in Cornwall, has been hooted 
through the streets—and most worthily. Such a scandal has his 
life been that for years his church has been deserted ; and now he has 
been instrumental in instigating a riot. Unhappily, these instances 
are not solitary; so numerous are they that it certainly does seem 
singular, in these days of crusades and revivals, that our more pious 
brethren have never directed their efforts to the conversion of the 
clergy. Truly, there never was anything much more needed, and if 
Messrs. Moody and Sankey could but accomplish it they would be 


benefactors indeed. 





A Shooting joy. 

A counTRY paper, speaking about the shooting season, says that 
“all ten-shilling licencees will expire soon.’ This causes the 
reflection—Does a man require a licence when he intends to shoot 
himself, and does it expire with him? With regard to the item of 
news itself we must admit that it gives us for the first time in life a 
thrill of joy, when we reflect that the only sheoting we ever did was 
shooting the moon, and that for such sport we received neither leave 


nor licence. 
An Evi Spreit.—British Brandy. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tart the best of endeavours sometimes fail was conclusively shown 
the other night at the Gaiety. Despite the care and attention that 
had been bestowed on its production, Rose Michel, which in its original 
state has been so attractive to Parisians, was found considerably want- 
ing when tried on the sympathies of Londoners. We regret this 
because Mr. Hollingshead’s effort was praiseworthy, and because the 
failure was chiefly caused by an oversight. In the first place, the 
drama should have been adapted to meet the requirements of an 
English, and particularly a West-end, audience. In the second, an 
actress of recognised ability—a public favourite—should have been 
chosen for the part of the heroine. Itis untrue to say the work of the 
adapter is well done ; the Gaiety piece is simply a baldand almost literal 
translation, not intoordinary English, but into what may be fairly called 
Dailytelegraphese. Wherever it has been possible to make the 
language stilted and affected the opportunity has not been lost. On 
the principle of the free-fight, ‘‘ wherever you see a head hit it,’’? Mr. 
Clark, wherever he has found a hard word, has stuck itin. We are 
informed that Mrs. Gladstane holds the entire right of the English 
version of Lose Michel. This is a sad blow to any hopes the piece 
might otherwise have had. That the new-comer is an actress we 
don’t for a moment doubt; she never for a moment ceases to act, and 
evidently considers nature a very bad model indeed. On the opening 
night she acted on our spirits very considerably, and must have added 
materially to the exchequer of the buffet-keeper. Taken altogether, 
Mr. Clark and Mrs. Gladstane are about as different from M. Blum 
and Mdlle. Fargueil as it is possible to imagine, so far as ability 
goes. Miss Hollingshead prom‘ses very well indeed, as does Mr. 
Osmond Tearle, and we trust soon to see both in a piece better suited 
to the display of their abilities, and more likely to remunerate a 
manager who certainly does his best to prove worthy of the confidence 
reposed in him ‘‘all the year round,’ and without any intermission. 
[Since this was put in type Rose Michel has been withdrawn | 

Trial by Jury, the new musical trifle by W. S. Gilbert and Arthur 
Sullivan, produced recently at the Royalty, is extremely funny and 
admirably composed. For once we have an original notion brought 
to a satisfactory conclusion, and the public should make the most of 
it. The only wonder is, how the sapient Examiner of Plays allowed 
such a stricture on the law-administerers of the great country which 
pays him his salary to pass, or that the Chamberlain did not, the 
morning after its production, order his myrmidons to at once stop 
the piece at the peril of their lives, and bear off lessee, author, and com- 
poser to the durance and the dungeon they so well deserve. Mr. Fisher 
looks all over a bridegroom, and the Plaintiff is not so bad as might 
have been expected. The Counsel has a good voice, the Judge is 
excellent, and the Jury are, on the score of ability, a dreadful reproach 
to the ordinary specimens of the “ British palladium.”’ 

East-enders are critical with regard to melodrama, and adapters 
have to be careful what they are about when catering for a people 
deep in the mysteries of theatrical sensation. Therefore the success 
of Rank and Fame, an adaptation from the French by Frank Stain- 
forth and Leonard Rae, produced last week at the Standard, is the 
best proof of the ability bestowed on it. There are a good many 
people who affect to despise all theatres on the City side of Temple 
Bar, but it is likely, if the present taste for melodrama continues, that 
such houses as the Standard will become very fashionable, for they 
certainly do understand their business in Bishopsgate-street, There 
such specimens of acting and adaptation as are given to us now and 
again at more pretentious houses, would meet with the derision they 
so richly deserve. 

Miss Litton has opened the St. James’s Theatre, and has taken 
with her the most prominent members of what is best known as the 
Court company. Brighton, which had so long a run at Chelsea, is 
the chief attraction in St. James’s, and produces the same hearty 
laughter as of yore. The only exception that can be taken to it is, 
that a farce in four acts is rather too much of a good thing. To call 
Brighton a comedy is simply nonsense; it is a farce of the most 
screaming description, and tires the people with laughter before 
Conrad and Medora begins. The latter is chiefly remarkable for the 
introduction of Miss Litton to burlesque. With the able assistance 
of Miss Hodson, the “responsible manager’’ comes through pretty 
successfully. Weare glad to note that the new management does 
not scorn the humble pittite. 

Mr. William Holland, the people’s own, and Emperor of the 
Surrey, has reopened his theatre, where, despite his friendly rivals, 
Hamlet and Creswick, he still reigns supreme, and is the chief attrac- 
tion. Mr. Holland is as imperially hirsute as ever, and twice as 
genial, and it is darkly whispered in Blackfriars-road that he has 
cellars full of untold gold, the rich harvest of a life-long study of the 
public interest. Mr. Creswick, whose name is a household word 
on the Surrey-side, has been warmly welcomed by those who knew 
him in the days when he managed the house at which he is now a 
“star.’’ His rendering of the moody Dane is careful and well studied 
as ever, and the support awarded him is by no means bad. By the 
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way, we may as well express our unbelief in the rumour that one of 
the chief attractions at North Woolwich Gardens this year is t» be a 
Tragedian Show, at which all kinds and) conditions of ‘“ heavy men” 
will draw heavy wet and bestow biandishments for ballot papers. 

The Mohawk Minstrels are again established at the Agricultural 
Hall, andi are receiving considerable attention from the inhabitants:of 
northermLondon. They are well worthy of a visit 


SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS. 





<= ~ i — 
Wo. XIV.—THE P.R. 


Chose to: ariver that rolled in sublimity, 
Dirty andi deep and wide, 

Nestled a lmtimadjacent proximity, 
Having: wcove inside. 

While it was running—(the river was)—silently, 
Running with great success, : 

He was— (the mam was)—a-grumberling vi lently, 
Owing tovthirstiness. ; ; 

Tiere was a party from liquor restraining him, 
Keeping him nice and light : a 

Cos you know he was —(the party was)—training him, 
Seeing he had to fight. 

Him-that-I-spoke-about’s right ponderosity 
Being some twenty stun ! 

He was—-(his pal was)—with awful velocity 
Getting him down to one. 

Running him out in his flannels and baking him, 
Getting his weight away— 

Wonderful proper and fit he was makingjhim— 
Tol de rol looral lay. (Chorus.) 


Often he’d stare at the river’s limpidity 
When he was crawling by ; 
Then he’d consider his throttle’s aridity, 
Then he’d— (that man would) —cry: 
Then he would tell him, and keep a-repeating it— 
(Meaning his pal) —with pride, 
How he’d be shaking four-fifty, and beating it — 
Doing a score inside. 
Breaking his heart for four-half—and a lot on it— 
Nearly insane he went ; 
Knowing his backers were risking a pot on it, 
Being a large event. 
Wher his account of his pes pain he un- 
Bosomed, they merely laught! 
Though he’d have swallowed the Mediterra-ne-un 
Off at a single draught! 
Seeing libations were strictly forbid to him 
Every dreadful day, 
He would—(that trainer would)—coax him and kid to him— 
Tol de rol looral lay. ( Chorus.) 


Every day he got drier and drearier 
After his beastly run ; 

Oh! But his weight it was nice and superior, 
Stopping at one stone one. 

Daily his liquid allowance was shorter, but 
Often his mate would spy 

Him as l’ve named with his headin the worter-butt, 
Trying to drink it dry! 

Just as they'd got him so nice and respectable, 
Puzzled they were to see 

How that the stream was no longer detectable 
Where it had used to be! 
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Fancy those backers, while seeking a trace of it 
Out in a lonely spot, 

Finding that slogger a-sitting in place of it, 
Having imbibed the lot! 

He, in his ponderous state of rotundity, 
Couldn't be moved away. 

Fancy his-backerses griefses profundity: 
Tol de rol looral lay. 












(Grand chorus.) 





THE DISCONTENTED DUKE. 


Once upon a time there lived an aged nobleman who,, by years of 
upright conduct, had earned » foremost place in the most virtuous 
Court im the world: It was ing to: be: an ornament to that 
vale too, for its — purity > a and: refinedi that. the 
vulgar eye was unable to discern ommon le wading through 
the liberal details.of the Divoree Court. furnished by @ moral press, 
andi finding noble names: conspi by their presence, got cynical 
about virtue and sceptical about purity ; but that, of course, was merely 
their low: jealousy of them betters. The Bankruptcy Court, too, was 
busy with the proprietors of blue blood, and Clab Gossip wouldiwhisper 
strange stories of card-sharping and turf swindling in: commection 
with prominent courtiers But what is sacred from and 
Club Gossip? Nothing, So let us.go baclt to the old nobleman. 
_ He wasas nice an old gentleman as yowcould meet with im » day’s 
. March,.or April, or June, or any other month in the year; but le had 
one territile failing. 

He was discontented! with his lot!. 

He had lands and titles, Orders of the Bath, the Boot Jack, and the. 
Brazen Kid}, tenants, thieving servants, fist sons, and 
flighty daughters—in short, all that the most ambitious of dukes could 

desire, Amd yet he was not . 

He envied: the: middle-class: folk who could laugh out loud, eat 
tripe and onions, and smoke pipes. im the strect. He emmied the 
honest. workmam who conlid . iis wife when she desemved it 
_ without. creating a public ; but most off all he envied the-dirty 
| little boys: who could pelt each: other with mud, hang behind’ cabs, 
“take sights’’ at policemem, and otherwise give vent to their 
feelings without attracting the undue attention of society. 

He got morbid on the subject. at last. He dreamed and tallted of 
nothing else. He would have changed his dtreall coronet and all he 
had in the world to shake off the shackles of society, and be a dirty 
little boy. 

One day—it was Easter Monday—he went for a walk round 
Regent's Park, and when he came to Primrose Hill he stood still and 
watched the dirty children at play. The sight was too much, for 
his brain caught fire—a fierce eager light burned in his calm blue eyes. 
He rushed home, shaved himself clean, put on a short jacket, knicker- 
bockers, and a cheese-cutter cap, and fancied himself a boy. He 
slung a linen ‘‘nosebag”’ full of “tommy” round his waist, and off 
h2 started for the hill. 

Oh my, what a game he had! He raced up and down the gravel 
paths, he played kiss in the ring with dirty little girls, he chucked his 
cap at sparrows and hit policemen, he licked halfpenny ices out of a 
glass at a barrow, he bought a wreath of paper shavings and stuck it 
round his hat, and when he was tired and torn and splashed to the 
eyes in mud he sat dowa on the damp grass and munched his tommy. 
A duke munching tommy! Fancy that! 

And fancy the horror of his eldest son, the marquis, who happened 
to be in the neighbourhood, and came plump upon his father being 
chevied by a park-keeper for playing at chuckfarihing. 

The marquis grasped the situation in a moment, and his father by 
the collar. He thrust him into a four-wheel cab, and drove him otf 
there and then to the nearest lunatic asylum, 

There was no difficulty in getting the naughty duke ia, or in keeping 
him there. The Lunacy Laws made the task an easy one. The duke 
had eaten bread and cheese, had run up and down Primrose Hill, and 
had associated with common people. Why, of course, he was mad. 
His son said so, the doctors said so, and Society said so; and so the 
poor old nobleman was ‘‘ minded”’ for ten guineas a week, and the 
marquis, his son, reigned in his stead—which was exactly what he 
wanted to do. 

The moral of all which is this. A nobleman may shatter the com- 
mandments, steal, cheat, lie, and be blackguardly on the largest 
possible scale, and he still remains a sane man, and an ornament of a 
virtuous Court. Let him live an upright life, and allow his enjoy- 
ment to consist in eating bread and cheese, wearing a short jacket, 

and splashing his clothes; and he isso rous an individual that 
Society demands that he shall be put ins y away. 
As was the case with the Discontented Duke. 


To Ladies Only. 
Tux best remedy for a false step.—A Miss-Stride. 
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Canny Scot :—“D’yE SELL WHUSKY HERE, MON?”’ 


C. 8. :—“ Hoo mucu 18’'T A JARP”’ 
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Barman :—“ Yxs.’’ 
Barman :—“ Two pounps.”’ 


C. 8. (after much consideration) :—‘‘ WREL, THEN, IF IT’S UNCO GUID, AWL HAE TWA PENNYWORTH, HET, WI SUGAR AN’ LEMON, AND A 


LANG PIPE.” 


A SLUMBER SONG, 
“Mr. Barstow fined the defendant five shillings for being drunk, or in default 


five days’ imprisonment. The defendant, with a smile, said he would sleep 


littlc lot away.’’—Police Report in Daily Paper. 


Art times philosophy and drink, 
Like wine and truth, go hand in hand ; 


And wisest saws to nothin 


sink 


Beside a toper’s answer bland. 
What stoic can with him compare, 

Who, by disaster brought to bay, 
Says softly, with a smiling air— 

‘*T’ll sleep the little lot away ?”’ 
When raging winds disturb the sea, 

And wild waves toss the ship on high ; 
Who from fierce anguish would be free 

Within his berth asleep should lie. 
The fiercest tempest lulls at last— 

The darkest night must yield to day ; 
For him life’s storms are quickly past 

Who sleeps the little lot away. 


Let dunce and dullard fume and fret, 
And vainly flee impending woe ; 

The wise man strives but to forget, 
And lets the wheel of fortune go. 

The fight is fierce for him who tries 
By brave assault to force the fray. 

So like a dreamer close your eyes, 
And sleep the little lot away. 


A Turf Note. 
Wuy do Irish patriots like to hold meetings in Hyde Park ?— | being should assume an Irish title of sovereignty. How would Paddy 


Because it’s “* Wearing of the Green!” 


(What little there is left.) 


the 








UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


Tuat the Great Western Railway Company have commenced 
actions against the survivors from the Shipton accident for alighting 
at a station other than that to which their tickets were issued. That 
the Marine Secretary has had his bell-wires cut in consequence of the 
midnight visits of Mr. Plimsoll. That Maria Martin; or, the 
Murder at the Red Barn, will be the next domestic drama at the 
Gaiety. That all the Conservative working men in London were 
recently invited toa grand banquet, and that covers were laid for 
six. That Mr. Wilkie Collins has written a story called ‘ Dirty 
Minds ’”’ and dedicated it to the proprietors of the Graphic. That the 
Bishops are building a reformatory for the provincial clergy at their 
own expense. That the promoters of the Honduras Loan have been 
presented with the order of the Golden Fleece. That the guards on 
the Metropolitan Railway practise chucking porters into the train an 
hour a day in order to avoid killing the passengers. That the Lord 
Chief Justice meant Dr. Kenealy when he mentioned vipers at 
Southampton. 
A Shady Compliment. 

Dr. Kenea.y has been presented with anumbrella. What sucha 
pachydermatous and doubly-duckbacked demagogue can want with it 
is hard to understand when his usual ‘‘ Gamp”’ is remembered. Now, 
if it had been an extinguisher, some clean pens and ink, or say a 
tongue-scraper, there might have been some reason in the presentation. 
But people never do get what they most require, even our own 
bulky testimonial list falling far short of what we should like to have, 
or are ever likely to receive. 


A Pat for Pat. 
THERE is great talk again of a royal residenee in Ireland. It is 
suggested by the leader writers that the royal resident for the time 
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| THE DISGRACEFUL FOREIGN-LOAN OGRE. 


| ‘*‘ FEE-FO-FI-FUM, I SMELL THE COIN OF AN ENGLISHMAN.” 
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THE POET’S RESOLVE. 


I’m not a disappointed bard 

(I think I’ve told you that before) ; 
I’ve written verses by the yard, 

And mean to write by miles and more. 
The editors of public prints 

Treat me with undisguised derision ! 
They drop me many friendly hints, 

And say my lines require revision. 


I let them go their silly way, 

And never care one little bit 
For any single word they say ; 

I know that “ what is writ is writ.” 
My poems lie upon the shelf, 

And shall lie there, as I’m a sinner ; 
I never will demean myself 

By asking editors to dinner. 


I will not print them in a book 
With covers tinted like a prism, 

Because I know for what to look 
From editorial criticism. 

I have a better scheme, you see— 
I’1l practise private recitations ; 

Then ask my kith and kin to tea, 
And so get rid of my relations. 





Both Sides of the Question. 


ANOTHER old lady has been killed by an omnibus 
driver, and everybody says “‘ How disgraceful!” Hun- 
drecs of omnibus conductors are worried into early 
graves by tiresome old ladies, and no one sheds a tear for 
them. To properly appreciate the situation one must be 
either an old lady cr an omnibus conductor. Neither is 
preferable. 


‘ A Wormwood Turn.” 


ment in the Westminster-road, the Messrs. Sanger 
gave a full equestrian performance on Wormwood 
Scrubs recently. Chamberlainian restrictions were Gall 
to most managers, but Wormwood to them. “Ah, 
there’s the Scrubs.” 





AN UNPLEASANT REMINDER. 
Mr. Seedy :—‘* Tummy stnciz, Torrrown.”’ (Tenders florin.) 
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Ass-81ZE INTELLIGENCE.—The measurement? of Earl 
Shaftesbury’s donkey. 





DOTS AND LINES. 


| 
DrivEN by the law of the land from their establish- 
| 
| 


Clerk :—‘* ONE AND SEVEN—’AVE YOU A PENNY? AN’ (indistinctly) I'L. 
GIVE YOU SIXPENCE.’ 

Mr. S. (indignantly) :—“ Have I A penny? Is THIS A PAWNBROKER’S, 
THAT YOU SHOULD CHARGE EXTRA FOR THE TICKET ?”’ 








the aspect of affairs. — Gentleman writes to the Daily News to say 
that he “distinctly heard the voice of the nightingale.’’ Bosh! 





INAUGURATION Of a mew set of chimes for Shoreditch. “ Now | 
we've grown rich, say the bells of Shoreditch.” <= Vicar in the West | 
designates his parishioners ‘* Cornish swine,” and endgels them. 
Muscular Christianity this. — Another clergyman destroys the crosses 
and other memorials placed on the graves in his churchyard. Yet | 
there are peop'e who dilate on the London rough, as though he and | 
his atrocities were unique. = Still another clergyman—the Vicar of | 
St. Ives—is so much valued by his flock that no one will be church- 
warden. So he appoints his groom. N.B. These are all facts, taken | 
from one day’s newspaper. = Dr. Kenealy obtains a Home Secretary's 
order to visit his friend Orton, at Dartmoor. ‘Twelve hundred con- | 
victs kept close for three days in honour of the expected visitor. 
Truly the “‘ Englishman’s’’ home is his castle— Dartmoor Castle. — 
Seizure of cigars containing only eleven per cent. of tobacco. Very 
inferior. Best British brands don’t, as a rule, contain any of the 
noxious weed. = Man sent for trial for failing to commit suicide. 
Trust this will be a lesson to him in future. — The Pope renews his 
excommunication of the Old Catholics of Switzerland. ‘This doesn’t 
look as if he were sure of the infallibility of his first attempt. But, 
then, the Swiss are an obstinate people. = Testimonial to Cardinal 
Manning. Subscription in aid of a new suit of clothes to match the 
new Hat. — Quarter of a million Poles about to desert Roman for 
Greek Catholicism. Have asked permission. What a number of 
Pole-ax-ers! — Lord Mayor visited by boys. Was a boy himself 
once. So he says; but, est i/ possible ? — Commission unable to decide 
whether the What’s-his-name of Baroda is guilty. As nobody seems 
to know what his real title is it’s not remarkable that more important 
matters should remain doubtful. — Terrible commotion about the 
new daily paper train. Even the papers go into train-ing now to 
improve the circulation. — Drunkard fined twenty pounds for assault- 
ing a policeman. Twenty pence spent in drink might have altered 
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“T'was the voice of the sluggard, I heard him myself.” That's all. 


RHYME. 


I orTEN try to write in verse 
But always fail, for I’m 

Without Ideas— and, what is worse, 
Can nevir find a rhyme. 

For thoughts, of course, I shouldn’t care, 
If rhymes would only flow! 

But then they won't! and this is where 
The bother is, you know. 


I’ve Bysshe’s “‘ Art of Poetry,” 
With lists of rhyming words ; 

But ‘tis of no more use to me 
Than ‘* Audubon on Birds’’! 

I’ve wished to quaff my fill of rhymes 
From this Pierian cup; 

But can’t—I’ve tried it many times, 
And had to give it up! 


In fact, until some other way 
Of making verse is found, 

My life must drag from day to day 
One dull prosaic round ! 

Perhaps I may succeed in time— 
But feel it’s very hard, 

That only just because of Rhyme 
I cannot be a Bard! 


A Frencu Novetry.—<An orderly debate. 
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OUR GRANDMOTHERLY M.P. AND THE NIGGERS. 
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Ovr M.P., although the Irish member no longer haunts him, has nevertheless He has been rescuing a lot of little niggers on the East Coast of Africa, and 


' been anxious and sleepless lately. now he doesn’t know how to get rid of them. 
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He has offered them to the Commissioners of Paving to pave the roads of the Metropolis 
with, and thus put an end to the asphalto-ligno-cobble-stone difficulty. But 
the Commissioners can not make up their minds. 


males and governesses of the females. It will be a change 
of slavery—and change is always agreeable. 








} 
| 
So our M.P. thinks he will have to make City clerks of the 
A sacred concert at his house. Perchance 


THE CENSOR. ce He’s spent some capital upon the spec. 
A FARCE IN ONE SCENE. Why not forbid it ? 
Periop: The Dark Ages. KE. or P. ie * gene nee | a 
Scene: Interior of the Lord Chamberlain's Office. Loxp CHAMBERLAIN aoe aoe ea Pa oy kg know, 
seated at table reading newspaper (C.). EXAMINER OF PLAYs standing Abuts on property that is the Crown’s, 
at a respectful distance (R. C.). And certain big-wigs wish to make the place 
CHAMBERLAIN (casting paper angrily from him). A great success, and by this means improve 
And do they fondly hope, these fools, forsooth, The royal rent-roll. Close each playhouse, then 
By criticising thus my daily acts You force the public to the Albert Hall; 
To aid their cause? I'll quickly let them know And, p’rhaps, when next your lordship craves a post 
I have it in my pow’r to make them feel For some young scion of your noble house, 
My honest rage. Egad, for this they'll smart! This deed will help your suit. 
E. or P. What now offends my lord? CHAMB. I like your plan. 
CHAMB. Why this, dear P. Send forth our edict, then, at once, and close 
A London manager has dared to vent The Houses that with sacred music seek 
His spleen by writing down my lofty post, To shirk our wholesome rules. | 
And craves my abolition. KE. or P. (writing an official document.) My lord, ’tis done. 
E. or P. O the wretch! (Prostrates himself, and is about to retire.) 


CuamB. One moment stay! Have you sent word to Jones 


What can we do, my lord, to punish him ? 
To sack his manager ? 


Cuame. He advertises, on Good Friday next, 
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E. or P. ’T was done last night. 
Cuamps. I havea relative would like the post. 
Tell Jones it is my will he take him on ; 
And while you're out, just call on Smith and say 
We cannot license Muggleton’s new play. 
E.or P. The one adapted from the French? My lord! 
We read the piece:and ‘found no fault with it. 
Cuame. What matters that? shave an aunt who has 
A version of this self-same:play. If Smith 
Requires a drama, let him ;play my aunt’s. 
(E. or P. again prostrates himself and departs. CHAMBERLAIN leans his 
elbow on the table, and soliloquises.) 
En my short span of office I have earned 
“The scorn of every wise and honest man. 
I am a despot in a country free— 
An incubus upon the Drama’s breast : 
And yet I-care not. Let fools shout and rave ; 
“With iron heel I'll crush each yelping -knave, 
Who dares dispute my sway! No better fate 
‘I erave as mine than managerial hate. 
‘Through my career these be my proudest boasts— 
To-erush the Stage, and give relations:posts. 
Enter Inspector oF Nuisances and Pustic Opinion. 


P. Orrnion. Inspector, seizethis Nuisance—all too long 
Weive stood his rude and overbearing ways. 

(INSPECTOR seizes CHAMBERLAIN, who struggles wildly, and thrusting 
him into @ sack, labelled ** Obstructions,’ hurls him into the river of 
Oblivion.) 

At last the country’s-rid of this disgrace ! 
Long may his office be a vacant place. 
(Managers, Actors,and the Public rush in and-rejoice. Wild Can-Can of 
‘Dramatic Authors. Red fire.) 
CurtTAIN. 





ADDENDA TO LITTLE JOHNNY’S “ESSAYS IN 


NATURAL HISTORY.” 


Consisting mainly of illustrative anecdotes designed to temper the techni- 
calities and sweeten the dry disquisitions of that instructive work. 


Uncie Nep he said Johnny, have you rwote any thing a bout gras 
hopers, and I said how cude I, wen thay wont set stil long a nuff to be 
rwote a bout, jest like babies wich wont be took fotigraphfs of but is 
took home agin snd-smackt, only babies cant hop, they riggles. But 
Uncle Ned he said wel, Johnny, you no best, and I spose you is rite, 
but I was a readina ole paper to day wich came a round a botle 
belongin to Perry Gorick, and I foun some powetry a bout a gras 
hoper, but if you dont like gras hopers taint no-matter, Ile read it to 
Billy. But I said wot was the powetry, and may be Ide rwite a bout 
gras hopers if thay wude be have their selfs, no jumpin. So he red 
it to me, and it only jest that ole thing a bout.a gras hoper set on a 
sweet potato vine, on a sweet potato vine, on a sweet potato vine, and 
a terky cock come up from behine, and snapt the poor litle gras hoper 
off the sweet potato vine ! 

Wen he had got done he said there, Johnny, wot do you think of 
that, and I stuc my nose up and said wy, I think Missus Doppy done 
that, and he thot a wile and he said may be so, and may be the poet 
he see her snatch it, and he thot she was terky cox cos-she has got a 
red head and they has got red gils. But I ment she rote it. 

One time there was some [njin sabbages they had a big dance, all 
fethers, and war paint like hornets, and yellin, and shakin their 
Tommy hox, and singing fritefle! And one of em he roled his ey and 
said big Injin me, Le slay the buffler and cuke him in his own greece! 
Then a other he twisled his mowth and said me heap brave, me slotter 
the offle grizly bear and pollish his boneses! Then a othern he squold 
like a wile cat and said | fetch the ragin terridactile in thunder to the 
shakin plain and chew his neck! At las the ole cheef-he shot of his 
gun and smiled wicked, and he said the rippin and roaring meggy- 
theorem kanows me for his master, I spile him wile he runs and gullep 
his smokin blood like it was wisky! Two wite men wich was a lukin 
on one of em said wot dredfle fellers, lets run, but the other he said 
no, not til the close of the pformence. Then the one wich was a frade 
he said how can they jump up and down so wen they have got sech 
lodes on their stummuskses? The other feller he said I tel you wot 
makes em, cos I have et with em, and I kanow the nasty wrascles 
dont eat nothin but jest dubble hanfles of gras hopers a live, and it 
gives em Saint Vituses dance like any thing! 

Once there was one of them kind of Injins he seen a gras hoper a 
settin on a stone, with its feets gethered in, redy to take leeve ata 
moments notice, and he smiled a sweet sad smile, like a hipotamus, 

the Injin did, and he said how mornfle to think that creechers wich 
is like 2 brothers shude distrust one a other jest cos Ime a Injin, 
wich has red skins, how can I hellup that, but the gras hoper it 
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wiggled one wisker like sayin sech a sentiment does you grate credit, 
but you miss the pint, it aint so much the culour of your skin as the 
uncommen way wich you have of tuckin it out. Be 

Bildad, thats-the new dog, was sick one day, and wen dogs is sick 
thay eats aiblade of.gras'to make theirselfs thro it up. So Bildad’he 
went a explorin for a goed green one, and wen he had foun one:to 
sute him he.shet his.eys. up and snatcht it, but there was a gras hoper 
onto the other side, and fore Bildad had chewd he noticed there was 
some thingthe:matter with his gras, so he open his mowth agin and 
stude real stil to see wot was up, but the gras hoper it kep a jumpin 
up in side. ‘Then Bildad he shuke his head so fast yon cudent see it, 
but I spose the gras hoper wasa hangin on for dear jlife. Pretty 
sune Bildad he stopt a bit to see if it was all rite, but it wasent, and 
then he got down on his kanees and rubbed his head a long the 
ground, -first on one side and then on the other, andimy father he 
said jestiluke.at+that wunderfle dog a stroppin his raaor. ; 

Bime ‘bi ‘Bildad seen it was no go, and he got up @ni shet his 
mouth .and -wakled a way very quiet, like he said wot @reyou all 
a lafinat, ‘I dont find it.so bad as I xpected. But evry:time ithe gras 
hoper wude kick in Bildads mouth that mew dog wude joer like 
he-wasilifted eudden and Ict down agin, or like he was,aiho ‘ 

Its jolly good fun, I can tel you, ito trounce ‘hop toiles, but 
may ‘beyou never. Wel its like tip cata little, you’ballenes,a short 
beard a eros a brick, then you put your hop tode onto .@me end 
of the board, and Billy he fetches thaf.ole table leg and hits-offle on 
the other .end, and the tode takes flite,.spread out like a bird, only 
not floppin. It spiles the tode and you got to gita fresh feller evry 
time. One day me and Billy trounced one, and ole Gaffer Peters was 
a goin by in:the rode, and the tode it come down wop on his head ! 
Ole Gaffer |he was a stonish like you never see him, he luked down 
at the hop tode a wile, and then hejluked up to the sky, and:then he 
see us a runnin, ana hesaid Billy, come here to once. {Billy he was 
dredfle friten, but he come, and Gaffer he said Billy, if.yure;mother 
has got any ¢lose a hangin out on the line you run home,and fel her 
take em in this minnit! 

One time me and Billy and Sammy Doppy we was agoin to-trounce 
one, and Sammy he was a holdin it on til Billy got y to-hit, and 
I was to give the werd, but I give it jesta littletoo quick, fore 
Sammy got a way,.and wen Billy he let her have it the hep:tode flu 
up in Sammy’s face you never see secha site! Sammy he fel. and 
hollerd, and his nose it was flattern ever, and were the todes hine 
legs had straddled Sammys mowth his cheex was black and blue like 
he was hit with a wip, so wen he went home his mother, wich is the 
same wich has ared head, she said O you notty, notty boy, you been 
paintin a other mustash onto yure face, dident I tel you to not, you 
go and wosh it of rite a way ! 

So Sammy he had to tel how it was, and Missus Doppy she up and 
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tole my mother, and sence then the hop todes has got things ol their - 
own way, and one day las week I see a bit of board line a crosa ‘es. 

brick, and a big fat feller it was a settin on one end insultin me fs 
like I was a begger, i= fy 
Ma 

AN IDIOT IDYL. ae 

Comz roam with me in the moonbeam’s glare, . " 

Where the wild anemone warbles still ; 4% 34 


And the night policeman combs his hair 
With the honeycomb reft from a butcher's bill. 


Let the mermaid murmur her idle tale— 

You shall chant me a lay of the kinchin kind, 
As the mudlark soars in his suit of mail, 

And the tears courge down the Venetian blind. 


Away! let us plough through the turncock’s main, 
While porpoise-hide bootjacks wildly play ; 

We'll scorn the remarks of the frivolous vane, 
And anchor our barque in the bloodhound’s bay. 
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Liquidation or Liquefaction ? 


Tue London Gazette appeared last Tuesday night without a single 
bankrupt in its columns. The country must be in a bad state indeed 
when such an event obtains. What’sthe use of having a Conseryative 
Government if people are to be allowed to get out.of debt by means 
of the novel and radical process of paying in full? A fatuous con- 
tributor says there is no necessity for us to exercise ourselves. The 
scarcity of bankrupts is only a natural result of the prevalent process 
of liquidation. . They have dissolved, and are no longervisible. But 
our contributor is a fool, and we mean to owe him only half his money 
this time just to show him how superior we can rise to such an 
emergency. Payment in full indeed! Why, what's to become of the 
gentlefolks ? 
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Lapy Kitizers.—Tight stays. 
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A DOUBTFUL COMPLIMENT. 


Dealer (insinuatingly) :—““ Now THERE'S A ’OSS FOR A GENT AS CAN RIDE. JUST YOU TRY ’IM IN ’¥DE Park TO-MORROW; DASH 
ME IF THERE'D BB ANOTHER COUPLE LIKE YGU ANYWHERE!’’ 








sheep’s head in the Penzance Market, when he was annoyed by a boy 





AN APRIL SHOWER. whistling. For this dreadful offence the boy was summoned, and, 

I cazep on the lawn when the snow softly falling though he said he was sorry and offered to apologise, was cast in costs, 

Enveloped the ground in a mantle of white, 9s. 6d., the reverend gentleman declining to accept the delinquent’s 
And somehow cr other it set me recalling offer. We are prepared to admit that whistling isa terrible crime, 

That ‘‘ scene ”’ of last April—our first croquet fight. and that the clergyman who took out the summons was quite justified 
Whilst others were searching for mallets and balls, dear, and deserved his expenses. But we can’t understand the reference to the 

We stole off discussing the chance of our side ; plaintiff's ears, unless it be that he suffered from the unusual size of 
Though little we cared as we answered love's calls, dear, them; nor is it within the bounds of probability that such a person 

And strolled o’er the garden away far and wide. would ever have to buy asheep’s head, unless for the purpose of 
Your aunt, ever watchful, soon spied us together, comparing it with the one he already possessed. For which reasons 

And whispered to Ernest— (that child is a fool!) we refuse to believe in the story of the West Briton, especially as 
To water the parterre, though doubtful the weather. sheeps’ heads don’t have such very large ears after all. 

I aeny wished the young urchin at—school! 
Though I frowned and you chided, the water came falling One and the Same. 


About us in torrents; I saw aunty grin CoMMENTING upon the recent fiasco at the Gaiety, a fourpenny 

When you box'd the brat’s ears, dear, and sent him off squalling, | Sunday sheet says, ‘‘ The piece is translated into clear, vigorous, idiom- 

For we had to part, love—drenched through to the skin! atic English, and bears no sign of its French origin.’”’ This is not 

Cut true. ose Michel has been treated in the same masterly fashion as 

: 5 f the Paris Correspondent of a certain London da‘ly treats the Paris 

Paying for his Whistle. Figaro—he translates it so literally that no one can fail to recognise 

A cvuniovs story is told by the West Briton, a Cornish paper. It | the source of his “original’’ correspondence. It is needless to say 
is in effect that a clergyman who suffers from his ears was buying a | such is not his intention. Verbum sap. 
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SMOKE-ROOM THOUGHTS. | 


I rurxxk I'll have another weed, 
’Tis not so very late: 

I think it's hardly six, indeed ; 
And dinner’s not till eight. 

I think I feel a little dry— 
There’s lots of time to dress— 

I think—*“ No, George, it wasn’t I, 
But bring a B. and 8.” 


I think I’ll ask her at the dance, 
She said she would be there— 

I think that I must trust to chance 
As to the how and where. 

I think there cannot be a doubt 
But that ’twill be all right— 

I think—‘‘ Why my cigar is out! 
Here, waiter, please, a light.” 


I think I'll get it over soon— 
And I must show some nous, 
To make quite sure the honeymoon 
Does not affect the grouse! 
I think how jolly it will be 
To smoke upon the shore, 
And think I’m thinking by the sea! 
‘‘No, Thomas, nothing more.”’ 


I think she isn't a coquette | 
Who with my love will play. | 

I think I'll take a cigarette, 
And then I must away. 

I think I’ve made my mind up, quite— 
This day she shall be mine! 

I think that—“ Thanks, I can’t to night, 
I’m going out to dine.” 


Animal Matter. 


Some idiot advertises in the Telegraph “ Ham and 
Chicken Makers Wanted. Apply at,” &c., &c. Truly 
the spread of education is wonderful when pigs and 
fowls are expected to peruse the daily papers. 


To the Very Much Married. 
WueEN is your wife like a jockey ?—When she’s on 
the nag. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


East-EnD of London produces one case of “confidence ” dodgery 
every week. This is a confidential statement obtained at the risk of 
life and pocket. — King of Burmah making preparations for war. 
Had better employ Ballantyne to defend him. = “ Activity and 
buoyancy has characterised the Stock Exchange lately.” Don’t know 
about the activity, but where floating is the order of the day there 
ought to be buoyancy. You can sink your money there neverthe- 
less. — Two Germans and a Frenchman charged with conspiring to 
defraud. No wonder they were discovered. As if they could do 
anything ‘‘in a quiet sort of way!” = Return of Cardinal Manning 
to Westminster. His motto for future use is to be “Reddy, aye 
reddy!’’ while the watchword, ‘“‘ Who’s your hatter?” will be current 
for some time among the faithful. — Colonel Yolland believes the 
Shipton railway accident was quite preventable. The Colonel is by 
no means singular in his opinion. = General Yorke appointed Con- 
stable of the Tower. Don’t believe he said, “ The place is left vacant, 
by Gomme!” Trust he won’t be Yorkeward in his new office. -— 
Eleven thousand signatures to a local petition against the erection of 
an Infectious Diseases Hospital at Hampstead taken in one day. Only 
eleven thousand more reasons why the place should be built on the 
present selected site. So Mr. Sclater-Booth thinks. — Dr. Kenealy 
in Hull. ’Tis said by those who know, that Hull is very suggestive of 
another place of similar name. The member for Stoke must have felt 


at home. = Prince of Wales at the Royalty. That seems all right. | 


Next we shall hear of Royalty at the Prince of Wales’. “By the 
kind permission,” of course. = Sir Charles Adderley objects to re- 
porters. Not at all unnatural. No one is in a hurry to get his 
Ignorance or stupidity exposed to the world. — Rout of the Women’s 


Righters. Disablement of the Disabilities Bill. — The ability of | 
A deal of: his | 


Tobias Smollett has not descended with his name. 
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BACKWARDS OR FORWARDS? 


Ass-tronomie Gent (to proprietor of telescope) :—‘* WovuLD YOU KINDLY MOVE 
THIS TELESCOPE FURTHER BACK, THE ANGLE Is 80 ACUTE IT BREAKS MY NECK 
TO LooK uP?” 

[ Proprietor thinks it would be better to move the stars a little bit forward. 








Police Policy. 


Tur Wrerham Advertiser contains a story about two children, each 
nine years old, who were arrested the other day on suspicion of havin 
broken into an office at Coedpoeth, some three months back, an 
abstracted therefrom several small articles. We don’t know which to 
admire most, the hardihood of these heinous offenders, or the ability 
which enabled them to keep the police “on the track,” and nowhere 
else, for so longa iod. Perhaps, however, it is the police who 
should be congratulated for the gallantry with which they have 
allowed their prey to grow a little older before consigning them to 
durance vile. They may have been afraid that if their sagacity were 
to go unchecked by any considerations the county would be put to 
the expense of wet-nurses for its most desperate criminals. And so 
we at all events are ready to be deeply thankful to them for a sagacity 
not yet developed among their London brethren. 


A Smoky Fragment. 

Intimidad ; or, the Lost Regalia, is the title of a new piece of operatic 
buffoonery just produced at the Strand Theatre. Somebody, on the 
opening night, having ventured to remark that the plot was rather 
obscure, the brilliant acting-manager was overheard to say, ‘ Intimi- 
dad, a cigar; regalia, a cigar—don’t you understand the joke?’”’ 


| “Sir,” said. the other, ‘‘I want none of your Intimidation, but I'll 


Regalia if you wish it.’”’ At which we came away, and forgot all 
about the piece in our endeavours to shake off the nervousness caused 
by an undue intrusion into the presence of two great wits. 


Promise-cuous. 


A CLEVER young actor, out of an engagement, is like a patron whose 
good offiees are confined to words; he promises but he doesn’t 


coarseness has, though. = Mr. Whalley behaves in a more than | perform. 


usually foolish manner, and then asks that the powers of our judges 
shall be restricted. Let us restrict our idiots first. 


A Train or Tuooucut.—The newspaper special. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Aprii 14, 1875. 
[Carroow. } 
A GOOD NOTION. 


To the Member for Orton 'twas Dizzy who spoke: 
“Ifyou don’t hold your jaw I shall have you to choke. 
You're a pestilent curse 
And get rapidly worse 
And I think that the matter’s lost claim as a joke. 
It°was funny at first 
When you weren't at your worst ; 
Butiyou've since gone about as the Member for Stoke, 
Aind have caused half the laws-of the realm to be “ broke.’’ 
So ('m thinking ’tis time 
To make folly a crime, 
And-your special er. thus to revoke. 
For your backers and chums 
Who come out of the s!ums . 
I’ve a word of advice. It is, Break from the yoke 
Of a fellow whose promise is nothing|but smoke; 
Or perhaps-you'll be cast | 
Under lock and key fast, 
It would not be at all an impolitie stroke— 
lor 'tis what he deserves, 
And ’twould steady his nerves— 
To give yowas: king there, the Member for Stoke !’”’ 


Now that our police magistrates have rectived an increase in their 
salaries it is only fair to ask that their duties shall be discharged in a 
fairly respectable manner. We don’t expect brilliancy to assert itself 
on the magisterial bench; but we have'a right to, say, half the ability 
which would be given under ordinary conditions for a quarter the 
amount received by the briefless barristers who are appointed to sit in 
judgment om the peccadilloes of their fellow-townsmen. Fifteen 
hundred a-year is by no means too much for a magistrate of our great 
metropolis} but for fifteem hundred.a year we ‘have a right. to some. 
thing besides ee and intoleramce. It seems to have been: fér- 
gotten that, in addition to the duties of our magistrates» being» very 
light, their official hours are extremely short, every otherday being the 
average arrangement of attendance. An attempt has recently been 
made to show that these gentlemen are illused and overworked. ‘This 
is absurd; as they themselves prove almost every day far better than 
we could ever hope to do. Among the many instances constantly 
occurring of the curious manner in which justice is administered in 
our police-courts is one in which some tradesmen were openly rebuked, 
in no measured terms, for trying to cbtain redress through a police 
magistrate, instead of trying a long, tedious, and generally ineffective 
process at the county court. In another case, at the chief office, the 
presiding magistrate almost openly expressed his sympathy with 
a “well connected” rowdy, though he would have sent to hard 
labour any plebeian who had only talked of doing that which the 
‘‘gentleman”’ had already done. These are by no means isolated in- 
stances of the inanity and senility for which we are made to pay 
heavily—anyone who chooses to stand in a police-court can easily 
prove the truth of what we say. VDerhaps, however, now that each 
court costs at least three thousand a year for magistrates alone, we 
may have men appointed to the stipendiary bench who will be strangers 
to the slavish servility, blatant self-importance, and maudlin fatuity, 
which have had such great weight in obtaining their possessors appoint- 
ments hitherto. 


ee 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


From the Société Internationale des Aquafortistes in Brussels we 
have received two specimen parts of an “ Album d' Eaux-Fortes,”’ which 
contain etchings after Lesly, Neiderkorr, Roelofs, and other ccle- 
brated English and Coritinental artists. The work is admirably done, 
on large plate-paper, and when completed, the Album, whether for the 
drawing-room or the library, will be a decided acquisition to all lovers 
of art and collectors of specimens. The publisher is M. Felix 
Callewaert, Pére, Rue de l'Industrie. We believe that there are also 
agencies in London and other large cities. 

We have received a pamphlet devoted to the practice of advertising 
as it most immediately concerns public companies ; but its lessons are 
by no means confined. The ordinary advertiser may glean much 
from a perusal of its pages, and the curious may discover thereby a 
good deal of the raison d'étre of the money articles in the daily papers. 
Small as is the pamphlet, a Carlyle might find in it ample material for 
an essay on the Ethics of Puffery. Messrs. Pearse, Lever, and Co., of 
Fleet-street, are the publishers. 

The Government of London and County Education are of importance 
just now, and the pamphlets bearing these titles should att:act con- 
siderable attention. Both are well written and better considered. 


{[Aprit 17, 1876. 








The Fifty-fourth Report of the Seamen’s Hospital Society shows 
that the committee do not allow time to hang heavy on their hands, or 
ermit true charity to become a term of mockery. The stranger is 
indeed tended by them, and their appeal for funds should surely touch 
the hearts of those whose sympathies are with the sea and with them 
who go down to it in ships. 

Passages in the Lifes of Dr. Francis Tumblety only costs threepence. 
The money is however much more than worth the pamphlet, the one 
noticeable thing in which, besides the name of its author, is the public 
importance he sets on matters which concern him alone, auu never 
could have interested anyone else. Unless there happens to be 
another Tumblety about, which would be too much. 

Bits and Bearing Reins (Ridgway) isa little book with a big pur- 
pose. It speaks out well for the nodlest of our anima!s and best of 
our servants; and if only as an effort in the interests of humanity 
deserves careful perusal and after-thought. 

Messrs. Grant and Co., of Turnmill-street, announce a re-issue of 
Doré's London, in half-crown monthly parts. As in everything but 
quantity this publication will be identical with the original venture, 
there is likely to be no lack of purchasers. 





MAGAZINES FOR APRIL. 


Tue Atlantic opens with a paper by T. B. Aldrich, which will 
delight all lovers of Shakespeare, and may prove interesting to those 
who do not share in American veneration for the Bard of Avon. Our 
Transatlantic cousins have a great opinion of Wiiliam, which is chiefly 
to be accounted for by the fact that he would have been a Yankee had 
he lived a little later. Still, they have got Walt Whitman, who 
should be enough. He is more than enough for us. ‘' Old Times on 
the Mississippi” is not quite so good as usual; but the rest of the 
magazine is quite up to the mark, ‘“‘ Our Comrades”’ being a perfect 
little gem. 

‘* Dear Lady Disdain”’ is continued in this month’s Gentleman’s, and 
so is “ Ah Lin Sahib.’’ As both these stories will doubiless receive 
republication and full attention at some future time it is hardly worth 
while remarking on them here. At one period one serial story was all 
that one miscellany indulged in at once. Now things are altered. 
We wish we could say they were improved. ‘The system of sacrificing 
everything to the continuous stories will not, when the great British 
public discovers that things are no longer as they were, be found 
remunerative. But this is too remote a contingency to be worthy 
of any consideration at the present time. 

All the World Over is a new-comer which will give those who stop 
at home the benefit of that experience which is gained by going 
abroad, It is well got up, though the price is only sixpence ; a map 
of Naples alone being well worth the money. “‘Lhrough Algeria to 
Tunis” is amusing. 

Inthe Saturday Journal we get the usual amount of sound prose 
and clever verse. ‘* Professor Muddle’s lecture on Evolution’’ is 
good, the utilisation of old material being clever beyond expression. 
‘The Bystander”’ is an excellent feature of this periodical. Irom the 
Saturday Journal to the Sunday at Home, and trom the Sunday at 
Home to the Leisure Hour, are but natural as well as pleasurable steps. 
Indeed, they are so suggestive of Good Things that we must here 
acknowledge the receipt of the last-named publication. 

In Ze Fodlet, besides the usual fashion plates, which quite madden 
the present writer, seeing he can, under the present conditions of 
society, never hope to profit by them in his own person, there isa 
curious statement about a gentleman who looked at a dress and 
thought it was his wife. This must have been in the days when the 
dress was intended to conceal the figure. But xous avons changé tout 
cela, as some recent numbers of Le Fo//et have shown. 

Dr. Forbes-Robertson has accepted the art-editorship of the Pictorial 
World. The literature still remains under the charge of Mr. 
Williams. Despite the proverb, strength is likely to be gained in the 
present instance by the division of authority. 

The Westminster Papers contain the only Dramatic Notes that are 
well written, critical, and above suspicion. At least, that is evidently 
the opinion of the gentleman who writes them. 

Received :—London Society, Hardwicke's Science Gossip, Golden Hours, 
Colburn’s New Monthly, Penny Illustrated Paper, Journal of Horti- 
culture, Photographie News, Once-a- Week, Gardener's Magazine, §¢., §c. 


Fishy Goings On. 

Eatine fried fish after ten o'clock at night is the latest English 
habit twisted by ingenious legislation into an offence against morality. 
For allowing this heinous crime to be committed upon their premises 
several petty East-end shopkeepers have been heavily fined. ‘To place 
the appetites of the poor under strict police supervision is a step in 
the right direction. If we can only stop eating among the residuum 
altogether, one of the knottiest social points of the day will be solved. 


A Lorp or tHE Aisizs.—The Verger. 
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HIS WORSHIP; 


OR, 
JUSTICE WITH THE CHILL OFF. 
A Comedy. 


Scene: Bow-street. ‘Quirr MAcistrateE on the Bench. Mr. So1mctTor 
atdable. JReporteRs, Spectators, €c. 


Mr. Sonrcitor (arranging hair and eye-glass). 
May’t please your. worship, here most humbly [ 
Do crave a summens ’gainst a noble youth 
‘Whose name shall; not transpire. 
What's his offence ? 


Gurer MacistRAte. 
Mr. S. Why this, Sir Thomas. On last Boat-race eve, 


Primed: well-with liquor, he with pals a score 
Did cause a riotat those well-known rooms 
Where tuneful:glees and well cook’d juicy chops 
Attract late idlers of the sterner sex. — 
Cu. M. (laughing). Ha!ha! I heard of the affair. Proceed. 
Mr. S. He fought a-waiter, led a yelling pack 
Of blackguards like himself 
Cu. M. (frowning). ; One moment, sir! 
The term you use I will not have 
Applied to noble youths. ae 
Ma."8. (Slushing). Your worship’s grace ! 
I do recall the word. Well, then, he led 
A pack of gentlemen to smash the chairs, 
Break glasses, mirrors, tables, arms, and heads. 
His name shall not transpire, but I demand 
A summons ’gainst-him. 
Cu. M. Oh, good gracious me! 
Has he apologized ? 
Mr. S. ‘im private, yes. 
Cu.M. Well, in a gentleman‘that‘s:quite enough. 
What more you want I veallyeannot see. 
WatrrteEr (at back of court). 
Fre blac my a. yourrworship, knocked my teeth 
‘The-road that matter more ‘digestible 
Alone should pass. ; 
Cu. M. Just-step thissway, young man, 
(Warrer enters witness-box. Hissarmis in a-sting, ‘his eyes bunged up, 
his mouth swollen, and his -face-a mass. of bruises.) 
Mr.S. This is the victim of his*fierce assault— 
He might have killed this man. 
Cu.M. Pooh, Mr. Lawyer, pooh! -A moble,youth 
Does honour to a low+bhern clewn' like this 
By touching him. 





Well, then, I humbly wish 
He'd honoured you, your worship, ’stead of me. 
Cu.M. Silence! or I’ll commit you. Govyour way, 
And think yourself a lucky man to bear 
Upon your face the mark of.noble hands. 
[Exit Wartsr, heartilyashamed of himself. 
Mr. S. At least your worship will compel this youth, 
Whose noble name shall not transpire, to make 
Some public reparation for his fault. 
He is in court. 
Cu. M. In court! I humbly beg 
‘He. will accept a seat upon the bench. 
(The gentleman “ whose name did not transpire’’ steps jauntily forward 
and seats himself by Cu1pr MaGIsTRaTE.) 


Now, Mr. Lawyer, fall upon your knees 
And humbly crave the pardon of the youth 
Whom you have dared, in open court, to style 
A blackguard and a cad! 
Mr. S. (falling upon his knees). Ido! Ido! Iwo! 
Cu. M. ’Tis well. (Turns to noble youth.) Sweet sir, arhen you 
go hence, I beg 
You'll tell your friends the gentle Henry knew 
His duty better than to make a swell 
Apologise for mischief he had-wreught, 
Or punish him for laws he haddefied. 

(The Nostx Youru slaps Curzr Maaisrrate approvingly sagpon the 
stomach, lights a cigar, and leaves the court with * his distinguished 
family and connections,” and without a stain upon his eharacter,) 

Now let the court be cleared. ‘This vile complaint 
Against a gentleman has made me faint. 
‘(Garer\MacisTRate swoons, and is carried into luncheon-roomby:sshers. 
s depart. Mr. Soxiciror goes off repentast end .abasked. 
Bunks behind, 
Pon. *Andthisiis(England, where we proudly boast 
The Sword of Justice smites all.ranks alike. 


WAITER. 
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Our lauded laws are used, it seems to me, 
To crush the poor and let the rich go free. 
( Exit Fun diszusted with everybody in general, and Cuizr MAGISTRATE 
in particudsr.) 


SOME SPORTING NOTIONS. 


Srr,—There has been so little doing of late that I have no excuses 
to offerfor my silence. Besides,as 1 have heard you say that silence 
is golden, I thought that an easy way to earn my modest competence 
would be. to keep quiet; but I found out the difference between pre- 
cept and practice directly I applied tothe cashier of your jovial journal. 
He was rather austere, to putit im themildest manner, and certainly 
has the absurdest pessible notiona.aboat some back debts which I had 
written off long ago and forgotten allleabout. I did think, and I say 
it in all sincerity, that after givingithe double event—the Lincoln 
Handicap-winner and the absolate tirstém the Boat-race—that some 


little consideration would have , been showm towards me. Believe me, | 


the only way to,get on in the world isto be generous. Generosity 
has always been my. policy, with honesty wherever practicable, and see 
how [have got on! Why, I remember when what I did, or where I 
lived, was nothing to nobody, and now—well now, there’s a good fair 
number of -people who'd stand something if they could only place 
their hands on me, and-show how deeply attached they are to one 
who, though he says it himself as shouldn’t, is a jolly good fellow, and 
a credit to the professienhis pen so splendiferously adorns. 

I went a few nights'back to see the boxing forttheifeather-weight 
amateur championship @f Bishopsgate. Everything was conducted 
with great pregision and exactness, the members of the press—and 
don’t 1 let em know I’m a member of the press on such occasions !— 
were looked after caréfully, and had their wants attended to with 
punctuality and despatch; and yet there was something missing. 
The fight I went to see did not take place, and though bound to 
consider myself the mildest and most inoffensive of creatures the 
sporting world ever yet, produced, I cannot help admitting that my 
presence was the cause of the omission. One of the intending 
combatants was afraid that I should challenge the winner, if not the 
pair, and that I should insist on=the battle being fought then and 
there, and.so he stayed away, and let the other walk over. You may 
ask why I didn't take his place, but the duties of referee, timekeeper, 
and helper out of -drinks to the reporters kept me occupied until the 
opportunity was past. Still there was some very good boxing, and 
when it was all over a good many of ‘Professor Austin’s merry men 
must have felt very sore indeed. ‘Almost as sore as I felt at not being 
able to show what a performer your special representative is. But I 
took it out in other ways, and fancy [showed the members of the 
Gymnasium Club how lucky you are in having such a reporter. One 
of them was so affect+d that he said he hoped yaon’d keep me all to 
yourself in future. Whaich,as I take it, is a great compliment to you. 

And now with regard «o’the coming handicap, the City and 
Suburban. I believe it will take plice at Epsom as usual, though I did 
hear that those adventurous spirits, the lessees of the course, thought 
abeut running it up and down the Grand Stand enclosure and the 
Police Passage, so that those who didn’t pay shouldn't participate in 
the particularly liberal, programme they so peremnially provide. But I 
don't believe this; amore because if they were to turn the horses into 
the Stand they would have to turn some of the people out, and so 
would lose money after all, than for any other reason. I am quite of 
opinion myself that a hoarding ought to be put up round Epsom 
Downs, and that everyone who wants to see the racing should be 
charged for admittance. I believe that the railway fares should be 
doubled, and that no one should even then be allowed to go down who 
couldn’t satisfy the constables on duty that he could well afford the 
luxury of racing. These laws of course only to apply in middle and 
lower class cases, and the profit therefrom to go half to the lessees of 
the Grand Stand at Epsom, and half towards defraying the debts of 
dukes and other privileged persons who have allowed their good 
nature to get them into trouble on the turf, and to contract a lot of 
debts they never had any chance of paying. 

A sense of loyalty tempts me to predict the success of Prince Arthur, 


‘for what were turf morality without the patronage of those who sit in 
‘high places! Again, there is Daniel, who has never yet come to judg- 
_jament, and who is likely to take advantage of the opportunity afforded 
|him atthe forthcoming fixture. Kaiser is another animal to whom one 
«tho believes in the great and good must defer, and if Timour does not 
‘turn out a Tartar—well, then, I will turn out a Dutchman. Str.y 


Shot may besuceessful, and show that the adage is not yet out of date ; 


and-so, for the matter of that, may any of the others. You never can 
‘tell till the ball’s deme rolling, or 
| judge has left-his box ;‘ but if 1 had any money to spare, which, owing 
to. 4,somewhat painful combination of circumstances, 


until the numbers go up and the 


I have not just 
now, it-would be placed on the chances of Daniel, Timour, and Stray 
Shot. A small percentage on winnings is all I crave, and;Lam not 


above the humble halfpenny post-card Hampersandpareele éf game 


to be marked “ private,”’ aud addressed AvGsPuR. 
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ON LE CONTINONG. 


(By ovrR owN CoMMISSIONER, WHO CAN’T BEAR TO WRITE IN ONE LANGUAGE.) 


LA CHASSE 


ow 
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Avis as to le whereabouts du game. 
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L’approche stratégique. 








Chantons donc avec unconcern ? 


vie est toujours such, par exemple! 


Morbleu ! 


Disparu ! 


Perdu! 


Echappé A coup de wing! 
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A GOOD IDEA, WORTH CARRYING OUT. 


Dizzy :—“ LAST YEAR WE DID SOMETHING FOR LUNATICS. IN COMMON FAIRNESS WE CAN'T MUCH LONGER 


ALLOW IDIOTS TO GO UNPROTECTED.” 
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SPRING IN TOWN. | 


Tue merry bright springtinte is coming at length, 
In Gray’s Inn the sparfows are seen 5 

The year, like a giant awaking in strength, 
Puts on his cravat‘of light greem..- 

The moon o’er the-Creseent of Burton is fairy 
The bulbuls:of' Bayswater trill ; 

There are chesthuts all budding im Tavistockssquare, | 
And cowslippyon Haverstock-hill. 

So swift is the spring. andthe budding: so brief | 
Of the trees, freed from winter’s*wide reahm, | 

You could swear'that the Royal Oak broke into leaf, | 
And umbrageous*deéclare the-Queen’s Elm. | 

Yet think not Westbournia and Brompton alone | 
With vernal festivity ring’; 

In Air-street the atmosphere’s full of ozone ; 
Spring-gardens are richer for-spring. 


In Lincoln’s Inn Fields am agrarian sound 
Is borne —in the'title, I mean ; 
And there's rhythmic morality now to be found | 
In the mention of Paddington-green. 
In Mayfair the noble-soon fair will be May 
That wars with bronchitis and rheum ; 
And Bloomsbury, too, bath a voice which alway 
Discourses of berries and bloom. 
| 


And even the City, though there is a Bank 
Whereon the wild thyme never blows, 

Looks less uninviting; less dreary and dank, 
Than when clothed ‘in its fogs and its snows. 

The sun is on hems though his luminous glow 
The City man well may despise, 

Unless—as in gardens he makes the stocks grow— 
He here could iriduee them to rise. 


Oh, when will the‘ripening- seasons advance 
And release a ‘too sensitive mind, 
And bear me to Scarborough, Brighton or France? 
For commerce I ne’er was designed. | 


The world has mistaken me—fate is a fool : 
To lie all the day in the shade, 

Drink sherry and soda, play croquét and pool, 
For this— this alone, was I made. 
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BOOTS v. BAIRNIES. 


Ingenuous Shoe-polisher :—“ Ha’ THE KID BLACKED SIR?” 


Doac Latixn.—Cave Canem. 


THE RIVAL MANAGERS, 
By our Dui ContTRIBUTOR. 


One winter evening two young men arrived in London to make a 
start in life. They came from different places, and went in different 
directions. On their first night in the metropolis, however, each went 
toa theatre, and what he sawthere determined his career. Box saw 
a legitimate play wll acted, and Cox revelled in the inanities of an 
indelicate opera bouffe, played by a lot of incompetent duffers. Now 
me Oer theatre was half empty, while the other was crammed to the 
ceiling. 

Box was a man of wealth and expectations, and became smitten 
with the idea of once more making the genuine drama popular and its 
professors prosperous ; so he determined to take a theatre and expend 
his capital to that end. Cox, who had come up to London without 
even the traditional eighteenpence tied up in the corner of a handker- 
chief, saw a field for his talents in the opera bouffe line—so he set to 
work in this way. Coming out of the playhouse he picked the pocket 
of a silly-looking fellow who was hanging about the stage door. In 
the purse he found two half sovereigns, three sixpences, and a pawn 
ticket. The next day he inserted in two daily papers an advertisement 
stating that a splendid opening upon the stage could be obtained by 
any young man or woman, however inexperienced, on application to 
“ Roscius,’’ &c., &c., and payment of a small fee. To these advertise- 
ments he had no less than eleven thousand answers, and in about a 
week he was a man of capital. To his credit be it said, when he 
found among the names of the applicants that of the poor fool he had 
robbed in the first instance, he sent the original £1 1s. 6d., with the 
subsequent fee, to a well known theatrical charity, and his benevolence 
was duly acknowledged. By-and-by he met a dissolute old lord, who 
wished to exhibit to the world the questionable histrionic abilities of 
a brazen-faced young female; a theatre was taken, and our friend 
became known to the London playgoer as Caractacus Cox, sole lessee 
and manager, and all the rest of it, holding special licence from an 
impeccable Lord Chamberlain. 

In the meantime Box had taken his theatre and engaged an 


Se 
ee 


[ Fond and mistaken Parent threatens police and other terrors, 


excellent company at great expense. 
with a success that grew small by degrees, and in revivals of old 
English comedy his god fortune was beautifully less. He made a 
spurt once with a version of a really good French play, which filled 
his house, until such time as the wily Cox lured away his best actor in 
order to throw the shield of his talents over the incompetency of the 
said brazen-faced young female, who had now grown beyond burlesque 
and aspired to greater things. The next piece was a failure; the third 
was imperatively forbidden by the Lord Chamberlain for no other 
reason than because it might interfere with the success of the French 
original, which Cox was about to bring out in the off season. Another 
play was hissed off the boards by a pit and gallery well packed at the 
instance and expense of Cox, while yet another was got rid of in a 
novel style which did as much credit to the head of Caractacus as it 
did to the heart of British Law. Box had bought and paid for the 
right of translation, had arranged for the English version to be made 
by a brilliant playwright, and was making preparations fora grand 
coup. Suddenly Cox brought out a slipshod piece upon the same 
subject, crammed his house with paper, and then got an injunction 
against Box preventing him from playing the piece at all. This was 
the crowning wrong ; and, broken in heart, health, fortune, and reputa- 
tion, poor Box retired from theatrical management. 

What became of him is not recorded. He may be a super at a minor 
theatre, or he may be even a checktaker in the service of Caractacus 
who is said to be very fond of employing his rivals and conquered 
foes. In any case, what does it matter? Box’s proceedings were either 
a crime or a blunder. He should not have tried to revive the legiti- 
mate; he should not have dared to introduce decent French plays; he 
should not—in short he should not have done as he did—that is, come 
to — And so “ Served him right’’ was the general and very proper 
verdict. 


Cut and Come Again. 
Mrs. Pratamor has heard from a playgoing friend that, although 
Brown has been “‘ cut up,” his pieces keep appearing. She wonders 
the poor fellow’s remains are not collected and decently buried. 


He first tried the poetic drama 
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QUOTATIONS FROM UNKNOWN AUTHORS. 


1. “* Let us speak of a man as we fine him.”’ | 4. “More honoured in the breech than in the observance.” 
2. ** Toil and trouble, soap and bubble.”’ 5. “ With all thy false I love theestill.’’ 
3. ** Hand out the tanners on the backward fall, the cry is still they come.”’ 6. “I have thee not, and yet I smell thee still.” 








Uncle Ned says he was to a mans house one nite wich was a spiritlist 

ADDENDA TO THE ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY. and some fokes was there wich bleeved in it too, so thay ol jined 
By Litrtze Jounny. hands and set down to a table and turnd the gas down lo, jest alittle 

TuERe was a voltur, and it was a eatin a ole dead horse wich smelt, | tiny bit of lite. After a wile there was raps, and the man wich thay 
and there was a lion. And the lion he turnd his nose up and said you | 48 to his house he said wot spirit was present, but no anser. Then 
ot to be a shamed, you dirty feller, if you wil eat sech nasty things the raps they beguna other time, and the man he said the aphlabet 
wy dont you kil em yure own self, fresh? Then the vultur it said | °V@F and over, and wen there was a rap that letter was took down on 
that’s jest wot I wude do, but wen ever I see one wich is reel fresh | * Peece of paper. Wen the raps had stop, the —— Jot - to 
and lively there is ol ways one of you vegetary uns close by, a mindin | 84ther, and thay eaid, the letters did, a aX “ bi est t “ike 
it so it shant be hurt, if you fellers wude jest mine your own bisnesses | Pet Owl it stept out from under a sofy and winkt its big eyes like 
yude see me slotter em rite and lef! Then the lion he wank his ey | Sleepy, much as to say I think its time this here this saonce was a 


; : ge goin home. 
Se } ware oe _ _— © Ge Veltar & ais ge 8 way I remember a ole, ole song about a owl, wich I was tot ever s0 


> ti : : : . long a go, most a year! It was tot me by Bubby Briley, wich isa 
Riper ben 1 a ee ae fat feller, brother to Jack Brily, the sailer, Mr. Brily the butchers 


thats a fuck, but wot can you expeck wen you think wot they lives | boy. Sech offle swearin you never see! 


on? Thats jest like ole Gaffer Peters, wich gits fooler evry day of We hoopt and we hollered, we hunted agane 
his life. One day my father he see him diggin a deep hole in his yard The nex thing we came to was a owl in a lane 
to put a post in, and my father be said Gaffer, wot will you do with One said owl], and a other said nay, 

the erth wich you have tuke out of the hole, and Gaffer he thot a long A other said the devvil and we ol run away! 


wile, and then he suid wy, Ile bury it in a other hole. ‘hen my| pig h ech fritefle ] Stee in ol : 

father he said you better left it in thisn, and dug a other for the post, Me. & “aaa i I ae I ae tates if in ibe chontiee at 
and Gaffer he said thats so, and it aint too late yet, so he put the | gerfice, I spose hede say Johnny, you wicked little boy, wot him buke 
erth ol back in the hole wich was ol reddy dug, and wen my father | are you a usin, you got to be burnt up! Then Ide say dont you 


come a way he was diggin a new one for his post. | the choaui dld ‘pein th : . 
Ss" arg td's beta ts a nde | Mca ego ag he es re al we 
’ ’ 


by a grave yard, cos theres were hyenas takes their meals, and owls feels | Th thi ‘ch in - 

to home there too. And pritty sune it begun to be mornin, and my | O 7 oy aks th an ee © 
sisters young man, wich is my brother now, I spose, he says the owl | ik oe ae . hale - th se T. Saas 

said I got to go, cos that mizable sun is a goin to come up agin, and | Other said & epaalent With iis trunk sent away. 

the flours is a beginnin to smel bad, and them larks wil be a hollerin,| And then the parson he wude say Johnny, Ide make you vicker 
its perfeckly disgustin! ‘Then the hyena he said yes, and nex thing | chkoral, and you shall have ten thousan hunderd pounds a year to by 
the deers and the oxes and the sheeps, wich aint pertikler wot they lolly pops! 

eats, they wil be to the fore, a boltin gras and buds and leafs, [me for | Once in Affrica there was a mitionary wich had a pet ostritch, and 
goin to bed, cos it wude jest make me sick to my stummick for to | one day wile he was a Jayin in his tent, the mitionary was, there was 
stop and see em! _a@ trader and he said, the trader did, wot a nice canary you got, how 
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much glas beads, and wisky, and cotten britch clowts, wil you take 
for it? Then the mitionary said wot did he mean, cos he hadent got 
any canary, but the trader he said yes, he had, cos he herd it a 
singin, the trader did, behinea sand hil. So thay went,: and there 
was the ostritch, a singin a way fit tokil hissef. The mitionary he 
harked a wile, and then he put his spetacles on and seen a wile, and 
then he said wot a nice dicky bird to havea bout the house, I tel you 
wot Ile do; you shall have him for jest nothin a pound, troy wate, 
and Ile give -you a fine him buke for takin him a way. So the 
mitionary ‘he said: Brother Sambo, that was his big niggerslave, you 
run to the chapple and fetch the nicest one wich you can find, but the 
nigger he grinned like he had got new ralgy, and he said I speck not, 
Massy, cos dat sinneryde ostitch, he done gone got-into de chapple 
dis mornin, and bress yuresole, he gobble all dem him bukes, jis like 
day was:nuffin but bricks! 

Unele Ned he says thats the ony time a vallible ostritch was ever 
sold for a song. 





SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS... 





No. XV.—A DANGEROUS TOPIC, 


My editor always examines my rhymes, 
Or else I'd invent, and I’d pen 

A story of wild and unnatural crimes 

Contrived and committed at different times 
By various editor men. 


I'd tell with a gusto bespeaking a glee 

I wouldn't attempt to conceal, 
How one of ‘em drownded his ma in the sea, 
And one of ’em tried to assassinate me, 

And spoke to the man at the wheel ! 


I'm writing a kind of a poem affair 
About this identical thing : 
But hearing my editor mounting the stair, 
I huddle the manuscript under a chair, 
And rattle some coppers, and sing. 


And when I imagine he’s scented a rat, 

By seeing his optic agleam, 
And notice him mumble, and look in my hat, 
And in the piano, and under the mat, 

I get in a corner and scream. 


If he saw the above, I have only to say 
My chances of life would be dim. 

However, you'll notice the following lay 

(A passable little conceit, in its way) 
Was written expressly for him! 


SERENADE. 


Oh, Editor, whose azure eye 
Shall put to shame the Summer’s sky ; 
How well the heart can understand 
The wild MS. 
Shall weep to quit thy tending hand, 
And go to press! (Tum-tum.) 


, ES 


es 


The birds shall cross the summer sea 
Exclusively to sing to thee, 

And glad thee with approving trill— 

I'll gee it done myself, [ will. (Tum-tum,) 


To see thy face I’ve laboured hard ; 
I’ve often called: and left my card 
My weary way to thee to win. 
It’s hard to think 
That, when I beg they'll take it in, 
They merely wink! (Tum-tums) 
I've watched them alk go out to tea, 
And brought a little thing to’ thee 
I'd sell it at the lowest bid+- 
I did it all myself, I didw', (Ldm-tum:) . 


Of course the rhymesthatel produce. 
Are nought beyond) merevexcuse 
To come and gaze at thee awhile. 


If thou shalt Bay 
The paper’s full, I only. smite» 
And slink away. (Tum+-tumay) 
And if the birds++(as might ocour)}— 
Respectfully decline to stix,: 
And bring their Gederersena itl 
I’) do it all myself, I wilh!) 


( Cum-Sums) 





WORLDLY CHRISTIANETY. 


TuatT goyernesses are not servants is showm rather unpleasantly by 
an advertisement recently published in :the Christiam, World. The 
advertiser requires a lady to take the entimé:charge of-four children 


and their wardrobe, look after the washing,of them and their linen,- 


and teach them, in addition to the rudimentaiof education, music and 


singing. One would think thisiwas enough, but applicants are. to. 


enclose references at the time of application, with cartes de visite and 
addresses-of referees. Besides this a month’s gratis trial is required. 
The fortunate person who obtains this engagement will receive the 
enormous salary, ‘‘if suitable;’, of twelve pounds per annum, This 
looks like:a hoax until the conclusion of the advertisement, which is 
of a ‘“‘religious’’ kind, is read, and until it is remembered that the 
Christian World would scorn to do anything savouring of so dreadful a 
thing as jocularity. Perhaps it is because we are wicked and worldly 
that our offers of double the money for a ‘: help”’ of a tithe the ability 
have for weeks been allowed to pass unnoticed. It is announced that 
all those who wish for the engagement to which we have made refer- 
ence must be Dissenters. We trust they will be, and that they will 
dissent from the terms offered accordingly. It would say little indeed 
for our poor laws and our relieving officers if anyone accepted the 
terms offered in this advertisement, while workhouses yet exist 
amongst us and Charity Organisations are allowed to parade them- 
selves and their balance sheets. 


‘* Speak Lowther.” 


Mr. Lowrtuer, M.P., the Under-Secretary for the Colonies, has been 
giving a glowing account at York of the blissful state of things which 
will exist in England when all the Government measures are passed. 
He waxed poetical concerning artizans’ dwellings, and rose to a 
height of the grandest inspiration over sanitary reform. In fact, 
he painted a picture of a perfect Arcadia— Lowther Arcadia! Whata 
pity that belief in Conservative promises is an exploded superstition. 


Two Bites at a Cherry. 

TueE Nottingham Journal chronicles the death of a native of Rud- 
dington, and states that while running down an embankment he fell 
into the Trent and broke his neck, besides being drowned. Our 
country cousin forgets to inform us whether the native wetted his feet 
or rumpled his collar during the process of his complex dissolution. 


The Two Off uns. 


A GENTLEMAN, his wife, and friend, who had come out of the 
Olympic between the acts of the Zwo Orphans, were the other 
evening knocked down and quietly robbed by two men almost at the 
door of the theatre. The police arrived five minutes after the thieves 
had decamped. This is Two Orphan their method of procedure in 
such cases. 





Scarce ! 
Wuy is a five-pound note like a Conservative working man ?— 
Because it’s a thing we read about, but very seldom see. 


Bep-Ti1cx1nc.— When a sailor sleeps on his watch. 
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A DISTINCTION WITH A DIFFERENCE. 


John :—“ Carry A 'OUSF, SIR; BUT THE GENTLEMAN'S A BIT OF A foreigner, AIN'T ’B, BIK? 
Squire:—‘“ Yxs. What anout THAT?” 
John :—“ Ou, NOTHINK, SIR. 


Squire :—“ JoHN, WHAT CAN WE PUT CapTaIn Von REITER ON TO-MORROW? ‘THE BROWN HORSE COULD CARRY HIM, COULDN'T IT?” 


© 99 


ON'Y THE BROWN ’ORSE IS ORKARD IN "IS TEMPER SOMETIMES, AND THEN 'E WANTS A man ON ‘IS BACK!’’ 


[Zhe Captain, a distinguished officer of Uhlans, who thoroughly understands English, enjoys the conversation. 





“KNOW YE THE LAND?” 


Know ye the land where black coat and white shirt'll 
Atone for the deepest of mere moral grime, 

Where the foulest of vultures grow fat upon turtle, 
And wealth is exempt from the wages of crime ? 
Know ye the land of the sham well and mine, 

Where the oil cannot bubble, the ore cannot shine— 
Where the night slaves of fashion, a score in a room, 
Wax faint, and o'er satin robes eink to the tomb ? 
Where the wife is the victim of bludgeon and boot, 
And the voice of brutality never is mute— 

Where the sin of the low and the vice of the high 

In fashion, though varied in blackness, may vie, 

And the crime of misfortune is deepest in dye ? 

Where the women are given to gaming and wine, 
And even the clergy are far from divine ? 

’Tis the clime of John Bull; ’tis the land of no Sun— 
Can he smile on a place where such actions are done ? 
Oh! black as the depths to which Lucifer fell 

Are the deeds of to-day and the tales which they tell. 


Aw Histortc Mews.—The Augean stabl>s. 





ERS QUININE W] 


“We can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.’’—Stendard, 
“TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 





A Theatrical Nuisance. 


A CLERGYMAN has been charged with disorderly conduct at a theatre, 
and duly fined and admonished by a magistrate. Much as we object 
to this readiness on the part of managers to give their customers into 
custody upon the slightest provocation, we should be glad to see 
similar severity extended to certain newspaper writers. When a member 
of the press behaves in such a blackguardly manner that he interferes 
with the performance and disgusts the audience, it is high time that, 
for the credit of journalism, he should be forced either to conduct 
himself decent’y, or resign the office he brings into well-merited con- 
tempt. Unless this first night nuisance be speedily abated, we shall, 
in the interests of the public and of the profession, refer to the subj ect 
again, and in much plainer terms. We write this in Fun, but at the 
same time are terribly in earnest. 


Against the Canons. 
Art arecent Home Rule meeting held at the Free Trade Hall, Man- 
chester, the Rev. Canon Cantwell presided. What nonsense it is for Irish 
members to talk about the peaceful habits of their compatriots when 
| ey can’t even hold a meeting without a canon 1 aiding. 


Iptze Trers.—The Albert Hall a 
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KING WALKED OUT TO-DAY. 


I never pick the paper up 
To read the latest news, 

On life’s diurnal woes to sup 
And give myself the blues; 

But somewhere on the centre page, 
Set out with great display, 

These words my eager eyes engage — 
“The King walked out to-day.”’ 


A paragraph sets forth the fact 
That pestilence is rife, 

Or tells us how some noble act 
Has saved a human life. 

*Tis leading type alone imparts 
That glad and golden ray 

Of sunshine to our aching hearfs— 
‘“‘The King walked out to-day.” 


The world, perchance, by war’s alarms 
Is shaken far and nigh, 

A shipload hurled to death's chill arms 
Demands a passing sigh. 

Lo, here is news to still our fears 
And wipe our tears away. 

All hail! the glowing line that cheers — 

“The King walked out to-day.”’ 


Our army growls its discontent, 
Our mavy’s barely manned, 

"Neath irksome loads our backs are bent, 
And knaves infest the land. 

The lodestar of our prestige wanes. 
We're sinking to decay ; 

Bah ! here is balm for all our pains— 
“The King walked out to-day.” 


a 
Fundamentally Wrong. 


Tue hospitals are quarrelling vigorously about the 
distribution of the funds recently collected on Hospital 
Sunday and Saturday, and deliciously spiteful little 
pamphlets are being issued by governors afflicted 
with the itch for scribbling. While the present 
system of collection and distribution remains, it is 
certain that what should be but a little task will be 
the reverse—a big job. 


THE 


Ucty NretGurournoops.—The Cities of the Plain. 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


AFTER a very careful look round at the Institute of Painters in 
Water Colours, we must confess to having a strong liking for H. 
Herkomer’s ‘Im Walde”’ (222), in spite of its unpleasant straggling 
shape. His sketch of “ What Old Women Delight In” (237) will 
no doubt be a great favourite. C. Green’s “ Ride a Cock-Horse”’ 
(41) is a wonderful piece of painstaking manipulation, “The 
Appeal”’ (32), by J. D. Linton, a fine bit of low sombre tone, is 
cleverly managed without the use of budy colour. Linton always 
shows fine poetic feeling, and many young men who persist in doing 
crude, flashy “ pot boilers’’ would do well to look carefully at his 
work. Lovers of refined, delicate colour will enjoy H. G. Hine’s 
“On the Downs, Dorsetshire ’’ (35), and ‘‘ Near Lewes’ (171). The 
first is hung next W. Small’s ‘‘ Market Folk, West of Ireland’? (38), 
and if Small could only graft a little of Hine’s tenderness of feeling 
on his own bold, clever, strong work, we think the latter would not 
only be better but more popular. V. Bromley’s “ Big Chief’s Toilet” 
(3) has coarseness without good drawing ; his colour is crude, and his 
Big Chief looks as if he suffered from a chronic stomachache. H. B. 
Roberts's ‘‘ Home Comforts’”’ (30) is a clever bit of expres-ion. A. 
Bouvier’s “ Greek Slave’’ (47) and Miss Gow’s “ Did you Speak ?” 
(60), “ Poor Dickie” (99), and ‘‘ Enid’s Wedding Morning ” (117), will 
please many. ‘‘ Peach Blossom and Cracked Jar”’ (161), by Helen 
C. Coleman Angell, is a delicate bit of colour. John Tenniel we are 
glad to see in “ Lighting the Beacon. Ha! Ha! Rescue” (165). 
Everyone must like Andrew C. Gow’s “An Alarm” (168). Stani- 
land’s “ Last Day in Old England” (181) is good. Edwin Hayes’s 
charming sea-pieces are worth searching out. W. L. Thomas con- 
tributes a clever !ittle bit in “ ‘Ihe Chalk Downs, Box-hill” (208), 
and Joseph Israels sends a good sketch; but we must say we fail to 
see the points of Miss Thomps:n’s ‘‘On Duty” (243). James Fahey’s 
“Scotch Lechs”’ (64 and 91) and Edward Fahey’s “‘ Sweet and Fair” 


VOL. XXI. 





Tom :—“ Hutto, Bint, HOw GoEs IT?” 

Bill :—“‘ RATHER SEEDY. 
LAST NIGHT.”’ 

Tom :—** Bap BEER! THERE AIN'T N° RAD BEER! 
THAN OTHERS; BUT THERE'S NONE ON IT BAD!” 


| written himself out, as there are still many foreigners ready for utili- 


| awaiting an opportunity. 
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(56) are clever. Last, though not least, one ef the very best pictures 
in the gallery is G. G. Kilburne’s ‘*‘ All in the Golden Afternoon 
(158). 

The revival of The Chimney Corner, at the Philharmonic Theatre, 
introduces to the metropolitan public a candidate of some pretensions 
in the style of comedy made famous by Robeon, and since respectably 
rendered by Mr. Craven. Mr. F. Marshall, whose first appearance 
was made in a somewhat dismal burlesque, shows considerable ability 
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as Peter Probity, and is evidently an actor who has benefited by if 
experience, and only wants a good opportunity to take a much better ‘ He ; 
position than that he now occupies. The piece is pretty fairly cast, Be 
the only exception being in the case of the lawyer, Chetty, whose voice ia | 
and general style are usually associated with ds, belts, buff-boots rea |, 
dark lanterns, and daggers. : | 

Mr. Farnie’s last effort—that at the Strand—can hardly be con- ee | 
sidered a success. The music is fairly good, the dresses are very nice, 03 | 
and the company altogether excellent; but somehow or other the 5 ie ) 


adapter seems to have quite forgotten the plot. Word twistings and * 
bold allusions are met by the score, but there is not the faintest scin- 
tillation of motive. It would be cruel to say that Mr. Farnie has 


oe » 2 


pisgts 


sation; so we'will merely say that in IJntimidad he has given some 
| chance to the many untried original writers who are anxiously 
| We don’t subscribe to the “courteous and genial’’ cant which goes 
'the rounds with respect to actirg-managers, especially when they 
| are about to have benefits. We do think however, that Miss Browne, 
|of the Olympic, whose ticket-benefit takes place on Thursday, 29th 
|inst., has done all in her power to deserve the support which will 
doubtless be awarded her. 
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which he fills it. 


SOME 


[Carroon. ] 


IMPORTANT CHANGES. 


A pew short years, a few short years, 
‘What changes do they bring! 

How oft they dry the widow's tears— 

Destroy the pallid orphan’s fears— 
As on their course they wing! 

How often, too, they nations change, 
And pride of kings lay low, 

Great empires’ prospects disarrange, 

And ventures, which at first looked strange, 
Make surely “all the go.” 

A few short years, and England's boast, 
Her well-tried wooden, walls, 

Dropped one by one from round her coast, 

Then quietly gave up the ghost ; 


And though 


fond mem’ry calls 


To mind what mighty deeds were done 
In them, and makes ug sad, 

We know that battles to be wen 

Must not be reckoned things of faun— 
Then, welcome, Ironclad. 

The years roll on, and turret-ships, 
And broadside vessels too, 

Are left neglected on the slips, 

While those yet launched no one equips— 
Where-would you find a crew ? 

For ships no longer there’s a need 
To cover ocean’s span, 


Now ev 


man can sail at speed, 


Can fight or fiddle, write or read, 
Be everything—and more indeed— 
By Boyton’s patent plan. 


For many years it has been our custom to refer with feelings of 
enthusiasm to the calm and orderly manner in which every- 
thing is conducted in our House of Commons, as compared with the 
exuberant vivacity, only too often varied by gross personality, of 
legislative assemblies in other countries. 
cause for our gratulation. 


quarrelsome and ludicrous over a question of pocket. 


| place, the eminent promoter of inquiry was made the subject of attack 
, and his motives were placed under suspicion; a matter none the less 
_ painful because the worthy gentleman who undertook the task of 
| casting aspersion was unaware that he was playing the part of 
| catspaw. This, though, however unpleasant it may have been to Sir 

Henry James, was but a kind of opening farce, which lightened the 

way to the burlesque which followed. 


| cussion based on misapprehension and culminating in arrant ridicule 
| of the majesty of Parliament. Weare simply satisfied to point out 
; how soon people begin to clamour about breach of privilege when 
| they are themselves personally interested, and to dispense with 
| the dignity and mticence which characterise their conduct when other 
folks only are immediately concerned. Also it may be as well to note 
what a upas tree this must be, to the root of which Sir Henry James 
has caused the axe to be laid, when those who sit in high places are in 
such a dreadful fever of fright with regard to the exposures conse- 


{ 
quent on its demolition. 


ON A RECENT DEBATE. 


Youne men of pigeon-shooting ford, 
Should study well their text, 

And to it stick, nor stray beyond, 
Or much they may be vexed. 

For if they should bluster about the utility 
Monuments want in a country so small, 
People may say, We regard your gentility, 

And in the highest respect your virility ; 

But if we're asked to define your ability, 

Plunged we shall be in the woes of senility, 
Trying to think about nothing at all. 


FUN. 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 21, 1875. 








But we are fast losing all 
It would appear, after all, as if the solemn 
respectability of our own lawgivers, when in council assembled, has 
been more due to the fact that matters in which members are per- 
sonally and pecuniarily in‘erested rarely come before them. A man 
| can be perfectly decorous to a political antagonist, but he assumes 
| quite a different tone and attitude when he has reason to suppose that 
_ his opponent is interfering unduly with his purse and the method by 
Sir Henry James has much to answer for. 
placed the Lower Chamber in a painful state of ferment, and has 
shown to the astonished world that Members of Parliament who could 
view the destruction of the world with calmness and dignity can become 


It is not for us to reopen a dis- 
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PETER AND WILLIAM. 
A Story witu A MoRAL. 


Peter Picrace was an only son—the only son of a widow. She 
hadn’t always been such, but that wasn’t exactly her fault. Malicious 
people said it was a good job for her husband when she put on weeds ; 
but then you know malicious people will say anything. Well, Peter 
was the only son of a widow; and I repeat this because, though I am 
inclined to say anything good about him that happens te crop up, this 
particular item is the only one of a recommendatory kind which 
appears in the long list of his peculiarities at present in front of me. 
For Peter was nota nice boy. Ie was idle, and vicious, and dirty, 
and ugly, and gluttonous, and envious, and slothful, and, worse than 
all, he used to wear secondhand paper collars and hobnail boots, and 
he said “ Gar-arn!’’ and laughed incredulously once when a school- 
mate pointed out a toothbrush in a shop window, and told Peter what 
it was intended for. Whenever Peter was late for school I always 
used to tremble, for it seemed to me as if the devouring lion kept in 
the spelling-books for the use of bad boys must at last have broken 
loose, and waited for him round the corner, And even now I think it 
was only the collar and the hobnails which he did have, and the tooth- 
brush and pocket handkerchief which he didn’t, that saved Peter from 
being devoured alive and kicking. Or else I should like to know why 
lions are kept in the spelling- books for the purpose of making sausage- 
meat of bad little boys. 

Now at the same school as that to which Peter went was another 
boy. He was as different as chalk is from cheese. In fact, he was 
the cheese; yet it seems hard to imagine that Peter could ever have 
been considered the chalk. But no matter. The other boy was every- 
thing that was good, and noble, and high-spirited, and generous, and 
bold, and clever, and witty, and his name was William Smith. It boots 
not here to describe how he was descended from a long and illustrious 
line of England’s chivalry. His name will alone be suflicient, and 
well was he worthy of it. Well dressed, and always with plenty of 
pocket.money, who can be surprised that the patrician Smith was 
idolized by his fellows of the village school. William’s mother had 
died in his infancy, and he was, therefore, in a kind of way brought 
into friendly rivalry with Peter, for all the rest of the boys had a fair 
and natural supply of fathers and mothers. And nobody ever spoke 
of Peter without thinking of William, nor looked at William without 
comparing him advantageously with his fellow orphan. 

Well, Peter at last grew up and went into the world. He didn't 
improve much; but though his mind did not become enlarged his 
appetite did, and all he ever thought about was eating. He could take a 
fair share of drink toe, the only thing he abominated being water. He 
didn’t care much for soap either. William also grew up, and went 
forth to take his chance in the battle of life. The ability he had shown 
as a lad did not desert him as a man, and in due course he was made 
editor of a comico-satirical paper. This he handled so well that it 
became the foremost power in the State, and the Zimes and the rest of 
the daily papers went all to pieces. Some of them died, others were 
“incorporated,” and editors overran the land, and tried to get employ- 
ment. But they were unused to hard work, so most of them ended 
their daysin the parish stoneyard. In the meantime, Peter, having 
failed at everything else, had also taken to journalism. He had never 
appeared in print, but had written many things, all of which he and 
his mother—who always went with him and interviewed the editors— 
were prepared to make affidavit were the best things ever done. As 
his appearance was of the kind popularly ascribed to genius, he might 
eventually have got on and become a “special,” or a leader writer, 
had it not been for the general ruin which overwhelmed the daily 
press owing to the tremendous success of William’s organ. So Peter 
used to persecute William by sending in bushels cf copy, and making 
his mother sit on the doorstep and refuse to go away until the Ms. 
was accepted, or a loan of five shillings obtained. Wiliam now more 


than ever regretted the death of his father, which had taken place 
some time previously, as, had he still lived, the old gentleman might 
have married Mrs. Pigface, and so have got rid of one nuisance. 


AS 


William fondly said, the old man never had done much for him, and just 
when he was likely to be useful he must needs go and “ snuff it.” 
Which is slang—one eé the terrible results of journalistic experience. 

The only drawback now to William Smith’s happiness was the per- 
petual persecution of the Pigfaces. His paper was selling at famine 
prices, because no machinery could be found equal to printing the 
quantity ordered, and his salary had been raised trom thirty shillings 
a week to one pound ten bya grateful proprietary. Still, he was 
terribly annoyed by Peter and his mother; ard as desperate diseases 
require desperate remedies, he resolved to crush his enemies or die in 
the attempt. So he drew a picture of Pigface, which was very like, 
and was allegorical as well. 

The egg with the chicken coming out of it was intended to repre- 
sent Peter's fondness for stale food and offal, and so that no mistake 
should be made William had Peter’s name put underneath, with a 
warnirg that his rejected manuscripts should be publicly burnt unless 
the money lent on them were refunded. This was printed in the 
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paper, the circulation of which thereupon went up more than ever, and 
Poles was glad to hide his diminished and e head anywhere 


except on William’s doorstep. Even his m " now turned round 
upon him, took to her bed and died, thereby leaving the once hope of 
the Pigfaces without a friend and protector in the world. 

For a time it seemed as if the editor's stratagem had availed him 
bravely. He heard nothing of his foe, and, what was still better, re- 
ceived no further contributions from him. The paper continued to 
flourish, so that the editorial salary at last reac the hitherto un- 
heard of sum of two pounds a week, with an allowance for beer and 
’hacco; and the propmietors of retiring on handsome fortunes. 
The artists on the staff were elected members of the Royal Academy, 
and all was merry as a marriage bell. Buta lurking devil was at 
hand—and his name was Peter Pigface. 

Start not, gentle reader, when I tell you that the evil genius 
triumphs in my story. Weep not, lady, when I[ say.that by base 
machinations the worthy fell and the wicked rejoiced. Bluster not, 
brave warrior, nor demand that the plot shall be altered, for this 
is a story of real life, and nothing but double the usual pay shall 
cause a single emendation. Peter did not go abroad, as was at first 
supposed. He waited at home, and he waited patiently. He knew 
that if he complained about his portrait, or what was under it, his 
personal feeling would be at once discovered, and so he laid his plans 
with a cunning which makes me think there is something in dirt and 
gluttony after all. For years he devoted himself to obtaining the 
names and private addresses of the proprietors of William’s paper, 
and when he had got them all down and carefully booked, he put his 
scheme in operation. One week there was even a better number than 
usual, and William went home happy in the result of his labours. Ah, 
little did he reck that this very excellence would be his downfall. But 
such it was, and sach it always will be tothe end. Peter discovered 
something in the journal which was opposed to the sympathies of 
exactly six people in all London; but he knew where those six people 
lived, and he made each of them write an anonymous letter to each 
of the proprietors, as if without collusion, stating that the paper was 
ruined for ever, and that the writer represented a large body who 
would never read it again. Then Peter wrote still stronger letters, of 
course anonymously, to the worthy owners, ani they all felt thata 
change must at once be made in the conduct of their property. So 
they went down ina body and discharged William, who lived upon 
his savings for a little time, but gradually pined and died of a broken 
heart, there being no chance of other employment for him, as he had 
killed or rendered incurable all the other papers. And Peter reigned 
in his stead; but only fora little while. For deprived of William, 
the once powerful organ of satire and comicality sickened and died, 
and the owners of it didn’t retire after all, but had to begin life anew 
in the Foundling Hospital. Then the 7imes and all the other papers 
came out again and flourished, and had the largest, and wide-worldest, 
and high-classest circulations, aad pensioned Peter off for his 
services. 

; Tos vouch for the truth of all this, because I—and I alone—am 
William Smith; and I only died in the story to point the moral and 


adorn the tale. But for all that the moral still remains. 


A Wicker Corrix.—Our waste-paper basket. 

















MAGGIE DE MONTMORENCY VERE, 


Macers pe Montmorency Verne 
Is an opera bouffish lady, 

With a sweet complexion, just as clear 
As her reputation’s shady. 

It’s wonderful how it’s done; but though 
Her aeting’s rather “ cruel,” 

She’s dress’d in the best from top to toe, 
And gleams with many a jewel. 


Maggie de Montmorency Vere, 

She walks with a stylish wriggle, 
And eyes the house with a brazen leer, 
And speaks with a senseless giggle. 

But elderly gentlemen fill the stalls 
To catch her eye marauding, 

And honour the jade with loud recalls, 
And split their gloves applauding. 


Maggie de Montmorency Vere 
Has wealthy “ friends’’ behind her, 
And managers bow to a toothless peer, 
And “ manage ”’ a part to find her. 


So the painted hussy struts the stage, 
And in satin and silk and spangle— 


-——_ the days when for honest wage 
e turned her mother’s mangle. 








DOTS AND LINES. 


Question of breach of privilege’ before the House. lather, 
question of breach of decorum before the country. — Commissi ners 
of Sewers debate on the School Board for London. Ultimately it is 
decided to be a delegate subject. — Dr. Frankland discovers Thames 
water to be impure. Nonsense! — Railway passengers in Oude are 
suffering from cholera. Here they only suffer from general dis- 
comfort. So we are not so bad off, after all. — Emperor Francis 
Joseph has left Zara, Primees were ever fickle. = Two men sent 
to prison for gambling. They were not members of Tattersalls, so 
they ought to consider themselves well let off with a month each. -= 
Dr. Kenealy’s début in Scotland hardly to be calied a success. 
Canny folk would rather have saxpennyworth of whuskey. = Peer of 
the realm wishes to compel the Midland Company to supply second- 
class accommodation. ‘lhe result of a natural predisposition tu that 
style of thing. — Sir Lawrence Palk discovers a mare’s-nest. Wonders 
why he is not complimented on his discovery. — Splendid failure of 
Captain Boyton. May his successes always be as successful. — Dis- 
cussion as to how Kaflirs should be treated. Why not try humanity ? 
= Offer made to import twenty thousand coolies to Cardiff. A cool 
proceeding truly. Coolies versus coalies. = An Italian gives a lesson 
in acting to the gentlemen and ladies of the London stage. This is 
admitting our weakness and no mistake. = Sir Charles Legard objects 
to the protection of ancient monuments. Preservation of game is 
doubtless much more to his taste. 





A Shakesperean Commentary. 


A MEMORIAL theatre is t>» be erected to Shakespeare at Stratford-on- 
Avon. It would be as well, first of all, to found a school where actors 
might be taught to speak his lines properly. When an Italian is the 
only man in England who can play Othello, it is high time something 
of the sort was done. MWe don't say that Signor Salvini is the only 
Shakesperean actor of the day ; but the profession, falling on its knees 
to him and praying for a morning performance, which it can attend, 
does. Such a compliment was never yet vouchsafed to native talent. 
Oh! why can’t we all be born foreigners! 





An Opportunity. 

An advertisement in the 7elegraph informs us that there are in the 
neighbourhood of Notting-hill “ six coal vans to be sold for less than 
five times their original cost.” After this it is interesting to discover 
that four of them “ are in good working order; two require only a few 
repairs.” It must be for these two that all the extra money is 
required. May be they are specimens of a style of waggon in which 
cheap coal was once carried. If so the opportunity should not be lost 
to the curators of the British Museum. 





So it a Piers. 

Tue Bessemer has made a satisfactory trial trip from Gravesend to 
Calais, and nearly carried away half the French pier in getting along- 
side. Sea-sickness will, we are assured, be completely conquered by 
the novel construction of the new vessel. Land reaching, however, is 
still a difficulty to overcome. 


ee 


B- Qeoia 


Corte ode Semis ti a 


we Rene ha Tiel ae hie Bae. 
¢ Bddghe Sas, sk 


.. 


-* 
: ~ 


Teapn at 


+ vor bene Ney che 4, 


~~ ~~ . 


at gate 


- 


— 


. a a i cat sake, 
Seite Me tied ti ~ 
ae rete a - 


Se ee Seat eee nee aa 


ee 
« <r 


egy hae 


hte Ba es 


yg 


? 
we dug 
res 
a ae ee 


be theme em 
eee. 
“> oe wa - 


~ 
[eps 


SBF ts 
= 


. oat 
i thinseiy 


wove St. 
Oe at > 


es" 
Pog on 


“veh 


- 
7 
SL ots OS 


ise ne En, “s 


» : D qe ade ° 
v= #4 ° 
esse 


sae ge <a, 


o> Se <g>, - — 


ox SPT 2s 
fs << . ath , 


nd Tee 


~e 
rt 


aor... aE Sy ay é 
Xs ae 
. oo % 
peo: 


Re yO feo ig 
PR 
‘ es bee e% .-~ . 
—— 2 Tt 


se 








> 
«i 


a 


Ve EK UN. [Aprin 24, 1876, 


ee 
. _ ~~ 









































































> \ 
AT a, ee 
4 z “s : iia ™ =, 
a3 NL =< ~ 
AL \i@ ae 
AL WO ar 
TT + | ; rom 
ri i i a 
w/ mt 
1 a ~ . 
HH ‘ens “Ti 
/ s \ a7” P 
a} i , 
" K+ = * ji J - ’ 
SS > 







s\ 
~L 


# 






A FRAGMENT. 


Little Girl: —“ Ann, O, Mason Dyer, sHE HAD svucH A lovely DRESS ON—GREEN, YOU KN)W; AT LEAf{T NOT EXACTLY GREEN, YOU 
KNOW, BUT SOMETHING THE COLOUR GF—OF—DEAR ME!—OF YOUR WHISKERS!” 
[ We decline to; rint the Major's dyeing speech, made immediately afterwards. 


A CHANNEL TRIP. mariner. When I felt drowsy I got back into my bottle and 


had a short nap, from which I awoke considerably refreshed. 
(By Our Spsciat Reporter.) I resumed a sitting position, and was rapidly approaching Boulogne 
Ir is the proud boast of the Englishman that the helmeted female | when a passing fishing smack inadvertently caught me in her nets 
who sits uncomfortably upon a cart wheel, vigorously grasping a | and drew me on board: much to the disgust of the crew, I was dis- 
toasting fork, rules the waves. Far be it from your Special to impugn | covered not to be a fish. As I had damaged the nets, and had not 
the veracity of his compatriots. Only, ifthe sample of her sway which | sufficient money to pay for their repair, they refused to throw me 
I lately encountered in the Channel is a fair specimen, I say emphati- back again into the sea, but carried me to Dover, and gave me in 
cally that the sooner she abdicates the better. This, sir, is merely charge for wilful damage. I am still in custody, waiting remittances, 
preparatory, after the approved fashion of my fraternity. | but am confident that but for this accident, cross currents, rough 
Obedient to your injunctions, and knowing your desire that my | waathas, S08 rome ne salt ae me t dry land, ane doing "aoe 
; . : . an talking, I should have carried out my original design. idn 
experiment should not be construed into a big advertisement of a telegraph to her Majesty, but I enclose you the doctor's certificate 


saleable apparatus, I kept my intention of undertaking a trip across | 7 : } ; 
the edb in my saul so ented machine a shamed a. from | Who cunetone me previous to the start. I haven't read it, but I dare- 
say it’s all right. 


everyone. When, on the dark night which suited my purpose best, | 
I crept into an empty brandy bottle, and rolled off Dover Pier into the | 
excessively salt liquid below, no one but the twinkling stars observed | (From Dr. Jones of Dover.) 


: y were far off to call attention movements. Dap : . *? 
ye? rng aware, sir, oo my ~ a to allow the head _This is to certify that I have examined an individual who describes 
only to protrude from a glass bottle, and to steer with the tongue. | himself as special reporter to Fun. I have ascertained that he came 
(Diagrams by next post.) Now, sir, the moment I fell flop into the down here to accompany the Boyton expedition. His pulse is very 
ocean I went straight to the bottom, and for some time was unable to feverish, and his breath is decidedly alcoholic. He insists that he is 
account for the phenomenon. But when I remembered that I had 898 to cross the Channel in a brandy bottle, which he has recently 
several prospectuses of projected oil companies about me my wonder emptied. Acting on my advice, the police have taken him into cus- 
ceased, and I wriggled on shore. Nothing would float them. When | tody, and will detain him until his friends apply for him. He has all 
I had emptied my pockets I crept back into my apparatus, and rolled the symptoms of D. 7. (Signed) Joun Jones, M.D. 
gently down the beach into the what-d’ye-call-em elements. [We print the above as a specimen of the manner in which editors 

The tide carried me rapidly out. I began with thirty tongue strokes | are victimised by special reporters. It is needless to say that after 
a minute. I timed myself by my watch, which I could distinctly hear | this exposure we shall decline the scoundrel’s further contributions, 
ticking in my pocket. WhenI became tired of my rather cramped | His talentsare evidently more in the line of our daily contemporaries, 
position I emerged carefully from my bottle, and, seating myself across | who are welcome to his services.—Eb. | 
it, dled with my overhanging legs. I smoked a cigar, drank seltzer 
and brandy, made jokes, balanced a walking stick on my nose, played See acer en ae 
at cat’s cradle, and indulged in the usual actions of a shipwrecked | A ConservaTivE Measunse.—The length of the new bayonets. 


ENCLOSURE. 
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THE TWO THOUSAND, AND OTHER, GUINEAS 


Str,—The success which has even thus early in the year attended 
my every effort, and placed large sums of money to the ce of all 
those whe ‘take thyme by the forelock, and, not being of a parsley- 
monious:disposition, listen to my sage advice, has caused me to write to 
you again this week. 1t is rather against you, sir, that you cannot com- 
prehend the inestimable advantage you possess in having me as sporting 
correspondent. If you could,there is no knowing what might happen. 
You might be so far advanced in the mysteries of the turf world as to 
wish to do the work yourself, and so perhaps it is as well that you 
should remain what I once heard say you were, a regular differ at 
sporting. A man who could discover the real ability that lurks at the 
bettom of the work I do would be equal to any task ; but such men are 
scarce nowadays. Still, my duty is not to moralise, but to select 
winners; and as the first of our great three-year-old races, the pride 
and the beast of an untrammeled turf, is near, I will endeavour to 
peep into the future, and to lift the futile veil from the forthcoming 
event. 

I have before bad occasion to remar« that the Two Thousand 
Guineas is so called because the value of the stake is far above that 
amount; but I don't think I ever gave the real reason of the title. 
It is this. Every horse that runs in this race is bound to be worth 
two thousand guineas, and so is his owner; and the slightest default 
in either particular always leads to the mstant destruction of the 
animal, and the banishment for ever from the headquarters of racing 
of the individual. At twelve o'clock the night before the race the 
Jockey Club members, attended by their auctioneers and veterinary 
valuers, meet on Newmarket Heath, and pass in solemn review 
before them the candidates and their respective owners. The horses 
are examined by the auctioneers and vets; but the stewards of the 
Jockey Club themselves turn out the pockets of the humans, and 
count up what they find there. And woe to anyone whose horse is 
deficient in value, or whose money is less than the sum specified. ‘The 
incantation is chanted by Admiral Rous himself, the fearful curse is 
given forth by the Chaplin, the horse is led to the stables of Oblivion, 
and the owner goes through the dreadful process of being ‘‘ warned 
off.’ Ah, little do the readers of the sporting papers reck of the 
doings which have taken place on Newmarket Heath the night before, 
when on the morning of the Two Thousand Guineas they read that a 
lot of horses have gone queer in the market and have been “ knocked 
out.’’ I know that what I have told you is right, because a real ancient 
racing tout, who cost me no end of money in cold gins and twopenny 
smokes, related it as a special secret, never dreaming he was unbosoming 
himself to a real live newspaper writer; and such a writer too. 
He also told me that Telescope would be sure to shut up in the course 


of the journey, and that Makeshift colt was well worthy of his name; | 





| 


that Balfe had turned out a regular musician, and that Breechloader | 


was more honoured in the loading part than elsewhere. And so, by 
the process of exhaustion, I ultimately discovered that the very best 
horses on whom to depend are Craig Millar, Garterly Bell, and 
Camballo. As the man himself said, little thinking to whom he was 
speaking, “ Why you couldn't give a better tip even if you was the 
famous Augspur of Fun himself!” 

By the way, this reminds me that a lot of people are always boasting 
of their acquaintance with Augspur of Fux, and pretending that he 
is their most intimate friend and pitcher. Perhaps it might be as 
well to say that I don’t know what it is to bea pitcher, unless it be 
the ‘“‘ pitcher of innocence,’ which you, sir, above all others know 
I am, and which is the only one which goes constantly to the well of 
tru'h and never gets broken. Once I knew a fellow who was said to 
be a “ snide pitcher ;” but I will let bygones be bygones, and not har- 
row up your quills with recollections of the sorrows with which my 
innocence his so often made me intimately associated. My only en- 
deavour now is to acquaint the world that is interested in sport with 
the undoubtable fact that there is but one Fux and that Augspur is his 
prophet. Somebody once said I was also his loss, but the joke passed 
by unheeded—if joke it could be called. I don’t profess to be much 
of a judge of jocularity, but in the way of Irish am unrivalled. That 
may account for a remark made the other day in my presence, that if 
whisky were wit, pints puns, and quarts quips, someone wou'd be the 
comicalest cuss in the country. And I for one don’t think this at all 
unnatural. If anyone thinks it is, let him reflect a little, and I dare 
say he will remember at least one person who got a reputation for 
ability more on account of the quantity of spirit he could take into 
him than because of any that got out again to flavour his remarks. I 
think this is quite right myself, and sol do the practice of condemning 
everything you can’t understand. I make it a universal practice, and 
am glad to find my friends are followimg the excellent example, to 
vote everything stupid that doesn’t meet my notions of brilliancy. 
But I must say the system was rather overdone the other day when a 
fellow couldn't see the point of the best joke I ever made in my life, 
and said it was silly. I can’t find braims for everybody, as you, my 
dear sir, are by this time doubtless aware. Remember, that no one 
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permit signed with my name. I have left a few with the publisher, 
which as a special favour he will retail to constant readers only ata 
considerable reduction. And now, dinna forget that Craig Millar, 


Garterly Bell, and Camballo, “in the ordergiven,” form the special 
and particular prophecy for the Two Shousamd Guineas of the 
evergreen AvGsPur. 


oe 
SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS. 





No. XVI.—THE PICKPOCKET. 


Hwrrau for the world, pals—three times three! 
It’s fuller of men than it used to be! 
Though Death may worry, and Death may rage, 
His scythe in vain— 
For life wild gain— 
We're filling the earth, pals, age by age. 
It leaves old Death and his scythe behind, 
His multiplication of human kind. 
Then three times three for the crowded land 
Of a future day, 
Not far away, 
When there won't be room for us all to stand! 
Three vigorous cheers, boys, long and lond, 
For things as they are and ought to be— 
For the thronging world and the surging crowd, 
And anether for Father Mercury. 
No chance, my brothers, to fear a dearth 
Of pocsets to pick 
While the crowd is thick !— 
The more the merrier! Fill the earth! 


While yet humanity's ranks were thin, 
It gave no decent excuse for sin ; 
For, oh! it was sad for a man to feel 
That the good of the land 
Was his own to hand, 
And there wasn’t a thing he could filch or steal! 
Then Mercury saw that he must contrive 
A busier place for his trade to thrive. 
“ Ho-bo |” he said, “‘ we must fill the place 
With the sons of men ; 
And its riches then 
Will be worth the stealing, and hard to trace.”’ 
Three vigorous cheers, pals, ye loud : 
Thrée gallopi boys, and long— 
The one for caniiieadis ate cause a iy 
The other for Death who thins the throng. 
With exultation we hail a birth ; 
But it grieves our hearts 
When a soul departs |— 
The more the merrier! Fill the earth! 





Arithmetical. 


A PURELIND paradoxer sends us the following :— Why is fivepence- 
halfpenny like a decd man? Answer: Because it is no mere. 


henceforth calls himself my friend who doesn’t carry a written | Neither is the paradoxer now. 
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Oh dear!” 


** Fancy a lady in St, Stephen’s!!!’’ 





** Oh, I never had such a turn in my life!”’’ he said. 








‘“* Why, here’s a lady attempting to get into the House! 
But she seized a battering ram, and is sure to get in one day—and so she ought, poor thing. 


Consider 


my character, pray !”’ 


What is that noise at the door?’’ gasped our M.P. 


**My dear madam, you CAN’T come in here!!! 


** Goop gracious ! 


So he, made haste to burricade the d: or with everything he could move. 
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ADDENDA TO [THE ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY. 


By Lirrire Jounny. 


Krrregns is born blind, but babies is fetched to the house by the 
docktor, and thats wy I say dogs is the king of beasts. My picter 
buke says lions is, but were is their carowns, Ide like for to no? 
Towser, thats the dog died, he was always for putin his fore feets up 
on the winder and lukin out. So one day me and Uncle Ned we tuke 
the lukin glas off my motherses dressin table and hung it on the 
fasner wich keeps the bugler’s from gittin into the winder. Then we 
let Towser into the room, and he wakled strait to the winder, and 
raired up to see wot kind of a day the wether was, and wen that 
he see hissef in the glas he give a fritefle growl and hooked it out into 
the passige like he wude rip up the carpit with his tose, and a kanockin 
over Mary, thats the house made, a fetchn in the cole skuttle, wich 
sreeked dredfle, wile Towser he tride to open the street dore his own 
self. Uncle Ned he hollered let him out, Johnny, let him out, fare 


FUN. 


pla isa jule, and may the bes dog win! So wen I had got the dore 
open jest a little tiny bit Towser he squoze threw and ran to the | 
winder outside, with his teeths ol a showin, and his hair strait up, | 
you never seen sech a desprit lookin dog! Jest then there was a other | 





li? 








‘my arm, and some sailer wich give it to him had cut some flags, and 
ankers, and canons, and ships onto it with the pint of his ife, 
pritby as any thing ever see. Ole Gaffer Peters he was lukin at it 
| one day, and he said see ow Nater as combine the yom and the 
| horny mentle, and hall jest for to bootify the orn of a tropickle fish 
| wich is never see by the yuman heye! 
| Iherd Jack Brily a tellin Gaffer one day a bout a fite wich he said 
| he see be tween a saword fish and a saw fish. Jack said he see em 
| come to gather rite a long side the ship, and he sposed the saw fish 
| sassed the saword fish, for the saword fish drawd its saword’ in a 
_minit, and tride to cut of the other fellers head, but the other feller 
jest lade him on his saw horse, and put his kanee on him, and after 
| filin his saw he sawd him ol to peeces and piled em up. Gaffer he 
| said how wunderfle, and Jack brily he said yes, Gaffer, and after a 
_ wile a ax fish come a long and split evry peice. Gaffer he said how 
_ wunderfle a other time, and Jack Brily he said yes, Gaffer, and bime 
by a fier fish it past that way and burnt em evry bit up. Then 
Gaffer he see that Jack was a pokin fun at him,.and he was a furious olc 
man like you never see, he said Jack Brily, nex time the ship sinks, 





and your a drowndin, yule think of wot yuve been a sayin, and Jack 


Brily he said yes, Gaffer, and then Ile wish I had that fier fieh 
so I cude dry my self. But Uncle Ned he said if yon was reely 


dog a goin by, wich was a tramp, and it was so ugly, and mangy, and | 
mean lookin that there wasent never sech a dog lived cept thatn. 
But the minit Towser he see him he give a yellup, Towser did, like 
sayin thats him, and went and cot him by the ear. But the other dog 
it licked him so crewel he was sick a week! 


One time in Messico, were the dogs dont have no hair onto em, a 
travler he called his man and said James, cos that was his mans 
name, Ime a goin to a dopt the fashtion of the country, you take my 
dog and shave him smooth, every little bit of hair of, and be quick a 
bout it, cos I want to take him with me wen I go fora wock down 
town. But James he was a frade to shave the dog, so he swept him 
of fo aman wich was a goin by, and got anatif dog, same size, and 
after a wile took that dog to his master and the travler he said wot 
a difrence it makes, wy, he looks almoce like a other dog! Pretty 
sune the travler he wocked down town, mity proud of his fashonable 
dog wich James led with a string. Bimeby they come toa man a 
settin by a open dore, hollerin wock up, gentlemens, wock up, only 
five shillins to see the sho, and wen the new dog herd the man it 
broke a way, and whaggled its tail, and jumped rite on the man wich 
was a hollerin wock up. The man he said QO, OU, yure sabbage dog 
has bit me, and I got abig famly to suport! Then the eater he 
turnd to James and saidtake the dog a way, shavin has spiled its 
temper, and James tuke it a way but grinned. 

Wen thay was gon, James and the dog, the travler he said to the 
man wich had got the b'g famly here is a sovring for you, my good 
feller, dont cri, wot have you got in yure sho? And the man he 
said wock in and see, sir, you are en the fre list, cos you have pade 
me for yure sabbage dog worryin me. 
the sho, and there he see his own dog in a cage, wich he had brot up 
from a puppy, and there wasa card onthe cage, andthe card it 
said in big letters the wunfle Canine Mirrickle, zibbited fore the 
Queen of England and ol the prinsipple Nabobs, first fetched from 
Jappan in 2ships by the Emprer Napolian, the only dog in the 
world wich has got hair onto it. 

Their was a feller a ridin a donkey, and evry little wile it wude 
stop stone stil, the donky wude, and bray like it wude tair its head of. 
The feller he stude it a long wile, then he said to the donky for good- 


nesses sake dont trie for to be 2 nusances to once, you got to ither trot | 


a long and sing as you go, or else you must stan stil oltogather and 
hole your tung, Ime a long way from home and my whife is a layin 
at the pint of dyin, and nite is a coming on, and I aint had my supper, 
but tween me and you I dont much care wich plan you a dopt. 

Once in Egip there was. crocky dile and it went to a dentist and 


So the travler he went in | 


| drowdin Jack you cude aford to wait a bit. 


PETTICOAT LOGIC. 
I nate the men, I detest the men, 


I hated them years ago; 
I hate them now and despised ’em then, 
They’re not a bit better—-bit better than when 
I didn’t dislike them.so. 
I hate the class, and. I wish to purge 
Our planet, of all the fry ; 


They rule the reast, and I always urge 
That class legislation’s a terrible scourge,— 
Which nobody dares deny. 


We’re much. more fit, as. you all will own, 
To marshal the-social van, 

Because to woman, as.widely known, 

The fountain of knowledge was certainly shown 
Before it: was shown to man. 

And yet men say, with sarcastic ring, 
But quasi-regretful air, 

That we're at the bottom of ev’rything,— 

And there to retain us located, they bring 
Their worst endeavours to bear. 


Of hope a glimmer has somewhile shone ;— 
Whene’er we've ridden of late, 

We've haply managed to trousers don, 

And some of us manage the keeping them on, 
Too, in a domestic state. 

So, sternly vow that you won't give way, 
All ye of my sex so fair. 

Undaunted struggle, and struggling, pray— 

The sooner the better the reckoning day : 
Then, gentleman all, beware! 


Gnats and Camels. 


Tue managers of the French Plays in London announce the Palais 
| Royal farce Le Homard. As it is one of the most indelicate 
| productions of an immoral and degraded house, the censor who pro- 
_ hibited half the repertcire of the Comedie Francaise will of course 


opend its mowth real wide, like sayin I got the teeth ake and you | Offer no opposition to its performance. The luminary who cut all 


mus pul it for me out. So the dentist he stude a little way of, and | 


| the political allusions out of Conrad and Medora can see no harm in 


bent down, and put his hands on his kanees, and luked in the diles | adultery when farcically treated, especially if flavoured with highly- 


mowth, and said its a offle bad un, and it mus be pulled on a empty 
stummick or else wen you struggle yule bust. Then the dile it shuk 
its head, much as to say I wont struggle if you wont. But the dentis 
he said you got to take this a mettick or I wont pull it, so he lade the 
a mettick down and stept back wile the dile come up and swollered it, 
and pretty sune it did its duty, the a mettick did, and the dentis he 
luked, and there was some bones and some buttons and a forcip to pul 
teeths with, jest like the dentis had hisself. When the dentis he seen 
the forcip he said to the dile my good man I dont kanow wy you come 
to me for to pul yure teeths wen you have got yure own forcip. But 
the dile it kanew. 

Jack Brily, wich is a wicked sailer, him and Billy was a lukin at a 
tavern sine wich hada pickture of a draggen with wings like bats 
wings, and Billy he said he dident bleeve there was ever sech a thing 
lived, but Jack Brily he said avast there, shipmate, draggens is the 
angels of the crocky dile religin. 


spiced burlesque medical details concerning the female form divine. 


Princely Puffery. 

An attempt is being made to perpetuate the Miss Thompson mania 
this year. The Duke of Cambridge has praised the picture of 
“ Quatre Bras.’’ From recollection of course. A great many other- 
wise sceptical critics will be bound to follow blindly in the wake of a 
real royal highness. So we may look for more exhibitions of mede- 
rately mediocritous pictures, while talent still stands unnoticed or 
neglected. But perhaps it is better to have even Miss Thompson on 
the brain than nothing. 


Cheap Sedition. 
Tue Irish patriots who elected poor John Mitchel twice for 
Tipperary, decline to subscribe a single penny towards the expenses, 


When Jack Brily first come home he had a walruses tusk, =’, 1.e , The Home Rulers’ motto is evidently, ‘ {'atriotism doesn’t pay.” 
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fAprit 24, 1875. 


WELL-EARNED REST. 


First Artist :—“ BeeN WORKING TO-DAY ?’ 


Second Ditto :—“ Ya'as, AWFUL HARD. 
CHARACTER. THINK I'LL Go To Bgp. THERE'S 





RETRIBUTION: A SEQUEL. 


By ovr Deri ContTRIBUTorR. 


Tue Arcadian Theatre prospered under the rule of Caractacus Cox, 
Esq., sole lessee and manager, after the dow. fall of bis rival 
Box, and the closing of the Utopian. The malice of Cox was 
satisfied, and he went on his way rejoicing. But the sword of 
Damocles hung over him: Nemesis (not of the Strand Theatre) dogged 
his footsteps, and his ruin was not far distant. This is how it came 
about. 

The Arcadian had long ago given up burlesque, and was now most 
successful with a series of modern comedies written by a crowd of 
young writers who passed their apprenticeship at the counter and the 
desk, and so had long ago left the playwrights of the pst far behind. 
Vheir plays bristled with epigrams ; everybody upon the stage insulted 
everybody else, and everybody in front screamed with delight and 
cried with one voice, ‘“‘ How clever! ’’ His company consisted ‘entirely 
of light comedians. There were light comedy old men, and light 
comedy young men, light comedy utility men, light comedy flunkeys, 
light comedy lovers, and light comedy ladies. So things went on 
Swimmingly, in sweetness and light. But in an evil hour there came 
to our hospitable shores a famous foreign tragedian, who came out as 
Othello. He blacked himself all over, tore his colleagues’ clothes to 
ribbons, and acted himself to pieces every night. All the papers said 





COCOA 
ESSENCE 


REFRESHING—PURE—SOLUBLE. 


Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition sfarch, 
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Been RIDING UP AND DOWN Unpercrounp RatLwayYy IN A THIRD- CLASS CARRIAGE, STUDYING 
NOTHING LIKE A GOOD DAY’S WOrK TO MAKE YOU ENJOY YOUR REST,” 








it was wonderful, and an enterprising dramatic author got up a 
petition from the actors of London that the great man should give a 
morning performance for their instruction and edification. The 
members of Cox’s company signed the round-robin, and on a fatal 
Monday attended the representation. They came, they saw, they 
were conquered. 

That very night the curtain of the Arcadian rose upon a new piece 
‘rom which great things were expected, since the author had intro- 


_ duced a real game of lawn-tennis asa novelty, and Cox had given a 
| champagne supper to as many dramatic critics as he could lay hold of. 


| Love and jealousy were the motives of the comedy. 


The first act went 
otf fairly, though there was general restlessness among the actors, and 
more than one was seen groping about his chest as if for a knife or dagger. 
In the second, the lawn-tennis scene, which was to develop the passions 


| of the players, came on. The leading man discovered his wife in an 


equivocal situation with the juvenile man, who in his turn found his 
lady-love fainting in the arms of the villain. The lesson learnt in the 
morning now bore itsfruit. The leading man incontinently smothered 


_ his wife, while the juvenile ruthlessly slaughtered the villain, and 
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the ivgenue, in a moment of frenzy, took Cox by the throat, and 
stabbed him to the heart with a pair of scissors. So there was an end 
of the Arcadian Theatre—at least under the management of Caractacus 
Cox, Esq. The young dramatic authors went back to the counter 
and the till, and the art of light comedy was lost for ever. 


PSITAYLOR’S PATENT 


SEWING MACHINES 


have new Patent Improvements, which render then 
superior to all other makes for DagssaMAKING oad 


ao 





“Zig FaMiiy USF. “They are Simple to Learn,” “ Easy to 
ett Work.” “ Not liable to get out of order,” are‘ Strong,’ F 
he ** Swift,” ** Durable,” ** make very little noise.”’ and can 
be h ‘don “easy terms’’ of pucchase at a “* moderate 
price.” Intending purchasers, if unable to obtain 

Tay!or’s Patent Sewing Machines from local Dealer 
= are respectfully requested to send tora prospectus to 
me 97, Ct e apes e, London, E. Cc ; Great Driffield, York- 
— shit r the branch establishments: 22, Silver Street 
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THE CARTE DE VISITE. 


Her little carte lies there : 
The lines both dark and fair 
By sunlight graven. 
The look that wrought the carte 
Lies in my inmost heart, 
Its fittest haven. 


Her beauty’s far renown 
Made the great sun look down 
From heaven above her: 
And when he saw her best, 
He gave this, a bequest, 
To all who love her. 


He stampt with amorous light 

The lines of black and white, 
In rounded cluster. 

But could not paint the fair, 

Silk-softness of her hair— 
Her eyes’ deep lustre. 


His strength was all too weak 

To tint her changeful cheek, 
Soft as the peaches ; 

Or give her lips’ repose 

The loveliness which grows 


With gentle speeches. WAG i 
No, it is poor at best ; | ; ax i NR 
But let it lie at rest: ‘ nA hi 

The book shall win it. / yey WY LY) WY NY, 
And be the page as white WANG YOY Vile 


/ VN PR 
~ WAL a NY) 
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As is my soul to-night, iB 
While she lies in it. ” 


A Constant ComprLatnt.—Kenealy’s 
bronchitis. 
A Baxer’s Rote.—Loafing. 


Betsy :— On, 11's 
DRAT ’EM.’’ 








PETROLEUM; OR, WISELY AND WELL. 

Tom TRUEPENNY was a very careful boy. He saved up all his nuts 
and hardbake at school, and traded with them at ruinous interest to 
the impecunious boys who had spent their week’s allowance by 
Tuesday. 

Bill Carenojot was, on the other hand, quite a reckless boy. He 
didn’t care for nuts, and he didn’t care for hardbake; so he had the 
pull of the impecunious youths who had a passionate fondness for 
both. Bill had little money, and what he had he used to lose at 
pitch-and-toss. But he didn’t care—not he. 

When they grew up and were adult men of nineteen, Tom and Bill 
went into business, each on his own account. Tom had saved £50 
by this time, and Bill had saved fivepence. But ‘Tom, with unparal- 
leled generosity, lent Bill a sovereign at one hundred and twenty per 
cent.; and with this loan Bill went in for a burst. He circulated a 
lot of lies about the oil he had discovered in a mews in some back 
slum, and a well that yielded a thousand tons of oil every six 
months, By laying out his sovereign in pretroleum from the oil-shop, | 
and pouring it into a dried-up bricked well, he got everybody to 
believe him. Tom Truepenny believed him among the rest. He knew 
that Bill never told a lie at school, because he never cared a bit whom 
he offended by truth-telling. He used to let his school-fellows have | 
it hot all round, and he could back up ugly truths with a good 
thrashing, for he was a stunner with his fists. But Tom overlooked 
the trifling fact that Bill was just as reckless at lying as at truth- 


telling. He told the truth when the truth paid, but if lying paid | 


better he lied like a Dutch clock. 


Tom invested his £1,000 in the oil spec. ; for the £50 had grown into | 


£1,000, at 120 per cent. and compound interest. Bill collected this 
£1,000 among the £99,000 of other noodles, and departed for Australia. 
He is now a prosperous sheep-farmer—that careless boy ; and Tom, 
the careful one, is in the workhouse. 


Johnson’s Joke. 
“ Srr,” said Dr. Johnson, ‘‘let us take a walk down Fleet-street.” 


“Sir,” said Dr. Johnson, presently, as he gazed fixedly at his friend, 
‘can you tell me why Temple Bar is like the practice of swindling ?” 
‘No, that I’m sure I can’t—he! he!”’ ‘Because, sir, so many City 
men go through it to get from the City to the West-end. Dy’ see ?” 
“No! can’t say I do.’’ ‘Didn’t think you would,” said the Dic- 
tionarian ; ‘‘ come and have a drink!”’ 
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A ‘‘WOMAN’S WORK.” 


Sarah Jane :—“‘ Now THEN, Betsy, Look ALIVE!” 


ALL VERY WELL, BUT I’VE GOT THESE CHILDREN TO LOOK AFTER, 


THINGS WE DON’T LIKE. 


We don’t like critics who can’t praise a friend except at the expense 
of somebody else. Especially when somebody else happens to be much 
the better man. 

We don't like to hear young artists ascribing their rejection at the 
Royal Academy to jealousy on the part of the Academicians. We 
like still less to hear the Perennial Echoes dilating on this jealousy. 

We don’t like to hear boys just left school giving dogmatic opinions 
on art, literature, orthe drama. That is, when their opinions ars con- 
trarv to ours. 

We don’t like to pay a cabman his exact fare. We're afraid. 

We don’t like to hear mysterious whispers about the “only really 
fine picture —that by my friend Blank,’’ that will be seen in the Royal 
Academy. 

We don’t like the man who says, “ Just my luck!’’ whenever he 
hears that a Derby or other favourite has been scratched. 

We don't like cabmen’s rests. Neither do cabmen. 

We don’t like Conservative Reaction. Because we don’t believe in 


shams. 

We don't like the Lord Chamberlain’s notions of justice and impar- 
tiality. For the same reason as the preceding. 

We don’t like vivisection. But we prefer it to pigeon-shooting and 
the battue. 

We don’t like patriots. Especially when they borrow sixpences. 

We don’t like the people who publish novels “at the request of 
many friends.’’ And we don't like the novels. 

We don’t like “gentlemen and scholars’ of the gutter-raking 
description. Nor their odour. 

We don’t like the attempts made in influential quarters to burke the 


| Foreign Loans Inquiry. 


Insular Peculiarities. 


AccorpinG to a local paper, the Herald, there have been some 
curious births in the Isle of Wight recently. ‘To be born at the age of 


_ninety-nineis a wonderful effort of will ; but the lady who has succeeded 


‘‘By all means,” answered the Dr.’s companion; and they went. | in doing thisis by no means alone, as two gentlemen have managed 


'to enter the world, one at ninety-one and the other at eighty-two. 


Compensation will be found by the eurious in the fact that through 
the same medium we discover that an island lady has been born “ of a 
daughter.”” What a fortunate Wight this must be that possesses such 
wonders! Why, mutton from Cowes will now fade into insig- 


nificance. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 28, 1875. 
[Carroon. ] 


FOR ORTON—AND KENEALY. 


THank Heaven! the danger— 
The crisis—is past, 

And peace, long a stranger, 
Has come back at last— 

The fool's foul deranger 
Ts quiet at last. 


Sadly we felt 
That shame sat on our brow, 
And quite humbly we knelt, 
But we stand again now 
That the blow has beem dealt ;— 
We feel satisfied now. 


The spouting and mobbing, 

The weeping and groaning 
Are quieted now. 

The whining and sobbing, 

The sighing and moaning 
Are all over now. ' 


The sickness, the sorrow, 
The pitiless pain, | 

They comenot to-morrow, 
They come not again. 

Fresh hope let us borrow— 
Be happy again. — 


Thank Heaven !— Kenealy 
Is tackled at last ; 

We breathe again freely 
The danger is past. 

The country breathes freely— 
Breathes freely at last. 


— O- —— 


From Dr. Kenealy to his more innocent but no less harmful con- 
gener, Mr. Whalley, is but a step. And while we are treating one 
nuisance, we trust finally anc for ever, we may as well make passing 
reference to a kindred trouble, which must within the last twelve 
months have repeatedly grieved all right-thinking people. The 
trouble to which we now refer is that from which the judges in the 
unfortunate Tichborne case have so sadly suffered—of misrepresenta- 
tion. Deliberate misquotation for party or personal purposes is a 
most efficient weapon, but it is one that no gentleman would stoop to 
use; and perhaps one of the best proofs of the utterly degraded 
manner in which the friends of that huge impostor, Orton, have con- 
ducted their case, is their constant resort to colourable and injurious 
fabrications, so like the real thing as to quite impose on the ignorant 
and credulous. Mr. Whalley is the atest, if not the most flagitious, 
offender in this respect, and though he daily becomes more an object 
of derision than a subject for argument, we must not forget that he 
and his like have for a long time exercised an amount of power in 
this country which in future years will seem absolutely impossible. 
The punishment meted out to the Member for Peterborough was swift 
and severe ; 0 much so that we need do no more than record the fact. 
But in dismissing the Tichborne case—we trust for ever— we cannot 
refrain from commenting on the iniqnitons system of perverting truth 
which, under the fostering care of Kenealy and the weak imitative 
efforts of Wha'ley, has assumed gigantic propertions amongst us, and 
must be crushed now, once and for ever. The Laureate tells us how 

—— The parson made it his text that week, and he said likewise 
That a lie which is balf a lie is ever the blackest of lies; 

That a lie which is all a lie may be met and fought with outright, 
But a lie which is part a truth is a harder matter to fight. 

This seems to have been very much taken to heart by the wrong 
people. It is time now that the right showed their appreciation of it. 


————__—_—_—_—__——==— 


Experientia Docet. 


A MIDDLE-AGED man resident in Shrewsbury, who describes him- 
self as experienced and fluent, expresses a wish, through the Chronicle 
of that town, to become a delegate of the Agricultural Labourers’ 
Union. Failing this, he would like to join the Farmers’ Association as a 
“speaker” against the Labourers’ Union. Such delicious impar- 
tiality should not be without its just reward. Unfortunately, this 
middle-aged and decidedly experienced man does not stand alone. 
There are just now only too many leud- mouthed and rabid‘: speakers” 
who, demonstrative as they are on the one side, would change their 
coats unblushingly if sixpence more could be gained on the other. 
And yet these men take for their representative title the word 
Englishman. 


FUN. 








“ INTERVIEWING.” 
{}: day as an old gentle- 


ABOUT 


man was enjoying the 

sea-breeze on the cliffs at 

Ramsgate, he attracted 
the sudden attention of 
two energetic persons of 
very journalistic appearance. 
“ That's him, by Jingo!” they 
said, in a breath, putting their 
heads together. They were the 
proprietor and Special Commis- 
sioner of the Tiwopenny Trifler. 
Now, a week since, the pro- 
prietor of the Trifler, in search 
of a real novelty for the 
columns of bis paper, had made 
up his. mind to discover the 
Wandering Jew, and his 
commissioner had determined 
to interview that personage; 
and so interested was the proprietor in the scheme that he had 
himself accompanied his commissioner to. Ramsgate (that being in 
their opinion the likeliest place to meet with the object of their 
search), in order to set it going. ‘The commissioner was delighted 
with the notion. Let him once succeed in interviewing the real 
original Wandering Jew and his fortune would be made, sir! What 
a wealth of information (gathered during centuries of foreign travel) 
would that old gentleman be able to communicate to him! Whata 
number of different languages would he be able to converse in, sup- 
plying the commissioner with phrases, with which to interlard his 
articles! Why, sir, he would be simply invaluable to any commissioner 








—he was, in fact, the one important person remaining hitherto unin- 
terviewed (simply, mind you, because he had never been caught) by 
the world of commissioners! And our friend had vowed to devote 
his life to finding out, and being the first to interview the historical 
old gentleman ; so, drawing five shillings, and parting with his pro- 
prietor, who trembled with excitement, he gave himself up to 
following his subject—for he had decided at the first glance that this 
was the Real Wandering 
Jew. He had, however, 
been observed; the re- 
porter of the Ramsgate 
Rag, having found out 
his scheme, had sent a 
long portentous para- 
graph on the subject to 
his paper ; all the Special 
Commissioners in Lon- 
don had seen it; and, 
imbued with the belief 
that the Wandering Jew 
was down at Ramsgate, 
these commissioners 
came down by the next 
train in a body; and 
now it was only a ques- 
tion as to which of them 
should succeed in inter- 
viewing the personage 
first. So they crowded 
after him everywhere, 
and fell over each other, 
and summoned each 
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other, and fought and swore, until only the more athletic remained in | 
the contest. Meanwhile the old gentleman (whe was not the Wandering 
Jew, but only a Mr. Moses from Ratcliffe Highway) saw that he was 
watched and followed, and mistaking the object of his pursuers (for his 
mind teemed with thoughts of detectives) left by the next train, and 
embarked by night for a distant land. But they found it out and fol- 
lowed him, and swarmed up the sides of the ship to interview him, 
some being drowned and others smothered. It was evident that suc- 
cess would depend upon superior cunning and dexterity, and Brown 
(the commissioner of the Zrifler), seeing his rivals about to drag the 
old gentleman to the cabin and interview him in a body by force, 
ingeniously set fire to the ship. In the alarm and confusion he 
followed the Jew, who was trying to escape up the ratlines, caught 
him at the topgallant-crosstrees, dragged him up to the truck, and 
pulled out his note-book: but he had barely done so when the swarm 
of other commissioners saw, rushed, and struggled up, and pulled out 
their note-books. At this moment the ship capsized with the weight 
aloft, and Jew and commissioners were struggling in the ocean. Dozens 
of commissioners were drowned, but the remainder struggled madly to 
get a hold of the Jew in the water, and Brown, who was the best 
































swimmer, got him, and dived with him, and came up with him 
in his grasp twenty yards away from the throng. he nearest 
land was an island in the Pacific, some eight hundred miles dis- 
tant, and Brown started off for it, heavily handicapped with the 
Jew, while the others pursued without any such incumbrance ; still, 
Brown, swimming strongly for the first few weeks, improved his 
twenty yards’ start into nearly thirty, but after a time he tired some- 
what, and it became obvious that he lost a foot or so every day, and he 
arrived at the island only two feet ahead of the throng. Dragging 
the Jew ashore he placed him at the extreme end of a bough over the 
sea, taking his own position, with a revolver, on a lower part of the 
bough, nearer the edge of the cliff—thus (as no other commissioner 
could reach and interview the Jew without climbing along the bough) 
still keeping the prize to himself. The host of commissioners besieged 
the position day and night, but unsuccessfully. The Jew was visibly 
growing weaker, and in spite of the efforts of Brown to keep him alive 
with bits of his boot-leather, he ually relaxed his hold on the 
bough day by day, until he sli off and was drowned in the ocean 
half-a-mile below. The commissioners yelled with despair and 
retired to consult. ‘Brown has certainly murdered that Jew,” they 
said, and then they suddenly grasped the position. “ Why he's 
nearly as good as the Wandering Jew himself—let us interview the 
Man wHo Murvsrep THE WANDERING JEw! 

Brown saw it all at once! He .was the remarkable personage now ! 
he was foiled after all; for if he returned to England to write the 
whole exciting account in the Trifler he would be hanged for his share 
in the business!—and these very commissioners whom he had 
thought to outwit would interview Aim, and hurry home to write 
articles about him as the 
Great Wonder of the 
Age! They did interview 
him, one by -one;: and 
then racedhomeand wrote 
it all; but it is a long 
time since, and the public 
has forgotten the event: 
and the unfortunate 
Brown has never ventured 
home, but has been fain 
to stoop to writing (ata 
miserable salary) slow, y 
prosy articles descriptive / Hy 
of “lifeonanislandinthe jf ie 
Pacific,” under the sou- Dp 
briquet of ‘‘ A Resident.”’ “ 
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THE ‘‘ MERCHANT OF VENICE.” 


A TALE or Totrenuam Court Roap. 


WE suppose there are few 

Of the critical crew 
But are ready at present to vow that they knew 
Mr. Bancroft would surely have reason to rue 
The day he adapted old Shylock the Jew, 
And improved upon Shakespeare—of course with the view 
Of making the Bard’s peerless comedy do 
As a framework for scenic display ; and in lieu 
Of emotion presenting a photograph true 
Of the houses and streets of the wonderful town 
Where the Hebrew was done so delightfully brown. 


The Merchant of Veniee, as played at the “‘ Wales’,”’ 

As aught but a travesty fearfully fails. 

There are-mirrors and dresses, and tables and chairs, 

And carpets and houses, and music and stairs ; 

Each detail is perfect—each beautitul “* prop ”’ 

Comes from Venice direct through a ‘Wardour-street shop. 
As’ you gaze upon gondola, garden, and gown, 

You might fancy yourself in the picturesque town ; 

But you couldn’t by any means guess, I'll engage, 

That the figures of Shakespeare were walking the stage. 


There's a Shylock who walks like a fop in the park, 

And only lends money by way of a lark— 

Who flirts with his knife, and is really ashamed 

Such a thing as Antonio’s flesh should be named ; 

And who lolls through his part with the elegant ways 

Of the elderly noble of Robertson's plays. 

Then, beside this Old Bond-street- edition of Satan 

There’s a Portia who looks like a picture by Leighton, 

And succeeds her short reign on these boards in betraying 

By forgetting it’s Bancroft — not re aie playing. 
uch she shocks the nobility crowding the stalls 

By thoroughly earning a couple of “ calls,” 

There's a Launcelot Gobbo—whose speeches are clipped 

Lest by Shakespeare’s vulgarity “ nobs”’ should be hipped— 

Whose reception’s as cold when he lets off a joke 

As the one the House gives to the Member for Stoke. 


There’s a sprightly Nerissa 

You almost eeuld kiss, a 
Most charmingly dress’d sert of boarding school miss, a 
Delightful conception portrayed by Mies Addison, 
A lady whose acting would please the most faddy son 
Of lisping indifference, dozing away 
By the side of the wife who wil/ go to the play. 
We've Bassanio, Antonio, and Jessica too, 
Who copy the elegant style of the Jew, 
And who duly fall in with the management’s view 
That plays, like quadrilles, are but meant to walk through. 


Yes, we re bound to confess 

In his wish to compress 
Mr. Bancroft has made a most terrible mesg; 
And in spite of the scenery, spite of the dress, 
That the Merchant of Venice is not a success, 
For this latest attempt like a damp rocket falls — 


‘Because it is Shakespeare dished up for the stalls. 


Mora. 


From the play at the Wales’, which so dismally fails, 

And the scorn of the critical justly entails, 

It is easy a moral or two to deduce 

Which to future revivalists may be of use. 

Young managements who have been puffed by the press, 
And have only commanded a money success, 

Should think twice e’er they chalienge the people who know 
To come and see Shakespeare served up as a show ; 

Or with tears soon the Treasurer may exclaim, “ Law, sir! 


‘Why didn’t we stick to the ‘tea cup and saucer ’? 


This Shakespeare’s a trifle too loud for our boys 
Who walk upon tip-toe and speak without noise.” 


Young actors who’ve founded their own little school 

And excel in portraying the drawing-room ‘fool, 

And in dressing like gentlemen out on the loose, 

Should beware-how they let evil counsel induce 

Them to think themselves masters enough of their art 

To give lessons in playing a tragedy part, 

+a0 students of Shakespeare should stick to their pennies, 
And give a wide berth to the Merchant of Venice. 
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EPISODES IN THE LIVES OF. OBSCURE INDIVIDUALS. 
THEOPHILUS HARDUP. 








Mr. H. having provided him- Proceeds to the purveyor of He is unaware that he is observed and 
self with the mild and in- the “ see dy ware.’ followed. 
expensive bloater 


In a rage, He hurls the “ floury ’”’ at the devoted head Who thankfully receives the smallest 
of his friend and follower, donation ; while Theophilus goes 
sorry and supperless to bed. 


He becomes aware of the loss of the 
** mild and inexpensive.”’ - 


UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. commissioner across the Channel on his back, and drop him half way. 

Tuat the Pri f Wales is going to India to unveil a statue of ‘And a good drop, too!”” That the Lord Mayor has commissioned 
Serieant Balle ae o Th t th on 5 = f T h ted q | Mir. Campbell Clark to adapt his recent Parisian trip for the Gaiety. 
ee ee Be ee ras OF Orne Aas presence 2 | That a cemetery is shortly to be opened at the back of the British 
Scotch fiddle to the Mayor of Hitchin. That the fire at Sir Wilfrid | yy. .oum for the private use of the officials. ‘Uhat the Earl of Shaftes- 
Lawson's country seat couldn’t be extinguished because the worthy | eager rir Sta detete. Miaetidites Cheated hin heawh axe 
baronet had drunk up all the water. That Mrs. Bancroft has pre- | heen y : ) 
sented Signor Salvini with a copy of her husband’s play, the Merchant - 





of Venice. That Mr. Whalley is staying at Earlswood for the benefit 
of his health. That the recent hot weather is due to the “ permanent 
enlargement of the London Sun.” That Dr. Kenealy’ s new book of 
poems is entitled “‘ False Notes from a Brazen Lyre.’ That Prince | nothing on the frontiers of Lorraine. Both are described as “slightly 


Bismarck has sent a barrel of sauerkraut tothe Pope and forgotten to | wounded in the hand,’”’ They were evidently slightly touched in the 
pay thecarriage. That Captain Boyton is going to take the Telegraph | head before they met. 


Nearer the Mark. 
Tue Editors of the Union and the Pays have fought a duel about 
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MOVE ON; OR, THE RIGHT “MOTION” AT LAST. 


| John Bull :—‘* GIVE IT HIM, BEN; HIS ETERNAL DIN IS DISGUSTING.” 
Ben :—* ALL RIGHT, SIR; BUT IT’S DREFFLE ONPLEASANT TO HAVE TO SOIL ONE’S HANDS A TOUCHING OF HIM.” 
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MY PRETTY SPRING SNAILS. 









A Manracat AND Merempsycuositcan Mownopy. 
‘ \ // ¢ HEN I wander 
a P in the spring- 
Lge ae SPE N . iN THANKS - BY JOVE time 
S aa AY. #i\- ust By the Hamp- 
Weak Witty Me aK tne stead line of 
\ CRD FELLAR SS — p—— of rails— 
Puan Sherry - cobler 
and gin-sling 
__— time 
Is this “ let-us- 


—" 





have-our- 


Landv te Plenty as the 


flowrs in 





— = I have watched 
a nineteen oF 


In my dolce far niente, 
With their odours sweet and seenty, 
Shedding shells in manner gay. 


And at Colney, where our Hatch is, 
There they absolutely swarm 

Tn the doorways, under thatches, 

Now and then among the matches, 

With their glees and merry catches— 
Always in the best of form. 


Down in Southgate, which is handy, 
Snails are plentifuller still. 

How they quaff their British brandy, 

Dip their beaks in gaff of shandy, 

Then abscond with sugar candy— 
Bringing grist unto the mill. 


When you're searching through the cloister 
’Mid the spicy spring-time gales ; 

When you feel inclined to royster, 

When your palate can’t be moister, 

When, O when you'd like an oyster— 
Then you’d better try my snails. 


For I’ve found out Nature’s meaning 
Now though her the oyster fails. 

Man, with pride quite overweening, 

Has displayed an undue leaning. 

Thus it is that intervening 

She has gone and done her gleaning, 

And, the lovely molluse screening, 
Turned our oysters into snails. 





THE TEA TOPER. 


A ConFEssIoNn. 


I am only a young man, but my hair is grey and my eyes are dim. 
There are fearful furrows upon my brow, deep lines of agony aronnd 
my mouth, and a ghastly pallor upon my face. I am a wreck anda 
ruin, a living example of the miseries of drink—accursed drink— 
when that drink is Tea. 

I look back across the small Atlantic that separates the present from 
the past, and I behold myself an innocent man, quaffing shandygaff 
from a pewter, and making one of four at the sweetest little ‘‘pub’’ 
in the Old Kent-road. Oh, guileless, happy days! when innocent 
gin-and-water and pure and wholesome beer were my only drinks ; 
when long years of indulgence in poisonous decoctions had not 
emaciated my frame, dulled my brain, and made me tremble at the 
sound of my own shadow. 

Oh, my 


I had a wife and children then. Where are they now? 


beloved ones, but for the villain whose insidious tongue led me to 


at the customary coffee-shop before I went home. 
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sign the pledge, ye had been with me now, and the palsied hand that 
wagples at my side had been free from— erlud ! 

hy should I hide the truth? Here, where I write, everyone 
knows my shameful hi The keepers never come alone into my 
cell. The doctor feels my pulse with a pistol at-my head. What is 
there to be ashamed of in having murdered your relations? Nothing, 
when you didn’t do it yourself. I didn’t do it by myself. I did it 
with the Tea-Pot. 

It was a fatal hour for me when a fiend, in the earthly garb of a 
Good Templar, tempted me from the flowery path of honest malt to 
the brambles and briars of nerve-unstringing, mind-destroying tea. 
Until that hour I was an honest, clean-souled, upright Englishman, 
a loving father, and an affectionate husband. Beer cements domestic 
ties, spirits warm and all the loftier sentiments of humanity. 
The vile syrup of the Chinese leaf fires-the excited brain witht morbid 
dreams ; beneath its subtle influence the baser passions leap into life, 
amd dance spasmodically to the mad tumult of the quivering nerves. 
The drum of frenzy beats the reveillé, and the soldiers of lunacy 
spring to their feet. 

The moment I abandoned alcohol for tea I became a changed man; 
my behaviour was caddy, tea caddy im the extreme, There wasn’t a 


single good tea trait im my character. I was always in my cups. I 
left off spooning my wifeand commenced to sauce her. I stirred my 


children up to rebellion against me. The whole of my domestic affairs 
went rapidly to (tea) pot. I was tea-totally rpined. All the latent 
savage im my nature was fomented and brought out by the vile mixture 
I daily poured down my parched throat im increasing quantities. 

One night I had been drinking deeper tham usual. I had three pots 
My frame heaved 
convulsively—every nerve quivered—eold perspiration oozed from 
every pore. The tea madness was upon me. 

My wife met meat the door. I was morally blinded by thé fumes 

of the potent liquid I had swallowed. A demon whispered to: me, 
“Cook her hash.’’ A metal tea-pof stood on the hob, waiting for me. 
I raised the spout. to my feverish lips, drained the contents, and then 
felled my beloved Mary to the earth with the empty vessel. She 
never spoke again. Then I rushed upstairs and despatched my sleep- 
ing babes with the same weapon. Al! there was blood upon the 
spout! Their blood! 
_ FI fell upom my knees and wept; them I went downstairs and had 
some more tea. The room swam round with me. I jabbered and heat 
myself upon the breast with a teacup. I knew no more till I found 
myself in a lunatic asylum and a strait waistcoat. I have lucid 
intervals. This is one of them. 

Oh, my brethren, take warning by my fate! hurl your tea-pots, 
crushed‘and shapeless, into the roadway! Mark the trembling, sallow- 
faced staggerer inthe streets. He is a tea drinker. Look at the 
hollow-eyed, nervous, emaciated woman, wringing her hands over 
imaginary woe, and sinking into confirmed melancholia. She is a 
tea drinker. HadI stuck to beer and spirits like an honest man I 
should have been a good citizen, a faithful husband, and a kind father. 
In an evil hour I took to tea, and what am I now? 

A blood-stained villain in a county asylum. Oh, wy friends, there 
is a demon who stalks abroad through the length and breadth of 
England, sapping the strength of its inhabitants, bowing strong men 
like reeds of the field, and filling the gaols and asylums with criminals 
and idiots. And his name is TEA. 


ART AND NATURE. 


Wirurn an attic near the sky 
I wait the advent of the morning, 
Resolved to paint the dawn or die— 
All artificial methods scorning! 
The lamplight casts a lurid glare 
Athwart the gloom upon my picture— 
Aurora~—delicately fair— 
Defies the critic’s slightest stricture ! 


The night wears on, couleur de rose 
With pearly greys will soon be blending ; 
In spite of Academic foes 
My way to fame I’m surely wending! 
Old Homer stands upon the shelf— 
I'll give his lines a final reading : 
“The rosy-fingered dawn ”—sweet elf !— 
Betrays the secret of succeeding ! 


How solemnly the matin chimes 
Ring out upon the City’s shumbers ; 
While noise is-none, save cats at times, 
While now and then a waggon. lunbers. 
No skylark ever greets the dawn, 
The morning air's so chill and creepy 
That een the—what! another yawn ? 
I'll go'te bed—I am so sleepy ! 
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STOUT AND 


Corpulent Swell :—“ I say, PORTER, YOU SEEM RATHER FLAT THIS MORNING; COME, LOOK SHARP! 
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Over-worked Railway Official :—“ ALL RIGHT, DOUBLE STOUT, DON’T GRUMBLE; YOU'VE GOT A GOOD HEAD ON 70, AT ALL EVENTS.” 


THE VAMPIRE’S VICTIM. 


An EXPLANATION. 


T am the “‘ Dull Contributor.’”” Years ago I was a brilliant writer. 
Romances, poems, essays, and dictionaries flowed from my pen with 
equalease. All my fugitive efforts were published, but I never received 
either credit or cash for them. When [ called upon an editor who 
had published something of mine, and mildly suggested remuneration 
and further employment, he looked upon me with an inexplicably 
incredulous smile, told me tosend in something as good, and he would 
undertake tolook at it. Then he would bow me out of the room, and 
as the door closed I could hear a muttered ‘‘ Impostor,”’ or something 
of the sort. For a long time I marvelled at this treatment, and at 
lensth discovered its cause. This is how it came about. 

Being invited to dine with a friend at his club one day, I passed 
part of the evening in the billiard-room, and listened with wonder to 
the astounding stories of a gentleman who did not play himself, but 
informed everyone how he could beat the champion and give him 
points; how he had seen the first appearance of David Garrick, and 
what were the chief dissimilarities between that actor and Signor 
Salvini; how he had led the charge in the Battle of Waterloo, and 
shown the Duke of Wellington the way to victory; how he had 
organised the spoliation of the Temple of Juggernaut, and carried off 
all the jewels, leaving their places supplied with paste imitations so 
good that the theft has never been discovered; how he had written 
Napier’s Peninsular War, Carlyle’s French Revolution, the 
Letters of Junius, and lots of works of world-wide fame. ‘* Look 
here, sir,’’ said he, handing me a copy of Fun, ‘what do you think of 
this?*’ I looked and saw one of my most brilliant lyrics. ‘‘ Isn't it 
good P’’ I observed, “ I wrote that.’ ‘You, sir,” said he, “Iam 
surprised and disgusted at your impertinence: if you were not a 
visitor I should bring your brazen mendacity before the committee, 
and have you ignominiously expelled. Yours, indeed!” And he 
snorted and went on a tour of the billiard-room, swilling up every 
drop of drink that came in his way in the most indignant fashion. 





The unfortunate owners of the liquor looked unhappy, but did not | 





complain. They were evidently used to it. By-and-by he came back 
to me and said, “I hope you are ashamed of yourself, sir. That poem 
was mine—I am a regular contributor.”” With that he took up a 
glass of cold water which, asa Good Templar, I was drinking, and 
swallowed the contents. ‘*‘ What do you mean, sir, by keeping such 
stuff here to poison the members of the club? I will not stay in the 
room for another second, but shall report your host to the committee.’ 
So he flounced out of the room and I saw him nomore. When I had 
recovered my breath I asked my friend who was my assailant. ‘‘ Oh, 
we call him the Vampire,” said he; ‘he’s very harmless, and it’s 
only his way.” 

This is the reason why I am compelled to permit a pseudonym 
which even the Vampire is not likely to claim for himself, and to 
write dull prose instead of the brilliant romances and poems which 
gave fame and fortune to that worthy. 


A Reasonable Supposition. 

A PARAGRAPH was recently published in the newspapers stating 
that a body had been found with nothing upon it but a pair of specta- 
cles, a pipe, and twopence-halfpenny. Upon inquiry at the various 
literary clubs in the Strand we find that none of the members are 
missing. ee 

A Coward. 

At the Middlesex Sessions a drover has been sentenced to eighteen 

months’ imprisonment for being cruel to a cow. If he'd kicked his 


wife to pulpiness he would have hada fortnight. And yet if you 
called a woman a cow she'd feel insulted ! 


Cheap and ——. 


We find by the City Press that there is within the civic boundaries 
a Ward of Cheap Club. We trust this is all right; but if we had been 
asked where such a place most properly existed, we should, in our 
ignorance, have said just the other side of Temple Bar. 
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SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS, 





No XVII.—SCIENCE AND THE SEA. 
(Part-Sone ror two Voicgs.) 


Soprano :— Ox! laden with care 
Is the murmuring air ; 
Oh! Sadly the whispering leaves that absorb it 
Are waving above 
My nautical love ; 
Oh! Sadly this planet revolves in its orbit. 


The Challenger’s crew 
Are waiting for you ; 
The Challenger’s boat to the shore is returning — 
Returning for thee, 
My lovely A. B., 
To go and assist the advancement of learning. 


"* Tenor :— When Hennery strolls 
O’er the billow (which rolls), 

And you're buried in grief (which is very annoying), 
My nautical stride 
In your mind shall abide, 

And the technical phrases I’m fond of employing. 


Though thee and thy quid 

The horizon has hid, 

And science has banished thee far on its mission, 
Thy swaggery roll 
Still lives in the soul, 

With all the enchantment of dreamy tradition. 


. * * * 


Returned is the ship, 

And the hurrying dip 

Of the regular oar the blue water bemottles : 
But Ferdinand rows 
With spectacled nose, 

And laden with specimens pickled in bottles. 


Soprano :— 


Soprano :— 


No sign of relief 
Has the atmosphere’s grief ; 
The foliage saddens with bitter reflection 
Too painful to probe ; 
And as for the globe, 
It’s simply a prey to the wildest dejection ! 


Tenor :— To what do you trace, 
In this singular case, 
The cause of the leaflet’s distressing confession ?— 
The absence of mirth 
In the spherical earth P— 
The element’s harrowing mental depression ? 


They pine for the gay 

And effective ‘‘ Belay !” 

The cheery “‘ Avast!’’ with its grand iteration, 
That, like a refrain, 
My nautical swain, 

So marked and embellished thy light conversation. 


Soprano :— 





Tenor :— Exclaiming “‘ Belay! ”’ 
In my meaningless way 
My science pronounces a useless digression : 
My cheery “ Avast! ”’ 
I consigned to the past, 
Not finding zoology need the expression. 


ae = { ah never again, 
My / Emily Jane, 
“"Y \ Nautical swain, 


The imbecile “quid” {$11 | be playfully churning : 


The Challenger’s crew, 
In spectacles blue, 
Are sworn to assist the advancement of learning. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


SERJEANT BALLANTINE receives “ quite an ovation.’” We trusé it 
won’t make him feel sheepish. Whataremembrance it would be to him ! 
== Mr. Whalley makes a misstatement. Tho Lord Chief Justice 
demolishes him. Or would havedone a sensible man. — Dr. Kenealy 
cornered at last. The mountain of bombast brings forth its pitifal 
mouse. = Nightingale heard last week—in the Court. of Exchequer. 
“Nightingale v. Perry,’ breach of promise case. This beats Gilbert 
White’s spring record all to pieces. = King Alfonso lays the first stone 
of an asylum. Well, there’s nothing like being provident. — Indian 
astronomic photographers attend an eclipse of the sun. age | a 
success as an eclipse, it was a failure as a photographic venture. Yet 
they are not happy. — Management.at the Prince of Wales's improve 
Shakespeare. Almost off the face of the stage. — Cock-fighting at 
Aintree. Horrible! Pigeon slaughter at Hurlingham. Pleasant! — 
Man makes blasting cartridges sitting on his kitchen-fender. Unac- 
countable absence of man since. = Dr. Kenealy gives the names of 
Members of Parliament who have refused to preseat petitions relating 
to the Tichborne case, Terrible humiliation of the iniquitous 
Members on exposure. — Two French journalists fight-a duel with 
swords, They forget that ‘the pen is mightier than the sword.’ — 
Berlin correspondent of Telegraph still publishes his fines. So as to 
charge them in his ‘exes,’ and be sure of their being allowed. — 
Death of Sir Joseph Hawley. Even the “lucky baronet’’ must 
succumb at last to the grim conqueror of all. — Freemasons about to 
strike a commemoration medal. “This is the result of striking an 
important attitude before the country. — Rejection of the Burials 
Bill. Another glorious result of Conservative Reaction. And this in 
the face of the shameful indignities the dead and their kin are so 
constantly receiving under existing circumstances. — Production of 
the Tichborne case on the French stage. Why not send Kenealy and 
Whalley over there to assist in the play? There would be an entente 
cordiale then, and no mistake—on this side. — Deposition of the 
Guicowar. This is rather in opposition to the otner depositions— 
those of the witnesses. Will have to bid Phayre-well to his dominions. 





Fishy Interference. 


Tue Licensing Act seems to have had a peculiar effect on fried-fish 
shops and their frequenters. If fingers are used instead of forks 
devotees of ‘fish an’ bread a penny” may actually eat where they 
buy ; but woe to the purveyor of these cates should he supply a fork 
or plate with them. And tremble all those who sell a moment after 
the hours by Parliament, in its wisdom, arranged. It is evidently the 
praiseworthy intention of a paternal, if Conservative, Government to 
divert the attention of the people from such low viands, which are 
doubtless demorali-ing. What.do they want of fish and bread, when 
they can get nice gin and sponge cakes comfortably served at the 
public-house ? 


Ruff and Ready. 

“ An enthusiastic backer ’’ has evideatly been studying during the 
winter's idleness. He asks us to send on to the Laureate an emenda- 
tion to “ Locksley Hall,’’ which runs as follows :— 

In the spring a glow that’s hopeful comes within the layer’s breast, 

As he trusts that soon the ““ wrong ’uns’’ will be greatly in request. 

In the spring the jockey enters on his duties with a zest. 

In the spring Ruff’s Guide to turfites is found always at its best. 

As Mr. Tennyson reads his Fun regularly, and receives inspiration 
therefrom, we take this method of presenting him with the proposed 
alteration, and shall expect to see it accepted in the next edition of 
his works. If not, we shall want to know why not. 





A Bargain. 
A Lapy advertises in a paper devoted to the sex, ‘‘a perfectly new 
fashionable Tussore lawn polonaise. Cost £1 10s. ‘Take 308.” A 
very fair sample of a woman's idea of making a little sacrifice. 
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Sour Brother :-— 


UNAUTHENTICATED HISTORY. 
Tue Conquzst or Peru. 


Wuen Pizarro landed in Peru he hada palaver with the inhabi- 
tants before commencing hostilities. His object was to deal civilly 
with the natives before giving them a hoister. ‘But what,” asked 
Montezuma, “‘ig your little game in landing on these here shores ?”’ 
. Simply, answered Pizarro, “ your civil and moral elevation. I have 
come for this coungry’s im-peru-vement.”’ 

After that was a great fight, which was fit for many days, and 
Pizarro succeeded in improving the Peroovers off the face of the earth. 





Tue Discovery or THE PorarTo. 


Sir Walter Raleigh discovered the virtue of the potato by a mere 
accident. In turning over the soil of America, out of a natural 
curiosity to see what was underneath, Sir Walter found a dirty, 
grubby ‘bulb with warts all over it. “ Wart a horrid production of 
natur!’’ cried Raleigh, and pitched the ugly vegetable into the camp- 
fire. Presently a savoury odour began to diffuse itself as the potato 
was cooking in its jacket. ‘That smells warm and nice,’ remarked 
Raleigh ; “‘ somebody pick it out.’’ ‘ Rather tasteless,” observed Sir 
Walter. “Try salt, your highness,”’ said his favoyrite page. “And | 
butter, my lord,”’ added the he-cook of the expedition. Raleigh took 
the advice, and found the potato excellent. The expedition grubbed | 
up all the potatoes in that locality and in various districts roundabout, 
and sailed with a ton of them. Schoolboys have a ridiculous legend | 











if __™ SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, 
- “Trinted ty JUDD) & CO., Phomnix Works, 6t. Andrew's Hill, Dectore’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fl Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, B.C.—Lendon, May 1, 1875. May 1, 1875. 


| Cattline. 


“ We can bear personal testimony to its value asa tonic.” —Standard, 
“T find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 


WATERS QUININE W] 


[May 1, 1°75. 





“ COMPARATIVE ANATOMY.”? 


Sweet Sister :—‘‘ Wuen MA KISSES US FOR BEING GOOD, I THINK HER LIPS ARE 80 SOFT AND NICE!”’ 
“An! AND WHEN SHE DOESN’T, I’M SURE HER HANDS ARE 80 HARD AND NASTY.” 








that the name is got by arithmetical progression thus :—Put 1 0, put 2 o» 
put 3 0, put4o, put5o, put6 o, put 70, put8o. But that is 
ridiculous, even to us. 


Judges and Jokes. 


Tue other day a widow lady brought an action against a Railway 
Company for causing the death of her husband. The presiding Judge 
relieved the tedium of a long trial by chafing the plaintiff's counsel, 
and cracking jokes at the dead man’s expense. The widow was 
present the whole time. Joking Judges are unfortunately on the in- 
crease, but we would suggest to them the propriety of ordering 
sorrowing relatives out of the Court before they pun upon a dead 
man’s name, and bandy jests with counsel concerning his peculiarities 


To Public Cat-erers. 


Tue latest novelty in Paris isa Company of Cats, who mew the 
mewsick of William Tell and dance the quadrille in Orphée aux Enfers. 
This is carrying the animalism of modern theatrical art to its limits. 
If they come over here to improve the tone of the legitimate drama 
| perhaps they might be cast for the Conspiracy or something in the 





VeneTian “ Burnps.’’—The propertics at the Prince of Wales’s. 
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A TALE OF THE TURF. | 
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He would wager millions of pairs of gloves 


There was a young man who would take to betting, in spite of the : 
with every lady he met. 


pleadings of his unhappy parents. 
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Until, one season, he couldn’t settle, and had to run away While his miserable creditors were compelled to go And his poor father was completely | 
to Boulogne in disguise. about gloveless for years. broken down. | 
He 4 
DOTS AND LINES. Charity or Organisation P Same 


Hovse or Commons will leave the horse supply question to the 
‘¢ patriotism of the country.”’ We should like to find the man who 
would refuse a good price on that score. = The member for Cavan 
made himself manifest the other night “in the interests of the 
press.’ But why give such an absurd reason? Ina short time we 
shall have Kenealy and all the other nuisances of Parliament 
declaring that what they have done has been “in the interests of the 
press.’ = Installation of the Prince of Wales as Grand Master of the 
Free Masons. This is Mark Masonry without doubt. — Riots in 
Chili. Matters seem anything but chilly out there. = Camballo wins 
the Two Thousand Guineas at Newmarket. Augspur once again 
completely successful—see recent number. He has already called our 
attention to the fact, and so we in turn call the reader’s. = Man sen- 
tenced to six mouths’ hard labour for stealing from his son. How his 
paternal feelings must be outraged! — Opening of the Royal Academy 
Exhibition. Usual notices stuffed full of technical terms and idiotic 
notions. = Lord Coleridge and Sir Robert Peel explain; that is, 
they show that unwarrantable liberties have been taken with their 


Tue Charity Organisation Society held a meeting at Hammersmith 
recently, at which Mr. Ribton Turner read ‘several curious auto- 
biographies that had been supplied him by paupers themselves, to show 
how society might be imposed upon.” Well, if it can be imposed upon 
more by individual beggars than by Organised gangs anxious to 
secure the plunder for themselves, we shall be grateful to Mr. Turner 
and his associates for proof thereof, and shall at once admit our sur- 
prise and express regret for having supposed otherwise. Anyhow, it 
must be admitted that when Organised, Charity becomes a 
tremendously costly commodity ; and, however, laudable may be the 
effort to detect impostors, it is hardly the correct thing to clothe the 
terrors of a petty inquisition in the mantle of the gentlest and most 
blessed of our virtues. 


A Theatrical Note. 
Ir is a pretty well understood thing that when the programme of a 
theatre fails to draw the general public, orders are distributed 
right and left to bill-showers and theatrical hangers-on for the 


DP nae 








names. Yet nobody interferes to put down this monstrous scandal to purpose of getting an audience. The system, if properly worked, is 
the State. not a very reprehensible one; but when a West-end theatre is so e 
. careless in the matter of selection that the pit and boxes are handed - 
Biggar Game. over to the dirtiest class of costermongers, and Bill gets Jack to mind fF 
Tue Prince of Wales and Prince Christian have been kept out of | his barrow outside while he spends an hour in the dress-circle with a oe 
the House of Commons because Mr. Biggar “ spied strangers.” Of | baked potato and Shakespeare, it reaches a point when its advisability a f 
course Mr. Disraeli and the great guns were indignant at such a pro- | is questionable. In justice to the people who pay, a notice should be noe 
ceeding, and called the unfortunate Biggar everything but a gentle- | affixed to the doors warning them that the best seats are in the posses- i_ « 
man. The conduct cf Ministers was very different a short time since | sion of bill-stickers and their friends, and that cleanly or odourless ve 
when only the press and the public were inconvenienced by an | neighbours are not guaranteed. " ‘ 
| absurd regulation. We thank thee, Biggar, for teaching us their LN ’ 
worth. | Pros. anp Cons.—Actois and Tories. ‘7 
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[CarToon. ] 


OUR WATER SUPPLY, 


* A cup of cold water—-it’s not much tw ask, 
But let it from foulness be free ; 

To get it appears a most difficult task ’’— 
With Beresford all must agree. 


“ There's water that’s muddy, and water that’s worse, 
Fresh water they call it in jest ; 

What should be a blessing seems almost a curse, 

A breeder of fever and pest.” 

* - . * 7 * 

Let us trust that one day Colonel Beresford's Bill 
Will be something beyond a mere dream, 

And that those then alive will most heartily swill 
From the pleasant and purified stream. 


When that day shall arrive, should our sta ff be alive, 
And composed as it is now we write, 
We'll go down to the brink,'and we ll all of us drink, 
And we'll give a great shout and our cannikins clink,— 
We know that some of us from cold water shrink, 
But there's not much occasion for fright. 


In that future time when common-sense will have a share in deciding 
on the amusements of the people, a reference to the restrictions of the 
present day will be met with more than doubt—most likely with 
derision. Just now our hereditary legislators are engaged in solving 
the knotty point whether music-halls and similar places of public 
entertainment ought to be opened before five o'clock in the afternoon. 
Judging from the so'emnity of a recent debate and the heavy utter- 
ances of the Lord Chamberlain and other magnates, it would seem 
asif the prosp:rity of England were very much dependent on the 
to them satisfactory solution of this much-vexed question. It never 
seemed to s'r:ke these potent seignors that if it be munrally wrong to 
open a music-hall «t four o’clock, it is at least as wrong to open it at 
five; and the general'tone of those who sit by the divine right of birth 
was decidedly in opposition to the notion of vulgar people daring to 
enjoy themselves at all. This is perhaps only a metural phaseof the 
feeling boun@ ‘to e> ist in the minds —or whatever represents them—of 
those who, without any qualification beyond thatwf the accident of 
birth, are called upon to express critical opinions on subjects which 
give thinkers pause indeed. ‘The question of debate was in itself an 
absurd one; but its absurdity ceases when we think that its improper 
handling has before now not only caused many people to go without 
their amusement— unfortunate employes may thank it for having at 
times to go almost without bread. Peddling legislation will do no 
good in these matters. The theatres and their kindred establishments 
are far too important to be the subject of narrow-minded statutes or 
personal caprice. We think it would be folly to put the music-halls 
under the direction of the Lord Chamberlain, or to appoint so undesir- 
able a functionary as a Minister of Public Amusement. The day has 
gone by for heaven-sent censorships, and this can in no way be better 
proved than by the action ot our present theatrical officials, who have 
suppressed splendid dramas, garbled clever work, and then turned 
loose on the stage plays of the most grossly indecent character. As 
this, however, only hastens on the end, we ought to be, and are, deeply 


thankful. 
A BAD EGG. 


Hurry Dumpty fell off a wall 

And fumed at the people who pitied his fall. 
All the Queen’s Judges upon the Queen’s Bench 
Decided—* This is an immatchable stench!”’ 


The Globe Edition of Shakespeare. 


Tue dramatic critic of the G/o/e, commenting upon the perform- 
ance of Much Ado about Nothing at the Gaiety, remarks that “ Mr. 
Righton’s Soutar has a self-satistied solemnity befitting the character 
of this first great type of civic authority, and the Verger of Mr. J. G. 
Taylor is an unsurpassable picture of senility.’ Soutar and 
Verger are probably characters introduced specially to suit the com- 
pany; we never heard of them in the play before. Has Mr. 
Bancroft been adapting Shakespeare for the Geiety ?—or has the critic 
of the G/oje written his notice frcm the Playbill, and mistaken the 
stage-manager for a character? He is one, undoubtedly, but not 


Shakesperean. 
Note by a Naturalist. 
One Swallow does B>t make a Summer, but every Grasshopper 
makes a Spring. 





THE ROYAL ACADEMY EXHIBITION. 
A Scamper Hatr-way Turoveu. 


TuovGnu by no means a bashful man, sir, as you are well aware, [| 
always feel a large amount of diflidence when entering the portals of 
the famous Forty on the day set apart for the representatives of the 
Press. A sense of the greatness of the occasion, the generosity of the 
Academicians, the power of the critics, the length of art, and the 
breadth of canvas subdues my faculties, and, mixing with the sus- 
picion of varnish and the odour of preparatory mops and brooms, 
deaves me weak and tractable asa very child. Iam sure if at sucha 
moment anycne were to come to me and say I didn’t know anything 
about pictures [ should be inclined to believe him. Yet on ordinary 
oceasions my knowledge is generally admitted, and my judgment of 
paintings which have long since received their hall-mark unsurpassed. 
‘There is indeed a great deal in knowing that you have to take the 
lead, and I never see a critic writing something down on the margin 
of his programme without wishing to compare his opinion with mine, 
and then if there should be any difference, toss him to see which of us 
is right. But I know that the amenities of art and literature must be 
respected, and remain silent. Silence is a great thing in a picture 
gallery, and passes for profundity. I am always silent. Need IL 
say more ? 

At the moment of writing, and before the makers and marrers of 
reputations have published their decisions, there does not seem to me 
to be any picture likely to call for a season’s sensation, well earned or 
otherwise. ‘The average is undoubtedly fair, but there is a lack of the 
wonderful, and those who search out the marvellous in new pictures 
will have to find it for themselves, sd far as lam concerned. That 
something extremely moderate will receive its usual amount of adula- 
tion, while something else really clever wiJl be passed unheeded by, 
may be safely predicated, not only of the whole show, but ot each room, 
and of each side of eachroom. In this respect art criticism is some- 
thing like life, and there is a good deal in the decisions given upon 
pictures which reminds me of the opinions passed upon men. A 
painting that has once been voted good can afford to be very bad 
indeed. And so can an individual. Il fancy this moralising is likely 
to impair my status as an art critic, and so with the remark that he 
will be a clever man who discovers a picture to rave about this year L 
will speed on to business. 

“The Right of Way’ (25), by Fred. Walker, is the first thing 
likely to attract attention from those who begin at the beginning. 
Should they in their eagerness pass it by, a rare treat will be missed. 
‘’his to my mind is one of the best bits of work in the exhibition. 
Her- are feeling, tone, colour, and, above all, nature, blended in one 
harmonious whole. Riyrt facing this is Millais’s great landscape, 
‘The Fringe of the Moor”’ (74), which is certainly very beautiful, but 
will hardly rub out the recollection of ‘* Chl October’’ and other 
famous efforts of thisartist in former years. A “ Portraitof Mr. H.8. 
Marks, A.Rt.A.’’ (29), is a good specimen of the styie of Ouless; and 
‘Old Neighbours,” by C. Green, will cause many who like homely 
subjects, when treated in a homely way, to pause and recognise the 
ability of the painter. “SS: phia Western at the Inn Fire” (7d) will 
not attract much attention from those who do not know it is by Mr. 
Frith; but P. Graham's * Croesing the Moor” is worth more than a 
passing glance. 

Mr. Boughton’s “ Bearers of the Burden” (101) is a porm on 
canvas. ‘Tenderly conceived and worked out with delicate feeling, 
it shows that from the most commonplace events and most common- 
place people there is something to be extracted by genius. ‘The 
Limehouse Barge-builders’’ (108), by Hemy, is an ugly and exact 
piece of realism; and Wells's ‘‘ A November Morning at Birdsall 
House, Yorkshire’ (112) gives us one of those large canvases which 
occupy valuable space, and can only interest those who are in the 
picture, their immediate triends, and, of course, the R.A.s who paint 
them. Birket Foster’s “ On the River Mole’ (128) is not nearly so 
good as some vf his water-colours, for obvious reasons; and anvther 
effort by the same artist, “ Evening ’’ (159), though good enough in 
conception, is dull and awkward in execution. Poole’s “ Ezekiel’s 
Vision ”’ (129) is a weird and wild piece of work, not without ability ; 
and ‘Sain et Sauf’’ (130), by Marcus Stone, will, though soldiers’ 
returns have been done to death, be a favourite with many. 
‘*Caught!”’ by G. A. Storey, may be attractive to lovers of the gentle 
craft, especialiy if they are young and romanticas well. ‘ Forgotten!” 
(148) is a rather clumsy lesson by J. KE. Ncble, jun., in the interests 
of dumb animals ; and ** Toco Good to te True ” (153) is certainly not 
too good for its position. Perhaps being a fruit piece by Orchardson 
it should have some c’aims on consideration, if only cn the score of 
consistency. 

In the Banquet-ball Mr. Boughton has what are evidently a pair— 
“A Path of Roses’’ (182) and “Grey Days” (198). Whence the 
names | wouldn't presume to say, but as to the pictures they ere 
certainly very clever. ‘“ Peasantry of Esthonia’’ (184), by G. Boch- 
mann, is simple and good, but quite the reverse in both respects is 
**'The Road in, Invermoriston’’ (157), of H. O'Neil. In this room 
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G. F. Watts has two portraits—“ Sir Edward Sabine” (188) and * F’, 
W. Walker, M.A.” (193). These are almost perfect specimens of 
this" phase of art, so far. as colour;-character;.and: tone go. ‘The 
Early-Post’’ (191), by Sant, occupies what many consider the place 
of ionour. “ Place aux dames” must have been the thought of the 
Hanging Committee, for beyond the fact that the frame contains 
three female figures it has no particular recommendation for first-class 
honours. ‘ School Revisited ’’ (196) is a simple and unaffected work, 
the*sweetness and grace of the composition compensating for any 
feebleness of drawing; but “The Crown of Love” (214) is, for 
Millais, far from splendid. ‘“ Rachel and her Flock’ (218), by G. F. 
Goodall, is another instance of space wasted in the interests of Acade- 
mieians and to the detriment of “ outsiders.’”” ‘ Miss Eveleen 
Tennant” (222) is a beautiful single figure by Milllais. ‘I'he ‘Scene 
in Hal of the Wynd’s: Smithy” (223),, by. Pettie, makes the Gow 
Chrom look anything but lovely, and'‘“H.M. Turret Ship Devas- 
tation’’ (232) is a big, coarse, ugly picture, which takes up an 
immense deal of space for no perceptible reason except’that it is the 
work of E. W. Cooke, R.A. In ‘La Belle Gabrielle” (249) Mr. 
Frith has produced an elaborate second edition of “ Sherry, Sir!” 
and:“‘ Wise Saws’’ (256) is likely a joke of the heavy Academical 
kind by Mr. Hook, R.A. There is another Sophia by Mr. Frith 
(257), this-time in company with Tom Jones, and another landscape by 
Mr. Millais (269), which has ro title beyond a verse from Campbell, 
and which ts decidedly inferior to that in the first room. J had 
almost forgotten a portrait by Ouless, ‘‘ H. D. Pochin, Esq.’’ (248), 
in which there is a good. deal of. chemical minutiz capitally done. 


The face of the sitter is hard and leathery. ; but very likely that is the. 


sitter’s own fault, and not that of the painter. 

By this time, Mr. Editor, as you will perhaps readily, believe, I was 
very much tired, and greatly in need of that refreshment:wathout which 
art criticism is a dry, not’ to say a thankless, task:. So I wentin a 
corner and partook ofthe sandwiches and sherry which prudence and 
foresight, the: outcome of former visits, bade me bring with me. 
Little reckedsIi forthe envious looks of the improvident. or the» scorn- 
ful glances-off tte: enthusiastic, I cat and drank placidly, and when 
lunch was: completed resumed my critical functions. But asit would 


be unfair toodismiss:thesremaining worthies with a few words, and as: 


I have not yet¢gotimore than half through the elaborate marks on my 
catalogue, se easy to make and'so hard to decipher, I will stop here, 
and give you:auother and final dose next week. And then beware, O 
mine enemies !' 


THE POET AND THE DEMAGOGUE. 


By Our Luwatic LAUREATE. 


Where the wild Atlantic billows lave the shores of Drury Lane, 
And the cockatoos of Hampstead mock the Gemini's refrain, 
Dwelt.a daffodilic poet with a coffee-coloured eye, 

Who composed the little ballads: that the gutter chaunters buy. 


Calm and holy his contentment as, in rantipoling rhyme, 
Slick his Pegasus he galloped through the catalogue of crime. 
In a brace of little jiffeys he would pen a taking ode 

Upon suicide or murder or some topic a-/a-mode. 


But atinight:upem his pallet when he: stretch’d his:dainty limbs. 
A) hisurplus:inspiration turned to Garibaldi hymns; 

Yet ittwasn'tGaribaldi who his rhapsody awoke, 

But the liommaned Kenealy, ex-Q:C:, M.P: for Stoke: 


So one:day when not a murder, ora-suicide, or row, 

Came to add.another laurel to his over-laden brow, 

Down he sat and: penn’d a poem in a eulogistic vein 

On the Man of Magna Charta who had! Orton on the brain. 


Tiddy-iddy -fol-de: ri-do,, rub-a-dub-and-tootle-tay ; 

When: ttie doctor heard the ditty, oh he shouted ‘‘ Hip, Hooray !”’ 
Then he whistled it at breakfast and he warbled it at tea, 

And.lie had it set to nmusic:in the very highest key. 


When he stumped about the kingdom, he put. Roger on the shelf 
While he entertained the rnstics with the song about himse’'f ; 
And at Westminster whenever he could catch: the Speaker's eye 
He would sing it till the members had to tumm if upand fly. 


Soon he quite forgot the noble who was languishing in jail, 
And' the judges whose behaviour he would: formerly asgail. 
‘Lhen the poet who this blissful change of conduct had inspired 
Was presented by the nation with the statue he desired: 

When the Stoke electors knew it they were in a fearful rage, 
And they put their pet Kenealy in a little wicker cage, 

There he chirps his only ditty all tre night and all the day— 
Tiddy -iddy-fol-de-ri-do, rub-a-dub-and-tootle-tay. 


Easy Mvsicat Tasx.—Composing oneself to sleep. 
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FUN’S COMMITTEE ON FOREIGN LOANERS. 
EXAMINATION. OF. W.RIGGLEROSCH. 


Tue Select Committee to inquire into the previous careers of Foreign 
Loaners met for the first time yesterday. Mr. Fun, in consideration of 
his eminent services in the cause of social and commercial reform, was 
unanimously vot-d to the chair. 

The first witness called was:Mr. Wrigglebosch, who described him- 
self asa banker and general negotiator of anything that he could 
make money by. He was attired in a massive gold watch» chain, a 
hook nose, eight valuable diamond rings, and several excessively dirty 
finger-nails. 

Before examining the witness the Chairman called the» attention of 
the Committee to the fact that the circumstances attending Foreign 
Loans were beinginquired into elsewhere. ‘lurning-to,the.witaess he 
asked him in a cleamnand musical voice if his name was Weigglobusch ? 

Wirtness.—I believe it is. 

CuairMAN.— Have you ever gone undér-anyvother name ? 

Wirtness.— Yes; when I was.managing man,at: Mr, Isaacs’s oldiclo’ 
store in the Minories I was called Conkey Sek 

Cuarrnman.—I believe you; negotiated the, Ojibiway, lioan. How 
much money was raised among the public ? 

Wirtness.—£750,000. 

C@uarrman,—How much did' the Ojibiway Government receive from 
you ? 

, Wirness.—£2 10s. The rest went in expenses and postage. 
CuairMAN.—Then you retained the trifling sum of £749,997 10s. ? 
Spates ain’t. good at. figgers, bu; 1 daresay that's about the 

mark. 

Mr. PLaAycorr.—You have told the Chairman the balance of this 
vast sum went in expenses and postage.. Now tell me is it true 
that you recently took a theatre for the notorious Miss Brazen Jade ? 

Wirness.—I ain’t goiag to deny it. 

Mr. Piaycorr.—Is it true that you squandered thousands of 
pounds upon this notorious woman, and enabled her nightly to expose 
herself ina state of semi-nudity, and degrade the drama to its lowest ebb ? 

Wirness.—I don’t know about degradin’ the drama, I know she 
looked stunning in her togs. 

CHAIRMAN.— Her want of “‘togs,’” you mean. Answer the question. 
Did you spend thousands of pounds in this disgraceful manner ? 

Witness. —1t did cost me a good swag. 

Cuainman.— Now without prevarication, was not the money 
squandered on this fema!e subscribed: by the public for the Ojibiway 
Loan ? 

Wirness.—It came out of my commission. 

CHAIRMAN.— Commission on £2 10s. ? 

Wirtness.— Yes. 

Mx. Srortsman.—lL believe soon after you left the old clothes line 
you took to the turf ? 

Wirness.—1 did, 

Mr. Sportsman.—Soon after the successful floating of the Ojibiway 
Loan you kept a large stud of racehorses which; were not always 
remarkable for running on their public form ? 

Wirness.—I did like the rest on ’em does—I brought off a “coo” 
now and then. 

Mr. Spoxtsman.— Now your racing stud was an expensive one, and 

cost you thousands a year. Did, not the money thus employed come 
out. of that subscribed by the public for the Ojibiway Loan ? 
_ Wirness.—I1t came out of my commission. 
+ Q@HarrmMan.—Commission on £2 10s. We understand. You live, 
I Believe, in first-ratestyle. Whenever you bring out a Foreign Loan 
the needy widow and the s'ruggling tradesman rush to invest their 
savings in your schemes. You know how much of their money they 
will.see again. When you think of the thousands who are hurled to 
ruin and beggary that you may keep brazen jades and racehorses, do 
you never feel inclined to subscribe to some charity as a balm to your 
conscience ? 

Wirtness.— Never gave a penny to a.charity in my life, ‘pon honour. 
Ha/f the charities are swindles. 

CuarnMan.—Enough! You will kindly leave the room as speedily 
as is consistent with your glutted’ proportions, 

The witness shambled from the reom, and after the usher had well 
fumigated and disinfected the building, the Chairman thus addressed 
the Committee :—Gentlemen, we will at a future date proceed with 
this investigation. Every effort will be made by wealthy rogues to 
gag and. hinder us. Parliament will be set in motion to hamper. us 
with difficulties. We snall be traduced and slandered by the ogres of 
Foreign Loans, and their well-paid bangers on. But we will not be 
dismayed. The English people is with us, and will support us in our 
endeavour to root this infamy from the soil of our once fair city. 
Gentlemen, au revoir. 

Mr. Fun was loudly cheered as he left the building, and it was with 
great difficulty that the A Reserve cleared a passage for him from the 
committee-room to his office. Due notice will be given of the next 


| sttting of this important inquiry. 
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MY CASTLE IN SPAIN. 


Tue garret I live in is lonely, 
I keep up no sumptuous state, 

For lacqueys and grooms I have only 
Myself on myself now to wait. 

So I’ve built me a marvellous mansion 
And laid out a royal demesne, 

With a tow’r of imposing expansion— 
My Castle in Spain. | 


A park of old oax-trees caresses 
The glint of the summer apn there 
(Just now all the #ood I possess is 
Confined to a table and chair). 
It stands on an eminence hilly 
(At present my life is all plain) ; 
Oh it warms me to build when I’m chilly 
My Castle in Spain. | 


Through my grounds winds a river sedately, 
Unlike that old pump in the yard ; 

My friends there are pompous and stately, | 
And not with Bohemia tarred. 

And yet the old friends I invite to 
Come over and share in my reign ; 

"7 have all an equivalent right to 

y Castle in Spain. 


And what gives the crowning expression 
To this sweet Iberian life, 

The ra of my Spanish possession 
Is hema ‘by { beautiful wife. 

But my pipe has gone out, and my splendid 
Old chateau and fair chatelaine 

With thesmoke wreath have faded, and ended 
My Castle in Spain. 


VELUII IN SPECULUM. | 


Wuen a man takes a playhouse his principal aim | 
Ts to get all the journals to trumpet its fame, | 
For a manager knows the short cut to success | 
Ts to have his productions well puffed by the press. | 
At the Mirror, where Wigan commences his reign, | 
His end the le:see cannot fail te obtain, 

For he’s hit on the best of all passible ways 

By engaging the critics to wrife all his plays, 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue St. James's management, for various reasons, may be congratu- 
lated on having produced Zom Cobb. The situation of the theatre is 
peculiarly favourable for pieces light and frothy in character, the 
jeunesse dorée of clubland being always much more easily attracted by 
promise of merriment than by prospect of melancholia. The company 
are, with one or two exceptions, admirably calculated to do full justice 





Lt } 
| * Pe eee 
ACCORDING TO GIRCUMSTANCES. 





Elder Sister :—‘‘ Wuat ARE you pome, Bu?” 

Bill :— “ Drawinc; Jack THE GiaweincER ’N’ CoRMORAN.”’ 

Elder Sister ;—“‘Do you THINK THAT IS QUITE A SUNDAY AMUSEMENT?”’ 
Bili :—“ Qu, vER’ WELL THEN; 17’s Davip ‘WN’ THE GIANGOLIAF!” 


| seen this certainly unique acter should not lose the opportunity at 
| present afforded them. 


Mr. Horace Wigan has commenced holding the Mirror up to 
nature, and, judging from costly fittings and tasteful decorations, 
there is no lack of silver behind his looking-glass. The Hidden Hand 
is a good play to commence the new venture with; it is powerful, 


tall-talky, and sufficiently overdrawn and unnatural to please an 


to an attempt in the direction of outrageous fun; and when Mr. W. S. | 
Gilbert is not too ambitious, everyone is bound to admit his undoubted | 


ability. 
therefore, that we have to record what on the first night appeared a 


All things working well together, it is not surprising, | 


most unequivocal success for all intimately concerned in the new | 
‘‘ farcical comedy.’ What there is of plot is utterly improbable, and | 


the delicious element of absurdity which envelops the piece from the 
outset is much strengthened by the introduction of a romantic family 
of the kind known only to the author of the “ Bab Ballads,” who go 
through a series of performances of a most astonishing nature. Mr. 
Hill, who, when he has a part to fit him, possesses no rival on the 


London stage, was rapturously applauded, and the merits of Miss | 
Litton and the other performers were not left without acknowledg- | 


ment. Tom Cobb is of such an extremely light and frivolous nature 
that it seems hardly fair to depend on it asthe strong portion of an 
evening’s entertainment. After a harrowing drama or a gloomy 
tragedy it would be marvellous in its effect and probably soothing in 
its influence. But under any circumstances its merit is undoubted, 
and the good fortunes of the management of the St. James’s, for the 
present at all events, seem secure. 


During the interval between the departure of Miss Cavendish and | 


the arrival of Miss Santley, Mr. Field has secured the services of his 
proprietor, John 8S. Clarke, who for a limited number of nights will 
convulse audiences by his rendering of Major Wellington de Boots 
and Timothy Toodles. Mr. Clarke is as grotesque as ever, and his 
mobility of feature has in no way deserted him. As a change will 
take place in a very short time, those who admire or who kave not 


enna LLL LLL LL LL LLL LLL LLL LLL LLL LL TC ese 


audience which must necessarily be strongly flavoured with infusions 
from the East. Miss Louisa Moore and Mr. George Vincent sustain 
the parts they originally played at the Olympic; Miss Rose Leclercq, 
Mrs. Fairfax, Mr. J. B. Howard, and Mr. Dewar “ appear to advan- 
tage’’; and Mr. Tom Taylor's translated story of the toxocological 
grandmother runs its course with a smoothness denoting intelligent 
interpretation and stage-management. The Maids of Honour, a trifle 
which precedes the drama, is by the au'hor of the Wonderful Duck, 
and isin every way calculated to sustain that gentleman’s dramatic 
reputation for flabby inanity. There can be little doubt that Mr. 
Wigan thoroughly understands the secret of theatrical success. He 
opens with plays by a dramatic critic and the editor of a paper, and 
he promises dramas by the critic of the Times and the sub-critic of the 
Telegroph. He'll get good notices at any rate. 

On Wednesday, the 19th inst., Mr. Charles Wright, treasurer of 
the “ little theatre in the Haymarket,” takes his annual benefit. Mr. 
Wright is so surely the Wright man, and his treasury is so surely the 
Wright place, that there is small need of his requiring recommenda- 
tion at our hands. 

The Grand Café de Paris, on Ludgate-hill, is an establishment 


| lately opened for the purpose of enabling Londoners to dine and 


fancy they are at Bonnefoy’s or Vachette’s. One imaginative 


| gentleman, who recently fared sumptuously at the inauguration 


banquet, has spoken nothing but French since, and never, enters an 
ordinary Slap-bang without saying, ‘‘ Ros Bif, plom poudin! Not 


if Iknowit! Portare-beer! Jarkong!”’ 


THe VEGETARIAN’s SweETBREAD.— Loaf sugar. 
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Tom :—“ You'RE A RARE HAND AT GETTING RID OF THE FAGGOTS, 


Bill :-—* Wet, I punno, Tom; I’vE GoT AN OLD FAGGOT AT HO 
SAY, AND 8HB'S A RARE OLD STICK. ONE AS STICKS IN MY GI1ZZARD.” 
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O TRUE. 


Bru.” 


ME, AND I wisH I COULD GET RID 0’ sHE. STICKS I3 FAGGOTS THEY 


Tom :—** Wuy pon'T YER GO IN THE WORKUS ? THEY'LL BLOOMING SOON HELP YER TER GED RID ON ’ER THERE.” 
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ADDENDA TO THE ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY. 


By Littite Jounny. 


Now Im a goin for to tel you a bout a rabit, cos rabits has got pink 
eyes, and the G/od is printed onto pink paper, too. One evnin wen my 
father he was a readn a news yaper it was the Glob, wich we dont 
take in but only it was lef by misake. The gas was lit jest a little 
tiny bit and my father, wich is a Libble, he went to sleep over it, the 
Glob, wich aint. Bime by he woke ol to ence up and see the paper a 
lyin on his kanees, red like fier a shinin onto it, and he jumpt up like 
he was shot, my father be did, and hollerd fier, fier! Then my father 


he luked up to the cealn, and to the curtins, and every were, and my | 


mother, wich was friten like any thing, she said were is it, were is it ? 
But after a wile my father he see how it was, and he luked offle fulish 
for a wile, but pretty sune he said wy, its here in this news paper, 
thats were is it, a hole block of bilduins burnt up in London, seven 


thousand hunderd lifes lost, sposed to be the work of a Conservatif. | 


And my mother she said wot a wicked party! 

Wen rabits wocks they limps Jike the gout, but Mister Jonnice he 
bas got a woulden leg. One time there was a feller was a gupnin in 
a place were the rabits is gume, and jest at nite, wen he was ol most 
tired to deth and nothin in his bag, he met a other feller, and the 
other feller he said wot luck, and the feller wich had the gun he said 


no luck a tall, cos there aint nolivin thing to be see but jest Jame | starin out, 








rabits, may be I aint much sportman but I wont shoot poor things 
wich has been shot once ol reddy, blow me if I do! Then the other 
feller he lapht like he wude bust, and said I never seen sech a ignent 
persen, cos they aint been hurta tall, its only ther feetsis sore 
follerin you a bout jest for the fun of havin you shoot at em, and you 
have dispointed em all day, serve em write, if we hada few sech fellers 
as you them idle rabits wudent be so fond of sport. 

Ole Gaffer Peters was a shoin my Uncle Ned a little rabit wich he 
had bot, and Uncle Ned he said wotavenerble beast! ‘Then ole 
Gaffer he scratcht his head a wile, and then he ast wy did Uncle Ned 
call the rabit venerble,and Uncle Ned he said wy, on a count of its 
years, and Gaffer he scratcht his head a other time, and shuke it, and 
| blu his nose like atrumpit, but be tween me and you Ive heard it 

be fore. 
| My sisters young man, wich is my brother now, he tels sech offle 
_fibs that Ime ol most a shamed. He says to his house they had a pet 
rabit, and they had a magnifine lukin glas wich olways hung on the 
| wol jest a bove a table in the poller, and the rabit it thot it was jolly 
good fun to get onto the table and luke at itsef in the glas. One 
day the table was muved over to the winder, but the rabit it come in 
and jumpt up onto it like usual, may be to see if its ears was grode 
any sence las time, and a donky wich was a standin inthe street jest 
out side was a starin into the winder same time the rabit it was a 
Wen the rabbit it seen the donky it jumpt down of the 
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wite fekes. 
sisters young man says he never seen seeh a stonish rabit! 


fellers face ? 


Tween [ and you { kanow seme thing a bout that young man wich 
Ime a savin up til [ cetch him and Missy to gather, and then [le have 
it out with him, yes. in deed, and Billy he kanows it too, cos one day 
him and me, thats Billy, was a settin uader that ever green tree were 
I was hié time Uncle Ned wasa frade of the sno mar, and we see the 
young man a standie lukin ever the fence into the rode, and pretty 
sune Mary, thats the house maid, she come in the gate with some egs, 
and he said Mary, you fetch me my pipe off of the poller mantle, and 
And wen he had get it that netty feller, wich 
thot no body wasent a seein him, he tuke rite hold of Marys ear and 
pincht it jest like she was his own whife, I never see sech a wicked 
So I went strate up 
to him, not a bit a frade, and said Mister, [ seen that with my own 
But that impdent feller he 
luked rite in my face and said Johnny, once there was a dog.wich 
had sech a big hevvy tail that wen ever he waggled it it flored him 
every time, the tail did, and one day he was a crossin a mil race,.on a 
narro foot bridge, wen he met a little puppy wich luked like him, and 
he was that tickled, the dog was, that he waggled his tail, and it 
waggled him rite off the bridge inte the water, were he was earried 
under the weel and drownded. But [ said wot has ol that got to say 
to yure pullin Marys ear, and he said wel, nothin, Johnny, but its 
been on my mind a good wile, and I thot this was a good time to tel it, 
cos may be you mite be the puppy. You never see sech a fewrious 
boy like I was, but Billy he says hold hard, we got him in a tite 


Mary she fetched it. 


thing in ol my life, and Billy mever didin hisn! 


eyes, and Billy he seen it with hisa. 


place, cos pullin Marys ear is divorce, and may be floggin, tvo. 


One day las week Mister Pitchel, thats the parson, he came to our 
house to ask Uncle Ned, wich has been in Injy, did he think the 
Gwicker was gilty of pizen, and wile he was here that Jack Brily, 
the sailer, he stopt in, and the parson begun teln Jack a bout the 


wale a swollerin Johnah, cos Jack is a ignant feller, but fore the 
parson had got done Jack said let go your anker,sir, Ive herd it 
afore. Then the parson, wich is a good nachered man, he laft and 
went on to tel Jack a bout the Flud, and how Noey bilt a ark, and 
wasent drownded. Wen he had come to the finish Jack said thankee, 
sir, you see they are more ship shape, sir, wen you spin em out of 
your own head. 


NEWS A-LA-MODE. 
SATURDAY. 


St. Petersburg.— A duel has been fought here between Dr. 
Kenealy and Mr. Whalley. They quarrelled about the size of the 
Claimant's big toe. Dr. Kenealy was wounded in the umbrella, and 
Mr. Whalley was shot through the place where his brain ought to be. 


Monpay. 

The reported duel between Mr. Whalley and Dr. Kenealy at St. 
Petersburg is denied. Both are in England and on the most friendly 
terms. 

TUESDAY. 

Nana Sahib was captured in Regent-street this afternoon. He has 
been selling scent packets about London for years. He was recognised 
in consequence of the wind blowing his turban down the area of an 
old Indian officer. 

WEDNESDAY. 
The reported capture of Nana Sahib is, &c., &c., &e. 
THURSDAY. 

Mr, Gladstone and Father Newman met at acock-fight at Birming- 
ham early this morning. A quarrel ensued, in the course of which 
the ex-premier received a black eve and several contusions. The 
Homer which he flung at Father Newman is in the hands of the police. 

Fripay. 

The reported fracas between Mr. Gladstone and Father. Newman 
is, &c., &e., Ke. 

SATURDAY. 

Major ©’Gorman’s conduct has recently caused his friends great 
anxiety. He has eaten nothing but thistles for a week, and has just 
gone down to the House with the avowed intention of making an 
exhibition of himself. 

* * * * * 

Up to the hour of going to press this rumour has not been 

contradicted. 


As in Presenti. 
Tue first sp2ech which the Prince of Wales will deliver in India has 
already been composed. It commences “ Know all men by these 
presents.” 





FUN. 


table and went in for liekin its pause, and rabbin em ever its fac, like 
eats, and after a wile it jumpt back onto the table like it said now [have 
elicked myself up a bit Lle see if [ luke fit for to sho my face among 
But wer it luked out agin the donky was gon, and my 
Now wot 


do you think a bout aman wich wil tel a thing like that rite toa 












































PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


The Liw and the Lrty (Cnitt and ‘Wiadus) is * : ‘ 

ectraondinary moval. Mc, Wille, Collins ems o» Oyo yi coves 

his even himself, for in a Note to the Reader 43 Yeqes's that “ cert in 
eatablished truths” which arg ccMmonalle rgotten shall ba 
especially borne in mind while reading it. hese are: —*« (First) : 
That the actions of human beiags are not iftvariably governed by the 
laws of.pure reason. (Secondly): ‘Thit weare by no means always 
in the habit of bestowing our love on the objects which are the most 
deserving of it, in the opinions ofour friends. (Thirdly and lastly) : 
That Characters which may not have appeared, and Events which 
may not have taken place, within the limits of our own individual 
experience, may nevertheless be perfectly matural Characters and per- 
fectly probable Events, for allbthat.”’ After such preparation the fair 
or gentle reader would be of course disappointed did the story run 
within the ordinary common-place bounds of ‘probability—there need 
beno fear of that. Mr. Wilkie Collins ‘has built up a novel which 
holds the emotions suspended, and:causes ‘the mind to become rather 
unhinged. Intensely interestingand ablyrepresenting the vigorous 
style of melodramatic novel for whichits author is famous, The Lav 
and the Lady is bound to bo widely read and quite as widely dis- 
cussed. [he differences between Scotch and English law form onc; 
again powerful material in the hands of this writer, and no one can 
say that he has allowed a chance to slip by. Rather the reverse —the 
only likely objection being that he has overdone it. Mr. Collins has 
most assuredly taken the wind out of the sails of those who would 
burlesque his well-known style, amd a desire for this may have had, 
we tremulously imagine, something to do-with the construction of the 
story. We donot care to advance'this motion with anything like fer- 
wvour, or with the courage of our usual convictions, as we are fresh 
from the third volume, and are of mecessity nervous, not to say 
‘timid. We are, however, happy to find that no great misfortune is, in 
this work at all events, held in store for people whose criminal tastes 
and malignant desires incline them to cold water, rough towels, 
yellow soap, fresh-air, solid food,-and hearty exercise. ‘This is in 
itself a mercy for which to bo thankful; and so with a very strong 
recommendation of it to those who like very stromg writing, we pass 
on, as ina daze, from The Law and the Lady. 

Modern Athletics (Field Office) is a brochure devated specially to the 
interests of those who, amlike Mr. Wilkie Collins, believe that a 
sound body is not always unoccupied bya healthy mind. Lhe work 
is very well done, Mr. H. F. Wilkinson's experience in matters 
athletic being sound and practical. 
time records; but then it would be unfair to expect absolute per- 
fection in a work of this kind. 

Waterside Sketches (Grant and Co.) is a pleasant little book, chiefly 
interesting to anglers, by W. Senior, who is well and widely known 
to brethren of the craft as “ Red Spinner,” of the Gentleman's Magazine, 
in which the majority of the articles originally appeared. ‘Those who 
have not read them will be charmed with their freshness and vivacity, 
while those who have may be all the more ready to possess them ina 
collected form. 





MAGAZINES FoR May. 


Temple Bar possesses a good contents list. ‘:The Follies of the 
Wise’”’ is a well executed bit of compilation, which may not be without 
its lesson to those who think themselves the only people who have 
any right to be foolish. ‘* William Charles Macready”’ is also very 
interesting ; and what is, perhaps, more important, “ Ralph Wilton’s 
Weird” is concluded. ‘ Leah”’ increases in interest, and altogether 
the magazine doesn’t seem to be much in want of any patronage other 
than that of the shilling public. 

The Gentleman's is readable this month. Robert Buchanan sings 
sweetly, and is not above versifying with accuracy of rhyme and 
rhythm. ‘ Mr. Irving and Signor Salvini’’ have found their way 
into this publication, and remind us that we are threatened in various 
other periodicals with an interminable and by no means interesting 
controversy as to the respective merits of these actors. ‘* The late 
John Mitchel and the Young Ireland Party ”’ is much more seasonab @, 
if not more accurate. 

Those who hesitate before purchasing the Argosy, anxious to know 
what is offered in return for the expenditure of sixpence all at once, 
will be glad to know that Johnoy Ludlow is to the fore this moath, 
and is as interesting as ever. As this information should be alone 
sufficient to clear out the edition, we will leave to purchasers the 
privilege of deciding on the relative merits of the other contributors. 

The St. James's would be heavy reading indeed were it not fora 
bright little poem entitled ‘‘ Showers.” ‘I'he other matter is good of 
its kind—but it is of a kind hardly likely to suit ordinary magaz ne 
readers. Perhaps the new editor is trying to form a new clientd/e ; if 
so, we wish him every success, but fear he will find his words of 
encouragement to other editors had been better addressed to himself. 
Anyhow, holding out the hand of editorial friendship is a novelty in 
magazine literature, and as such we welcome it, 
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198 HUN. [May 8, 1875. 
DANGER. 


SPRING comes again with its gladness and greenery ; 
Winter has fled in his mantle of ice: 

Note the four girls who reside at the deanery 
Laughing so merrily, looking so nice. 

Mary the modest and Jane metaphysical 
(Down in the meadow that runs by the stream), 

Kate the coquettish and Carry the quizzical, 
Breaking with laughter a bachelor’s dream. 


Why do you choose to come idly philandering, 
Far from the noise and the bustie of town, 
Here where the stream goes for ever meandering, 
Flowing o’er pebbles through coppices brown ? 
Though ’tis a place to make verses rhapsodical, 
F ancying pebbles are so many pearls, 
Better you'd be in your chambers methodical, 
Minding your books, and not ogling the girls. 


Oh, you came here but in search of a holiday, | 
Out from the city of business and strife ; | 
! 
| 
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Thinking the scene was just fit for a jolly day— 
Never encountered the girls in your lite! 

Well, let it pass into utter ‘forgetfulness ; 
Pack up your traps and as quickly depart, 

Ere you remember, with bitter regretfulness, 
Finding a holiday—losing your heart. 


+ tS ag SRR. se > mM, 


The Old Men’s Chorus. 


Tue Duke of Cambridge has given his august 
opinion that old soldie:s are better than young ones, 
and, warming with his subject, implied that young 
soldiers are no good at all.. We can quite understand 
| the contempt with which elderly men regard all those 
who are innocent of grey hair and wrinkles. It is not 
| alone in the army that young men are sneered at; in 
_ art, science, and literature they are pooh-poohed by 
' peevish valetudinarians. It is undoubtedly hard for a 
gouty and garrulous old gentleman to find himself 
elbowed out of the van bya stripling of five-and-twenty 
| summers, and it is but natural he should howl against 

boys. The boys, however, can afford to treat this 


AN IRISH EXCUSE. | sneering jealousy with the contempt it deserves. 
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Boozer (ferociously):—“ Br JABERS SUR, I’VE A MIND TO RE THRASHING ee 
(f y) ’ Another Contradiction, 


i < YEZ SEVARELY!”’ 
| Wilkins (who is the essence of mildness):—“ Ou, IF THAT'S YOUR GAME, an oo eremevene see ampeenenee. we beg ao 
; coME oN. I’vE OFTEN HEARD YOU TALK ABOUT YOUR PUGILISTIC POWERS, OS SEF. . . © SUmOUr tO tne 
= ” contrary has arisen in consequence of public conversation 
rE Bur Iu try. - 
ff B “Y ; I , | turning on “ Gladdy a Tory.” This is merely the vulgar 
~ o © a t > - 
vores S AACE, PTS TE SD Pee WS Te Ee Chee Signor Salvini’s forthcomirg impersonation at “ the 
f yg. I ONLY FOIGHT AMONG GINTLEMEN.” (Exit rapidly.) | fone 
| 








and explanations obstructs the business of the nation; where every- 
body who is not washing his own soiled linen is either performing that 


A “BIG THING” AND A BIGGAR. 
Srr,—As an admirer, constituent, and humble imitator of that | kindly office for a friend or sabling the reputation of an enemy; 
| illustrious statesman, Mr. Biggar, M. P., I propose to occupy nine or | where every debate is turned tothe purpose of advertising a scurrilous 
: | ten columns of your valuable but Saxon journal in defence of that | | | newspaper, whose editor, bespattering everybody's raiment with dew- 
‘ | gentleman's action in “ seeing strangers”’ in the House of Commons. | drops from his dirty mane, is chivied about the benches to the sound 
{ 
| 


. 
a 
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ee 


it has been insinuated that the strangers whom Mr. Biggar saw in | of thumping kicks upon his ribs! To cut the matter short, Sir, “the 
has become a nuisance, 


SLE MEIER SRE 


the House were not the gentlemen of the press, nor yet the press of foremost legislative body of the world”’ 
Pa i | gentlemen, but merely the phantom “ spectators’’ who make eyes at | which, if it cannot be abated, must be concealed. 
2 | those who tarry long at the potheen-cup—that Mr Biggar had no We have drawn the veil of privacy about cock-fighting, man-and- 


| intention of clearing the galleries, but only wished the ogling | dog-fighting, prize-fighting, and the hanging of potential Members of 


| 

| 

| 

| creations of an alcoholised imagination to withdraw their unpleasant | Parliament. We no longer permit the public to enjoy the debasing 

regards. That, Sir,is the preposterous charge that has been wantonly | spectacle of an elector voting for one Parliamentary candidate rather 
| made, and it is worthy of attentive consideration. than another. Shall we then indulge the pruriently curious in exhibi- | 
| | 
| 





But suppose Mr. Biggar really did intend to clear the House—what | tions of depravity compared with which these are moral and 
| then? What is this House? A place, Sir, where the existence of | | instructive? In answering with a thunderous “No!” Mr. Biggar 
Major O'Gorman is openly tolerated; where base buffoonery runs | has the warm approval of at least A Frrienp o’ His’. 

riot; where Billingsgate—and bad Billingsgate too—is the recognised | | P.S.—I enclose the card of my laundress, not for publication, but s 


form of en © See where an offensive succession of personal questions | an evidence of clean linen. 


i CADBURY’S 3 
i COCOA Paris Bi ue 
i, ESSENCE ata Ta 
4 , LAUNDRESS 


CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch, 


lrinted by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Dectors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—Lendon, May 8, 1875. 
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Reckitt’s! TAYLOR’ § PATENT. 


SEWING MACHINES 


have new Patent Improvements, which render them 
superior to all other makes for DaessMaKinG and 
Fami.r USE. “They are Simple to Learn,” “ Easy to 
Work,” * Not liable ¢ to get out of order.” are** Strong,” 

** Swift,” “ Durable,” “make very little noise.” and can 
be had on “easy terms” of purchase at a ‘‘ moderate 





rice.” Intending purchasers, if unable to obtain 
Taylor’s Patent Sewing Machines from local Dealers, 
are respectfully requested to send fora prospectus to 
97, Cheapside, London, E.C ; Great Driffield, York- 
shire ; or the branch establishments: 23, Silver Street 


Hull, and 182, Kirkgate, Wakefield. 
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THE HAUSFRAUENVEREIN. 


Wirutn that most malod’rous city, 
Whence Papal bishops have to flee ! 
Where folks are rather wise than witty, 

And yet for ever on the Spree,— 
The housewives lately have decided 
In one strong body to combine, 
To deal with questions many-sided, 
And form a Hausfrauenverein. 


When tradesmen give short weight and measure, 
When doctors’ charges get too high, 
When fashion interferes with pleasure 
And single men from wedlock fly— 
These fair ones quickly hold a sitting, 
And straight determine on the line 
Of warfare which is most befitting 
The Berlin Hausfrauenverein. 


They fix the price of beef and mutton, 
They frame the laws of ball and rout, 

Discuss the claims of hook or button, 
And trot their whims and crotchets out. 

How much by ladies may be swallowed 
Of Wiener Bier, or Rhenish wine, 

The rule is made, and strictly followed 
By all the Hausfrauenverein. 


The best attention by them paid is 
To all the laws their lords propose 
Which bear at all upon the ladies ; 
They aid their friends and fight their foes. 
Now here’s a plan, dear Woman’s Righters,— 
Why not like Berlin dames combine ? 
Leave Westminster to fiercer fighters, 
And form a Hausfrauenverein. 


‘Up in a Balloon.” 


Fo.iow1neG closely upon the recent foolhardy attempt 
at sensational ballooning, MM. Duruof, De Fonvielle, 
and Marriott have ascended an immense height from 
Paris. ‘The journals of the day gravely inform us, 
“Nothing of importance happened,’ which means that 
none of the aéronauts condescended to commit suicide 
for the benefit of French and English agony-pilers. 
Men who go up in balloons and come down alive are 
impostors, and should be treated accordingly. 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

Tue Alexandra Palace Company certainly deserve better fortune 
than has hitherto fallen to their lot. They have suffered by fire and 
by water ; they have made special efforts in the cause of the resident in 
northern London, and have been coldly treated; they have patronised 
art, science, and, as their present programme shows, even literature, 
without reaping substantial reward; and yet, in despite of all these 
drawbacks, they are never outwardly despondent, but are always ready 
at the call of time to makea fresh effort for the purpose of securing 
that fortune which in their case is more than usually fickle. The 
wish being father to the thought, it was expected that, on the Ist 
instant, when the new building was inaugurated, the weather would be 
fine and cheerful, and that the sun would at least smile recognition on 
the laudable efforts of Sir Edward Lee and his colleagues. But 
though the days immediately preceding had been singularly 
beautiful, May-day gave one more evidence of the perversity of our 
climate; and the grand féte of the Alexandra Palace opening became 
at best but a water carnival. Happily the most despondent circum- 
stances have always something beneficial about them ; and the number 
of people who, despite the desperate weather, thronged the grounds 
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OIS-CREDIT-ABLE. 


Customer :—‘‘ MoTHER WANTS A NICE PLUMP CHICKEN, PLEASE.” 
Shopman :—“ TrussEp ?”’ 
Customer :—“ Ou, No; I AM GOING TO PAY FoRIT!”’ 


timid—need fear for the success of either the new Alexandra Palace 
or the new management. 


On Saturday next, the 15th inst, Mr. Hollingshead commences a 
short season of French comic opera, and with the laudable endeavour 
to do everything well, which has characterised his management both in 
failure and success, he has engaged a company from the O 
Comique in Paris. Names, some famous and all well-known to 
amateurs of light and sparkling music—composers, instrumentalists, 
and singers—appear on the prospectus, and there can be little fear as 
to the result. A few legitimate triumphs in the way of comie opera 
might be found effective in checking the taste for indecent and 
demoralised “ bouffe,’ now so pronounced amongst us. If so, Mr. 
Hollingshead will have to be congratulated on having served the 
public as well as himself, and, anyhow, we trust that those whose 
notions of the French stage are obtained from opera-bouffe and Palais 
Royal farces, as permitted by the Lord Chamberlain and his 
Licenser, will look in at the Gaiety if only to see that under 
td arrangements “they order these things much better in 

rance.”’ 


Weak Woman is the somewhat satirical title of Mr. Byron's latest 


and the palace, and succeeded in enjoying themselves, says perhaps | contribution to dramatic literature, and judging by the reception it 


more for the ultimate success of the undertaking than can on first | 
thoughts be readily estimated. That the enclosure at Muswell-hill | 


and its crowning structure will during the forthcoming summer be 


extensively patronised, we both hope and believe, for not only is their | 
prospectus eminently satisfactory, but the great bulk of the public | 
are now quite prepared to recognise the efforts of their promoters. Of | 
If it was | 
not all that it might have been, it was certainly better than under | ’ 1 
attendant circumstances was generally expected, and to avoid total | Mr. Vernon being espec 


the performance on the opening day we need say but little. 


met the other night it seems likely to draw appreciative audiences to 
the Strand for some time to come. The new piece is as full of verbal 
fireworks as any of its predecessors from the same hand; and though 
the characters are somewhat overdrawn, the fun which continues 
throughout is of a thoroughly legitimate character. The plot runs on 
eccentric wills and human nature. ‘These materials, as will be seen, 
are rather old, but Mr. Byron gets a good deal of novelty out of them. 
The acting is, with a couple of exceptions, very good, Mr. Terry and 
y worthy of commendation. Mr. Stephenson 


failure was on such a dripping day to achieve decided success. A | is a good old medical practitioner, and Miss Lavis a very funny widow 


little more judgment in the selection of composers’ works, a little 


| better method of studying the comfort of invited guests, the same | 
goodwill, and a better opportunity, and no one—not even the most | 
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| of the tract-distributing kind. Those who wish for a pleasant hour 


should certainly study the strength of mind thown by Weak Woman 
as represented at the Strand. 
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200 FUN. 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 12, 1875. 
[Caercon. ] 


‘ 

| THE MERRY MINER. 
‘Waive been told how the miner, with money bags swelling, 

| fs apt of his earnings to be extra vain, 
How Brinsmeads and Broadwoods he decks out his dwelling, 

j all the day atthe best of champagne. 

| ‘ne monient let's pause 

Bre we rail at his cause,— ‘ 





And grudge him ‘the pleasures'so hard to obtain. 


Tt’s becn#@aid that Phe mining hand's life is all honey, 
And@entismen say without shadow of doubt, 
“Oh! els unlyto and hegets heaps of money.” 
t that he's often locked out. 
‘When he turns cut on strike 
They inerense their dislike, 
And against his freeagency frequently spout. 
Then, eguin, when he's perfectly square with ‘his master, 
And busy at work in the caverns of| eatth, 
Ever present's the prospect of dread and disaster;— 
Who'll dare to predict what his life may be worth ? 
Bo pethaps you'll acquit 
‘The poor man, and admit | 
That he basn't a deal too:much reason for mivth. 
--—~ O-— i 
We are so repeatedly being reminded that ‘the country is in a 
transition state— politically, socially, ant morally—that the wise words 
ot the warners are often passed over unheeded because cf their very 
familiarity. There is, however, just nowsuch evidence of the truth of 
this statement given in a most important quarter, that even the most 
mee or careless must feel at last compelled to:give heed to the 
Josephuses whose triumph seems 80 near at hand. The House 
of Commons is fast losing the character which bas for so long made 
it assume almost a sacred axpect in the eyes of the populace, and from 
an orderly well-conducted Senate, the pride of this country and the 
envy of all others, it is fast drifting imto a debating club of the kind 
usually associated with pothouses and gutter-raking politicians. It 
has been our habit toeneer at the way in which the transatlantic 
Congress js conducted; but tines are mow, and if, as we 
are told, imitation is the sincerest form of flattery, the stump orator of 
the States has many admirers among our own elect and elected. 
We will pass over the coarse personality and private feeling which 
! have been s0 often exhibited of late, and merely mention a recent 
| debate on the rights of reporters. In it Mr. Disraeli once again 
gave his enemies an opportunity of asserting that personal malice 
| caused him to lose sight of public duty. Few men have received 
more benefits from the pressthan Mr. Disraeli— no man can have been 
more oblivious of them. And though he on one night has to deplore 
the existing state of circumstances as concerns ‘strangers,’ he on 
another, which follows almost immediately, shows himself a warm 
partene on the side of those who would keep things as they are. 
ortunately such policy—if policy it can be called—defeats iteelf, 
and goes far to show even those gentlemen who blindly pin their faith 
to the mysterious Conservative Jeader, that something is wrong some- 
where. The manner inwhich Mr. Lowe demolished the arguments of 
the Premier was certainly refreshing; but still more yowerful was Mr. 
Sullivan’s clever expedient. The only pity is that no one whose 
disturbance would cause Mr. Disraeli to feel sick at heart and shed 
tears had to be cleared out. One thing is sure, the Liberals, if they 
will only for once be true to themselves, have the whip-hand of Mr. 
Disraeli, and can show him that he has made this a party question to 
his own disedvantage. The Premier’s subsequent almost abject 
admission of the error he committed in giving way to his temper 
proves this more than any words of ours can. 


Where there’s a ‘‘ Will” there’s a Way. 


Ir being the present fashion for managers to adapt Shakespeare to 
the capabilities of their houses and companies, we may shortly expect 
the following entertainments :— t 

Macbeth (as a Scotch ballet), Drury Lane. 

King Lear (as an opera bouffe), Royalty. 

Coriolar.us (adapted by H. B. Farnie), Strand. 

Pericles (as a Clapham comedy), Crystal Palace. 

Merry Wives of Wind:or (as a psychological tragedy), Lyceum. 

As You Like Jt (melo-dramatized by Andrew Halliday), Adelphi. 

Antony and Cleopatra (as a Roberteonian comedy), Court. 

Julius Cesar (as ‘‘ Dundreary in the Army ”), Haymarket. 

Comedy of Errors (as miscellaneous entertainment) Gaiety, 

Cymbeline (as an interlude), Mocre and Burgess. 

Rape of Lucrece (as a comic song), the Oxford. 

Romeo and Juliet (as a conjuring trick), Maskelyne and Cooke. 


[May 15, 1876. 


THE ROYAL ACADEMY EXHIBITION. 
ScaMrer Tre SEconp. 


I srr down to continue my-criticism dauntlessly. There may be men 
gifted with as great abilityin the way of writing, and -possessed of 
a knowledge of pictures almost equal to mine; and though I have 
never met them, far be it from me to doubt their existence. But 
there ismo man upon whom thréatening letters filled with blue fire 
and bang crackers are so thrown away as upon the present wiiter, 
which means, of course, your humble servant, me. Jam not to be made 
tremble, and even the terrific threat of having my own portrait 
taken and exhibited, with dogs and guns I never possessed, has failed 
to make me quail fromthe path which is ‘steadily leading me to the 
immortality I deserve, and to the time when Isha)l mot be’ obliged to 
write prettily and well, but'shall, in the midst of the wildest and most 
incoherent ravings, be considered the father of modern art; when my 
words will be read by many and be understood by none; ‘when I shall be 
more fit for a strait jacket than for aught else, but shall ‘presume to 
teach the whole world politics and painting, dramatic artand drawing ; 
and when my recommendation ‘will make a picture sell for seven 
thousand guineas that in days to come will not fetch half that number 
of farthings. That time has not yet arrived.; but I see it in the dim 
distance. Meanwhile, I will be satisfied by obtaining for myself 


whatever is to be given away-by the dealers whose property I puif—I 


beg pardon, criticise conscientiously. 
Perhaps, sir, those gentlemen who tecognised. my stalwart style and 


‘trenchant touches, and who thought to terrify one or the other of us 
with their incendiary epistles, may be sorry when they read the fore- 
goéing. I know them and their pictures, too, and as my very dear, if 
not sufficiently familiar friend, the Enfield Speaker, said the other day, 
if they don’t be careful I'll name them. As for their pictures, Bab ! 


There is no advertisement to ‘be obtained here, except in the usual 
columns, at double the ordinary ‘price ; and‘so those who thought that 
anyhow I should give them itymortality, even if under unfavourable 
Circumstances, are mistaken. And now to resume the thread of my 


narrative. 


For a bit of steady and deliberate sign-painting commend me to 
“Her Majesty Queen Victoria presenting Colours to the 79th 
Cameron Highlanders” (276), by S. Hall. Pickering’s ‘‘ Deserted” 
(277) is a fine bit of work, and will compensate sightseers for time lost 
over its neighbour; and E. M, Ward's “ Lady ‘leazle as a Spinster 
Playing her Father to Sleep "’ (283), shows what a deep debt of gratitude 
this wilful lady owed to Sir Peter. Any husband would have been a 
relief after such a father—if his existence were really possible. Mac- 
Whirter’s “ Strayed Sheep ’’ (288) is a fair piece of Jand and sea-scape ; 
while “‘ Eveline, Daughter of Evans Lees, Esq.,’”’ (259) and ** Gracia, 
Daughter of Evans Lees, Esq.,’’ (293) are fine specimens of the por- 
traits which are taken, not because portraits are wanted, but because 
the artist can exhibit them in the Academy. Even Mr. Millais cannot 
make ordinary children beautiful, and the sooner the time comes when 
portraits must be the portraits of somebodies, or special specimens oi 
artistic work, to command exhibition, the better for the world of art. 
‘« Allington Mill” (302) is a quiet, clever picture by J. H. Davies, and 
a masterpiece will be found in ‘‘The Land of Cuyp ’ (808). ‘Those 
who know anything about the Pays Bas will thank Mr. Hook for this 
splendid specimen of his art, and as they stand before the canvas will 
forget the hurry and bustle of London in contemplation of the quaint 
and almost dreamy simplicity of Dutch life, so pleasantiy portrayed. 
Mr. Leighton’s portrait of ‘‘ Mrs. H. E. Gordon” (307) does the sitter 
full justice doubtless, but in his “ Venetian Girl” (354), the painter, 
not being confined to accuracy of detail, has presented a much more 
characteristic specimen. W. Linnell’s ‘*‘ Woods and Forests’’ (314) 1s 
without doubt clever; but it is far too bright, and wants looking at 
throngh a pair of smoked glasses. Pettie’s ‘“ Portrait in the Costume 
of the Sixteenth Century ’’ (318) seems to be wondering which portion 
of that rather eventful and lengthy time he belonged to, and is not 
without some reason for doubts as to bis identity. Frith’s “St. 
Valentine’s Day” (320) is a moderately good study of a young woman 
exhibiting a smile and other matters, and Lucas’s “ By Hook or 
Crook. 1745" (827) is worthy of a passing glance from even the most 
hurried. ‘In Possession’ (330) is the old broker's man and spend- 
thrift business, without anything on the part of Mr. Gow to recom- 
mend it anew. ‘ Pansies” (357) is one of Mr. Moore’s very able 
designs in decorative art, and “ Mrs. Gilbert’ (365) is the portrait ot 
an evidently good mother by as good ason. With this tribute ot 
filial affection on the part of Sir John Gilbert, A.R.A., and an idea 
that it is much better for old ladies to be painted by their sons than 
to paint themse!ves—an idea which has full force on ordinary days— 
I pass from the fourth rcom to the fifth, and feel myself more than 
ever a critic. 

Here the first thing that attracts attention is Prinsep’s “ Home from 
Gleaning’’ (392), a picture which combines the classic with the every- 
day, and is thoroughly artistic without any eacrifice to nature. I wih 
I could say the same of Leighton’s “ Eastern Slinger Scaring Birds in 
the Harvest Time: Moonrise” (398). 1 believe it is awfully clever ; 





IEEE ee 





caught the lurking jack. I wish I'd been a monk, alack! If Mr. 


awaiting his recognition of the only true and correct criticism in 
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at least I have been told so by a large number of people, everyone of 
whom has given a different reason for his opinion, but. it is awfully 
unnatural at the same time. Instead of frightening, birds the-slinger 
might profitably be kept in a cupboard to frightem, bad boys. Per- 
haps.the moonrise may have something to do with ‘the eccentricity of 
the Eastern youth; he certainly would soon find hie way into Colney 
Hatch if he disported himself in the open as he isidoing it on Mr. 
Leighton’s canvas, J, Linnell’s ‘‘Hoppers on the; Road’”’ ‘(415) is 
warm and rich in tome, and “ The Votive Offering” (431), by W. J. 
Hennessy, is one of the few figure pietures in the: Academy which 
show a thorough knowledge.of, the human form divine. The subject, 
too, is pleasing, and I vemtume to predict that it will be popular. 
‘‘Winter’’ (444) is a grey;.col picture suitable to its.title, the work of 
Hi R. Robertson, and ‘Steady, Brother, Steady!” (450) is highly 
humorous. This latter er | by W. D. Sadler, and represents 
two jolly monks of the olden: time busily engaged in landing a huge 
fish in true Waltonian fashion, Inthe distance aretsvo other brothere 
of'the order, who, unable to bear the suspense, have hied them to the 
abbey there to get a cup of'comfort and a manchet, or quite as likely 
to,put on the pot in whick:theeaptive will soon find himself. There 
isan air of good nature and better living about the brethren which 
shows they are at peace with. the. world, and the benevolent look of 
the one with the landing net is sufficient of itself to make the fish satis- 
fied with his fate. Merry were they in the days of old, when the 
dames were fair and the men were bold; when the mass was sung and 
the beads were told; when the wines were strong and the ditties 
trelled ; when the bibulous monks their optics rolled, and their chins 
hung down in many a fold. Ah, those were the days, the good old 
days, which everyone should always praise; when men killed men in 
wild affrays, and peaceful monke sang songs and lays, or went and 





































Sadler doesn’t send me either a fish or a picture, or both, his gratitude 
will be certainly in inverse proportion to his artistic ability. And so, 


Christendom, I will relapse into the silence which so well becomes me, 
and is so much more likely than anything else to make me famous. 





SONGS QF THE PROFESSIONS. 












It made him so happy, he longed to dance, 
To think that the eun shine! 

And well his enchantment it might enhance 

To know that his sitting room’s whole expanse, 

As. near as you'd tell at a careless glance, 
Wasseventeen feet by nine! 


I dwell on these trivial facts so much 
Because they are sweet to oon: 

Such scenes of contentment one loves to touch, 

For happiness often eludes our cluteh— 

_ Anfthe rest of this sorrowful tale ia such 

Iishndder at passing. on. 

Aly, well! While that:lasyer derided woe 
Beside-of his windo weaill, 

A client there came from the street below. 

But oh, if that lawyer in/heart, you know, 

Was bright and exultant and all aglow, 
That client was brighter still! 


That client exclaimed with a cheery face 
That never had worn a frown, 

“‘ My case in-your fingers I wish to place ; 

There's a neat little point of law to trace, 

And the matter at stake if I lose the case 


exactly half-a-crown.”’ 
. * * 
A barrister sat in a distant ‘reom, 
All happiness, joy, and fan; 
No-shade in his bosom of searing gloom !— 
No. thought of a dreadful imine doom !—~ 


Ne-hint of the terrors that lour and loom !— 

Na glimpse of a life undone ! 
* e € 

There chirruped a judge in a stately hall, 
Imbued with a bliss that cloyed. 

Dwelt aught in. Ais of dreadful gall P— 

= me of See must befall ?— 
r aught to embitter—affright—appal ?— 
Or aught of a heart destroyed ? 

Ah no! For this story is bright as yet, 
And pleader and judge were tall 

And very athletic and thickly set— 


RS | ', 
is SS While client and lawyer, I’m. free to bet, 
. SS he Were two of the puniest folks I’ve met— 
Se Ere misery changed them all! 
But oh, of the sorrows that fate designed 
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SECOND FLOOK 


It's premature now to : 
When Destiny hurries I always find 
My limited faculties left behind : 
I’. pause in my story and rest my mind 
Another revolving week. 





DOTS AND LINES. 


Procaress of the Pacifte Islanders’ Protection Bill. Being extremel 
Pacific, they, of course, cannot protect themselvos. — Mr. Disraeli 
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No XVIIL.—A TANGLE OF LAWS. 
Part I. 


Tuere sat an attorney beneath the sun 
With nothing on earth to do; 

He chuckled and rattled with inwerd: fun 

To think that his troubles-had not. begun. 

His stature was just about five foot one; 
Or possibly five foot two. 


It seemed to that lawyer a perfect treat, 
While watching the people pass, 
To think that the earth was so round and neat, 
And his window was just about twenty feet— 
Or close upon twenty — above the street, 
And fitted with panes of glass! 





objects to the Press position being improvedin the House. ‘This must 
be his notion of a joke, unless, indeed, he is going to prove himself 
a Conservative after all. Mr. Mitchell Henry would like to be 
specially reported. He will nextexpect to have the reports read. — 
Discovery of the canvas under which Nelson sailed into action at 
Trafalgar. Mr. Ward Hunt is goimg to have pictures of the Devasta- 
tion painted on half of it, and the rest is to be made into two suits of 
“duck,” one for him and the other for the artist, to be worn at the 
next Academy banquet. — Chester race meeting. Inhabitants true to 
the time-honoured maxim borrowed by Scott, “Charge, Chester, 
charge!’ = Progress of the Miss Thompson mania. Well, we trust 
she'll get her fair share of the profits this time. 


Silvery Silence. 


Tue Nottingham Eaprese ia certainly a humorous journal. Ft ig 
besides, the cause-of humour in others, which, as everyone. knows. or 
should know, is in itself a very important element of success. - 
ing of a dead man, our provincial contemporary refers to him as being 
fortunate—because he had silver “ furniture” tohis coffin. But tbis, 
though very good, is not all. We are told that on the coffin being 
opened recently, the: body ‘‘was qnieti” Perhaps after such a 
fearful and» wonderful example, the brilliant ‘paragraphist of Trent 
side may be tempted to follow the example of his “ fortunate’’ fellow 
townsman, and relapse into the quietude which has been philo- 
s°phically compared with a still more precious metal than silver. 
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BEAUTIFUL DESIGN 
FRAME IS QUROWN 
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THE OTHER HALF OFW TELLJUN® 
AS PER SAMPLE 





ISTSTAGE - HE THINKS HEIS THE MANINTHE MOON 
Q"°STAGE HE INSISTS ON EXIBITING HIS MUSCLE AT 
THE ROYAL ACADEMY = SAYS HE IS WILLIAM TELL 

B% TRIES To KNOCK THE APPLE OFF THE HEAD OF 


N°4O] 





THE MAIDEN ALL FORLO 
COW WITH THE CRUMPLED 
THE MOUSE THAT JACK BUILT 
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OD mr 3 Se ee 
‘ COMMITTEE MR3 SCRUBBINSS NIGHT MARE - WOTSHE WANTS TO KNOW IS WHOS AGOING To CLEAN ALLTHEM THERE DOOR STEPS e 


RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


No, II. 





E' UN —Maor 15, 1875. 


“p M4 
\ NOIRE AOR 
SSH) I WW\ 


P GJ Vv ¥ 
SKA SY y 1’ 


TU Tooieia 


TALI Ee 
nu 


7 
~ 
— 
i 
- 
= 


NS 


a 


i)! 


a AW A 





THE MERRY MINER. 


A NEW VIEW. 


IF HE STRIKES HE STARVES. IF HE GOES TO WORK HE GETS KILLED. 
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A VISION OF OLD BOOTS. 


Here in my chamber I’m sitting repining 
Over the days that are long paneed away, 
W hen life was a circuit of dining and wining, 
The world for my oyster, mankind for my prey. 
Time has not spared the thin boots Iam w g, 
Split is the upper and punctared the sole. 
Still, let me pause from this useless despairi 
Seek ’mid these old ones a pair that is who 


This was the pair I wore when I went courting 
The fairest of gitls and the faithfullest too: 
Well I remember how I came disport 
My clothes and my graces at oncd to her view. 
She loved me, poor simpleton !—®é6ught my Garessts, 
Was willing from country and kindred to fly! 
Happy for her that a Godhead whieh blesses 
Fixed early the hour she was fated to die. 


Wellingtons, mind you the days When a rambler 
Used you to walk into many @ hell ; 
The time that he practised the trade of a gambler, 
Loading the dice and his pockets as well ? 
Bluchers, you speak of a different story— 
That day I went down to the village of old, 
And saw my poor dad broken-hearted and hoary 
Peacefully laid in the welcoming mould! 


Pumps that I danced on and merrily pranced on, 
Cannot be very much good to me now— 

Now that a run of ill-luck I have chanced on, 
So that to live I can scarcely see how. 

False is the adage, ‘“‘ There’s nothing like leather ’’— 
False as the notions I had of myself. 

Fortune and boots are both broken together, 
And both should be certainly Jaid on the shelf. 





Boyton’s Buoyancy. | 
Captain Boyton finds fault with his late pilot, and 
abuses the doctor who was so attentive to him in his 
journey across the Channel. He doesn t however, say a 


rf | 
Gi iM 


word against the reporters who puffed his saleable appa- eee 





ratus in columns of leading type. Perhaps he recognises 
their services in getting a large concourse for his per- 
formaneces at suburban tea-gardens. By-the-by, the 
Queen hasn't telegraphed to know when he appears at 
North Woolwich Gardens. This is an oversight on 
somebody’s part. | 


NO MATTER! 


Young Lady :—“ Bur surexy, {Ma. Litreewuit, you're NOT GOING INTO 
THE Army!”’ 

Littlewhit (a trifle jealous) :—“Yes; wuy not? tHe ARMY OF THE 
aeipen sas wage, <> ames er ¢ OE q FUTURE IS TO CONSIST OF MIND, Nor Matter!” [ But the Captain, like ali those 
A Bycongs Day.—The Dey of Algiers. “> big dull fellows, is quite unconscious of the mortal thrust. 








I have discovered the cookshop at which he served his ap- 


carver. 
ANTWERP ANALYSED. prenticeship. The Antwerpians are very ea of their Zoological 
By Ovun Sprectat CorrEesPpONDENT. Gardens. ‘They contain the skeleton of a whale who was caught in a 


pond in the suburbs, half-a-dozen ill-bred monkeys and a super- 
annuated lion, two petrified waiters, and arefreshment-room. The 
latter is ar entertaining, and the animals dying on the premises are 


From the roof-top of an old and crumbling mansion in the ancient 
City of Antwerp, I gaze upon two dogs tugging with weary flanks and 
lolling tongues a brewer’s dray—and [envy them. In the distance ‘ : yew 
the huge cathedral lifts its lofty head to the skies without perceptibly there served in outlets at a moderate price, attendance and indigestion 
increasing its height, and on its topmost pinnacle a sad sparrow sighs | included. | . . 
for a nest swept down by the wild north breeze—andI envy it. What | The principal business of the town is petroleum, but beer and bread 
is tugging a brewer’s dray to inventing descriptive reports? What is | ®t lso sold in large quantities. Several English merchants have houtes 
a shattered nest to the lordless home across the sea, where a matron | here, which ane known oT In the British Frigate, “In the Eagle, 
sips her melancholy tea alone, and in imagination pictures her absent | y Road,” and “In the Sir Kenealy Roger,” &c., Ge. 
lord falling through the chinks of foreign steamboats, or cast into a | ,, /@ women wear lace caps and wooden shoes. ‘They wear other 
noisome dungeon by that moustachioed bogy of the Continent, His things as well, but you don't see them, because umbrellas are carried 


Princeship of Bismarck! eh : 

Ihave wandered amid the vine-clad mountains of Holland at your | Se eee + ets I Pte : sate boy a 
nding havo daoverd that tho pone mre ent i tha cw |"OVTaeN. Wo ter ay tot dhangel inf rane for man 
and dirty in their habits. One might eat off the Dutch floors, and | < AO phe ree 
everybody does; preferring his herring and raspberry jam on a | Of @ green coat, yellow trousers, and parti-coloured necktie. It is 
table. ‘The tra'nsin Holland are slow. From your bedroom window | eee Pe ae of Deets in a guide book I bought the ott 

e other 


you gaze upon the engine smoke in the distance. You rise, you break. | Fh ; ; . , . 
fast, you get shaved, you read the paper, and you walk thrice round | day, but as it is in Phlegmieh I Laven’t had time to read it. Phlegmish 


the town, and then if you don’t hurry you reach the station in timeto | is like English with the vowels knocked out, mixed with German 
get a snooze in the walang 60m before the train arrives. | ber ere anaes — eae through the nose with a 

tw is i ers. It i incipall ' > 
Rubens eho wes bers, sired no fault of: incon ory Pas eet _ | Lleave for Cologne to-night, and as a messenger has just come up a 
; ’ , ladder to say that directly the engine driver has had his tea and read 


housesin the town. He painted several pictures, but didn’t live long | , : : : 
enough to see his statue, or to paint his house, which has just bade | the day’s paper, he intends to start, [ must draw this long and interest- 


fresh coat of white from a brother artist, who combines glazing with | ing account of the Key of Europe to a close. 
his other professional qualifications and pursuits. |  P.S.—Antwerp is called a seaport because it’s on the river Scheld. 
_ Quentin Matsys is also a person well known in Flanders. He was | Some people call it Antwerpen for shortness. The French call it 
in the iron and wood trade, and is said to have been at one time a | Anvers, because they cannot aspirate the Phiegmish H. 
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# 
——=- Turne had been a harmiess stranger in the gallery of the House of 
Commons for some years, 


[Mar 15, 1876. 
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When he was suddenly perceived, with a thrill of horror, by a 
sensitive member ; 





And the sight had such an effect that they had to turn the stranger out, 
to keep that member from bysterics. 





VERY OLD ACQUAINTANCES. 


Tue dainty young man who carefully preserves his little finger 
frem contact with the tumbler from which he is drinking double- 
distilled thunder and lightning. 

The girl who sucks the handle of her parasol and is without other 
visible means of support. 

The attentive listener who has heard it told another way. 

The old lady who thinks she can make her dog less objectionable to 
her fellow passengers by ostentatiously cuddling it. 

The friend who is at some pains to recall to your memory an occa- 
sion upon which you said a good thing. 

The singularly gifted being who, though not up to art criticism, 
knows what suits Arm. 

The friend whose mere idle curiosity takes the form of asking who 
is your banker, but who does not wish you to answer if it is nct a fair 
question. 

The man who having talked a deal about Bill Dufpher conscien- 
tiously explains that he means Lord Bloque. 

The man who, sitting opposite to you at a table in a restaurant, 
waits till you have ordered a half-pint of sherry, and then puts himself 
to the unwonted expense of a pint of champagne. 

The other man who, when you have ordered champagne, orders 
beer— good, honest, British beer! 

The friend who gives you two fingers to shake except when he 
means to ask you for a trifling loan, and then gives you tbree. 

The man who begs to take you by the hand on learning that you | 
wrote that paper in the Pyrotechnic Magazine, but has unfortunately | 
neglected to first wash his own hand. 

The young buck who says blood will tell, but who may be very sure | 
his own will not if it is discreet. 

The philosopher who believes he expresses his love of moderation 
by saying there is reason in all things. 

The anecdotist who repeats the point of his story after everybody 
is done laughing. 

The very original young lady who expects you to protest when she 
informs you that she does not like women, 


But they subsequently let the stranger in again, on his promising 
to be very good and not to stare at the sensitive member. 


The old gentleman who never felt younger in his life, sir, but 
whose walking-stick is very much worn at the tip. 

The gentleman with a pawn-ticket in his purse who thinks it doosid 
vulgar to carry a watch. 

The fellow who could more intelligibly settle a question of taste if 
he would leave off chewing his toothpick. 

The member of a firm of liars who believes his responsibility 
limited to the amount of capital he has put into the concern. 





In Commission. 


Mr. Commiss1onER Kerr seems to divide his dislike just now between 
young men and Saturday half-holidays. The other day he expressed 
an opinion to the effect that both were bad. In his virtuous indig- 
nation at things as they at present exist, and eagerness to point out 
the right path to his benighted fellow-citizens, the learned com- 
missioner seems to have become rather involved. ‘ How,’’ said he, 
“can you expect young men to go and spend their time unless you 
also give them money to do it with?” This is, indeed, a poser, and 
the only way in which it can properly be met is with a counter query. 
How can you expect old buffers to be brilliant unless you also give 
them brains to do it with? Aswe can’t answer this ourselves, we 
commend it to the notice of the learned and lucid commissioner. 


A Double Dose. 
A Curnaman has been imprisoned in Paris for bigamy. He had 
become religious, and his priest ordering him to do penance for his 
ast sins, he took unto himself two wives by way of a commencement. 
e was a barbarian, or he would have known that one is as much as 
any ordinary mortal could be expected to punish himself with. 


Consistent. 


Tue gentleman who recently succeeded in closing the Brighton 
Aquarium on Sunday has summoned two porpoises for playing pitch 
and toss off the Chain Pier. The case will probably be heard in their 
absence. 
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ADDENDA TO THE ESSAYS IN NATURAL HISTORY. 


By Littite Jounny. 


Uncie Nep he says there was a stronomér-with had been sent out 
to Affrica by the Guvment to see the sun#et, and wile he was a 
waitin for it to get ready to set, ol to.onee the whether gru dark like 
midnite, cos a big natif nigger had come to take a luke at him, and 
the niggers there is that black they make a obscewrity were ever they 
goes. But the stronomer he dident kanow' w6t-was up, and he said 
wel, I aint a complished the objeck of the ishtion, cos it set so 

ick fore I new it, the sun did, but Ile jest have a look at my ole 
, the stars, yes in deed. So he put his telly ‘skope to his ey, but 
thenatif nigger he up with the pom of«his hand-and hit it onto the 
other end, like sm«ckin Franky, thats the baby. ‘Phen the stronomer, 
wich was hurt offie into his ey, he said'to hissef Mister Speaker, I see 
strangers, and rubd his ey with his kanuékie,#ayin bles my sole, wot 
@ electrickle atmesphere ! 

Wen I had rwote down this-étory like youssee it I had to go and 
mind Franky wile my mother she ran into * Jonnices, nex dore, 
to ast her did she bleve that in the paper ‘bout the Datchis of 
Editibro had got a dres werth'a hunderd) dsyand wen I came back 
weremy story wasalyin wot do-you P That misable feller, 
Missys young man, had beenmand rwote some more to it, jest like me, 
ony the rwitin a little better, cos he is bigger, and heres wot he 
rwote 


‘So the stronomer he shét:wp the skope and tuéked it under his arm 
like a umbreller, and then’he dimly seen the natif nigger standin in 
the dark, and he luked a-wile, the stronomer did, and then he said wot 
can I do for you, but the natif nigger he only said yah, yah! Then 
that extronnary stronomer he said a other time, aint you a frade to be 
out in the nite air'without io close, here, poor feller, you take my cloack 
and put it on, afd-wen you have got yure’ownitogs out of the pop 
shop you may sendifito-~mne back by possels*xpres, and now I bid you 
good nite. Butewhentthe natiph nigger had put on the kloque it was 
day lite agin, ol:xeeptijest a long the grownd were it dident cover his 
bare feets. ‘Then'the#tronomer he said I never see sech a for 
short twilites, I miusteemd.a 3 vollum report a bout it to the Guvment,. 
and may be the Queemwilimnake me a kanight. 

To day wile me and! Uncle Ned was.a séttimin' tite poller my mother 
she came in, and she said Edward, ever‘#imee Johnny tuke to rwitin 
them things, and you tuke to sendin them to that stoopid paper, we 
have been nothin but jest a famly of jokers and clowns in circuses, 
and you have been to the head of it all, I bleev evry body in England 


is a laugphin at us, and you must stop it, if you aint got any self |. 


respeck for your selfs you shude have some for me. Uncle Ned he 
stude up, and put his hand in his wase cote, and said, very séllom, the 
subjeck up on which I have been adressto day is oneof nashtional impor- 
tance, and one in wich we take the pfoundest intres, and I thank this 
deppitation for the able maner in wich the matter has been presented. 
You wil not xpeck me to say more*at present, but I can ashure you 
that wot it has been my prifilidge to hear shal be submited to my col- 
leags, and wil receev the most attentif considerashtion. Then my 
mother she was.a stonish like Uncle Ned was of his nut, and she 
luked at him a little wile, and then wentout of the room like sayin 
wel, I never, but the minit the dore was shet; Uncle Ned he said quick 
Johnny, jump to yure work, once there was a dog, orone time there 
was a horse,or any thing wich you can think of, theres yute paper 
and heres yure pen, spring, I tel you, look alive! BuatI was so 
xcited like a house a fire that I cudent think of nothin wot ever in 
the world to rwite,so I jest put down dogs is red, and violets is blue 
and cats has got long tails, hopm these few lines wil fine you _ i 
the same blesin, no more from yures tuly, Johnny, and Uncle Ned, 
wich was a lafin fit to kil hissef, he ‘said splendid, hooray, the public 
bisness has got to go on, but wot it was ol a bout is wot flores me ! 

Pretty sune after that my mother, wich wasa kanittin some ‘sox 
for Franky, she said Edward, wy isa ephalent like a man wich is a goin 
on a jurny? Uncle Ned, wich was areadin a book, he luked up, 
and then he stude on his feets, and then he lade away the book, and 
walked over to were mother was, and luked her rite in the face, and 
pretty sune he fetched thre chairs, one after a other, and set em down 
before her, and she said wot do you mean Edward, I never see sech 
actions! But Uncle Ned he went and fetched Billy, and set him in 
one of the chairs, and then he fetched me, and put me in a other, and 
gimme a pensle and a peece of paper. Then he set down his 
ownsef in the other chair, with Mose, wich is the cat in his lap, and 
Bildad, thats the new dog, he comeand set down side of Billy. After 
we was ol reddy, and noboddy had spoke cos me and Billy we thot it 
was some game wich was'to be plade, Uncle Ned he luked at mother 
a wile, and then he said I giveit up. But mother wich had been 
gettinredder and redder ol the time, like beet roots, she got up and 
flounced out of that room/fewriouser than any thing I ever seen in my 
life, or Billy ‘ever seen in hisn! And there wasent never sech a 
dizzy poixited man as Uncle Ned, but he says thay are jest like that 
in Injy, and evry were. 
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One time there was a man fetched home a live lobster and laid him 
on the kitchn table, and the man had a tame sguirl, wich was a nawin 
anut. The lobsterkewwatcht the squitha , and then he put up 






his claw, a workin it likewissors, muchas.to ay. poor feller, a wearin 
out yure teeths that way, dont you aa was lo ithen you 
cude crack em. But the squirl it wisked its:tale like sayin if you 
new wot I no a bout that kittle of hot water wich is a bil may 
be you wude like for to be a squirl, cos yure*a goin to be craéked and 


nawed too, yure own self. : 

There was a munky‘found a open oyster on the beach, and ‘he 
never saw one be forte. He lukeda wile atit, and then he: 
think its. penny ice, I wil lick it out, but ofcourse the oister it 
down on his tungoe, hard as evér it cude, wich hurt offlé! So 


E 


eth 


munky it kep a jumpin up‘and down, it was that painfle, ania tryin 
came @ and 


to pul it ofwith its 2 paws. Thena others 
see him, and said yule fine that mat perfeckly ‘batif-y 
think you can crack it»With -yare 'tecthsyou .got tosstrain » 
worse than that, nmry good frend. 

Mister Jonnice, wich etn rel leg, and with is diwaysa 
sayin things, he says he | ee ee spotacle than 
2 lobsters shakin hands, or’a he k ‘a pres#in the hand ofa she 
lobster wich he loves. And tia fs*all. 

EES 
AUTOBIOGRAPHIDAL. 


An author sat in‘his splendid room, 

Slowly and writing ; | 
His mhind it was'ratked’ with care‘and gloom— 
ekemeeieatiiting. | in 
alin i om dawn till datk, 


tne gey hit on; 
And tridd' to’ the latent spark— 
‘Batuever a* ” had liten ! 


“What was it ditarbed the authér's mind— 
‘His mothertin-law or baby ? 

tps ‘twat his wife who'd beén unkind— 

itimay be! . 

it was he stuck to his téil, 
And—’spite of the’ Muse’s f = 

Succeeded, by aid ofthe midni il, 
In keeping the pot a-boiling 















A Corporate Catastrophe. 


Some provincial mayors have recently been sorely troubled on the 
score of precedence. Finding they were about to meet ata dinner 
given by one of their body, the august remainder set energetically to 
work, each one beirig determined to show his superiority over all 
others. One dressed up his town-crier, andther bewigzed his mace- 
bearer, a third ‘a complete Court suit for himself, and still 
another purchased a new real beaver hat. Just as they were bursting 
with suppressed magnificence it was discovered that the dinner was 
not to take place, that the invitations were a hoax, and that the whole 
affair was simply a mayor's nest. We draw a curtain over whiat 


followed, and weep for very sympathy. 





_ Double Trouble. 

Somznopy advertises his desire to exchange a £2 uet set, nearl 
new, for a double-perambulator. Alas! how sadly this must remina 
all married men of the too swiftly ensuing duties of ity, and 
the evanescence of all human joy, which even the delights of twin- 
ship cannot modify! ‘As we don’t often drop into moral reflection. we 
trust this effort have tremendous effect on those who contemplate 


wedlock with burglarious eyes. 


Woman Cook. 


A tapy advertises that she wishes to recommend “ a kind, motherly, 
domesticated person wko can cook a working housekeeper” to a lady 
or gentleman. We can understand a motherly woman cooking one ef 
her own sex with pleasure and ability, but we can’t imagine the lady 
or gentleman who would care to partake of the dish when prepared. | 


Note by a Victim. 


Tue secretaries of small friendly societies are not genérally women, 
but they are frequently missed by the investors. 


‘‘ What are the Wild Waves Saying ?” 
Propasiy a yacht knows when she’s & good /istsin Aer. 





A Pacrouian Daravoeut.—The Drain of Gold. 
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“TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 
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ee TRUE CONDESCENSION, 
ti of Flower Girl (patronisingly to Belgravian damsels) :—“‘ THE PRICE I8 THREEPENCE TO THOSE WHO CAN APYORD IT, BUT I’LL LET YOU HAVE 
| ee IT FOR TUPPENCE.” 
hn AMBITIOUS LOVE. | A TRIUMPH OF JUSTICE. 
ie Ture was once a tortoise that loved a lady-turtle, but she would | | . An old woman of sixty-six has just been sentenced to fourteen days’ 
i. have nothing to say to so insignificant a creature as the tortoise, which imprisonment for stealing a halfpennyworth of coal belonging to the 
re is good for nothing but to make combs of, and give a name to cats. | managers of Trinity School, Frome. Thore was no evidence but that 
As for turtles, they are aristocrats, and make delicious soup, and the of the policeman against her, and he could only say that he found her 
a lady-turtle knew it, though she was not personally ambitious. For with the valuable plunder wrapped in paper. The old woman, who 
a she loved a fat porpoise who swam in the sea. It was quite ridiculons | for twenty-six years has cleaned out the schoolroom every day, said she 
a | for the turtle to think she could live out on the salt sea; but she | found the coal and naturally took it home. At first ‘this hardened 
- hoped that she could tempt the porpoise to live in the swamp—a mode | criminal made rather light of the matter, but her tone was considerably 
me 5. & of life which could never suit porpoises. So the porpoise cocked his | altered when the worthy magistrates, with that sense of duty and that 
st nose at the proposition (he did it on purpose to disgust the cheeky | dislike of paltry theft which so well becomes our provincial magnates, 
/ > love of the turtle); and soon after she was caught, and made a grand | brought the majesty of the law she had so foully outraged to bear fully 
ie feast at the Mansion House. |upon her. We believe that a medal is to be struck to commemorate 
_. S The Port, ise loved a lady-whale: he was ambitious of a wealthy | this triumph of justice, and that the policemen and justices of the 
Baa | alliance ut when he came to pay his court, the lady-whale, who,as | peace are to be publicly thanked and banqueted for their laudable 
well ‘as gentlemen whales, like something nice and fat, swallowed the | efforts in the cause of right. This is as it should be. 
porpoise, who was very succulent. Thus died the amorous porpoise ; 
and shortly after the whale was harpooned, and all the whales in the 
district gave vent to their propensity for blubber. For she was much Shahp Work. 
beloved on the Greenland coast. Tue Shah of Persia has started on the road to civilization, by 
_— ‘eee ae. ase _ erecting boxes in every town, into which the inhabitants who have 
brs Racy of the Soil. | grievances may drop their petitions. Something of the sort might 
aie Tue disheartening prospects of the Home Rule party have caused a be done over here for the benefit of the Ortonites; it would save 
well-known Irish member to remark that he “ can see a blank” in the members of Parliament doing Kenealy’s dirty work gratis. Besides, 
fu uture of his ure Of bisunfortans ate a | the boxes need never be nee ee ee ee They aren't in Persia. 
: . 
eS 
; a 
iB 
im of “ ‘We can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard, 
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WHEN man has run his race on earth, 
And horses rule the roast, 

When bicycles have proved their worth 

By finding for us lots of mirth, | 


Then let this be our toast— 


‘¢ Here’s to the gallant railway train 
That deftly takes its way 
Across the course and back again, 
And always uses dry champagne 
To whet its whistle gay. 


But always does its best ; 
That lightning-like round Epsom flashed 
With driving wheels all gory, gashed, 
Yet with undaunted breast. 
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THE DERBY OF THE FUTURE. A HORSE’S VISION. 


ANnp A LUNATIC’S AS WELL. 
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‘“‘ Here’s to the train that set us free 
To rest, and smoke, and think. 

Oh! may our lives thus ever be 

Consigned to equine-oxious glee 
With plenty stuff to drink!”’ 


When that time comes, when engines fast 
And bicycles so brave 

Shall oft outstrip the raging blast, 

And hang themselves from topmost mast 
Careering o’er the wave: 


When all but engine-men are dead, 
And speed is at its best ; 

When four-in-hands are ever fled, 

And bicycles are blithely bred ;— 
Well, then we'll take our rest. 


Hatchwell-cum-Colney Hann, near Earlswood, First day of the Full Moon. 








ADVERTISEMENTS AND REVIEWS. 

ADVERTISEMENT.—‘‘ We have attentively read Mr. Boshmaster’s | 

work on ‘ Race Characteristics’. . . . . Sure of a lasting popularity.” | 
— Vide Daily Crusher. 

teEvVIEW.—Notwithstanding its tedious emptiness we have 
attentively read Mr. Boshmaster’s work on ‘‘ Race Characteristics,’ and 
are of opinion thata book on the same subject, but written in a man- | 
ner the exact opposite to this in every particular, would be sure ofa_ 
lasting popularity.—Daily Crusher. 

ADVERTISEMENT.— ‘“‘ A work of singular merit.”—JVide Morning 
Omnispector. 

Revizew.—The critic who should succeed in convincing Mr. Bosh- 
master that literature is degraded by the publication of such a book 
as this would perform a work of singular merit.— Morning Omnispector. 

ADVERTISEMENT.—“‘ Holds the reader enchanted.”’— Vide Evening 
Infallible. 

Review.— Nothing can exceed the brutal contempt in which the 
author of this book evidently holds the reader. Enchanted with the 


| 
| 
‘*‘ Here’s to the train that’s ever smashed, 





VOL. XXI. 





| opportunity, he seizes it to insult and outrage all the best feelings of 
humanity.— Evening Infallible. 


ADVERTISEMENT.—*‘ Fully illustrated.””"— Vide Weekly Chastiser. 

Review.—In the author's assertion that the engraver has 
‘‘ adequately interpreted the anatomical descriptions ’’ of the book by 
the single woodcut with which it is defaced, the mendacity which 
inspires the whole work is shamefully illustrated.— Weekly Chastiser. 


ADVERTISEMENT.—“ Mr. Boshmaster writes with painstaking.’’— 
Vide Saturday Scorpion. 

Review.—The singularly spasmodic and agonising style of this 
book makes it clear that Mr. Boshmaster writes with psinstaking him 
through and through—a foretaste of his fate as a literary suicide.— 
Saturday Scorpion. 


ADVERTISEMENT.—“ Race Characteristics”’ will live as long as the 
language in which it is written.— Vide Assineum. 

Revirw.—The persevering reader of “‘ Race Characteristics” will 
live as longas the language in which it is written is powerless to kill 
him.—A ssinzum, 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 19, 1875. 
[Carroon. ] 


A CONSERVATIVE CRUSHER. 

Wuen Ministers wax personal and let their reason slide, 

It can't be reckoned wonderful if lowered is their pride ; 

For if they will show selfishness as well as awful cheek, 

They can’t expect much sympathy when eating up the leek. 
So Mr. D. 
You now must see 

The Press has still great power. Qh, how.sorry you,must be! 


When Chancellors. make muddles, and produce their figures.wrong, 
Why, then it's only proper they should catch it hot.and strong. 
For if they will take office they're not competent tofill 
Instruction swift must folow—and they've-had it with a Will. 
Sir Stafford, yes ° 
You’ve made a mess, 
Your Budget’s but.a bungle, and we must the truth express. 


When Boies ut Reaction, and impose.upon me fools, 

t's only fair if we compare them with their rival schools. 

Tt's.onk ight that we should fight them with a weapon fair, 
Andj their.own Standard we the ‘Lories well could spare. 


Go, abject foe, 
, And crouching low, 
Your penitence,for past misdeeds let everybody know. 
eo i 


Possimty one.of the most curious studids this world can offer to the 
philoag is to be found in the crazes of well-meaning people ; 
especially when these same crazes lead their possessors into the error 
of i liarities of others. Just now there is quite a 
lowd outcry against viviseotion, and those who practise or hold in any 
way. with this heinous abominable pursuit are doomed by their 
opponents to the.most terrible forms ef perdition imaginable, while, 
if it.were possible, they would be subjected toa foretaste by way of 
Cold Bath Fields or kindred establishments. Yet it is quite true that 
a large number of the most formidable antagonists of this phase of 
scientific exploration. are addicted to pastimes which, whether or not 
they haye much to recommend them, are undoubtedly quite as 
dreadful as viyisection. We have no wish to give an opinion on the 
oft-vexed question of sport veraus eruelty, any more than we intend 
to side with or against viviseetors ; but we eannot Jose sight ef the 
hollowness of the arguments adduced’ by these humapitarians. who are 
soft-hearted only when their own pleasures are pot interfered with. 
While calves are bled daily for the sake of mere appearance, and tame 
pigeons are butchered in the interests of swelldom—while horses are 
driven to death in the town, and the vilest forms of hunting and 
coursing are allowed in the country—it is folly to cry out against the 
cruelty practised by a few scientific enthusiasts. Anyhow, the 
latter have rather the best of the battle at present, for while they can 
claim some modicum of good as the outcome of their labours, it will be 
a clever man indeed who can educe anything but ill to all concerned 
from the forms of sport most patronised by those whoare fashionable 


or nothing. 


NEW LODGINGS. 


I overstert myself that day, 
My dreams were pleasant, too, 
About a certain maiden gay 
Whom I had learnt to woo. 
I slumbered on despite the cries 
That echoed through the street— 
The rumbling of the countless flys, 
The tramp of many feet! 


When le! there rose a fearful yell 
From one in mortal pain! 

And I awoke, and pulled the bell 
With all my might and main. 

I shouted murder! when the maid 
Appeared, she giggled so— 

“ Please sir, you needn't be afraid— 
A dentist lives below !”’ 


O K! 

Someropy offers a free passage to a medical man who will take a 
dangerous monomaniac out to India. The name of the lunatic is not 
mentioned, but rumour asserts that it commences with a K. We 
cannot however, believe that the English Government would allow 
India to be burthened with such a fearful iofliction as this person. 
Our conduct in the Barcda case is bad enough; this would be a 


crowning insult to the unhappy empire. 


FUN. 





shows a state 
blush. In the good old days to which I have before referred, beauty 


was worth having. ‘What is it now ? 
Does it get me more consideration for my work, or cause my ability 
to be more pre-eminent ? It does not, and lam almost inclined to envy 
these who are less lovely to the view than your humble servant. 


entered into our souls. 
we are now. Let us, therefore, passon from a contemplation of the 


beauteous Babylonians, and pause before “ From his Filocks strayed 
Corydon” (490). 
‘between the grand old times and the new, between the manner in 
which the lord of the yore creation went out and did his wooing and 
the cringing and almost.cowardly manner in whieh his:modern repre- 
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THE ROYAL ACADEMY EXHIBITION. 


ScAMPER THE THIRD—AND Last. 


Yrs, and Last. 1 write the word sorrowfully,and with a feeling 


that had my lines been cast in pleasanter places, and my ability 
received the recognition which is its undoubted due, this would not 
have been. 
publisher, and cashier—the latter in particular. I 
my engagement was ‘‘to do the Academy” in two articles, and that 
my promise was, to be caustically critical, sarcastically severe, and 
praiseworthily practical. 
‘done ” in the first two articles, but I had hoped that some considera- 
tion would be extended to me on account of the brilliancy I brought 
to bear upon the subject, and the vast amount of edueation I gave to 
the:public. 
be.said—instead of being crowned with flowers and bottles of cham- 
pagne; instead of being féted and fed; instead of being appointed 
art-critic in extmaerdinary to the Academy; I am simply told to 
finigh off at once,.and not play the fool. 
taken those words:dewn ; and on the day of that future greatness 
which my yearning soul tells me is still in stere and likely tv remain 
there, they shall be xeturned with tenfold interest. 
semble.and get.on with the doing of the Academy. I wish I could “ do 
for’’ it. ‘That's thesert of man Jam! 
little calm consolation in slating the artists. 


But, Ingratitude thy name is Editor, not to say proprieter, 
am reminded that 


I will admit that the Academy was not 


But alas! that for the honour of human natureit should 


Not play the fool! I have 


But now to dis- 


But no matter. Iwill find a 
Mr. Long's picture, “The Babylonian Marriage Market” (482), 
things which puts our so-called civilization to the 


What is the use of it to me? 


For 


when a man is plain he claims;to be clever as a kind of compensation, 
and* when he is ugly he is not satisfied with simply claiming the 
possession of ability—he imsists on it. The public, with that facility 
for being imposed on whieh is said to do them honour, are always 


mere ready to believe in the ugly than the handsome; and so, as I 
have sai 


d, Mr. Long’s picture shows a state of things which could not 
existnow. Theage of chivalry has departed, and thea iron has 
We are no longer what we were, but what 


Here may we weep because of the difference 


sentative is obliged to do it now. (Oh, if I were only single again! 
what a day I'd have, Gaffer Green, and how I'd rufile it with the 
best of ’em!) Talking of courtship and marriage so pleasantly, oh, 
with a fal the ral lah and a fol the rol lay, brings us to Mr. Brett’s 
“Spires and Steeples of the Channel Islands’’ (497), and makes me 
wonder how much it would cost a man for furniture to match if he 
once introduced such a tremendous production into his drawing room. 
When I think of the modest green rep which encircles all that I hold 
dear, and look upon that picture, the hand slips from the unwonted 
purse, and my thonghts of purchase vanish into thin air A glances at 
MacWhirter’s ‘‘ Land of the Mountain and the Flood” (503) again 
makes my desires for purchase predominant; but they subside again 
as I stand before “‘ Loch Scavaig, Isle of Skye ”’ (513), the work of Mr. 
Associate Cole. Frith’s “ Black and Blue Eyes” (519) is disappoint- 
ing to one who has so often given and received both ; but the pugilistic 
thought retires, and the rebellious knuckles are unclenched, as Miss 
Starr’s sad and sweet “ Hardly Earned”’ (527) invokes a better self, 
and a choking sensation which makes a visit to the refreshment 
room desirable. 

Returning thence with careless thought, we recognise our old friends 
“ Don Quixote and Sancho at the Castle of the Duke and Duchess ’’ 
(540), and wonder when they, Dr. Johnson, and John Knox will be 
abs+nt from an Academy Exhibition. Sir John Gilbert has given the 
Knight of the Rueful Countenance a full right to his title, and the 
faithful, if rather fat-headed, squire is of the oft-repeated order. In 
“Fifty Years Ago’ (555) we have a picture of quite a different 
description. Mr. Barnard has here offered us one of the quaint and 
humorous conceptions which have already made his way to success 
seem easy. We trust it will, at the same time, be not unprofitable, for 
it would be a pity to dull the keen sense of humour this rising artist 
now possesses. Steadily along I mske my way, but nothing causes 
me to annotate my catalogue until the water-colour room is reached. 
Here, if it were the fashion, I could stay a long time; but it is not. 
People don't goto Burlington House to see anything but oil painting, 
and though there is a splendid opportunity for a dissertation on the use 
of body colour, which it is hard for a critic to waste, 1 pass on with 
just a passing glance at ‘Dutch Craft’’ (786) and “ Farningham, 
Kent’ (820), and enter the Lecture Room. “Give Way!” (837), 
“‘ smacks” of real seafishing, and Mr. Colin Hunter's reputation will 
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be in no way diminished. Another fishy subject is ‘“‘ Waiting for 
the Herring Boats” (850), by J. Israels, and this is also well wo:thy 
of inspection, though 1t is neglected very much by the unthinking and 
artistically ignorant, who run madly, as directed, to Miss Thompson's 
“28th Regiment at Quatre Bras”’ (853), and admire hungrily, though 
this lady’s second “ inimitable effort”’ is bad in conception and sill 
worse in execution Still, the military magnet is bright in colour, and 
smells of powder, so thespeaceful, happy public g@t cheap exvitement 
as they gaze™pon it Far better from both the soldierly and the art 
point is “ Ligny’’(877), in which Mr. Crofts, though he has chosen other 
words from the same poem as his motto, brings "s limes vividly 


before the gazer. 
Tis done, but yesterday a King! 

And arm’d with Kings to strive— 
Andmow thou art a nameless thing: 

Bo abject—yet alive ! 

Still military, but of quite another and more satisfactory kind. is Mr. 
Herkomer's “ Last Muster”? (898), a painting which contains more 
than a suspicion of poetry. Battle-stained, bronzed, weather-beaten 
old «warriors are sitting underneath tattered war-worn ‘trophies, 
oblivious to all save the peace and comfort found in their present 
communion. There may be technical fault in this composition, and 
those who look on a picture like a butcher looks on a bullock may 
take exception to one or two of the minor details. I am satisfied to 
find it as it is, and to discover that a picture may be full of martial 
feeling without breathing battle, murder, and sudden death up n the 
spectator. Mr. Herkomer, though apparently outstripped for the 
present, will doubtless pass his Atalantan rival in the long and wait- 
ing race without*which veal fame is not tove secured. 

There arewmany other specimens of work on which I should like to 
dwell; but asThavealready explained, thiswannot well be. When I 
get a publisher all to myself I will scorn toxput my thoughts down in 
dribbling instalments week by week, andShen justas 1 am gett ng 
into the marrow of art and the soul of criticism be to'd to cut it short. 
Oh, commonplace and vulgar 
So, with a tkurried glance at ‘The Sabbath Day”’ (1159) and the 
wonderfuleld lady who, under Mr. Nicol’s guidance, represents that 
time-honoured institution ; with a tear for Mr. Hardy’s workwomen 
in ** The ing-dress ’’ (1177), a smile for ‘‘The Disputed Toil”’ 
(1218), by another but ‘mo less Hardy brother of the bru-h, and a 
long, lingering, loving look at Mr. Fildes’s ‘‘ Betty ’’ (1221), I leave 
the reader to himself and to the calm consideration of the Academy 


Exhibition of 1875. 
THE GENIAL SEASON. 


(HereRoGENIALLY TREATED.) 


Tue buds are out upon the trees, 
They welcome back the gentle spring, 
And foreign artists cross the seas 
On London boards to strut and sing. 
Dan Phcebus darts his garish gleams 
To lay our well-kept secrets bare, 
For coats look white about the seams, 
And hats shows signs of winter wear. 


The cuckoo in his stolen nest 
Repeats the only note he knows; 
The world of fashion squeezes west 
To gaze on pictures hung in rows. 
In ev'ry street a painter swings ; 
The passer-by looks up with dread 
As dirty water wets his things, 
And paint-pots fall about his head. 


The fragrant flow’rs their leaves expand 
And lift their lips to kiss the sun, 

And down the *bus encumbered Strand 
Provincial curates mildly run. 

The poet’s breast with gladness thrills, 
And many a merry stave he trolls, 

For sunshine wipes from weekly bills 
Those fearful items— gas and coals. 


Names and Aims. 


ArTER a manager who was always Strange, the names of the 
new rulers of the Surrey Gardens sound well. Stay See is most 
appropriately placed over the entertainments, and the genius of Pool 
may flourish around the new billiard tables. Captain Boyton outdoes 
his Channel exploit, for he actually crosses the Surrey lake and saves 
a juvenile Crusoe from the uninhabitable island in its midst ; only, 
however, to turn him into an opera-bouffe hero lateron. The gardens 
are pretty, and the amusements many and various, but the juvenile 
flower girl brigade is, though the aim may be good, a great mis- 
take. ‘Temptation i» but too visible along the path which such innocent 
children are now permitted to tread. 





highér post, ‘I want to be 


term, how little ‘have I deserved ye ! i 
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TOM TOPSYTURVEY. 
By Ocr Dutt ConrraisvTor. 
Tom TopsyTuRVEY was a journalist, and revelted.in the lap of 


luxury like the rest 6f ‘his craft. He had a palatial residence in 
town, and a country seat with miles of park and i 

county. Benevo'ent proprietéfs were always incred#the his salary 
by a thousand a year oro, #md@iving him holidaysWithout number. 


pres@rvés in a home 


He spént his surplus Wealth im lending half-crowns to impovished 


City magnates, and so great‘Was his popularity among them that he 
was constantly refusing their offers to make him petpetual Lord 


Mayor. His table ‘Was always a sort of City banquet'run mad; he 


had tokay and ‘trfites every day, and never waited for any delicacy 
in or out of season. 


Still Bom was not happy. A great ambition Wd entered into his 


soul. He ‘watited to become a War-office clerk. ‘The powérof the 
press was not enough for him: he longed to conttol the destinies of 
nations by the Copying of despatches and writing of précis Gn tite 
all-important subject of Government cat’s-meat. For ‘years We tried ia 


vain, but it came to pass that through the agency of Tom’s pen a 
Ministry was thrown out, and the leader of the Opposition came to our 


friend, and prayed him to name his own reward. ‘ Allin my gift is 
at your service,” said the Premier; ‘‘ scruple not to ask for any boon, 
even to being made Governor of Kickeraboo, Bishop of Bangalore, or 


Home Seeretary.’” Tom:turired up his nose and said, “‘ No, I claim a 
qaade a War-office clerk.”’ 
e whvels of Governmittit' were put in motion at Once. “P¥in was 


over the téquisite age, but this was set right by an Order in Oduncil 


after sev@h ‘tniles of red Pape 
foolscap about the matter. “At last behold our journalist perched on 


that summit of his ambitit6n—a high stool in Pall Mall. 


had been used up in tying Wéres of 


All went well for a tite. Tom copied despatches in the neatest of 


hands, and was praised; Biit'the affairs of nations remained in statu 


He discovered WA annual waste of four-and-@ixpence in 
@at’s-meat accoufit, Wind was promoted; but there ‘was not a 
revolution. He determiweil to do something worthy 6f imself. So 
he went to his newspaper office and hunted up all manner of 
secret papers meafit Wily for the eye of the editor and his 
staff. The contents #e édmmunicated to the heads of the War 
Department. The Whole place was in a blaze in a moment: con- 
tracts were broken on the ‘ground of swindling, and sinecures were 
abolished by the score. Tom-tasted the sweets of power. But it so 
happened that most of these contracts were held by his pe. and 
that the sinecures supported all the members of his family. So he 
sent for Tom, and gave him the sack. 

Having lost his influence on the they didn’t want him at 
the War-office, #0-he was discharged for idleness, and without @ pen- 
sion. He still hatixers after the locality, and may be seen any day 

a crossing in Pall Mall, and Weeping for the power he 


sweepi 
sncriheed so ruthl ; 


The Crusade against Eminence. 


Ir is not so very long ago that a meddling and muddling #ééiety, 
which thinks everything its officials cannot comprehend is of Hé6®ssity 
vicious, succeeded in ‘ putting down” & splendid translation Of a no 
less splendid#tithor, Balzac; and HOW "We ledrn from the Atheneum 
that the English version of Rabélais, which has been sold By an 
eminent firm for many years, is to be the next object yall 
intolerance. While ribald and scurrilous publications fidint them- 
selves, their villanous opinions and murderous artistry, béf@re an 
ignorant and credulous public unchecked, it is indeed sad @hat great 
authors and respectable firms should be made the objects of @ worse 
than idiotic persecution. If it were merely idiotic we should not care 
—it is the attempt to be clever and critical on the part of smug self- 
satisfied censors of chandler's-shop-keeping calibre that we object to 
Go on, then, blackguardism of a native type, and prosper; home 
efforts in the cause of virtue shall be directed against the intelligent— 


the so unfortunately intelligent—foreigner ! 





A Fishy Transaction. 


A Brruincuam paper informs us that some putrid fish recently 
seized was “ ordered to be destroyed by the magistrates.’’ We trust 
the worthy gentlemen did not have cause to repent this of-fish- 
ousness on the part of authorities wh» have hitherto shown nosole for 
and held no plaice amid the carping customs of the fish market. 


The Pieasures of Memory, 

Wrirtine of the Russian Emperor’s reception at Berlin, the corre- 
spondent of a contemporary says the language of the Germ:n Press is 
of the most extravagant and fulsome description. Those who remem- 
ber the temperate and dignified welcome of our own Press to the 
same exalted personage will—do well to exhibit themselves as 


mnemonic prodigies. 
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EPISODES 


When not engaged in consuming caloric 





And after sundry unconvincing arguments 
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IN THE LIVES OF OBSCURE 
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INDIVIDUALS. 





Was frequently occupied with the mild 
and inoffensive pewter. 





And strenuous endeavours to convert Mr. B. B., 











At last brought him to a perfect state Mr. B. B. drinks nothing but water. Feels very uncomfortable, And at last disappears. Between you and 
of Teetotalism. me, dear reader, his ** biler busted.’’ 
to become a loafer and eat the bread of idleness. — Telegraph Berlin 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Sin Joun Hoiker has not been offered a vacant judgeship. 
Vacancy is not in his line. Generalship is. -- Gentleman ceases his 
courtship when he finds lady older than he had expected. The secret 
of how to discover a iady’s age should be very valuable. — Playfair 
is going to prevent vivisection. Vivisectors may retaliate and prevent 
Fairpluy. — Adjournment of the House for sake of Whitsuntide. 
Strange that the great Disraeli did not adjourn Whitsuntide for the 
sake of the House. — Concessions by Government to Irish members. 
Conservative coals on Hibernian heads. — Prince of Wales supports 
the plan for Preserving the Supply of Horses. Why not Pickle it, 
and save trouble and expense ? — Bessemer saloon steamer knocks 
another bit off a pier. This is hardly the way to keep up a-pier- 
ances. = Norwich election declared void by Lush, as well as through 
Lush. This is the true satire and poetry of justice. Not to say the 
homeopathy. — Solicitor struck off the Ro Will have in future 


correspondent discovers a plot against Prince Bismarck. By this act 
he will doubtless get his eighteenpence back, and save England from 
the horrors of war. = Charity Organiser thinks starvation better than 
promiscuous almsgiving. So do we. But we should let him have 
the first benefit of the notion. 


Paternal Duty. 


A youne gentleman of Liverpool has been sentenced by the magis- 
trates to twenty-one days’ for xicking his father nearly to death. It 
seems we ought to be grateful that they didn’t make the father bear 
the imprisonment as well as the kicking. 





Fearful Outrage. 
A younGc English lady residing in Paris has received over fifty 
lashes. She was born with them—on her eyelids. 
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A WELL-MERITED PENANCE. 


FLAGELLATION ADMIRABLY ADMINISTERED BY CHIEF EXECUTIONER GLADSTONE. 
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SONG OF THE AMATEUR. 


An amateur actor am I, 
An elderly overgrown ninny, 
I venture with artists to vie, 
And therefore spend many a guinea. 
’Tis true I’ve a business in town 
Which brings me gold, silver, and copper, 
But yet you will say for a clown 
Such ambition is highly improper. 
I am a ter— 
I am a ter— 
I am a terrible fool! 
Why didn’t I find 
: I hadn’t a mind, 
And never had been to a school? 


Pray list to my marvellous brogue, 
And say if you think 1 should ever 
Have ventured, beyond a ‘‘ collogue”’ 
In Irish, to think myself clever. 
For benefits men let me play, 
Disgrace the Shakespearean drama ; 
They *now I am ready to pay, 
And gold will unlock Chubb or Bramah. 
I am a ter— 
I am a ter— 
I am a terrible ass. 
Why didn’t I see 
In my bonnet a bee, 
It wouldn't have come to this pass! 


But now I’ll learn wisdom at last ; 
Since neither for pleasure nor profit 
My life on the stage has been pass’d, 
I'll take good advice and go off it. 
Retire to my prosperous shop, 
Leave William alone in his glory, 
And, save at a tradespeople’s ‘‘ hop,” 
Recite not the silliest story. 
I ama ter— 
Iam a ter— 
I am a terrible muff. 
The stage I will drop, 
And stick to my shop— 
I’m sure I have clowned it enough. 


“CapitaL’’ PunisoMent.—A Long Strike. | 





THE COMING DERBY AND ITS DIFFICULTIES. 


I suppose I ought to tell you something about the coming Derby, 
and the probabilities that exist as to there being once again a winner 
of that famous race. Time was when my readers used to be anxious 
for advice throughout the who'e of the winter‘and right up to theday, 
and even then they generally lost their money when the judge gave 
his decision. But I was always close up somewhere, especially at staft, 
provided my early selections were not dead or’nipped in the bud, and 
so there is no reason that I can see for the coldness with which my 
contributions have been received lately. I know that they have been 
received without much of the old fervour, because no longer does'the 
Strasbourg paté or the elegant Lkamper of game arrive forme; no 
more do carriers’ carts come tearing furiously down the festive Fleet- 
street with drivers whose beaming faces show'their knowledge of good 


things in store for the popular prophet; not now sounds the double- | 


knock of the registered letter upon my dulled tympanum. Alas! no 
longer is there truffle for the tipster or turtle for the tout; no more 
shall the echoes of Epsom resound with the classic sound of the cham- 
pagne cork’s exuberant exit, or bear witness to'the wisdom which was 
always my wont upon the great annual turfic and ‘tipsterian occasion, 
And why, oh, why is this? Honestly I cannot say, though I have 
my suspicions. Probably the remarkable success which has attended 
on my later efforts has something to do with it, fer I used ‘to feel that 
a good deal of the power I wielded was caused by sympathy with 
truly laudable yet unsuccessful effort. Can it be'that backers do not 
after all like to be put on the winner? Astonishing as it may seem, I 
am more than afraid this is so, and that the only way to’secure success 
as a prophet is by continuous and consistent failure. This notion has 
been but dimly dawning on me for a long time; but now it bursts 
forth in all the bloom of full conviction. And ought I to be surprised 
when I remember the stepping-stones to greatness which have marked 
the careers of so many successful sporting scribblers? I cught not; and 
the more I think how their very fame arises out of their failure to find 
winners, the more [ feel inclined to give up prophecy, now that I 
cannot keep divining owners’ intentions and predicting premier 
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A DISTINCTION WITH A DIFFERENCE, 


Mistress (sorrowfully) :—‘‘ Au, Bripcet, I REMEMBER THE TIME WHEN 
I COULD SIT ON MY HAIR!”’ 


Bridget :—“ Sure m’M, IT ’UD BE AISY ENOUGH FOR YOU TO DO 80 NOW.” 





positions. It seetis'hard that a man should have to leave off because 
he is too good; bit I have had to do it before in other things, and 
will not bedbove accepting the lesson and doing it again if it be the 
will of my ee ay expressed by a benevolent though penny public, 
that I should. réiiémber once, when I was pot-boy at the—— 
But let bygories' be’ bypones. 

This‘article I am‘painfully aware is headed “ The Coming Derby 
and its Difficulties,” and that, so far, I have told you nothing about the 
raceiteelf. But you have been let into a considerable slice of the 
difficalties, and must wait one other little week for the Derby. And 
now, liedr’me. Shoivld the relentless fate which has this year pursued 
me'insist'again' on'iiy discovering the winner, then, gentle reader, 
farewell, 1 will no lotiger run the risks which attend so untiringly on 
success, but will rétire while the recollection of failures in former 

still keeps my Memory green. Crown me, oh, crown me with 
Wreaths'of laurel; déar reader, we will never quarrel. But my appre- 
cidtion of ‘you is norie‘the less marked.—Yours, for another week, most 


despondingly, Av@sPuR, 


& Question of Privilege. 

Txe Working Men's Club and Institute Union want the Excise 
regulations modified in order that friendly societies may drink into 
the stiall outs, like Bohemia and Belgravia. Of course the Legis- 
lature Will take wood care that their wishes are not complied with. If 
poor peiple are allowed to get drunk and gamble, and create dis- 
turbances after twelve‘o’clock at night, the male aristocracy will have 
to lead respectable lives in order to distinguish themselves from the 
canaille. ‘Chis would be a sad blow to many of them. 


Axe-eptable. 
Someropy advertises The Book of the Axe, which is not, as we at first 
supposed, a woodchopper’s chronicle, but a fly-fisher’s guide and com- 
ndium. Those who don’t see it in the window are requested to go 
m and “ Axe” for it without further delay. 
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together, and are an admirable 
excuse for doing nothing else. 
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AN INTERNATIONAL 
DIFFICULTY. 


Tue last stroke of midnight 
was grunting itself out from 
an asthmatic cathedral clock 
as the train which had left the 
Belgian frontier some fifty 
years back, glided slowly and 
solemnly into the odorous 
city of Cologne. The bent 
and partially paralysed guard 
limped down from his box, 
and with feeble hands fumbled 
at the carriage doors, attempt- 
ing to open them. The rust 
of half a century had done its 
work, and he sank back from 
his unaccomplished task a | 
doddering mass of shrunken | 
bone and withered flesh. The | 
faces of aged men and women | 
peered helplessly from windows 
over which fifty generations 
of spiders had spun their webs, 


and with long, bony fingers jj 


the few survivors of the jour- 
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' A man who only thinks and 


smokes never makes a mistake 
unless he takes his pipe out of 
his mouth and leaves off think- 
ing. This accounts for the 
present aspect of political 


| affairs in Germany and else- 


where. 

But about this train! Well, 
there it stuck in Cologne 
station, and nobody knew 
what to do with it. At last 
the station-master thought 
something ought to be done, 
because an express (a German 
express) was due in six hours. 
It was actually in sight, and 
if the engine-driver happened 
to wake up it might arrive in 
five hours and a half, and 
then 

Well, there never had been 
such a thing as a collision ona 
German line before, and with- 
out the written authority of 
the Minister for Home Affairs 





ney beckoned to the passing no well-conducted station- 


on 4 = oe a . 


: porters to lift them from their / master would allow a pre- 
‘ mildewed and crumbling dun- | cedent for such a thing to take 
geons. - _ |e | place. é' 
But not a porter raised his = ao | g 
hand, not a bystandersteppad Oo —————==— Suddenly, through the gay 
—— cap and flaxen tow of the 


Teutonic Chef an idea pierced 
its way, and with some diffi- 
culty found a short cut tu his 
brain. He determined to act 
‘upon it. He wrote himself 
out a free pass to Berlin, and 
ordering his inferior oflicer to 
shut up the station for a fort- 
night he set off to see the great 


forward to aid the hapless | | 
voyagers who, half a century | \ 
back, had started on the jour- | P= 
ney from Verviers to Cologne, | 
young men and women full of | 
hope and life and bright an- 
ticipations. | | 
There were very few of the 
original number left now. 








4 One by one, as the years went 

; by, they had died quietly in TIS DISTANCE LENDS | What reat man ? 

. their seats and been eaten by Edwin (who is very short-sighted) fancying that he sees his Amelia waving come a a tn 
the survivors. her handkerchief to him from the parlour window, gives one of those sweeping | strangely ignorant of lie 


German notions if you are not 
TP Tl aware that there is only one 

fly HN great manirn Germany. Furst 
, \ i | 


There had been a fuss at | sows for which he is so famed 
first about the third-class pas- 
sengers wanting a bit of a fat Ny 
old first-class lady. The firsts "ih 
resented this attempt on the = 4 
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part of the democracy to en- 
croach upon their privileges, 
but as the whole of a third- 
class carriage went off sud- 
denly after eating some game 
pie one of their number had 
bought at a buffet, the aristo- 
cracy thought it best to share 
and share alike, irrespective of 
class prejudices. 

There were about fifteen 
passengers left alive when on 
this eventful night the train 
crept into the Cologne 
Bahnhof, and they did all that 
fifteen extremely elderly and 
haggard people ‘could do to 
get out. But as the great 
German philosopher says, ‘ It 
wasn't no go.”’ 

Neither would one native 
hand or leg move in their 
cause. The  station-master 
said the train wasn't in his list 


his dwelling-place, a priest his 
detestation. Two days after- 
wards the station-master was 
crouching at the feet of 
Europe's ruler, and rubbing 
his nose on the carpet in token 
of his reverence for the talent 
of the dyspeptic statesman. 
He got the answer to his 
question the moment he had 
uttered it, and he went back 
and did as he had been told. 


He sent the train back to 
Belgium with a claim of 
£100,000 for every German 
passenger dead or alive, and a 
threat that if the money was 
not paid in twenty-four hours 
from the date of arrival war 
would be declared. 

The train is expected to 
reach the Belgian frontier 
about the middle of May, 1900, 








& 
. to arrive,and it must move on. and as neither Lord John 
BB, < The porters couldn’t put a de Russell nor Bismarck will at 
Cp & finger on the doors without the eon onrcnean ee aememmeremenonr —. —- 7 ee | that period be such a vigorous 
‘the chief's command, and so they ao ed statesman as he 1s at pre- 
SE puttheirhands in their pockets But it was only Buttons cleaning the windows afer all. sent, a war between England 
} —- pactiemet ———= and Germany will be the re- 


and thought and thought— | === — = aie ; 
and smoked. ‘“‘ Curse 1t.’’—It is said that a shorthorn cow near Liverpool is engaged | sult. 


Germans always think and | in suckling five lambs. They take the milk of the cow quite freely; but Lulled by Conservative pla- 
smoke—the two things go well | what is rather strange, they won't have any but her. titudes into a false sense of 
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security, England will be found defenceless and unprepared, and thus 
does the master mind of the Fatherland turn even the unpunctuality 
of an international train to the advantage of his beloved country, and 
help to bring about the overthrow and annexation of blustering and 


impotent Albion. 
SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS; 
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No. XIX.—A, TANGLE OF LAWS. 
Parr IT. 
Tue client who came to.that lawyer's door 
Had/number’d some twenty years ; 
The-lawyer was twenty-and-one—no more ; 
The barrister two and the even score; 


The.judge’s Octobers were twenty four,— 
Wiinsiwonder they laughed at tears ? 


Qh, daintily bright was their:wavy hair, 
The colour of gold, and curled : 

The matter consigned tothe lawyers’ care 

Was, candidly speaking, their first affair— 

Their maiden commission—with which they were 
About to begin the world. 


The little attorney next morning went 
And gobbled his breakfast down, 
And rummaged, and fumbled, and pored, intent 
On finding the Act of the Parliament 
That bore on his case ; for his mind was bent 
On saving that half-a-crown. 


‘* This nice little matter I’ll soon transact, ’’ 
He cheerfully said, said he; 

*‘ T’ve only to settle to work—in fact, 

Discover this little important Act, 

And leave the result to the pleader’s tact— 
And then I can have my tea!” 


‘* The ease,’’ he exclaimed, “ of the task’s absurd : 
Just one little Act to scan !”’ 

But that little Act, it appeared, referred 

To three little others of George the Third, 

In which little others some hints occurred 
Of six little Acts of Anne! 


These six little others confused the brain 
With nine little Acts to con 

Of William of Orange’s blissful reign, 

Which nine little others referred again 

(In order to render their meaning plain) 
To-twelve little Acts of John! 


They multiplied thus till the mind grew dim 
With reference thousandfold. 

That little attorney got tall and grim, 

And muscular, brawny, and gaunt of limb, 

Till even his mother recoiled from him— 
And even his tea was cold! 


And what with the muddle and care and doubt 
(For none of the Acts agreed), 
That poor little client got lengthened out ; 
The judge and the barrister short and stout 
(From seven-foot-seven or thereabout) 
And groggy and shaky-knee’d. 


BUN. al 


Whenever they fancied they'd made things right, 
And had, as it were, exprest 

The essence of Acts which appeared to slight 

Or muddle each other, with all their might 

They'd bring up some new little Act to light 
Which nullified all the rest. 


They’ ve never, I hear, to this mortal day 
Unravelled those English laws. 

Their earlier energy’s passed away : 

It isn’t uncivil, I hope, to say, 

They're doddering, snuffy, morose and grey, 
And weak in the legs and jaws. 


But granted this muddle of laws had been 
A thing that the mind could doubt, 

A proof of its truth is supplied, I ween, 

At once, in the fact that I’ve often seen 

That elderly lady of Turnham Green 
Unable to make them out. 


METROPOLITAN: ADVICES. 


(From the London Correspondénce of the Pigswill Posty Donkeybra: 
Gazette, and Sheepshire Advertiser.) 

In my last I informed you of a rumour which had~-béemwhispered 
about at Windsor Castle, and which’ imparted to méby a distin- 
guished personage whom I did not thén, and do not now, feel at 
liberty to name. At the same timed cautioned your readers that the 
report should be received per saltumyasait was de lunatico improbadbilius. 
The event has quite justified the caution; the rumour proved entirely 
groundless, and I cannot help congratulating myself andall concerned 
on my prudence in not stating what it was about. Whatwould then 
have been rash would now be superfluous.: Jn puris natiralibus ; let 
us hope we shall hear no more aboufit. 

It is hinted at the clubs that something:momentousis likely to take 
place during the coming week—something'that will’ possess a peculiar 
interest to society, and cause a flutter in high’ places... In: case these 
anticipations are justified, I. shall giye’ your readérs* the earliest 
intelligence of the particulars» In the meantime, pro bono repudtico. 

A good deal of complaint has recently been made about the 
expensiveness of club-life. 
gentleman one must expect to pay for the privilege. As a great 
literary light remarked to me the other day, ‘“ My dear fellow, we 
can’t be pigs, youknow.” “Quite so,” [ replied ; “ J wish we could !”” 
I thought the poor man would die of laughing. But really I cannot 
put down all the good things one hears at the clubs; so I will only 
add that my personal expenses—mere club expenses—seldom exceed 
ten guineas a day, and those of the Prince of Wales are generally 
much less. 

It seems to be generally thought at the clubs that the chances of 
war arising from the meeting of the two Emperors at Berlin is very 
remote, being somewhat decreased by the fact that the meeting is only 
an incident of the Czar’s annual visit to Ems. I cannot, however, 
help observing an uneasy feeling in several clubs, which finds 
expression in throwing champagne bottles at the waiters. Should 
anything come of this half-defined apprehension I shall inform your 
readers at great length. 

On entering my club this morning a note was handed me from a 
gentleman eminent amongst Her Majesty's Ministers, informing me 
of his intention to give his support to a measure recently introduced 
by one of his colleagues in the Cabinet, and warmly approved by Mr. 
Disraeli himself. From a long and intimate personal acquaintance 
with the right hon. gentleman, I have no hesitation in assuring your 
readers that he will keep his pledge, tutti y sabe d’amour aliquando 
ausgespiel. 

As I am anxiously expected at the clubs I will now cork up. 

Pytapes Nupxins. 


Councillors’ Courtesies. 


Tue members of the Kingston Town Council have been enjoying 
some fun among themselves of the personal kind peculiar to vestry- 
men and members of petty corporations. A Surrey satirist at a 
recent council meeting referred to two of his colleagues, dignifying 
the one as a Hottentot and the other as an ass, a form of pleasantry 
apparently so usual that little or notice was taken of it by the chair- 
man. Comment having, however, been made outside, by the 
aborigines and in the local press, it was considered necessary that an 
amende should be made by the offending and offensive councillor. 
He therefore stated that he did not mean his friends were really asses 
or Hottenots, but only that they were as ignorant as asses or Hot- 
tentots. There is a subtlety about this “ satisfactory explanation”’ 
which adds to the charm of the original remark, and gives one more 
laurel to the crown of common-sense and perfect understanding so 
gracefully worn by each gentle J. P. of the Kingston Town Council. 


Of course, if one wishes to live like a’ 
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INSULT AS WELL AS INJURY. 


(Jones has received a knockdowner from his obliging and scientific friend Brown, whe promised to “play light.’’ 
Brown :—*‘ ALL RIGHT, OLD MAN ; CONTACT BETWEEN TWO SUCH SOFT SUBSTANCES CAN'T DO ANY HARM.” 
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AUGSPUR ON THE EPSOM SITUATION. 


His GgeneraL OPpINions AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


By this I do not mean that I am going to do anything descriptive 
about the famous Surrey Downs, or explain why they are called such, 
when for many reasons “ ups’’ would be the better word; I merely 
accept the term as I find it used by my political brothers of the pen, 
and so say “situation.” Those who don't like it may use any other 
which may appear more profitable and less exhaustive to the system. 
Dictionaries are cheap now-a-days, and even the poorest may have 
his choice of hard words for a mere nothing. This is indeed an age 
of luxury, andif my task were not with the Derby I should be 
tempted to enter into a disquisition as to the low moral tone but too 
often induced in society by an undue acquaintance with words of four 
and more syllables. Inthe good old days, when virtue was always 
first and vice nowhere, when the peaceful yeoman took his stand, and 
said, “ This is Old England’s land!’’ and drank his fill by the pint or 
gill--where were the hard words then? It’s my firm belief that hard 
words won't make up for the deficiency of the horse supply, although 
that seems to be the notion of many members of Parliament. ‘The 
day will come before long when there will be no Derby because there 
will be no horses; and then what will the House of Commons do for 
its adjournment? And, leaving this weighty and national nut to be 
cracked by those who are well enough off for soap, I will eschew 
politics for the present and proceed with my Derby declaration. 

I said just now that the plains of Epsom ought to be called “ ups,’ not 
‘‘downs.’’ This notion was caused by its so often being all up with those 
who gotothe Derby. First, they are up in the morning early. Then 
they are up in the stirrups, not to say up to snuff. This last is just 
before they are down upon their luck ; and so, perhaps, I am wrong 
after all as to the name of the place, especially when 1 come to think 
that there most do congregate the downiest cards of earth. Well, I 
am used to being wrong, and the knowledge of this fact shows at once 
my position and importance in the world of propheey. It has been 
said of me by those whose opinions are of great weight, that I am 
generally wrong at the right moment. I have known people, dear 
and cherished reader, who ‘have sneered at this, little knowing how 
great a boon is given to him whose error is committed at the proper 
time—who is, asI have said, wrong at the right moment. ‘These 
cynics have, however, paid dearly for their whistle of purblind folly 
and perversity. Tio them has fallen the chance of being right 
occasionally ; but when they have been right—oh, mark the horrid 
circumstance !—their time has come at the wrong moment. And if 
there is any man I both dislike and pity “in one hand” it is the man 
who makes the right statement at the wrong time. 

If anyone has taken the trouble to read so far, it may strike him 
thst I am going slow. But he must remember that my form is 
breadth, not brilliancy, and that there is a deal of meaning in what I 
write. At least, soI have been told ; though it’s hid from me as well as 
from most folks ; yet I remember when I was brilliant, and when my 
versic vaticination was admired of the many. But alas! for the days 
when a pen so free ran riot oft in idle glee, The time has come when 
groans and tears map out the work which turfites cheers. The work 
which first I did with joy was but the outcome of a boy. I’m now 
obliged to work with pain; and tears, which I cannot restrain, 
unbidden down my cheek oft slink, then drop into and spoil my ink, 
Tor when one writes to please hims¢lf, he laughs and chaffs—the happy 
elf! His pen is light, his style then clear ; his soul is bright, his subject 
dear; he feels an author’s joys exceeding—but then his stuff is not 
worth reading. A thousand pardons! But when I moralise the verse 
runsaway with me. Versification is vexation, prophecy’s as bad ; the 
Derby crew may puzzle you; they nearly drive me mad. 

I think I have now entered so fully into the merits of the question 
that in a few more words the whole secret of success will be bare to the 
dullest comprehension. I prefer dealing with the dullest as a matter 
of taste, because to the dull all things are dull, and if you are not as 
bright as you would wish it doesn’t much matter. ‘l'o the gentlemen 
of the dull division, then, I commend this article, in the hope that they 
will find in it that sparkle which, now I have got it nearly finished, 
appears to be most lacking. Still, the suffrages of the other portion of 
my constituency I also sincerely invoke; and when I tell them that, if 
I have in any way failed, it is becuuse in their interests I may have 
tried rather too hard, perhaps even they will for once unbend and 
grant me that reputation for ability without which this world and all 
that life possesses, ay, even the Derby itself, is but a blank. 

I spoke last week of my fears that, whether his mother would let 
him or no, the mere mention of a horse by me would cause him to be 
the winner ; but I rise superior to paltry considerations of mothers, not 
to say owners and trainers, and will do my duty. There are now, 
evident'y, three courses open to me. The first is to conclude this 
exhaustive article without descending to the commonplace and pro- 
phetic; the second is to descend, but to show the error of such descent; 
and the third is to name the winner, and be once more your own, your 
darling, dazzling Augspur. ‘True tothe instincts which have placed 
me in the foremost position the turf possesses, I shall take the third 
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course—the real racy Epsom course—and in declaring for Camballo, 
Galopin, and Claremont, put my enemies to the blush, and once 
more show that the only rival to Admiral Rous and the magnates of 
the Jockey Club is to be found at 80, Fleet-strect. Ring the top bell 
twice, and be particular to ask for AUGSPUR. 


SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS, 








No. XX.—AERIAL NAVIGATION. 

A prErson of science went out to try, 
To try if his wings would bear ; 

When al of a sudden an owl came by, 
And didn’t the creature stare! 

He noticed the person attempt to fly, 
And scoffed at the way he steered, 

And ruffled his feathers, and winked his eye, 
And waggled his tail, and sneered. 

The person would wriggle in graceful curves 
A-top of a two-foot stump, 

And then he’d consider, and brace his nerves— 
And steady himself—and jump. 

With bitter emotions that owl was bowed 
And grumbled, as well he might ; 

And very severely observed aloud; 
“A truly degrading sight!” 

The gentleman coloured and felt quite hot, 
But bottled his wounded pride, 

And shuffled away to his lonely cot 
And bolted himself inside ; 

Sut as for the owl he was still dismayed: 

‘*A pitiful sight '’’ said he ; 

‘¢ A libellous, scurrilous masquerade! 
A silly burlesque of me! 

“T’ll lighten my mind of its grievons load 
By giving him tit for tat!” 

And, seeking a shep in the Brompton Road, 
He purchased a beaver hat. 

The “:eronaut’s’ cottage was Number Four; 
And as for the owl he went 

Ana asked for a lease of the house next door, 
At sev: n-and-thirty rent. 

Disgui:ing himself as an “ «wronaut,” 
With buttons and boots and all, 

Yo puffed a cigar he had lately bought 
A-top of the garden wall. 

The “ zronaut,’ person of tender heart, 
Though having some sense of pride, 

Terceived the rebuke with an inward smut, 
And felt it was just, and cried. 

He thought of his wings in the first-floor-back— 
He went and he fetched ’em down, 

And, packing ’em in a potato sack, 
He sold’em for ha'f-a-crown. 

They shed a reciprocal, briny tear, 
That man and the artful bird— 

And there they’ve resided some forty yoar, 
With never an angry word! 
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Who was Balfe, and who first translated his works into English ? 
Transcribe, “I dreamt that I dwelt in marble halls” fer the guitar, 
bones, tambourine, and cleaver. 

What celebrated astronomer, gazing intently upon the moon from 
his observatory, fell backwards, and when asked if he was hurt 


replied, “No; it was merely floor I fell on.” How was this cor- : 
rupted to Mirliflor?—and what is the effect of fifty to one taken | A Kiss ror A BLow.—Mamma’s embrace when papa promises to take 
freely ? | the dear children to Margate for a month. 
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4 HORRIBLE PROFANITY. 
[3 Sambo to Lord Awfulswell :—“ Wat, No coppers! NEVER MIND, OLD CHAP; LEND ME YOUR WHITE HAT, AND I'LL GO ROUND WITH 
e ? iT. Don’r BE ALARMED; WE'LL CUT ’EM UP AFTER’ARDS ATWEEN US!” 
ie 
te 
o: oy The pupil giving the greatest number of correct answers to these 
F' i IMPROVING THE OCCASION. questions may be allowed to take the evening sunshine on the garden 
'o Graar difficulty having been experienced by the proprietors of the | wall, and as many peas as homeward-bound Cockneys can lodge in his 
ai k numerous seminaries in the neighbourhood of Clapham, in keeping | or her eye. 
: the attention of the pupils fixed upon their lessons during Derby Day, = 
: we venture to suggest that the sporting column of the Zimes should 
‘a on that festive occasion be read out aloud at breakfast, and that the NOT TO-DAY. 
fol’owing questions should constitute the day’s lesson :— Wuen through the land from lip to lip, 
’ When was the first Derby run, and what relation is the present The rumour rolls that German might 
as Earl to the Epsom Studd ? Still longs the dogs of war to slip 
bias Quote from memory a passago from the celebrated Rous letters, and On foes yet helpless from their bite,— 
te # say in what portion of the Downs the admiral’s flag ship is anchored ? ’Tis time for neighb’ring kings to pop 
F P Who was Camballo, and why did he change his name from Their noses in, and calmly say— 
pe: Campbell ? SS *¢ Your little game we mean to stop; 
f be. * "2. the Som & * ne eae speaking of a You had us once—but not to-day. 
. racehorse ich is clipped first, his mane or his ; t 
ig Draw a SeneeN ene and show by diagrams its superiority over the When sein an one. prunt-Sre @ week, 
rie. cachepot and needle-gun-cotton. ® : 
2; I.nd Claremont upon the map, and explain technically the mal- 4g _ a: dhegay vedo Aegal 
iy. formation of the tongue which causes Yorkshiremen thus to designate Ae sey 8 : 
t 8 She tradi aud filled: Atte The folks who have the cash to spare 
me Write an essay upon Repentance, and explain how it became a ‘ spews yom Senee or Se ane ; 
b . colt, + eae Repentance became anything, quote the Act of Parlia- "You had ooo: fot ak tin day.’ 
¥ t which prevents a colt taking its father's name till it gets one of ae 
ie men Pp 8 & 
Bile: its own. When daily papers fight with beasts 
BS i! Des-s1ibe the action of the Telescope upon aérated water, and give And shoot French nobles through the head ; 
a Si the principal events in the life of the king who exclaimed, upon When Masons ask you to the feasts 
+ seeing a certain priest, “I know it’s he; I can tell his cope!” That send the drinker ill to bed ; 
2. When paid officials crave your aid 


hee, 


To keep the starving poor at bay,— 
Speak firmly, and be not afraid : 
‘You had us once—but not to-day.” 
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FUN’S DERBY HIEROGLYPHIC; OR, CLEAR AND COMPREHENSIVE TIP TYPICAL. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 26, 1875. 
FUN’S INDIRECT TIP. 


As down the road we take our way, 
On Epsom Downs intent— 
On what takes place this Derby day— 
To some so dread, to others gay, 
From politics unbent : 


We drive along, and scorn dull Care, 
With Parliament we've done. 

Our wit and wisdom let us spare, 

In each diversion take a share, 
Then back the tip of Fun. 


And when the race is run and o'er 
Shall we be solemn, sad ? 
Ah, no! for mark Breechloader’s score, 
While C and G—— were well to fore; 
Repentance, too, ’s not bad! 








So we who profit by Fun’s shot 
And count our gains with glee, 

Care little for the dreary lot 

That Dizzy in his team has got; 

But when he drives them all to pot 
May we be there to see! 


' 
0 —_ 


Or the many thousands who annually flock by road and rail to 
Epsom, what percentage carcs anything about the probable winner, or 
knows anything of the list of starters which is even now being 
arranged for publication on the “correct card?” ‘The intelligent 
foreigner of whom we hear so much—but who is conspicuously non- 
existent, if we may judge by published Continental opinions upon 
English institutions—might be pardoned if, as he watched the 
streams of carriages making their way to the scene of a race, he stated 
that England loves horseracing better than anything else in this 
world, He would be guilty of but half an error, at most. On Epsom 
Downs there assembles every year a crowd such as perhaps no other 
event can produce, and yet it is by no means a love of horseracing that 
brings all the people together. Those who see the Leger run at 
Doncaster, may be sure that among the myriads on the Town Moor 
there is hardiy one man who could not tell you the pedigrees and per- 
formances of all the competitors, and who has not something dependent 
on the result. But things are very different at Epsom. There the 
majority accept the Derby as an excuse for a holiday, and go down 
anxious to enjoy themselves, no matter what wins or who loses. In 
the North Country all is business, in the South all pleasure. It is 
customary for ardent sportsmen to deplore this want of enthusiasm on 
the part of Cockn-ys, but we are not at all sure their grief is necessary. 
At the present moment it is a fine thing to know that, though the horse 
supply is threatened, and there may be no more racing in a few years, 
the great majority of Londoners would, witha days’ notice, turn their 
attention to something else, shed no tear, and display no sorrow, 
even though the greatest of their institutions should pass away. Truly 
there isa philosophy in the Cockney breast which is likely to show he 
is, after all, not such a fool as he looks, from the turf point of view, at 
all events. 








SOME MAGAZINES FOR MAY. 


‘‘Eron Thirty Years Ago” is the lightest as well as most 
attractive article in Macmillan, The public-school training which is 
so much respected by gentlemen of a good old sort, here receives 
rough handling from one who has experienced its full benefits, 
among which pure English composition is not to be numbered, if we 
are to judge by results. ‘Lhe flogging episode is to us the least 
astonishing in the narrative. As the rest of an Eton boy’s life—pro- 
vided he were not an arrant dunce— was one round of almost absolute 
pleasure during the period of which Mr, Lewis speaks, swishing but 
payed the part which, in lower class establishments, is supposed to be 
filled by education. ‘ A Sequence of Analogies”’ may be very able in 
conception, but in execution it is far from good, and is certainly out of 
place in a magazine of undoubted rank, if somewhat heavy tone, like 
Maecmilian. 

London Society, which has contained many extraordinary things 
during the course ofits eventful career, perhaps never contained any- 
thing more extraordinary than this, which, we are told by Mrs. Rid- 
dell, was the prayer of a staunch Presbyterian for the late Queen 
Adelaide :—‘‘ Oh Lord! save Thy Servant, our Sovereign Lady the 
Queen! Grant that as she grows an, old woman she may become a 
newman. Strengthen her with Thy blessing that she may live a pure 
virgin before Thee, bringing forth sons and daughters to the glory of 
God; and vouchsafe her Thy blessing that she may go forth before 
her people like a he-goat on the mountains!”’ Ifthis be a joke, Fun, at 
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all events, is not a party to it. Quite unable to fathom its depth, we 
present it to our readers as a specimen of the lady-literature as well as 
the lady-editing of the nineteenth century. 

The American magazines are, as usual, very good this month. The 
Atlantic Monthly sustains its standard of excellence, and shows once 
again that padding is by no means necessary to the existénce of a 
miscellany. ‘The Pine and the Walnut” is in Mr. Aldrich’s best 
style; Mr. Longfellow’s ** Amalfi” is a perfect little poem, and “ Old 
Times on the Mississippi” shows that Mark Twain has claims on the 
reader besides those with which he is erally associated. These 
names and contributions, taken from a containing many other 
celebrities, will best show the difference in the systems of conducting 
serials which obtain on different sides of the Atlantic. Lippincott’s 
possesses some excellent specimens of drawing and engraving; and in 
Seribner’s there is a story of an engine-driver anda ak girl of 
a highly exciting nature, which shows that, given the faculty of 
romance, the materials are of little importance. A couple of rusty 
nails and a dust-pan, or a piece of gas-pipe and a water-cart, might 
give Mr. Charles Barnard’s pen its next employment. Anyhow, we 
charge nothing for the suggestion, and feel sure that if accepted it 
will lead to something intensely interesting. The International 
Review is much more likely to do honour to its title than are most of 
the matters which receive that handy, but somewhat doubtful, 
adjective, in this country. 

Le Foillet, in addition to its numerous fashion-plates and directions to 
those who would not only dress during the summer weather, but dress 
well, contains some light literature. Might we suggest to the author of 
‘Rhymes for all Times” that, if they are really for such extended 
use, a little more of them, say as trimming, should be given in pro- 
portion to the amount of material used? At present the rhyme is 
only superior to the reason. Butthe fashion-plates! they art, indeed, 
things of rapture. 

Colburn’s New Monthly is worthy of perusal. 
the Sunday at Home, and Golden Hours. 

The Pictorial World improves steadily ; and with Good Things even 
those who believe that everything is in a name can find no fault. 

The second part of Doré’s London is to hand, and will, doubtless, 
find many purchasers. 

Received :—Gardeners’ Magazine, Journal of Horticulture, Animal 
World, Photographic News, Spiritualist, &c., &c. 


Soare the Leisure Hour, 


Olfactory. 

A youna LADY, recently charged with being drunk, denied the soft 
impeachment, and said she was suffering from toothache, neuralgia, 
and chloroform—a mixture which everyone must admit to be powertul. 
The police-constable admitted that the defence might be good, but 
said the smell was that of beer and gin mixed. We have heard of a 
‘‘ Policeman’s Nose’”’ before, but never thought it was so serviceable. 
Fancy a policeman’s Nose with a tendency for Dogsnose ! 


The More than ‘‘ Needful.” 

A GENTLEMAN writes to a daily paper to say that his wife only 
avoided being brutally assaulted while walking alone on Wimbledon 
Common by presenting her assailant with a purseof gold. ‘There isa 
readiness and ease about this method of self-protection which is bound 
to commend itself to the notice of all young married couples. We 
trust they will provide themselves accordingly, and at once. 


Out of that Trying Paris. 

A Scnoor of French Cookery is to be established in London. If the 
French air and climate can beimported at the same time the middle- 
class Englishman may, with constant medical advice, be able to survive 
Parisian living in London for—say nine months or a year. Perhaps 
it might be as well if Englishwomen learned to fry a sole and 
cooka mutton chop before they essayed the composite dishes of the 
Gaul, 

To the Sole Proprietor. 

Tue poet who “sat and sighed his soul away o’er ocean’s wide 
expanse ’’ should communicate at once with a returned shipmaster, 
who reports that he saw something floating, out there, which he took 
for a jelly fish. It was moving against a strong current, toward the 
hottest part of the Tropics. 


Posted Up. 

Mxs. Pratamor has been studying Augspur, and finds that on 
Derby Day horses are sent to the Post. She can’t think how folks 
can trust their letters to animals, while the servants go jigging off to 
them Ups an’ Downs. 





A “May Merrine”’ nor to BE Founp IN THE ExeTeR HALL 
List.— Epsom Summer. 
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ON THE ROAD DO\ 


Mrs. Britannta:—OH, THE TIRESOME CREATURES! 


GIVE IT THEM WELL, MR. 
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OWN WARDS. 


MR. FUN, PLEASE, AND MAKE THEM KNOW THEIR RIGHT PLACES. 
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THE MIRACULOUS GUEST. 


He entered without knocking, and sat upon the centre-table. I pro- 
posed he should sit upon the fender, if he did not mind. Replying that 
it was quite the same to him, he sat upon the fender. There wasa 
fire, and I inquired if the heat was not inconvenient. He said that 
was not improbable, and fell to absently biting his nails. 

An odd old man—dirty as to face, unkempt as to hair and beard. 
Touching the condition of his hands, they were vile! This old man 
wore his coat behind-side before, and was otherwise insanely clad. 

“You are an unusual old man,” I ventured to remind him. 

He let go his forefinger nail and contemplated it without apparent 
interest, and after some moments had elapsed remarked that he had 
eaten it down into the quick. “It commonly hurts to do that.” 

‘“* Indeed !”’ 

** Yes; you can prove it for yourself.” : 

He arose, and offered me the nail of his other forefinger. Explaining 
that I had already nailed, I motioned him to a chair, and he sat down 
on the coal-scuttle. 

Now, there was something about this old man that engaged my 
curiosity. It had not been my custom to meet such, and the opporiu- 
nity might not recur. I said— 

‘* At what time does your train leave?” 
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was pleased to be. He thrust his hands lazily into the tail pockets of 
his reactionary coat, and with an explanation to the effect that it was 
of equal importance to Aim, produced a card-case, which I seized, and 
dealing myself a card, read the following inscription : 

‘‘The Man who Does Not Care what Horse Wins the Derby.” 


AN INK-COHERENT STORY. 


By Our Bratn1zgss Ons. 

Draw back the curtains of the past, Mr. Memory, if you please. 
Thank you. A little more to the left. That’sit. Now I see what I 
wanted to. Twenty years ago—no, I can only see nineteen ; you’ve 
got the left-hand curtain half an inch too far this way. That's it, 

r. Memory. Thank you very much. 

There we are. Myself, a rising young author, and my wife, a rising 
young mother (she’s just got up to spank the baby), and my dear 
children piping their eyesing offspring of the choicest quality. How 
happy we tel 

-apa rage me !) is writing those beautiful verses that compel him 
to bang his head up the chimney half-a-dozen times an hour when 
the rhymes won’t come; mamma is tearfully chiding him for flicking 
the pen in baby’s eye and otherwise endangering its life and limbs in 
his poetic frenzy, and the dear children are making kite tails of his 


“It is good of you to inquire,” he replied, “seeing that I have | copy as he flings it shect after sheet upon the floor, after the manner of 


neglected to do so myself.” 
“What! you don’t know how soon you will have to go to the station ? 
Perhaps you mean to do me the honour of remaining all night? In 


that oily diplomatist Count Fosco. The ee ee and the 
domestic soft soap are in adjacent proximity to the penny ink-pot, 
and parental genius dips its pen as often into the one as into the other. 


that case would you prefer to sleep in the cistern, or hang across the | But P. G. grows gradually wild. Soft soap slips on white paper, and 


towel-rack in the scullery ?’’ 

‘“‘It is quite the same to me,’’ the old man said. 

***Pon my word, you are an infrequent sort of man! I do not think 
the author of your being is justly chargeable with conscious plagiar- 
ism; I do not indeed! All the same, his originality in the delineation 
of character is monotonous—nothing more so. I am expecting to 
discharge this paper-weight in your direction. It is possible that you 
might avoid a quarrel with it by ducking, but 1 would strongly 
recommend an omnibus.” 

The truth is, I was writing up my article on the Derby, and this 
intruder, too interesting by much, was a disturbing influence. I ad- 
mired him—nobody could have helped admiring the man—but the 
carriage waited for “copy.” I peisedthe paper-weight; he said he 
had seen one with Adelina Patti in it. 

I now threw off all restraint, and showed myself in my native pro- 
fanity. I swore by various deities, inventing them as [ went along: 
I peopled the earth, the firmament above the earth, and the old red 
sandstone under the earth, with such a multitude of strange gods, that 
Science will require centuries to explain them away. I recruited and 
set in motion, to storm the summit of Olympus, a legion of as 
scurvy knavesas ever followed Jack Falstaff into a laundress’s drying- 
yard. In the five minutes of my discourse to that indifferent old man, 
Jove saw more strangers than ever did Mr. Biggar and Mr. Sullivan 
rolled into one; and it must have pleasantly reminded him of the days 
of the Titans. The facility with which I turned off my theological 
swells, of all sorts of kinds, was no less than astonishing! But it did 
not alarm that tranquil old man; and when I paused, entirely out of 
breath, and without an oath anywhere in my system, he assured me 
that it was quite the same to him. 

He was certainly a very remarkable old man—and I told him so! 
I asked him if there was any subject in which he took an interest—if 
he had any hobby, or anything ;—if, for example, it would surprise or 
otherwise affect him to know that there was a poundof gunpowder in the 
coal-scuttle upon which he was in session. I inquired if he had never 
had a mother, a deceased wife’s sister, a baby ;—would he mention a 
name for me to conjure with? ‘* What,’’ I demanded, “will place 
your introspective spirit en rapport with the world of actualities ?— 
what is the ‘ open sesame’ to your oyster-like understanding ? ” 

The venerable fraud unlocked his jaws in a relaxing yawn, and 
answered, “I give it up.” Truly, a most extraordinary old man! 

“Sir,” said I, springing to my feet and campaigning blindly about 
the room, “I beg you will call a four-wheeler. Your imperturbability 
disquiets, your sleek severity exasperates, your stony disinclination 
to take notice is killing me! Your presence is to me insufferably 
offensive !”’ 

“It is quite the same to me,” observed that unconcerned old 
man. 

** Be that word thy sign of starting, fool or fiend!” I cried, imparting 
To his back the “‘ most condemn’dest”’ kick he ever felt before ! 
“‘ Leave thy tracks alone as token, with the toes of the unbroken 
Series pointing to the open! Quick !—thy dust before I floor ! 
ae foet from off my hearth; and take thou that! and that, 
ore!” 


Quoth the old one, “ Do it more!” 


Really this was an immatchably marvellous old man! While 
putting him out of the house it occurred to me to ask him who he 





treacle’s bad to dot your teas or cross your eyes. “ Hang the ink!” 

he ejaculated, presently. ‘I can’t make perfect rhymes with soap 

and treacle. Materials make the man. Mary, my beloved, just slip 

across the road with baby’s boots and bring me a tanner’s- worth of the 

best violet with the proceeds.” A pause, an unshodden babe, an 

— and a bottle of ink, a ticket anda halfpenny are on the family 
eal. 

Drop the curtain, Memory, I have seen enough. With the arrival 
of that fatal violet ink peace deserted the house of parental genius for 
ever. It was the most wonderful ink you ever saw. It got on to 
your fingers, it spotted your clothes, it soaked into your skin, it dyed 
your hair—wherever it fell it stopped. J¢never came out. Wife, home, 
and children fell beneath its fearful ban. The baby was violet from 
top to toe ina week. My wife kept a few white spots for a fortnight, 
but she turned violet at last. In vain I dipped my pen carefully into 
the ink-pot and refrained from flicking, somehow or other it got on to 
everything animate and inanimate within my four walls. 

Our blood went violet at last. I found it out one day I cut my 
finger. l’eople jeered at us in the street, doctors came from the four 
quarters of the globe and experimented onus. But the ink wouldn't 
come out. We were a doomed race— doomed for ever and ever. 

Yes, for ever. One day when I came home hot and sick at heart, 
for a yelling pack of boys had hooted me with shouts of * Look at the 
violet man,’ I found the knocker tied up with a violet glove. I had 
expected the event. I rushed upstairs trembling inevery limb. Now 
I should know the worst. Outside the doorI met the nurse. I seized 
her by the arm, and whispered hoarsely, ‘‘ What colour is it?’ The 
woman grinned; “ Violet, like you, sir.” Then she bolted. It was 
well she did. 

* * * * 7 

Far away in a lonely island of the Pacific dwells a violet race, of 
which I am the unhappy king and progenitor. In the interim of 
governments I bewail my fate, and utter maledictions upon ink in 
general and violet ink in particular. Reader, if you would avoid my 
fate use black. 


——— 


WATTS O’ER THE SEA. 


A New READING of AN OLD VERSE. 


Let kings delight to war and fight, 
For time hath made them so; 

Let haughty monarchs plot and plight 
Their troth as Nature’s foe. 

But peoples, you should never let 
Your warlike passions rise, 

Or you fierce battle’s blows will get, 
While tyrants seize the prize. 





A Hard Fact. 


A PLAINTIFF, in an assault case at Hammersmith police-court, said 
his head was as thick as an iron pot. A good deal of sympathy was 
at once manifested for him on the magisterial bench. He is expected 
to receive @ county-court judgeship on the earliest opportunity. 


Ersom 'Sauits.—Derby-day rows. 
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A TALE OF A HAMPER. 
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A respectable middle-aged person once took his family to the Derby, 


but what | And as he wandered about, he suddenly came upon a hamper, ownerless and 
he yearned for was a hamper to himself, and solitude. f d. 


ull, and he was soon lost to all the cares of the worl 
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His eldest son went on the turf and became hopelessly professional, his wife became a horse-doctor and took to bloomer costume, his daughter ran away with 
a welcher, his two younger sons picked up with an acrobat and learned the profession, and the baby became a jockey. And when that middle-aged gentleman 


had finished his hamper and become once more conscious, it broke his heart, and he took to thimble-rigging. 
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USEFUL KNOWLEDGE. | arn mn nae has an aeewers — ¢ mariage eee 
a sek a pe : 
Know1nG when your wife is in a good temper, so that you may | faladien. OSE FSO BE, SHON Slee ae Pe Pe ee 
mention that little trip on the Continent you purpose taking 
alone. | s 
Kisses and Blows. 


Knowing when the tax-collector’s going to call, so that you may | ; 
| Tne Emperor of Germany and the Emperor of Russia have met, and 


pull down the blinds and send word you're dead. | : 
Knowing where “the friends of the author” are seated on a first | “‘ kissed and embraced each other several times.” About the same 


night, so that you may get as far away from their deafening applause | time Mrs. Smith, of Seven Dials, met Mrs. Jones, of Endell-street, and 
as possible. | @ mutual slobber ensued. Opinions differ as to which couple will fall 


Knowing when the club bore is going to button-hole you, so that | out first, but the odds are in favour of the old men, 
you may have sudden business in the next street. —_—_—_———_————Xss_ 





Knowing when the dear children have been cooking a few little | Tobacco Stoppers 
dishes ‘all their own selves,” so that you may have a prohibitory , . ; nag lagged Smok 
attack of dyspepsia. ___Ir the ladies get into Parliament it is prohable that the Smoke 

, ' Nuisance Act will be extended. Every man will be compelled to con- 


Knowing when Seedycove’s going to mention that half-crown, so ; : 
that you may ask him for sixpence to pay your ’bus home. sume his own smoke. 
Knowing when a relative of your host is at thespiano, that you may | 
} The Latest Poultry Food. 


shipe your criticism accordingly. 
Knowing when your landlady’s low spirited, that you may give an Ovr poultryman announces that he keeps his spring chickens on 


extra eye to the whisky jar. ice during the hot weather. 


Knowing your editor's work when you see it, so that you mayn’t | 2a ERENE 
make unfortunate references to its weakness when he asks your To Freaventers or Baris.— Never finish the evening with a 


opinion. | reel. 
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UNSELFISH REASONS. 


Edwin (languishingly) :—‘‘I reget as 1F I couLp sIT HERE FOR EVER, 80 LONG AS YOU WERE WITH ME.” 


Angelina :—‘‘ AND 80 couLp I, LovE, IF THOSE NASTY ODIOUS PEOPLE WOULDN’T GET IN THE WAY, AND PREVENT US SEBRING THE 
RACE. ‘THEIR SELFISH WAYS QUITE ANNOY ME! Bgsipgs, 1F I pon’T Ber GLoves, I SHALL HAVE TO BUY SOMB, AS I’M RIGHT OUT OF THEM 
—sSO COME ALONG.” 








Yw Victory at Trafalgar’’ (143), both by Schefels, are the best things in 
HERE, THERE, AND EVER HERE. _ | the Exhibition. “The poh ieieion pictures worthy of notice are 

Ir romance means the utter abnegation of all probability, and if in | « forbidden Correspondence ”’ (17), “ Faust and Marguerite” (56)— 
it the absence of anything like fact is to be compensated for by the | much in the manner of Baron Leys —“ A Nice Fit ” (69), “ Tired Out” 
presence of language most stilted and platitude most dreary, then (80), “The Slide” (100), “ At Bay” (127), and ‘‘ The Travelling 
Jeanne Dubarry, produced the other night at Charing Cross Theatre, Photographer ”’ (163). The latter, though bad in colour, is good in 
is indeed a romantic play. Louis XV. did a deal of harm in his time | character. “Off the Dutch Coast” (341) is bright and clear in 
doubtless, but some meed of expiation will doubtless be allowed him colour, and * L’ Ascension Moderne”’ (357) is a little like Tissot, but 
by the most ruthless of Red Republicans who witnesses Jeanne Dubarry. | not so good. “A Sharp Morning” (438) is a fine manly bit of work, 
It is a pity that Miss Edith Lynd, who promises so well, should | and “ A Feast” (593) shows us a chimney-sweep eating bread-and- 
not have taken her first leading part under better auspices; it is no | butter—a coarse but clever bit of character. Of the French pictures 
less a pity that two such intelligent actors as Messrs. Alfred Nelson | « Industry and Idleness” (24) is a clever bit of work. ‘ Flowers” 
and H. C. Sidney should have to struggle against their own nature (91) is also fairly good. ‘ Fish’’ (272) is a splendid example of still 
and the art of the dramatist as they do. Cattarina,a new comie opera life, and ‘‘ Off Scarborough ”’ (311) is delicate. Most amusing of all are 
which follows, offers some slight compensation to those who sit out | the wonderful “ Monkey pictures ” (343, 356, and 383'. “ Spectators’’ 
the first piece, Miss Kate Santley being ably assisted in her efforts to (467) is a group of heads reminding us rather too strongly of some of 
please by Messrs. Rosenthal and Walsham. ‘The latter, though a | the groups by Gustave Doré in the “ Contes Drolatiques.” Among 
stranger to London audiences, is not likely to remain so long. the German pictures ‘On the Beach at Scheveningen”’ (45) stands 

The production of French comic opera at the Gaiety is, we are | first: this is one of the best pictures in the collection. “The Wine 
pleased to record, a decided success. Les Mousquetaires de la Reine, La | Tasters”’ (99) is clever but coarse in treatment. Much more to our 
Dame Blanche, and Les Diamants de la Couronne have drawn good and | taste ig “ Weariness’”’ (109). ‘* The Village Infant School" (186) is 
appreciative audiences. Among the performers who have specially by good in conception and well painted, while “ Suspense”’ (228) isa 
voice and action contributed to this success may be mentioned MM. | clever little work. The solitary contribution from Italy, “ The 
Laurent and Herbert, Mlle. Albert, and Madame Naddi. Travelling Tinman’’ (171), is well worth notice, and so is the single 

Mr. Evelyn Bellew, who made his début as Hamlet a few nights Hollander, “ View at the Hague’’ (181). We must express our 
back, does not seem to have developed more claims on the public than regret that twoor three good English pictures are not to be found in 
those he started with. ‘These chiefly consist in his being the son of a | this interesting collection, if only as a means of justifying the title 
publie reader of the same surname recently deceased. International, as it concerns home productions. 


The International Exhibition opens with a collection of pictures | 
868 in number, and whilst Belgium, France, and Germany are well 
cared for, Italy and Holland have but one example each. England | Flag-rant. 
is not represented at all, the few pictures shown being by no means | Att the Paris coachmen have been put into white hats. The Comte 
up to a representative or even a respectable standard. Belgium | de Chambord regards this as a step towards the white flag. Heis 
undoubtedly stands first. ‘Sinking the Vengeur” (37) and “The | wrong, as usual. The horses in Paris flag—not the coachmen. 
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POETRY AND PROSE. 


Gipsy :—“* Won't YE CROSS ME ’AND WITH A BIT 0’ SILVER, AND LET ME 

TELL THE FORTUNES OF THOSE SMILING EYES AND DIMPLED CHEEKS, PRETTY 
, . 

LADY ?’’——  (Persuasively) “’Err! coME ON MY GAL, YOU AND YOUR OLD 


MAN—BOTH FOR A TANNER!” 





DOTS AND LINES. 








| 


War isto be declared shortly. For further particulars sce s‘nall | 


bills. = Several deaths from bathing already. ‘ Peace hath her 
victims no less renowned than war.’’ English cleanliness is Bismarck’s 


| 


triumph. — Bank Holiday. Old Lady of Threadneedle-street looks | 
after her “ Rest.” — Disturbances in Birkenhead. Proposal to call it | 


Frokenhead. Rejected because of the jealousy of Liverpool 
Hibernians. = Da:ly Telegraph starts an Inventors’ Column. Grein- 


| 
i 


wood and Co. to be chief contributors to it. — Wounded mutineers of | 


Jefferson Borden pronounced out of danger. Not, we should hope, 


while trial by jury still exists amongst us. — Russia said to be favour- | 


able to general disarmament. Emperor Alexander also said to be 
about to change his name. We should suggest, to ‘‘ Walker!” = 
Another disastrous wreck. Another opportunity for a Boyton 
advertisement. = Prussian Bishops decline to be unconditional in their 


| 


obedience to the State. They evidently don’t consider Bismarck | 
infallible. Faith and good works don't go together in this casc. — | 


Peace Society holds its annual meeting. Pease in the chair. ‘This is | cause it was a case of Wits-untied, 
similar, if not identical, and shows the progress we are making. — | ———— : es 


| 


Southwark magistrate fines two men for being drunk, but expresses 
his utter disbelief in the evidence given against them by the police. 
There’s a deal of human nature, after all, about our magistrates. = 
Hull policeman drags a woman to the station by the hair of her head. 
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A “ Wecan bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.””"—Standard, 
“T find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 
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SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C, 


ALL ON THE DOWNS. 


Comes the day when thousands hurry 
Far from noise and din of towns, 

Hasting to the heart of Surrey, 
Seeking merry Epsom Downs. 


People born in every station, 

Lords and louts, and kings and clowns, 
Find the self-same occupation 

Here on pleasant Epsom Downs. 


Dames arrayed in costly vesture, 
Damsels clad in cotton gowns, 

Down the road with joyous gesture 
Make their way to Epsom Downs. 


Here are Cockneys in their glory, 
Joneses, Robinsons, and Browns; 
Snob and swell, and Whig and Tory, 

Yearly meet on Epsom Downs. 


Some will venture sums excessivo, 
Some will stake but simple crowns: 

Ranks of men are still progressive 
Here on equal Epsom Downs. 


Note the man who backs the winner, 
How he’s free from cares and frowns ; 

Never heeding some poor sinner 
Ruined here on Epsom Downs. 


Say that sinner, sick of sorrow, 

Ere the morrow hangs or drowns— 
Will it matter on that morrow ? 

Not a whit—on Epsom Downs. 


But ’tis wicked in such weather 
Thus to mingle verbs and nouns. 
Let us take a run together, 
Editor, to Epsom Downs. 





A Disclaimer. 


Srr Joun Moore was not a foreign sea captain. The 
popular misapprehension of his social status is probably 
caused by the well-known line, ‘ Little he'll wreck if 
they let him sleep on.’ Lloyd’s please copy. 


A Luurep Company.—Millionaires. 


| Such an active and energetic officer should try the metropolis. Al 


great men find their way there sooner or later. Fancy the presen 
style of London headdress would puzzle bim, some. 


La belle Réponse. 

Tue Emperor of Germany has presented Cologne Cathedral with 
the largest bell in the world. It is cast from cannon taken from the 
French, and a thousand pounds worth of silver. ‘The fabricator cast 
it twice unsuccessfully, and after the third attempt had the pleasure 
of an interview with his sovereign. ‘ Sire,” he exclaimed, “ since I 
went to work on this bell I have not closed my eyes.” ‘“ Sir,’’ replied 
the sovereign, ‘‘ before | had the cannon of which it is composed I had 
to shut the eyes of all Europe.’’ ‘The sleepy operator winked convul- 
sively and withdrew. 





Why ?P 
Wuy were so many jokes cracked on the last Bank Holiday ?—Be- 


| Now ee Price One Shilling, 
THE EXTRACT OF FUN. A CORDIAL FOR YOUNG AND OLD. 
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A BOYISH REMEMBRANCE, 


’Tis many years since first we met, 
Ah, youthful then were we; 

I thought how I could love her, yet 
Feared she might not be free. © 

But still I hovered round about 
Wherever she might be, 

And thought, “She surely must find out 
How she’s adored by me!”’ 


And so, where’er my Mary went 
There also would I go ; 
My pocket-money thus was spent 
In empty outward show. 
With constancy and inward groan 
I treasured up my woe, 
And thought, “My love! my dear! my own! 
I’m sure she ought to know!” 


I used to long for tarts and pies, 
But past the shops would speed, 
Lest, tempted much by hungry eyes, 
My soul might yield to greed. 
And then I[’d purchase dickeys, gloves, 
With heart that seemed to bleed, 
And think, ‘‘’Tis thus one truly loves— 
She ought to know, indeed!” 
| 


it 


ee a ~ 
SS > 


With hope deferred, from week to week 
I went my lonely way, 

And thought, “ ‘To-morrow I will speak 
And say my loving say.” 

But when the morrow came, alack! 
Was ended all the play; 

She heard me out, then turned her back, 
Said ‘‘ Boy!’”’ and walked away. 


I've travelled far and wide since then, 
And wooed the Muses coy ; 
Have earned a living by my pen, 
And been of Fame the toy. 
But never in my darkest night, 
Or in my brightest joy, 
Cou'd T forget the female spite 
With which she called me “ Boy!’’ 


Wick-ed. 


WHEN is a woman’s love like a farthing rushlight P— 
When its (s)lighted. 








CUTTING UP ROUGH 


On Dogsday last the Vivisection Regulation Bill came on for debate 
in the House of Superior Animals. In moving the second reading, 
Lord Heehaw explained the object of the Bill to be the granting of 
increased facilities to Man for the study of other anatomies than his 
own, which had rather palled on him, with which, in fact, he had 
become so familiar that human vivisection was nearly an obsolete 
amusement, affording gratification to neither the operator nor the 
gentleman beneath his knife. Jt was therefore proposed to enable 
Man to select weekly, from amongst the members of that House and 
the house of Reptiles, such organisms for vivisection as might, by 
their structural absurdities, be deemed worthy of his enlightened 
curiosity. His lordship concluded by moving that the Bill be read a 
second time. 

The Earl of Black and Tan bad much pleasure in seconding the 
motion of his noble friend, but thought that the area of selection had 
been unwisely extended to include the Lower House, some of the 
members of which had shown so little regard for vivisection as to 
actually multiply their individuality when cut about; each section 
setting up for itself as if nothing had occurred. Such conduct he 
thought was disrespectful. 

After some remarks, indistinctly heard, from the Duke of Mud- 
wallow, who was champing a carrot, and who rose amid cries of 
*‘ Divide!” — 

The Lord Chanticleer observed that vivisections had recently 
occurred in which chloroform had been used, and this irregularity 
had been made the subject of inquiry in another place. He should 
move in Committee that that sort of thing, being a breach of privilege, 
had got to be stopped ; it was going too far. (Miaow, miaow. 

The Bishop of Cacklequack believed their lordships el safely 
rely upon Man’s own sense of right and wrong to prevent the 
recurrence of such irregularities. He (the Bishop) had observed that 


VOL. XXI. 





English Friend to distinguished Foreign Artist :—“ Y88, OF COURSE; BUT YOU 
KNOW IT’S ALL VERY WELL—ANYTHING PAINTED BY A FOREIGNER I8 SURE TO 
GO DOWN WITH THE BRITISH PUBLIC, EH?” 

D. F. A. :—“*Go DOWN, SARE; OH, VILL IT! rc 
sort, I cAN TELL YOU, WHILST WE HAVE SUCH MEN AS—AS—AS MBE! i 


Ir von’T DO NOSING OF ZE 


where Man was restrained by law—in countries where vivisection 
was free from supervision—such complaints were least frequent ; and 
anyhow a little claw-reform would not hurt some of their lordships. 
(A horse laugh.) 

Lord Mouton opposed the Bill. The noble and learned lord on the 
Woolsack had shown that it was liable to abuse by the infliction of 
needless comfort, and in the case of his (Lord Mouton’s) own family he 
had, though rarely, observed the same thing, several eminent 
vivisectors having gone so far as to partially deaden sensibility by 
passing the knife through the neck immediately back of the ears 
before the process of flaying and eviscerating had been half performed. 
(Bow-wow.) : 

The Marquis of Yowyow, Clerk of the Mews and Principal Spectre 
of the Nocturnal Tile, was hopin’ the Bill was so drawed up (he was 
no schollard hisself, worse luck!) as to stop out, not only sech dead- 
eners as was took into the conk, but them as was squirted in under 
the hide likeways. 

The question being put, and the Eyes and Noses being called, the 
Eyes had it; most of the Noses having been destroyed in a recent 
investigation into the relations between the functions and the structure 
of cartilage. 

The Bill was then read a second time and laid on the vivisecting 
table. 


=————————oooa—aaSSSS=—=—=—S=—S=—={_—> 
Meeting but not Meet. 
M. Turers declining to go to Ems to meet the Czar, the Czar is 
coming to Ostend to meet M. Thiers. Such Ostendtation on the part 
of the ex- president is Czardly the thing. 


A Novel Proceeding. 
Ir is announced that Mr. Henry Kingsley will chortly produce “ A 
Garden Grange” in a magazine. We hope he won't turn any of the 
powder mouldy. Just at present we want te keep it dry. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Jrine 2, 1875. 
(Cantoon.] 
LAMENT OF THE POLAR BEAR. 
Awa Dott tear was sitting 


Just ide his"garden gate, 
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é cheap excursions; 
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THE CONTINENTAL QUESTION. 


By Our Own Enruvsiast. 
Panis in France, May 31. 

“Go over to Paris and see if there coany is probability of war. 
Spare no expense, but be true, be faithful, and, above all, be pic- 
turesquely descriptive. ‘lake this bag of g: 1d, this bundle of bank- 
notes, this book of :igned blank cheques, these bills of exchange, anil 
these orders of unlimited credit. Take them, and with them take my 
blessing, But remember that the eyes of Europe are upon you, and 
‘that Bismarck regularly reads our paper.”” ‘hose were your very 
Words, sir; and as I took the neat and unpretending package you, at 
/the time of uitering them, handed to me, [ thought your choice 
{'e@uld not have fallen on a betterman. Youth, energy, and ability on 
fie one hand-— credit, cheques, and cash on the other—the world all 
‘before me, and the Cannan-street station within easy hail; who can 
}, Wonder that I felt like a young Alexander going forth to cut the 
‘Gord‘an knot which has involved special correspondents innumerable 
in direful difficulty ? “ Ability I have long possessed,” thought I, 
‘and now comes opportunity.” ’Tis opportunity that makes the 
mare to go—at least, so says the poet; and as I jingled a few loose 
fivers in my coat pocket, and made a policeman happy for the moment 
in the unfulfilled hope of a drop of something short, I felt that my 
time had at l»st come. So like a good man and true, and with my 
harness on my back, I entered the railway station. 

The expression about harness is, of course, figurative, but it imp!ies 
a great deal. It means that my mind was made up to do or die in the 
good service, and that by strict attention to business, combined with 
puiictuality and dispatch, I trusted to merit a continuance—no, that’s 
not'exactly what I mean; but when the heart is full the force of habit 
mikes the whole world kin, as the proverod has it, and so it may 
e’én-stand, for lack of better and broader sentiment. But to get on. 
Scorning expense, I tossed the clerk double or quits for my ticket ; 
and though I[ won, eased his mind and my own conscience by giving 
him the tirst that came to hand of the blank but signed cheques, and, 








powerful, and the whd! oa 8, 
has been enlightening ied constituents rédetitls ae telling hi ill i i 

iu ) —. g him to fill it up for his own amount and keep the change, pro- 
subject of journalism. er tYgbod folks of Sto | i. nt ceeded in a stately manner to enter the carriage tbat had been. pro- 


and neighbotrtiood will! et 
they were certairily by it} A more cotiplete specthien 

incoherent ratit and DH Sey Sa a never too a 
public platform. Tt Wi be far be ite Here, but great 
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| t the lesson remrafti¥’ 
| prominence has been allowed the every w@rd of this man, who might well 
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be considered mad, were it not that through all his insane protestations 
there can always be discovered an eye to the main chance and a desire 
for the “siller”’ which effectually disposes of any notion that he is 
really an honourable if mistaken enthusiast. After the cringing and 
cowardly, not to say whining, tone adopted by Kenealy in the House, 
his attacks on recognised institutions are, to say the least, 
interesting, and must in time show to the most limited comprehension 
what ‘‘ sort of man” he is. The great Regenerator has not even the 
courage of his opinions—not even the small merit of consistency. He 
is brave as a lion when there is no danger, and as timid as a mouse 
when opposed by the very people he challenges—in their absence. 
It has pleased this creature to make a public objection to the Press as 


represented by the standard price of a Penny, and as governed by the 


equally standard system of Anonymity. It is not possible for us to 
argue on this or any other subject with Kenealy. Whatever our 
views might have been previously, they would be corrected if he took 
the same side; they would be strengthened were he in opposition. 


But however this may be, it will suffice to say here that the Penny Press | 
can never be degraded while such an organ asthe Englishman flourishes | 


at twopence; nor can anonymity ever be considered in danger while 
publicity is represented by such inscriptions as “ Edited by Dr. 
Kenealy, Q.C.”’ : 





A MOONY MELODY. 
ArTeR Moorg, AND Berore Moxe. 


I saw on the table where bright lights were shining 
Some bottles of whisky move rapidly on ; 

I woke in the morn ‘neath that table reclining — 
The bottles were there, but the spirit was gone! 


Such social enjoyment life’s fellowship prizes, 
So Sp:rtan a glory around us to shed; 

The Sybari‘e’s couch hardy manhood despises, 
And sleeps on the floor, ’neath a table instead ! 


Away with such revels! though ev’ning adorning 
With stories well told, and with carols well sung ! 

We wish that the head-splitting ache of the morning 
Were back in the bottles from which it has sprung! 








Barinoinc A Noxre To Niverence.—Selling “ Byron ” fora shilling 
less twenty-five per cent. 


| vided for me. The whok station was soon aive withthenews. Your 


of | namie, sir, was on the cheque; and who having read that name, and 


gazed on my placid brow, and costly, yet elegant, travelling suit, as 
well as my handsomely bound reporting book and gold-hilted pencil— 
who, I say, could help knowing that I was the selected special that 
had to decide where dailies disagreed! And so, as the engine gave 
its final snort before departing for Albion’s sea-girt shore, the 
| good citizens and porters who happened to be present, gave one ring- 
| ing, rattling cheer. We went on to Folkestone, and they went back 
_ to beer. 
I enter so fully into these particulars because, sir, I wish you to 
| understand that, instead of following in the wake of so many special 
correspondents who write Paris leiters by the yard in the neighbour- 
hood of Drury-lane, and to whom the columns of Le Figaro mean the 
whole of La France, I really have gone abroad as desired. 1t may be 
found as expensive as it is unexampled, thus to have real Parisian 
correspondence ; but sincerely I trust that this effort in the cause of a 
conquered and down-trodden country will not be without its just 
-reward. So far, indeed, you may reckon yourself lucky, for if I don’t 
make a difference between my own and the usual run of regulation 
reports, give me the usual month’s notice, and let me, a blighted being, 
retire into the purgatory of private life. 

The clouds that hung heavy ever London as we departed seemed 
suggestive of the dulness that would be felt in the neighbourhood ot 
Fleet-street until my return ; but as the train sped cn and the morning 
brightened I ceased to sigh over the joys I lett behind, and began to 
think of the happiness in store. “ England,” thought |, ‘itis ordained 
that I must leave thee fora while. But dont be castdown, old girl. It 
those I leave behind are not quite up tu the standard of the intellect 
row taken to a foreign clime, remember that my work will be devoted 
to your cause, and that if I fall it is to Englishmen | shall look for 
vengeance.” This,and a pull at the flask which a delicate constitu- 
tion and a desire to do full justice to my task compel me to carry, 
lasted me—and will, perhaps, be sufficient for you—till Folkestone was 
reached. 

There at Folkestone lay the boat which was destired to take me 
over to the land of the stranger. But believe me, I was not afraid, 
and though I felt that in the hurry and the bustle 1 was not receiving 
that homage and attention I had expected and my special errand 
merited, I shrank not from the plank but marched boidly on board, 
quite enjoying the ignorance of those officials who would have bowed 
down in deference had they but known who was that day their 
passenger. The sun was shining in all his golden majesty as the 
captain gave the last and most decisive signal; the hawser was 
unshipped, the anchor hailed apeak, the paddles slowly revolved, and 
the island-home of my youth, my joyous manhood, and my early 
_ Journalistic effort receded from sight. Not all at once, though; and 
| acalm, sad sort of pleasure took possession of my soul as 1 watched 
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the shore ge* further and further away, and the tears stood in my 
eyes as I saw an elderly gentleman waving his handkerchief, and 
heard him mutter, “ I'd give something to know if I'm going to, be 
sick or not.” Poor man! [I tried to consoe him, bat somehow or 
other his perilous po-ition seemed to affect his sense of what wag due 
to my appearance. Under other and more favourable circumstamces I 
should hase considered his behaviour positively rude, and evem as it 
was Chnekleheaded Cad seems hardly a nice expression. But £ com- 
forted myself with the knowledge that ’twas ever so with benefactens 
of their species. and taking another turn on the deck and another pull 
at the flask, which by this time was sadly in need of replenishing, 
wrapped myself in my thoughts and my dignity, and did not emerge 
from them until the end of the journey was at hand _ I wish it to be 
understood, and that distinctly, that I feared not. No, sir, interested 
and amused maybe; but nevertetit.be said tht the correspondent of a 
journal of power and repute was not a tower of strength to the weak and 
a source of intense comfort to the afflicted. I may at some future time 
tell of the manner in whieh I walked that deck and whispered words 
of consolation to those who were not so happily constituted as myself. 
But not now. Well can I sympathise, and tender am I as a woman 
in the hour of darkness and distress, but far be it from me to ape the 
egotism which so often disfigures the work of picturesque reporters 
who would otherwise be almost as clever as the modest and unselfish 
pressman who now addrasses you. 

At Boulogne I stepped upon foreign soil, and felt at once the eon- 
sciousness of superiority which is the birthright of every Briton. 
With head erect and. purpose elevated I strode upom the quay, and 
placidly pansing before the broad expanse of ocean looked in the 
direction where you, sir, must at the moment have been seated, fondly 
expecting the communication which you knew would be right speedily 
forwarded, and the informatiem which alone can be obtained by genius. 
‘“ Ah, England !’ I saidalond,“ muchas [may_long to beonce more within 
thy blest embrace, I will do my duty while-with the a foreigner. 
Farewell, then, beloved country ; if fora time-the seas between us roll, 
ramember you're my object and my — rawember, too, that London 
is my home; and though abroad I'm mow compelled to roam, I'd 
rather live in Fieet-street or the Strand, than reign im any foreign 
kind of land; than France I'd rather fiave my Fetter-lane, and 
Piceadilly’s more to me than Spain. Giweme but England, England 
great and strong, and who likes. have the Continong!”’ 
How long T should have stood and chepentioed I cannot say, but at 
this moment a whitehaired exile came up, and, seizing me by the hand, 
said that he re+d the signs of happy England in my face. Some. 
natural tears he shed, but wiped them soon, and after a good sound 
drink, such as no place but England can produce, I embraced my 
extinguished countrvman,.and in due course reached Paris. In my 
next I daresay I shall have something of importance to communicate. 
Whether or not, I will communicate it. 


PICTURES NOT IN THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


Lopene-Hovse Cat at Bay. 

Wreck of the on Goodwine Sands. 

Portrait of an Tdiot. 

The Duck with Three Dressmakers’ Bills. 

Straw Dapioining to Meteorological Society the Direction of the 
North Wind. 

Art Critics Throwing Dice. 

Leopard Counting Its Change. 

Latchkey Drawing Geometrical Figures about # Pickle Centre, 


Portrait of a Plain Cook. 
Man with Cold, who Thought he had Def His Handkerchief, 


Finding It. 

Mendicant Asking for Glenfield Starch, 

Portrait of a Baronet of Beef. 

Duel bet veen a Cutting Tooth and Gum that Will Stick. 

Medieval Saint Attadked by Creditors. 

Mont Blanc by Pipelagat. 

Tnundation of Duteh age—a Sea-’ecape. 

The Three Gracesttma Pelting Hailstorm. 

Actw#on Pursued by fithool Board. * 

Dr. Kenealy Affixmg- Revenue Stamp to Magna Charta 

Portrait of a Pigfaced Deady. 

Robbers Forcing Woman to Disclose Age. 

Early Christian Martyr Devouring Wild Beasts in Maman Amphi- 
theatre. 

Maiden Praying before Mirror. 

Child Eating Toffy. 

Victorious Gladiator Recognising in Dead Antagonist His Wife's 
Cousin. 

Ideal Portrait of Small-pox. 

Captain Boyton Croasing Red Sea in Pursuit of Israelites. 


Dog Smelling Bouquet. 
Roman Centurion under Orders for Gaul Exchanging into a Home 


Legion. 
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Devutation of British Artists Thanking Mr. Disraeli for Faculty of 
Imagination. : 

oe of Rib-nosed Baboon. 

tely Horse-Chestaut Bending under Its Weight of 

Drunk as a Lord —aa Artistic Sunotah lity. 7 hint 

Homer Nodding when Asked If He Will Take Something. 

Lawyer Diving for Sharks. 

Member of Pandemonium Espying Strangers. 

The Fight at the Funeral. 

Poor-Law Guardian Flaying Living Pauper. 

Portrait of Flayed Pauper. 


—————— 


OSHWATEBEGA BROWN. 
Hie Pamovs Joxes. 


Some years ago, in Londom@ity, there dwelt a youth of mild renow 
whose fate deserved the warmest pity; his anes was Gaiwceien 
Brown. And the rest is the historian’s province rather than the poet's. 
Osh wateega was a writer of comicalities, and, like Alfonso of Spain 
his subjects were often exceedingly troublesome to him, He was 
originally apprenticed te an undertaker, but addiction to animal and 
other spirits gradually wnfitted him for any but the lowest walks and 
rides of his profession, and #apew him upon that last refuge of the 
idle and ignorant —periodical literature. He was born unlucky, was 
Oshwateega. He made his appearamceupon this unhealthy orb before 
a rag wasseady for his back, and on the very day his drunken father 
had put his txst.dollar on a loser for the Derby, His natal luck fol- 
lowed him through life, and he was careless as well. He was always 
sending the wrong coffins home, calling with the hearse at every house 
but the right one, and once when he got a waiting job at a wedding 
breakfas: he went as a mute, and stood on the steps till the bride came 
home. Of course no respectable funeral performer could keep such a 
man ; 80 his master gave him the sack, and a letter to the editor of a 
comic paper who was in the habit of sitting among the coffins to 
oem pose. 

This was how Oshwateega became a journalist. He got on allright 
atifirst in his new. ession. He recollested jokes he'd heard whe 
he was out m , and he tomched them up; the edit .r touched 
them up, andthe +head-contributertouchedithem up, and so t 


beat of it all’ ; then vou Minish up with an idiotic moral, and 
the thing s done. ; 

He kept these two boys on for a long time, cilling them different 
names, but the other contributors got a two-boy fit,and the editer got 
a two-boy fit; and when it got to about twenty pair of beys a week in 
ther BAe. - aditer = to nae “Look here, old fellow, 
you ave ro em boys!” (Fancy an edi i 3! 
er ae P y ( y an editor saying them boys! 

‘“*T’ll make em gals,” whispered Osh. 

“No you dont,’ growled the editor, whisking a rat from his 
a bring me some original ideas, or 
a _ joke, oa mon ae — r 
_ Brown went out of the office and into the road. He walked 
down Fieet-street, he dropped into the House of Commons, paren 
the daily papers, and he dida’t come across a single original idea. He 
Icoked in at the Literary Ciubs, went to all tho theatees, and ‘all the 
trials formurder. Not a writer, not a dramatist,.not a judge jet off a 
new joke—they were all old ones. One day he was passing a book- 
stall, and ‘he saw a book marked sixpence. He didn't buy it, but he 
put # into his pocket when nobody was looking, and took it home. 
Lhe following day he was down at the office, radiant with smiles 
en ee RT 

read, bit his mails, looked at Oshwateega, 
twinkled his steel grey eye, and laughed. Seppe mee, 

“Very good jokes indeed, Mr. Brewn; only, unfortunately—not 
new. 

“Oh, yes?” 

*‘Oh,no: I did them a'l in thep 

“Impossible! I prigged them a 
existence.” 

“So did I—’twas.on a bookstall. Good morning, Mr. Brown.” 

Oshwateega shook off the tears from his cheek upon the thresheld 
of the depraved editorial den, and walked straight back to the coffin 


last year.” 
from the oldest jest-book in 


j trade. One day, fancyinga change of climate would do hi 
bought a. tin of Australi i ete 


meat, go. into a packi case 
going to America, and pulled the lid down. The ae war are 
did he, and when he was last heard of, he was making a comfortable 
income by contributing the contents ef the London comic papers to the 
Sacramento Swilitud. 

No man is ever so bad but he might be worse; which is quite moral 
enough for a story which is true in its minutest details, apart from 
the context and the deductions allowable to dyspeptic romancists. 
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AN ARCTIC DISTURBANCE. 


Mr. Polarfamilias :—“ HORRID NUISANCE, THIS EXPEDITION. WE SHALL BE HAVING ALL THE CHEAP COCKNEY J 
EXCURSIONISTS CUTTING THEIR NAMES ON THE POLE IN A WEEK OR TWO. WE MUST CUT OUR STICK.” 
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THE VICTIM OF ORIGINALITY. 
VER a kingdom 
f} situated in one 








of the most salu- 
brious and attrac- 


Ny tive parts of Africa, 
/ i—~, 


~).\.\ \ ; 
~ Vii \CFAWS 
<a Ve S Z in the midst of luxu- 
riant vegetation, 
placed on an emii- 
nence commanding 
varied and ex 
; et a 4 views, fitted with 
— AAR  y “-—> everything neceswary 
\ SS to the comfortdf a 
menarch, and within 
an easy distance of 
civilisation and the 
missionaries, reigtied 
one of the most truly 
contented kings*ima- 
gination coul# con- 
ceive. Happy in 
the unity of hig sub- 
jects—proud. of his 
anthropophagit prin- 
ciples — glorying in 
the affection of @ 
mother whom he Had 
sworn never to con- 
sume—his state was enviable—positively enviable. But proud as 
he was of everything, his pride was greatest when he pondered on his» 
name, which was an uncommon name, but not more uncommon than 
those of all his brother chiefs ; and a difficult name to spell, but not so’ 
difficult as I have ever found the word phthisic—and not half so ugly. 
It was made up of six w’s, an x, five k's, one or two m’s,a g, a 
z, and several other letters, and it was by no means difficult to pro- 
nounce if you began properly; and all his subjects could pronounce 
it toa nicety. But the tide of civilisation was rising over that king 
and his dominions: first the missionaries rippled gently in and formed 
little pools of piety here and there among the sands of savagery ; 
then a newspaper correspondent flowed in, rolled back again towards 
the bulk of civilisation surging in the rear, washing back with him 
a few pebbles of perfunctory prejudice and perverted perception ; 
and fetched up a tumbling, hurrying sea of all sorts of civilised people 
who flooded the whole kingdom. And now the troubles of that king 
were to commence, and he was to become THE VICTIM Of ORIGINALITY. 
The newspaper correspondent got the king’s name written down for 
him by one of his majesty’s subjects, but before sending it to his 
paper, just for the sake of originality he left out two of the w’s and 
one of the k’s and put ina b instead, and the name appeared in the 
foreign intelligence of that paper (the Daily Gridiron); there, other 
correspondents in England seeing it, copied, one and all, that little 
paragraph to send to their papers, but in order to prove that they had 
actually been to Africa and knew all about the subject, each one made 
some little alterationin the orthography of the. monarch’s name, one 
spelling it without 
the k’s but substi- 
tuting a few j's, 
another retaining 
most of the k’s but 
rejecting the m’s and 
the g and filling 
up with q’s, and so 
on; simply because 
to spell the name as 
in the original would 
have been too much 
like following in a 
groove—especially as 
all the paragraphs 
were otherwise so 
similar. And _ the 
king saw the news- 
papers (for he took 
a great interest in 
his own doings, and 
always whatever 
news he could hear 
of them) and began 
to be puzzled and to 
doubt, and to enter- 
tain serious misgiv- 
ings of his own iden- 
tity ; and his subjects 
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began to hea and look askance at him; anf mutter about 

* aliases”’ axid’things: Meanwhile the vaguetiess in whith the samewas 

wra Sty Saeed the leader of the Government in framing 

chaot = ward questions about-coloriial polisy; and the 
c 


British ic thought they were reading about # new king every 


c 
‘time they lookediat a fres roe ; 
| "The bitigewas very patient ax lave it all for a while, but his 


patience could stand it no longer, when on opening a paper one day he 
found himself there robbed of his six w’s, his x, his five k’s, his one or 
two m’s, his g, and his several other letters—the only original one 
remaining being the z—the letter on which, if anything, he prided 
himself least. 

He declared war against England there and then, and the news in 
the various papers soon after that so many kings had simultaneously 
declared war against England made the people of that remote place 
rather uneasy ; but the correspondents had a glorious time of it, for 
they seized the opportunity to spell the name with all the letters of 
the alphabet placed in thousands of various ways. 

As the Government could not well send out an expedition against 
the unfortunate monarch, on account of the uncertainty of his name, 
the matter dropped, and the king is supposed to have wandered about 
in a state of insanity, until at length he picked up with the original 
Nana Sahib, when he bestowed all his superfluous aliases upon that 
much-maligned chief’s superfluous identities, and found there were 
none too many. 

Meanwhile paragraphs relating to the doings of kings with extra- 
ordinary names still appear from time to time in the papers, and are 
by their writers fondly supposed to have some connexion with the 
hero of this beautiful tale. But, to the uninitiated, each new paragraph 
shadows forth some new and unknown potentate, cognominally 
isolated, without connexion with the past or future, and ephemerally 
uninteresting. 
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OUR CLIMATE, 


I’p like old England very well, 

But for its strange, unsettled climate, 
Which is without a parallel, 

And might exasperate a primate. 
Its sudden changes give me cold, 

And then I fly for aid to gruel, 
Or have to be in flannels rolled— 

It's something cruel! 


The glass one day marks summer heat, 
The next it falls again to thirty, 
Then heavy rains, or snow and sleet, 
Make thoroughfares extremely dirty. 
The dreaded fiend, Neuralgia, comes ; 
Of aching teeth I get a jawful, 
With shooting pains around my gums— 
It’s truly awful! 


Now yesterday was very bright, 
The sun was radiantly beaming, 
The azure sky was flecked with white, 
And even chimney-pots were gleaming. 
"Twas almost pleasant to be out ;— 
To-day (our vernal fancies mocking) 
It’s raining like a waterspout ! 
It’s something shocking ! 
You folks abroad are lucky dogs, 
No unexpected changes vex you— 
You've no east-winds, nor beastly fogs, 
Nor rheumatism to perplex you. 
Our climate knows no settled laws, 
It makes us cheerless, dull, and tearful— 
With fogs, and frosts, and slushy thaws— 
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Ass-tonishing. 

Mrs. Praramor is astonished to hear that 
queer asses are affected by the most fashion- 
able ladies. She thought donkey-riding 
was confined to the fair sects of the’umblest 
horrid gin. 


ARCH VERSUS AFFABLE. 


A fable but dignified Bishop, to small daughter of the Vicar :—“‘ Mx DEAR, HAVE YOU EVER 
SEEN A REAL LIVE Bishop BEFORE? 
S. Daughter :—** Ou, YB8, A GOOD DEAL MORE; I’VE SEEN AN ARCHBISHOP ?”’ 
[Sudden Collapse of the affable and dignified one. 


THE DUFFERS’ COLUMN. N ee weete eneinte while _ office west = 

I humtle imitation of a daly contemporary we allot space to an | Zahin Pit character, would like to again have a, sat in the 
entirely new species of advertiser, whose claims, though Zong recog: | class of M.P.s, but has adopted a quiescent tone warranted to act as a 
nised in particular circles, have not yet received the publicity they . ‘fe to his li = = 

. . . : to his listeners. He has adopted the decadence of progress 

so well deserve. The Duffers form a large and rapidly increasing | 50POTMe¢ * . . 
section of the community, and we sincerely believe there is an opening doctrine advisedly , and become « legislator quite of vans motene ae, 
for a journal specially devoted to their interests. We have already 
received the following advertisements. The addresses of the applicants 
can be obtainee on payment of the usual inquiry fee. 








DOTS AND LINES. 


Mr. SmitrH has mentioned Mrs. Jones in his forthcoming great 
poem. The “literary gossip” of the day thinks it hard he should 
Y. Z., bar-loafer and free drinker, is anxious for a situation as | omit all reference to Mrs. Jenkins. — Kenealy objects to lying 
e Dramatic Critic. Salary no object, “ orders’’ being considered | scribblers. This is self-abnegation with a vengeance. — Bradlaugh 
sufficient remuneration. Advertiser is acquainted with several | declines to appear on the same platform with Kenealy. What a pity 
fifteenth-rate actors, who he modestly thinks believe in him. Being | two such moderate and respectable men should quarrel over trifles! — 
one of the unacted, fearless and independent criticism is guaranteed. | Dreadful criminals convicted of betting. Why not forbid the Derby 
Se ——————___———= | and remove temptation from those whose station in life makes betting 
ISS BRAZEN JADE wishes to take a theatre in the West | a crime and a calamity? — Annual meeting of the Epsom races. 
Central district. ‘‘ Man and Money” ready at any time. | Ethnologists should note this, and study the mixture. — People 
Through educational deficiencies and professional jealousy Miss B. J. | wondering what an ‘‘ Inventors’ Column”’ can really be. That pub- 
has hitherto occupied the bumble, if prominent, position of a figurante, | lished in the London Gazette is most suggestive. = Salvator wins the 
but having lately studied all the “‘ extras’’ under the “ best masters” | French Derby. MJien n'est sacré pour un Frangais. = Total 
she now considers herself qualified for leading parts. Her intended | destruction of the British Army. Where are our soldiers? And 
programme is of the most pronounced Palais Royal type; but as she | Elcho answers, Where ? = The Empress Eugénie visits the crews of 
purposes engaging a French company for the performance of these | the Arctic Expedition. Imperial Pole-liteness. Natural sympathy 
pieces, no interference on the part of the Lord Chamberlain need be | also with those whose business it is to be on the Alert. — Galopin 
feared. wins the Derby. He hardly had to gallop in ; and so, many splendid 
Seatac —_————————— | specimens of the genus Joke were wasted. His jockey and trainer 
\ AJOR MUDBRAINE begs to acquaint his friends and the} did a regular Morris dance on the occasion. = Cricket season pro- 
public, that should a vacancy occur among the officials of the gresses. So does the batting. — Sir Wilfrid Lawson makes fun of 
Metropolitan Police he intends to solicit their favour. He is prepared the Derby and kindred institutions. How he can manage to set him- 
to perpetuate the crawling cabs, the filthy condition of the streets, | self in opposition to both those great English arrangements, drink 
the horse-play of the roughs on Sunday evenings in crowded thorough- | and Derbys, makes us wonder. He is the modern Wilfrid of Ivanhoe- 
fares, and the other nuisances which make London the wonder of the | tion. Yet is he a Templar of the Goodest kind. 


world. 


N R. DULLARD offers himself as a literary reviewer. Having Bismarckable. 

written several novels, &c., which have failed to attract the Six more foreign gentlemen have, during the week, formed con- 
smallest attention, he is well-qualified to lash the many puerile three- | spiracies in various countries to murder Prince Biemaick. If the 
volume publications of the day, N.B.—If any eminent author is to | mania continues, our English Barnum will be able to have a show of 
be stabbed in the dark advertiser flatters himself that he is just the man | Bismarck’s assassins by the early days of autumn. The Prince might 
to do it effectually. be courteously requested to award the prizes. 
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SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS. 





No. XXI.—UNBIASSED CRITICISM. 


In a century departed 
From his slkumbers gaily started, 
Most elatedly behaving, 
And with gladsome airs, 
A musical composer 
(Who was not a heavy dozer), 
And he wasn’t long in shaving, 
And he came down stairs. 


He was extra gay and sprightly, 
And he wore his troubles lightly, 
As his fingers gaily fluttered 
O'er the pi-a-no ; 
For the morning sun was beaming, 
And his coffee-pot was steaming, 
And his toast was standing buttered 
As it might be so. 


And he felt in no condition 

For impressive composition, 

Nor for music grand and pealing 
Did he care one fig ; 

But the thing he had a mind for, 

And was thoroughly inclined for— 

As expressive of his feeling— 
Was a nice light jig. 


It was truly quite surprising 
How he played the sun uprising ; 
And the action of his glitter 

On the fly (which fits), 
And the quadruped (which grazes), 
And the waving of the daisies, 
And the funny little twitter 

Of the gay tom-tits! 


Then a shepherd who was straying 

He’d embody in his playing, 

And his charges would assemble 
By the hawthorn-tree ; 

And you'd easily discover 

That the shepherd was a lover 

By the funny little tremble 
In a mi-nor key. 


And he found it so delighting 
That he took it down in writing 
Giving solos for the fiddles 
And the big trombone ; 
And I'll mention, in addition, 
That a gayer composition 
Having queerer little twiddles 
Never yet-was-known. 

* * a o 
When a century had speeded, 
In a corner long unheeded 
As a critic of position 

Chanced to cast his eye, 


F'UN. 








He found that scintillation 
Of a bygone generation— 
That merry composition 
Of atime gone-by. 
“Oh! how solemnly inepiring ’’ 
Cried the critic, all-admiring ; 
“ ‘The majestic ever blending 
With the calmly grand ! 
Ever giving the expression 
Of a funeral procession, 
Having feathers never 
And a big brass band!”’ 


- * * * . 
Then the thing was newly christened, 
And the public wentand listened 


And awaited the conclusion 
With an air most sage: 

“ How the noble old composers,’” 

Cried those dilettanti prosers, 

+ Would have snubbed this vain effusion 
Of an upstartiage!!” 


FUN’S TIPS FOR THE DERBY. 


| Once again we have to congratulate ourselves and our readexs or 
the almost marvellous amount of success which has attended on the 
vaticinatory efforts published by us. We are afraid to calculate the 
enormous amount of money won and lost through our agency, or to 
dwell on the number of bookmakers we have eaused to they never 
had been born, or, being born, that they had refused to lay against the 
prophecies of the Fun staff. Let i¢ be sufficient, therefore, for us to 
point out the truths as they exist, and to once more put competition to 
the blush. In our “ Indirect Tip” will be found, ont of three taken, 
the winner and the third horse ; we do not ask readers to pause in 
| admiration of this; we ask them si to continue their researches, 
and examine the “Clear and Comp ive Tip Typical.” And 
what will they seethen? They will see the best thing of the kind 
ever done, a thing which surprises everybody in general and the artist 
in particular. There are first, seeond, and third in the actual manner 
of finishing, and all for the small charge ef Ome Penny. We only 
ask as reward that our readers will attend the public recognition soon 
to be given to these thriving literary and artistic prophets. They will 
be taken tothe place, etcetera, and from there, etcetera, and the rest will be 
done in private, as is usual on such occasions. Of Augspur we can only 
say that his success seems to have complete.y demoralised him. When 
last seen he was on the course in a high state of excitement, with a 
champagne bottle in one hand and a copy of Fun in the other, calling 
on Superintendent Mott and the gentlemen of the A brigade to fire 
first. ‘* The Augspurs die,” said he, “‘ but never surrender.’ Let us 
draw a veil over what followed—a regular green Derby veil—and 
while admiring the ability of our erratic sporting correspondent, 
deplore the excitement which is fast destroying him. Still, in the 
midst of such a blaze of triumph, it would be hard were we not to 
allow him a little his own way, and though the fine was heavy and 
the sureties large, we trust it will be a warning to him. Altogether, 
after this, we fancy even the members of the Kingston-upon-Thames 
Town Council will not object to allow us some small measure of praise, 
although they, in common with Dr. Kenealy and other lucid logicians, 
| seem to imagine that no newspaper can be either good or clever tha: 
| doesn’t cost more than a Penny. 





THE POET OF THE POLE. 
At the dinner reeently given at Portsmouth to the crews of the 
Arctic Expedition, the Mayor read some exquisite verses composed 
‘‘ by a lady” for the occasion. The reporters, jealous of superior 


| English and bribed by the Laureate to protect his fame, gave only one 
- verse of the lyric, viz., the following :— 


God speed your gallant men, 
Far, far beyond our ken, 
To the long sought for goal. 
Soon may that well worn rag, 
*Tis your proud lot to drag— 
Old England’s glorious flag— 
Float proudly at the Pole. 
In the interests of truth we publish the conclusion :— 
‘‘ Oh when on lumps of ice 
Your main jib-booms you splice, 
And gleeful catches troll ; 
When what you seek is found, 
And labelled British ground— 
Carve, if the wood is sound 
Your names upon the Pole!” 


The Mayor delivered the poem with deep emotion, and has since 
been confined to his room. 
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You MUST SHOW US THE Jest PICTURES AS SOON AS POSSIBLE !”’ 






Miss Mary :—“ Now, Pa, THERE IS NO TIME TO LOSE. 
Pa (self-made man) :—“ Aut RIGHT, MY DEAR. Let’s segs. Here's No.1. Wux!—wuat—! ’Ow can I show you THE BEST PICTURES? 
THE SILLY FELLOWS AIN'T MAKKED THEIR PRICES DOWN!” 













to the performance, which includes shrimps and hot water, Fourpence 
UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. a head. That Mr. Bancroft has repudiated the authorship of The 

Tuat Sir Wilfrid Lawson throws cold water on the Derby because | Merchant of Venice in consequence of its failure to draw large 

he’s tired of drinking it. That a distinguished German general | audiences. That the French military standard has been raised to 

resident in England has noticed that ti British Army is three men | 3ft. 3in. That the Bessemer has been turned into a battering-ram 

short. That the flowers in Kensington Gardens have been cut down | and exchanged for a couple of useful penny steamers by the com- 

for opening on Sundays during prohibited hours. That Mr. John | pany. 

Bright's letters to the press have been crowded out by the pressure of 

seaside advertisements. That Dr. Kenealy is going out with the Arctic Taken for Granted. 

expedition to look for Arthur Orton. That Mr. Whalley is going/ Ty face of some recent disclosures it is cheering to observe Baron 

with him to sing the lovely verses composed by Jadies for the occasion. | Grant's continued anxiety to “act on the square.” It is darkly 
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That Lord Coleridge has been appointed sole Inspector of Lunatic | whispered that the Baron’s desire to renew the verdure of the barren 
Asylums and Instructor-General to the Medical Profession. That in grass-plots may be traced to his knowledge of the value of all that is 
the interests of peace, Russia and Prussia have agreed to toss for the green in this world. ™ 

rer:ainder of Europe. Best two out of three. | the Society for 

the Suppression of Vice will shortly close the Reading-room of the 

British M useum in order that the secretary may sea all works of What next? 

an indelicate character. That Mr. Collette is to be appointed Lord 
Chamberlain, Lord Chief Justice, Bench of Magistrates, Board of 
Works, Editor of The Times, and Public Executioner, in consideration 
of his eminent fitness to control the actions of the British nation. 
That Captain Boyton is going to swim across Hampstead pond in his 
patent — (for full description and price, see advertisements). Admission A WeatuHER Reportr.—A thunder-clap. 
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AnotHEeR Shakesperean discovery has dawned upon a theatrical 
manager. He advertises Sir John Falstaff as ‘‘a great American 
actor.’ This is worthy of a stage which makes Othello an Italian 
athlete, and Hamlet a drawling posture master of Cockney origin. 
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TAYLOR’S PATENT 


SEWING MACHINES 


have new Patent Improvements, which render them 
superior to all other makes tor Dresemakine and 
Famity uss. “ They are Simple te Learn,” “ Easy te 
Work.”’ * Not liable te get out of order.” are** Strong,” 
** Swift,"’ “* Durable,” ** make very little noise.” and can 


Reckitt’s 


CADBURY’S 
COCOA | Sts Meee ditt 


As Supplied to the :} 
ESSENC Eltians 


% oY ~S 















be hud on “easy terms” of purchase at a “ moderate 
rice.” Intenaing purchasers, if unable to obtain 












B 
ms aylor’s Patent Sewing Machines from local Dealers, 
he E E I PURE—SOLUB == are peopeeteny requested te eond for . eeaectae se 
nem —- : @7, Cheapside, Lonuon, E.C ; Great Driffield, York- 
bk REFRESHING LUBLE. LAUNDRESS iiss an dae taunts anteliishemenioe Gh, bibead Stones 
/ oF | CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition @f starch. Hull, and 132, Kirkgate, Wakefield. ~ 
or" 
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“'UNREFORMED CORPORATION.” 
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(From Our Provinctat CorrEesPponpDeEnT.) 


The gentleman who disposes of our public trusts. 





PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


Tue Royal Blue Book for 1875 (Gardiners, Princes-street, Cavendish- 
Square) is a compendious volume in which are supposed to be 
numbered all those happy individuals who make recognised demands 
en metropolitan rank and fashion. To those who are desirous of 
weeding-out their visiting lists, and retaining as intimates none but 
persons whose claims will bear the strictest investigation, this book 
will be found invaluable. We have already circularised all those 
friends and contributors who are not of the happy select to be found 
in it, giving to the former a hint as to the undesirability of their 
acquaintance, and to the latter a month's notice. Besides its 
undoubted claims as a test of gentility, the Blue Book offers many other 
inducements to purchasers. 

Buckmaster’s Cookery (Routledge) is an abridgment of some lectures 
delivered at the International Exhibition. A collection of approved 
recipes and menus accompanies the lessons, which are clear and not 
above the heads of those for whom they are intended. The gentleman 
who we are told sends cooks has no particular friend in Mr. Buck- 
master, with whose book, and the necessary materials, anybody ought to 
be able to provide a dinner. 

Under the title of Theatrical Licences some letters, written by Mr. 
John Hollingshead to the daily papers have been republished. They 
are well worthy of perusal as throwing a light on some legislatorial 
matters of the present day which are not only obsolete but 
iniquitous. 

The Age of Lead is a poetic pamphlet ‘‘in two fyttes.” This 
description is suggestive of the author's condition, or maybe of the 
effect perusal will have on an unsuspecting reader. We do not pre- 
ome to say which. Those who pay their money may take their 
choice. 

May's British and Irish Press Guide gives not only the names and 
addresses of the principal newspapers published in the United King- 
dom ; it also contains more than a notion as to the aim and intentions 
of each. 

Rum Rhymes is the title of a small collection of verses. 
the author showed singular felicity in his choice of a title. 
rhymes are indeed “rum.”’ 

A seasonable and sensible little work is the Royal Academy, which 


We think 
The 


VOL. XXI. 





The gentleman who benefits by our public trusts. 


. 


The committee appointed annually to look into the 
accounts of the gentleman who disposes of our public trusts. 


none who are interested in that high-minded and admirably-condacted 
institution should fail toread. Someof the evidence given in itis amusing 
as well as instructive. 





MAGAZINES FOR JUNE. 

Macmillan, if it contains nothing likely to attract general attention, 
is a very good number, a paper on “ Virginia and the Gentleman 
Emigrant ’”’ being one of the best things in it. But what ails the 
verse that,/appears in this serial? Thére certainly seems to be a 
fatality about all rhymes.which fina their way into its pages, and 
‘‘ Ungathered Love”’ is hardly an exception to the general rule. We 
regret this because the idea is truly poetic. A review of the Life of 
Shelburne and an article on the treatment of homeless boys and girls 
are both good. 

The St. James’s new series goes along steadily. If any complaint 
has to be made it is that it goes along too steadily. The work is, 
with one or two slight exceptions, able and good, but matter a little 
less weighty would now and again be found palatable. ‘Some 
Corruptions of the Press’’ might very well have been omitted, as, 
wherever the writer is correct. he has been forestalled, and wherever 
he tries to be original, he but involves himself in hopeless confusion. 
Besides, it’s an ill-bird that fouls its own nest, and whatever a “ pro- 
vincial journalist ’’ may think to the contrary, the press is as well 
conducted as any other institution of like position and importance in 
the State. The venal reporter is generally not a reporter at all, and 
even the iniquitous advertisement agent will be found, upon close 
inspection, to be but human. 

The costumes in Le Follet are very beautiful, and their wearers are, 
with true French gallantry, depicted as of the mcst bewitching kind. 
Most of them are engaged in seasonable outdoor occupations, two in 

icular being interested in a race between some mice, or camels, or 

angaroos, the foremost of whom is just about to climb a flagstaff con- 

taining the colours of “the grand nation.’” Amusement and instruc- 
tion are both to be found in the columns of this famous publication. 

Though Johnny Ludiow is absent from the Argosy this month, there 
is no lack of good reading. ‘Too Bright to Last”’ is pretty, and 
“An Interlude” is rather idiotic. Perhaps intentionally so. Per- 
haps not. 


A Mysrgry or tHe Dezr.—Musical Pitch. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 9, 1875. 
[Carroon. ] 


THE SHRIEKING SISTERHOOD. 


Suriek again, loudly! 
Shriek again, shriek ! 
Many men proudly 
Dote on your cheek ! 
Why should you reason why ? 
You've but to raise the cry— 
Raise it both wide and high— 
Oh, Women’s Righters! 
“ List to our blatant bray, 
Give us the franchise, pray, 
Else we shall pine away, 
Else we the men will flay— 
We Women’s Righters!”’ 


Shriek again, vainly! 
Shriek and be done! 
Parliament's plainly 
Not to be won. 
You needn't trouble why, 
Home go, and cooking try— 
Learn how to broil and fry— 
Oh, Women’s Righters! 
When you can puddings make, 
When you can cook a steak, 
When you can boil and bake, 
Then your advice we'll take— 
Then, Women’s Righters! 


—~— 3 


Preruars it would be hard to find a greater satire upon English 
institutions of importance than that which has grown out of the recent 
For a time it seemed‘as if 
everyone were eager to do something to rid the House of an effete 
and ridiculous system; and no people appeared more alive to the 
inconvenience of existing arrangements than did the Conservatives. 
They were the party in power, and they would let the country see 
how they could dispose of a difficulty when it arose—they would show 
the world how brave it was possible to be when no danger was mani- 
But their joy was suddenly checked when it was found that, in 
the interests of Conservative reaction, ard because of the Premier's 
Tt was thought that 
Mr. Sullivan’s clever strategic move would even then lead tothe affair 
being calmly and impartially considered ; but the Conservatives are 
in power, and sre determined to show that in some small things, at 
all events, and especially in those things which should command 
liberal treatment, they are not forgetful of their political creed. And 
80, in the face of special arrangements made for the comfort and con- 
venience of reporters—in the face of everything which appeals to all 
who are not blind, wilfully or otherwise, to what is going on 


debates upon Parliament and the Press. 


fest. 


private pique, matters must remain as they were. 


around them—the press and its criticisms are to be officially non- 


existent, unless special attention is called to them. Then their interests 
The only thing we can imagine more idiotic 
than this is the line of argument used by those who tremble for the 
sanctity and safety of Parliament; and the only regret we can find 
utterance for here is that which arises out of the illogical speeches of 


are to be protected! 


equally illogical Liberal members who never saw, until too late, 


that they were playing right into the hands of an astute Conservative 


Minister and his very obedient and carefully educated party, 


Irish Logic. 

InrorMatTion has been received in Belfast that a local earl was not 
devoured by wild beasts in Abyssinia, but died of dysentery. His body 
is to be examined shortly, so as to settle the vexed question. We 
should have thought its very existence would have been sufficient. 
But they do these things better in Ireland. 

Note for Kenealy. 

WHEN aman puts up for a borough he stands for it, when he is 
returned to Parliament he sits for it—there is no necessity that he 
should lie for it. 


Active Service. 
Tue Prince of Wales has presented a service of plate to be played 
for at Polo by the British Army. The report that this is the military 
‘*service ’’ for which he has been created Field-Marshal is incorrect. 





A Count Out. 
Count Munster.— He'd better have stayed at home. 





FUN. 
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IN SEARCH OF WAR. 


(From Our Own Warrtor.) 
Sriztu 1n Parts, June 7. 


Amonc the things I have remembered since Paris rejoiced in my 
resence is the fact that I was selected for a special and important 
uty. You chose me: from among a numerous and influential staff, 

many of whom would have gladly paid their own expenses and made 
no charge for contributions, because I alone understood the glorious 
art of war. Long have I been in the habit of snuffing the battle afar 
off—a practice which is much cheaper than indulgence in Prince's 
mixture or Kendal brown, and is a saving to pocket-handkerchiefs 
withal. But let that pass. I am here, and here will I do my duty. 
Many a Baviare have I drunk, and many a conversation have I listened 
to, in the hope of discovering the secret of Parisian thought. I have 
worn my conversation book right through, have promoted the cordial 
understanding which ever exists between England and France, and 
have spent nearly all my money ; but, sofar, have discovered no signs 
of a desire for the instant demolition of Bismarck and his legions. 
No; itis generally admitted that the Prussians must wait a little 
longer before the great French nation gets up, and, instead of going 
home to dress for dinner, cries aloud for the vengeance yet to come. 

I think, after a week’s sojourn in its capital, I can endorse the 
opinion given by a gentleman, a stranger to me, who some time back 
remarked that they order things better in France. Yes, they order 
them 4 la carte, a la prix fixe, and 4 la fourchette; and very good 
ways of doing business these are I can assure you. A merry nation 
are the French. They laugh ha! ha! and they quaff ha! ha! and 
never seem a bit the worse for the diversion. [aris is indeed a realm 
of joy. You can have fifteen courses and wine included for half-a- 
crown ; and why pay more? I always travel with a bottle of 
Fenning’s mixture of the “‘ Do not untimely die’’ description, and in 
the course of many explorations of three-franc restaurants have put it 
fully to the test. A little taken before soup to encourage appetite 
and a ditto-repeato after dessert to promote digestion ; and you may 
dine seven times a day, and then rise refreshed in the morning. 

It was at these dinners that I endeavoured to probe the secret heart 
of the Parisians. I talked as loud as ever I could in English, so that 
they might not be afraid, and partook largely of every dish, just to 
show there was no ill-feeling. Once or twice when I saw some old 
war-worn veteran lift his glass to his lips, [ expected to hear bim say 
something about the destruction of Germany, and took out my note- 
book, but to no purpose. Often I attempted to enter into conversa- 
tion with those who seemed most likely to know what was going to 
happen ; but somehow or other the conversation languished. Per- 
haps, as an idiotic ccuntryman of mine observed, conversation’s most 
natural impulse is to languish when it is conducted in unknown 
tongues. Why he should have said that I can’t understand. I know 
I picked out all my sentences carefully, and read them slowly and 
distinctly. And my French has often been admired—in Camden 
Town and at Margate. I think so far as Paris is concerned my 
search for signs of war must be considered a failure. My private 
opinion is that the French have had quite enough of it to last for 
some time, and so as soon as I receive fresh remittances I shall push 
on, and endeavour to carry my researches into the enemy’s country. 
I call it the enemy’s country because I am now in France, and it has 
always been my habit and invariable custom to, as it were, acclimatise 
myself. For the time being I am a Frenchman, and though still 
unswerving in my allegiance to you, sir, I feel it my duty to consider 
all other foreigners objectionable, degraded, and demoralised. Vive 
la France! Vivela République! Here amidst the representatives of 
liberty, equality, and traternity, I sip my absinthe and think of those 
I have left behind in an effete and Tory-benighted country. On me 
blows the fresh air of freedom and brotherly love. The historic 
present is ever before me, and save for you, I feel as if I had never 
known another land. A week ago I thought there was no country 
like England. That was because a week ago I knew not France. 
Oh, what a contempt I now have for those who, knowing no better, 
talk of Albion’s might, and all such nonsense. Let me, a traveller, 
break the spell, and inform all readers that no man knows what it is to 
be clever until a foreign sun has bronzed his manly cheek, and the 
ozone of a distant clime has entered into his soul. 

Ah, sir, you should see me on the Boulevarts, and listen to the 
manner in which the affairs of Eurepe are settled by the party of 
which I am proud to be a member. We rise in the morning early, 
and have just a light refresher; then we search the city in the en- 
deavour to discover traces of war or semblance of its rumours. After- 
wards we inspect the shops and breakfast ‘“‘all at.” Next we sit 
outside a café and talk politics; presently we dine, and finally we go 
to the play. Vive Ja bagatelle! Which has nothing whatever to do 
with the game as played in London; but only refers to the joyous 


trifling which characterises the naturalised Frenchman, with closely 
clipped beard, pince-nez glass, and “Old England British tailors ’”’— 
the latter being just now the pride of the gilded youth of Paris. 





— 








eee 


June 12, 1876.} 

Well, sir, sad as it may seem, and just as France has claimed me for 
her own, I will fulfil my contract, prove myself a perfect specimen of 
the special, and enter Germany, if so be it should prove necessary, 
rather than be without intelligence.of the om European question. 
Where, where, may I not be when next you hear from me! 


SONGS OF THE PROFESSIONS. 








No. EXII.—PROFESSIONAL EXCLUSIVENESS. 


In front of my neat 
And suburban retreat 
Ap organist used to play; 
And “ Beautiful Spring” 
Was ever the thi 
He revelled in night and day. 
The man with the meat 
On that organist’s beat 
Would bow as he used to pass, 
But the organist’s eye 
Would be tixed on the sky— 
Ridiculous pride of class ! 
“A pitiful monger 
Who panders to hunger !”’ 
That organist mused, dismayed : 
‘‘ My velvet apparel 
And musical barrel 
Shall never be classed with trade!” 


It planted a smart 
In the meaty one’s heart, 
That organist’s heartless stare ; 
And nipt in the bud— 
Ah, down in the mud— 
His plans for the future were ; 
The plars he had made 
To abandon the trade, 
His basket, and low career, 
And boldly pretend 
As an organist’s friend 
To a higher and nobler sphere. 
For ends he was trying 
More grand than supplying 
The spiritless paltry cat ; 
But pipes and a barrel 
And velvet apparel— 
Oh! let him attain to that. 


He tried till his hair 
Became snowy with care 
That organist’s gaze to fix: 
Unwinking and grina 
It would penetrate him 
And seek the adjacent bricks. 
Society’s frown 
Was a-crushing him down, 
The pitiless pride of grade ; 
And he bitterly saw 
By Society’s law 
He never could rise from trade. 
For low and appalling, 
You see, was his calling— 
He pussycat’s meat purveyed ; 
But turning a barrel, 
In velvet apparel, 
Has nothing to do with trade. 


FUN. 
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He withered and died 
Of that organist’s pride, 
Whereafter his sons instead 
Came-daily and bowed 
To their organist proud, 
Which organist cut them dead. 
He didn’t coepyee 
(As you rightly surmise 
ba now his a views) 
eir persenal worth, 
But only their birth— 
He said they were par-vee-news. 
And prendly descending 
To sgions unending 
Through many a grand decade, 
That musical barrel 
And'velvet apparel 
Have never bob-nobbed with trade. 





HERE, THEBE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

Tr is matter of regret that the piece which has followed The Two 
| Orphans at the Olympic Theatre.does not seem destined to any such 
lengthened or triumphal career ag its predecessor. The Spendthrift 
pane brillianoy of dialogue andartistic ability sufficient to ensure 

auccess of half a dozen com but it lacks the business faculty 
~whigh nowadays goes so far to up @ pecuniary success, and to 
‘increase an author’s reputation, ag-walljas the balance at his bankers’. 
A great deal less work might haveJamd@ed Mr. Albery and his most 
recent effort in a great deal more seeurity than now falls to their lot; 
for if the new comedy is to be. co it fails because of 
the extra efforts made by its-author to, We have said that this 
is matter of regret, and all those who the imterest of the drama 
at heart must agree with us. Mr. Alberg has dome such really good 
work within the past few years, and hag even in his failures shown 
such sterling abili:y and wealth of poctio ideas, that it is indeed a pity 
we should have to record the cold reception of a comedy abounding in 
good things, simply because the author doe not conform to stereo- 
typed ideas and old-fashioned notions. Still, Zhe Spendthrift has the 
advantage of being splendidly cast, and with Mr. Neville and Mr. 
Anson, with Mr. Vollaire and Miss Fowler, who all act splendidly, to 
come to its rescue, we trust to see the verdict already passed upon it 
by the critics reversed by the public. In the meantime, we have the 
spectacle of a piece of really good work being damned by those who 
officially sit in judgment because of some small technical errors, while 
at the same time plays which have nothing to recommend them but 
faults and follies are lauded to the skies. ‘Truly, dramatic criticism 
as at present constituted is a wonderful weapon. 

The lovers of good music have every resson to be grateful to Mr. 
Hollingshead for the admirable bill of fare he places nightly before 
them at the Guiety. The company of the Paris Opera Comique is 
world-famed for its excellence, and its répertoire is celebrated for 
artistic gems. Opportunities are rare in London of witnessing such 
specimens of light opera as La Dame Blanche, Le Pré aug Cleres, Les 
Diamants de la Couronne, &c.,and no playgoer should miss the chance 
of enjoying for a few shillings that which under ordinary circum. 
stances would cost him £4 15s., and something for the man with the 
basin. The engagement of the famous troupe at the Gaiety is the 
feature of the season, and notwithstanding the attraction the prices 
remain as usual, and “ no fees” is the order of the night, 

Our Boys, who at this rate will soon be full grown men, continue 
their course merrily at the Vaudeville. One of them, though, Mr. 
Charles Warner, has his career defined. Before very long he joins 
Mr. Sotbern’s eompany at the Haymarket. This is a step in advance 
for a really clever young actor, and while no one can doubt that the 
western house gains, the joint lessees of the Vaudeville are to be con- 
gratulated on another opportunity for the production of rising talent. 
During the five years of their management no such thing as pro- 
fessional jealousy has interfered with their plans or prespects. Which 
doubtless says a great deal for the success so close and constant ao 
attendant on them. 

The Jubilee Singers, whose entertainments were so successful a 
couple of years back, have returned to London, and have every 
prospect of a good season before them. The other night, at Exeter 
Hall, they were almost rapturously received. Their songs are of a 
strange and almost wild description, and possess a religious fervour 
of the intensest kind. They are sure to be popular, no mattar what 
critical judgment may be passed on the performance. 

At the Surrey Gardens matters seem to be progressing satisfactorily. 
The attendances are good, and the programmes varied. So both the 
promoters and the public ought to be satisfied. 





Whuy 1s A Penny-a-Liner Like A Harp Jepas? — Because he 
abhors short sentences. 
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VERY! 


Young Lady :-—*‘ Wuat 1s Lazy LAWRENCE READING? Arctic Exptorations! Nor MUCH IN YOUR LINE, SURE-LY!’”’ 
L. L. :—“ Ou, isn’t 1r? What CAN BE PLEASANTER IN THIS WEATHER THAN TO LIE OUT HERE WITH A CIGAR AND A ‘COBBLER,’ AND 


FANCY YOURSELF ONE OF AN ICEBOUND AND DEVOTED BAND!”’ 


le bt abe ee eee eee 
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‘*Dat you, Bones P” 


ARMY REFORM. 


Iw consequence of the present warlike attitude of European nations, 
and the consequent necessity of re-organising the British Army, the 
following orders have just been issued from the Horse Guards :— 

I. Soldiers’ wives to remove their bonnets and stand bareheaded 
when they meet an officer in the street. Soldiers’ children to 
kneel and bury their faces in the ground until officers are out 
of sight. N.B.—Any woman writing to the daily ere to 
complain of this order to be branded “soldier's wife” upon 
the forehead, and expelled the regimental quarters. 

IT. No dogs to bark during parade. All cats the property of the 
regiment to wag their tails when passing sentries. 

Ill. All horses to be taught to kneel down whenever the name of 
the Commander-in-Chief is mentioned. Horses that served in 
the Russian war are not expected to comply with this rule. 
For obvious reasons. 

IV. Flies in officers’ quarters to remain at attention during mess. 
Fleas to be in quarters from 11 p.m. to7 a.m. during the winter 
months. 

V. Non-commissioned officers and privates to turn their faces to 
the wall whenever they see an officer entering a public-house, a 
billiard-room, or a akittle-alley. 

VI. A portrait of the Commander-in-Chief to be purchased by every 
private at his own expense, and hung above his bed as an incite- 
ment to deeds of valour—in his dreams. 

It is confidently hoped by the authorities that these orders will calm 
the apprehensions at present existing in the public mind respecting the 
Army, and place our military organisation upon an equal footing with 
that of neighbouring nations. 


How to Curs a Ravenous Appgtirs.—Chop it, or else drive a 
steak into it. 


Tue Arctic Expedition, instead of being coldly regarded by our 
gladsome contemporary, the Globe, seems to have had rather a heating 
effect on the imaginations of its writers. ‘‘ What courage,’ says one 
of them, ‘‘ must have animated those early voyagers who, in mere 
fishing boats with scanty storage, set out on this mysterious quest 
to leave their bones among the walruses, and to struggle some few miles 
further among the bergs!’’ This man is evidently out of his place. 
He should be a picturesquely descriptive and pictorial reporter, not a 
mere stay-at-home. A man who can imagine patent boneless sardines— 
we beg pardon, eailors—struggling up icebergs, should never pine in 
inglorious ease while an Inventors’ Column clamours loudly for his 
services, and the proprietors of a paper upon whose circulation the 
sun never sets are waiting open-armed to receive all available talent, 
and make no bones about the expense. 


Oh, Law! 

Tue eternal Banda and Kirwee booty question has cropped up again 
for the thousandth time, and isn’t settled yet. Seeing what a magnifi- 
cent picking the gentlemen of the long robe have had out of the case, we 
can pardon the enthusiastic lawyer who, in the fulness of his heart, 
exclaimed “ A thing of booty is a joy for ever.” 


A Grave Joke. 

Tue Marquis of Tweeddale, one of the newly created Field-Marshals, 
is 88 years old, and Sir J. F. Fitzgerald, another, is over 90. The 
bestowal of the rank is evidently considered by the authorities a 
delicate compliment to pay a man on his approaching dissolution. 
The duties of the position are so grave that the title is reserved for 
tombstones. 


Tue REAL “Spenpturirt.’’—A Conservative Chancellor of the 
Exchequer. 
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s who are already all mouth should have any more voice in 


public matters. 
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FEMALE SUFFRAGE, MALE SUFFERING. 


John Ball thinks it scarcely necessary that ladie 


Pt 
— 
FZ 
a 


Py Ge PP perp lef ¥ 

Deeg pgrtifen~™ 

A ee PE? as . 
72 LPL Ae Lt Ly tS 














. sre a ane 
’ it aa : " 
ae > ok. ee _ 
re Ns Ee 5 


r ~ om lil ON a 
, Ra Se ee ee A 
Se 6 mom . . eadinies ed a 





4 eB As a <r aye * erry yaya 
. tial aan hace aa — DP SI 0 Fg eo (he Ry neg By ew 

7 a Tes 2 Fy, ae ee : = ee — n ae , ee . ee A 

, Se a ah Shy y Coe a a Sa ie bad a eo ee ms Pay e ers aie 4 = 

ee ee : 


ee 
ee 


ead 


EE ne 
© mnie Pa VS rete . ¥ on 
: cleaner sant Rn Se 


ee eee 


i 














Junw 12, 1875.] 





SYMPTOMS. 


My mem’ries take me back as early 
As boyhood’s green and gushing day. 

These eyes were bright, these locks were curly, 
And Life was lively as a play. 

A change has long begun beginning ; 
And Life is as a tale twice-told. 

My eyes are dimmed, my locks are thinning. 
Can these be signs of growing old ? 


As lithe and active as a kitten 
I joined the sports or led the dance. 
You might have thought me badly bitten 
By some Tarantula, perchance. 
No more am I considered sportive,— 
Gout grips me in its iron hold— 
My dancing efforts are abortive. 
Can these be signs of growing old ? 


Belief I cultivated blindly 
In Jones and Robinson and Brown ; 
And never could I judge unkindly 
One mortal in or out of town. 
I should not nowadays be willing 
To credit Robinson with gold, 
Or lend the other two a shilling. 
Can these be signe of growing old ? 


Once Angelina seemed angelic— 
I fancied Fanny quite a dear. 
Of each I treasured up 2-relic 
From day to day and year to year. 
Their faces I can scarce remember, 
For Time has turned my passions cold. 
Love’s May has lapsed in Love’s December. 
Can these be signs of growing old ? 


What wonder I am weary-hearted,— 
What marvel that it clouds my brow 

To think of what has long departed, 
And think of what is left me now ? 

The bitter truth is past concealing,— 
The more my symptoms I unfold 

The more confirmed becomes the feeling 
That these are signs of growing old. 
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Brown :—“ Hato, JONES, WHAT MAKES YOU LOOK 80 PRECIOUS QUEER? "’ 


Jones (whose wife insists on seeing France, now they are so near) :-—“ Queer! 
—po I Look auvueER? I’M ONLY MUSTERING UP COURAGE FOR THE TRIP 


A “Screw”’ Looszt.—A niggard on the spree. 





A REPRESENTATIVE INQUEST. 


ACROSS THAT BLESSED CHANNEL!?”’ 





| going facts being established by the denials of the police, the coroner 
| called attention to the fact that the watch of the deceased had stopped 


AN inquiry was held yesterday at the Briareus Arms by Coroner | at seven minutes to three on Tuesday morning, an hour at which 


Feegobble, touching the death of the late Macstuffy ap O’Plexus, a 


following circumstances. On Monday last Mr. Bogey, a School 
Board visitor, called at the residence of the deceased for the purpose 
of bullying the lady of the house for having no children, and deceased 
was found lying in bed, apparently insensible. The police being in- 
formed, an inspector, a sergeant, and three constables proceeded to 


the house and made a nasal examination, declaring that the man | 


smelt strongly of drink. The wife explained that his grandfather 
had been a distiller, and she was immediately taken by one of the 
constables to the station and charged with obstructing the officers in 
the execution of their duty; but on the inspector’s return the charge 
was altered to one of kaving altered the points on the Great Southern 
Railway with intent to avert a collision. 

Meantime Mr. O’ Plexus was drawn to the station by the heels, and 
a charge was booked against him of being drunkenly incapable of 
managing his horses. A gentleman who called to suggest a medical 


from which we must all pray to be delivered. 


examination of the horses, which were in Lincolnshire, has since been | 


trepanned for effusion of blood on the brain, and is doing as well as 
could be expected, but wishes to know if the electric fluid did any 
other damage. 
minutes, the constables who held the corners wearing nose-bags 
in order to circumvent the insidious gin-fumes of his breath. 


Caledonian Welshman of Ireland, who came to his death under the | everybody about the station was dead-drunk and not s mouse stirring. 


Under the circumstances the jury, he explained, had no option but to 
find that the deceased came to his death by hisown hand through throwing 
himself off the cross of St. Paul’s. The jury rendered a verdict in 
accordance with that instruction, and appended a rider to the effect 
that the railing about Hyde Park was in a debatable condition. 

‘¢ Like a Bird.”’ 

Tue fabled phoenix has recently become a veritable bird of prey, 
Nothing can be 
destroyed or restored, but the army of descriptive reporters seize on 
the phoenix. It offersa splendid chance to the Cremation Society, 
which would earn the thanks of the world if it would quietly inurn 
the ashes of this terrible bird. 


Hymen’s Flame. 
An Irish gentleman, of the agricultural persuasion, being recom- 


_ mended by a friendly adviser to heap coals of fire on the head of an 


This | 


treatment failing to sober him he was accorded fifteen minutes under | 


the pump, and afterwards knelt upon in turn by all the constables off 
duty, which being observed by Mr. Sankey, who was passing, that 
gentleman entered the station and sang a hymn. He was at once 
locked up and charged with having attempted to set fire to the 
Alexandra Palace. ‘the deceased was then packed in salt and placed 
in a cellar, the inspector anticipating us in the pun which we should 
otherwise have made. Early on Tuesday morning he was taken out 
ofthe brine and found to have become dreadfully dead. The fore- 


The prisoner was then tossed in a blanket for twenty | aggravating wife, went home and did so. Her recovery is doubtful, 


and the prisoner is remanded. 


A Climb in Other Climes. 
Lorn Sxarressvry’s bill to suppress climbing boys does not apply 
to the North Pole. Our jolly tars may climb that after they have 
swept the Arctic Seas. 


Joining done. 
A conrEecTionER having lost his better half, advertises for a young 
lady with a small capital “ to Join him.” Would not a young gen- 
tleman with a big glue-pot do as well ? 
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SWEET LADY FLORA.—A CONSOLATORY 
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F.ora’s 80 bright and gay ! 

Flora’s nineteen to-day— 

Nineteen, her sisters say— 
Nineteen or twenty. 

But, howsoe’er it be, 

Lovely and bright is she; 

She has—ah, woe to me !— 
Lovers in plenty. 


See how she canters by !— 
Well, yes, it was a sigh ; 
Yet if you asked me why 
Bitter’s my feeling, 
Answer I couldn't frame— 
She's not the one to blame; 
No, I can’t press a clainm— 
Urging, appealing. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Inrropuction of the royal game of tent-pegging. Intellectual and 
aristocratic. Her Majesty sympathises with the introducers, and is 
said to have communicated her regards by telegram. — Russians deny 
that the Czar is specially in favour of peace. Betting 6 to 4 on war— 
with somebody. = Foreign nations strengthening their armies. 
England simply regulates the soldiers’ wives and children, and thinks 
of Waterloo. — Fifteen judges meet to consider a Crown case 
reserved. Then they separate, also toconsider it. ** Too many cooks.”’ 
= Two Waterloo veterans, aged respectively 91 and 87, go in the 
workhouse *“‘from choice.”’ This is, indeed, ‘making a virtue of 
necessity.’’ —- Two other veterans, not of Waterloo, but of about the 
same ages, have just been made Field Marshals. Tremble, Bismarck! 
= Irish humour exhibits itself by means of a fraudulent Parlia- 
mentary petition. Yet we are told that the wit of the Emerald Isle 
is departing. ‘‘ Another of the wrongs.’’ — Bishop of Peterborough 
tremblingly attacks the sale of Church livings. Several members of 
the House of Lords have fits. — General Grant is not in favour of 
re-election. Friends at a distance please note. — Mr. Whalley rises 
to explain. We‘ wish he would explain his explanation.’’ — Libera- 
tion of the imprisoned cabinet-makers. Everybody said it was a 
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Yes, there's a dozen more— 
Dozen !— perchance a score 
Learned in lover’s lore 
For her hand scheming ; 
While I but idly gaze, 
While life seems all a daze. 
Well, yes, I have my ways— 
Pondering, dreaming. 


Time in its onward flight 

Change brings. She now so bright 

May grow a perfect fright— 
Aging quite plainly. 

So in my lonely den 

I may find comfort when 

News comes that Flora’s then 
Coarse and ungainly ! 








Beesley shame to send ’em to Clerkenwell there to corrupt the minds 
of respectable cross coves with their hard work and equality doctrine, 
‘*Good job they’re gone,’ says Bob Flyfaker. ‘Dunno what's 
coming to prisons now-a-days, gemmen ’ll ’ave to keep hout on ’em.” 


—_————. 


A German Settlement. 


Tue soft sunshine of early June was setting grandly upon hill and 
plain, as two gaily-clad tourists scaled the heights of Ehrenbreitstein. 
‘* Look,” exclaimed the elder, as he pointed with a blue tasseled 
rattan to an opening in the architecture; ‘‘methinks yon small 
orifice should be a casemate.” ‘‘’Taint; it’s a loophole,’ retorted his 
comrade, biting his lip till the blood mantled on his brow. Hardly 
had the words died faintly upon the breeze e’er a sharp report startled 
the twittering cuckoo from its lair, and the elder tourist lay staining 
the fresh herbage with his gore. The younger man gazed sadly at 
his fallen friend, then whispering softly into his dying ear, ‘‘ You 
were right; it is a case, mate,” strolled down into the adjacent village 


for beer. 





Tur Impenpinc Barrie.—The fight for beds at the seaside. 
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STORM AND SUNSHINE. 


A CorRRESPONDENCE. 





From Mr. Arotto Smec To Mra. Penputvum SPERL. 


Dear Penpy,—I have been told that the Saturday Serpent’s coarse 
attack upon my book, “ Poems for the People,” was written by Porry 
Slate, of the Morning Ghost. Leamhardly believe this, for two reasons. 
First, he and I have been intimate friends from childhood, as were our 
fathers before us, and their fathers before them ; and we have never 
had a word of disagreement in our lives, which have been as those of 
brothers. Second, the criticism is too obviously silly and scandalously 
vile to have been the product ofhis pen. Yeti cannot deny that as he 
anil I were on the point of meeting in Fleet-street the other day, he 
crossed. over to the other side, atthe imminent risk of his life. Would 
you kindly undertake to ascertain the nature of his grievance, and 
beg him, whatever may be his personal feeling against me, not to 
risk his own literary reputation by abusing my book ? 





From Mr. Penputum Sparan Tro Mr. Arotto Smee. 

Dean Smec,—I have seen Slate, but he was very busy preparing 
an article for the Weekly Bite, and I could get but a few words with 
him. He says he did not write the review in the Saturday Serpent, 
but gave an evasive answer to my questiun as to his feeling against 
you personally. Perhaps you had better see him yourself. 





From Mr. Arotto Smec tro Mr. Pennutcm SPERL 


My Dear Srerix,—To-day’s issue of the Weekly Bite contains an 
outrageously bitter attack upon my ‘‘ Poems for the People’’—an 
attack as vulgar as it is unjust. You can draw your own inference. 
Of course after this I cannot hold any communication with Mr. Slate, 
unless it is through a solicitor. I met him yesterday, and he cut me 
dead! I care nothing for his silly attempts to blast my literary 
laurele, for his malice will recoil upon his own head; but I am anxious 
to save the Press of this country from being made the instrument of 
personal rancour. De please find out what the man has against me. 





From Mr. Panpvutum Spert to Mr. Aporto Smee. 

Dear Porty,—To-day I met Slate, quite by accident, coming out 
of the office of the Sunday Scalper. He denies that he wrote the 
criticism in the Weekly Bite. When I ventured to ask him the cause 
of his anger toward yourself he turned on his heel and left me in the 
rudest possible way. Why not write him a note? 





From Mr. Arotto Smec tro Mr. Pennutvum Sper... 


My Dear Penputum,—You shall no longer be a go-between ; I 
renounce the miscreant forever. The last number of the Sunday 
Scalper pitches into the “ Poems for the People”’ with a venom which 
I could only call viperish were it not also blackguardly wolfish. 
The fact speaks for itself, and Mr. Slate stands a twice-convicted liar, 
at whose futile vituperation I Jaugh. His shallow device of not 
assaulting me in the columns of his own paper, the Morning Ghost, 
will not deceive the world, nor will it save that journal from its 
eventual fate. I called on the vile creature. to-day to demand the 
cause of his personal ill-will, but before I had said two words— 
before he even knew the object of my visit—he pulled my nose! Of 
course he is the victim of some misunderstanding, for I have never 
injured him in act or speech—never, as I hope to die. From this 
day his path and mine diverge; he is to me as if he had never 
existed—an object of hatred and abhorrence. I must ask you todo 
me one last favour. The editors whom Slate has used for his private 
purpose refuse to insert or answer my letters. Kindly see them and 
explain the imposture of which they have been made the victims. 





From Mr. Penputum Sprert to Mr. Apotto Smec. 


My Dear Ovp Smec,—I have glorious news for you! You are 
not the object of personal rancour, and the way is open for reconcilia- 
tion with your old friend. I saw the editors of the Serpent, the Bite, and 
the Scalper. The criticisms were written by themselves! And that is 
not all. Slate assured a friend of mine yesterday that he had nothing 
in the world against you but the fact of your having written those 
poems! Hooray! I'll dine with you to-morrow, and we’ll celebrate 
the clearing up of this painful misunderstanding. 


Out of (Head) Gear. 


Tue Paris correspondent of a contemporary informs us that it is by 
no means uncommon to see a French soldicr “ with a tattered cab on his 
head.”’ The military men of Gaul have not lately been remarkable 
for their graceful carriage, but if this item of information be true it is 
time the French Government made the deportment and attire of its 
army a cabbin’ it question. 





A Boor.ess Tasx.—Putting on one’s socks. 
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HIGH-CLASS EDUCATION. x2. 


By a Jupae or irs ADVANTAGES. 


I sent my lad to Rugby School 
To get his education ; 

And Bob, you see’s, turned out no fool — 
He’s fit for any station. 

He’ll jabber Latin, French, or Greek 
With any tip-top sawyer; 

And arn’t I glad to hear him speak 
Out like a ’size-court lawyer. 


Now when he'd served his-time and kaew 
All Rugby’s regulations, 
I took him home, and there did strew 


His mind with explanations. 
I taught him all the tricks 0’ trade, 
And th I’ve had no schooling, 


I’m often a kn blade, 
And never stand no 
You soe, I'm in the carcass 
With live and dead’s my 
And that there son you see 0’ mine 
Res his father’s feelings. 
And though some fine folks says it shocks 
’Em past all mortal measure, 
To see that Scholar féll an ox 
Gives me my greatest pleasure. 





A Matter of Scandal. 


Tx past month has been ific in cases “In the matter of an 
Attorney.” The legal profession, always ostentatiously jealous-of the 
honour of its representatives, shields its black sheep from public 
censure by co gtheirnames. Thesystem is astanding diagrace, 
_— its abolition — ne ent p> ge —- If it be not, le 
us have one sauce for gander and goose, and pu police reports as 
“In the matter of an Officer,” In the catiar of a Commercial 
Traveller,” “‘ In the matter of a Wife-beater,”’ &c.,&c. The Society 
for the Protection of Blackguardly Attorneys has had its own way 
long enough. Justice and public opinion want ap innings to bowl 
the rascals out. 


co 


Old Sayings done-up like New. 


‘ am requires a surgical operation to get a Scotch joke into a man’s 
ead. 

It is a good wind that blows nobody illness. 

Say nothing but “‘ Good!”’ of the dead. 

Take care of the pennies and the pounds will take care of the wife’s 
pocr relations. 

Early to bed and early to rise makes Jack a dull boy. 

A man is known by the Company he promotes. 

Evil communications should not be written on post-cards. 

Children should be seen to, and not herded. 

From nothing there is nothing to be made. 

When Greek meets Greek then comes the talk of weather. 


On Paper. 

Some one has been reading a paper at Carnarvon on “ The Social 
Position of Welsh Quarrymen.” “The Political Status of Tripe 
Sellers” and “ The Moral Influence of Street Orderly Boys” would 
complete a series. 


Framed and Glazed. 


THE committee to inquire intothe framing of Acts of Parliament 
does not include either a carver and gilder or a glazier. This is 
surely an oversight. 


A Denial. 


Tue Lord Chief Justice has not designated the member for Peter- 
borough’s recent attack upon bim, “‘a Whalley of abuse.” The Lord 
Chief Jus‘ice is not a cockney. 


Colonial. 


A Revrer’s telegram from Spain communicates the fact that “ Polo 
has arrived on board the Colon.” We always thought the game 
would be brought to a stop. 


Over-szers.— Umpires at cricket. 
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STRAIGHT TO HIS FEELINGS. 


Young Lady Visitor :—“ On, HR’ 8 RATHER BASHFUL, I kNow. (Encouragingly): Heng, coME HERE, FREDDY DARLING ; YOU KNOW YOU 


CAN SAY WHAT YOU LIKE TO ms!” 


Freddy :—‘‘ Wait THEN, I Likes puppine! ” 
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SIR SIMON DE SMIJTHE. 


Srr Smwon pe Smurtue is the cock of the walk 

At his club, where he crows out the tallest of talk. 
He will roar, too, and snarl; he'll bluster and blare— 
As blatantly fierce as a sore- headed bear. 

Of the City a merchant — but here I’m at fault 

As to whether he trades in potatoes or salt. 

He boasts of the honesty practised E. C., 

And says he is one of the powers that be. 

And when he to dine takes a “bus” to the West, 
Of “swells” he imagines himself to be best. 

He grumbles at vic tusls, he growls at his beer; 
Complains that his wine's ill-conditioned and dear, 
And even at whist he can never be still ; 

His play is but scandal—revoking his skill. 

Then late in the ev’ning you'll see him, so “tight,” 
Misquoting the classics, and swearing he’s right. 
Yet no one disputes his command at the club 
When he acts like a cad in the commonest ‘ pub.” 
And here is the reason—not strong in his force, 
But mighty in weakness, he crawls on his course. 
On a member resenting scme insolent lie 

He will double his fist and then softly reply — 

** Good fellow, think twice ere you offer to flout 
A RE ee Fee ee ee roe devil who suffers so much from the gout.”’ 





And when to committee they threaten to send him 
He'll cringe and implore some “ dear boy ’’ to befriend him ; 
And plead in excuse—“ Sure you wouldn’t attack 

A weak wretch with lumbago and pains in his back.” 
Then firm in infirmity, he, the next night, 

Will recall his amende and declare he will fight. 

Now here is the moral—'tis not of great length, 

And you'll probably say is deficient in strength : 

But, still, it will not be disputed a bit, 

That the men who have muscle, the men who have w:t, 
With the poorest of curs cannot hope to compete, 
When it flies at them first, and then crawls to their feet. 


Notts and Tangles. 


Tuer Nottingham and Midland Counties Daily Express—(put it all in 
please!)— commences a story about ‘‘a young man, named Stevens 
whilst picking limpets off the rocks——~.”” We naturally wished to 
know what this young mars nafhe was whcn he was otherwise 
engaged, but failed in our attempts. In another part of the same 
issue, however, we found that our provincial friend is an authority on 
the structural phenomena of “ comic’’ journalism. Which, of course, 
let the light in at once on our darkened vision. Te think, now, that 
we didn’t know a joke, al hough it was all in Notts, “‘ at sight.”” Our 
glory has indeed departed. 


Crvit Sgxvicgs Srorts.—Cheap journalism and cheap grocery. 


“TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.’”"— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 


WATERS euNixe WINE, 


SOLD BY ALL GROCERS:— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, 


Priated by JUDD & CO., Phenix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 30, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, June 12, 1875. 
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HARMONIOUS NUMBERS. 
A Souvenir. 


Just pass your pouch this way, old fellow, 
We've only time for twenty whiffs, 

For through the sunlight mild and mellow 
I see the chalk of Dover cliffs. 

E’er daylight be with darkness blended 
Our joyous journey will be done, 

A pleasant page of life's book ended 
For Fifty-seven and Sixty-one. 


But yester eve and we were sipping 
A mazagrin beneath the trees, 
Parisian loungers past us tripping, 
And all was there the eye to please. 
Till late we sat, ’twas past eleven 
When home we went with jest and pun, 
And sought our rooms—I Fifty-seven, 
And you, old fellow, Sixty-one. 


But yesterday and we were driving 
In Boulogne’s wood so fresh and green, 
Where Light and Shade were gently striving 
Which best could paint the sylvan scene. 
From Notre Dame, ’twixt earth and heaven, 
We gazed on Paris bathed in sun, 
Then arm-in-arm with Fifty-seven 
To dine went ami Sixty-one. 


My pipe’s gone out! Hulloa, here’s Dover ; 
Pick up your traps old boy, we’re in! 
Our holiday, alas, is over ; 
Now hey ! for London’s dirt and din. 
Some grief a]l earthly joys must leaven, 
We part to-night, our course is run. 
You won't forget old Fifty-seven, 
Good-bye. God bless you, Sixty-one! 


A Corpse Reviver. 


A DAILY paper gives a startling account of a “ Suicide 
and attempted murder.” The failure of the programme 
will perhaps teach the intending assassin not to begin at 
the wrong end in future. 


SOME MAGAZINES FOR JUNE. 


Temple Bar is on the whole not too good this month. “ Leah” 
roceeds fairly enough ; and an article called “Is the National Spirit 
ead ?” turns the thirsty thought naturally in this hot weather to 
cool tankards and consolation. But then comes disappointment the 
first. The spirit referred to is that of strife, not that of peace, pipes, 
and plenty. An essay on the late T. W. Robertson is also an essay in 
theatrical criticism, and not a particularly successful one. e 
writer's c'aims for his idol are as absurd as his reasoning is illogical. 
Robertson suffered very much from his friends when alive—it is a 
pity that his enemies should now be reawakened. ‘“ Catherine de 
Medicis’ is very good; but “ Mr. Bibb’s Half Note ” must evidently 
have been intended to show that there are even worse things in this 
world than ordinary magazine padding. 

“Open, Sesame!” closes in London Society. This is rather a pity, 
for could this kind of novel, which is always substantially the same, 
be kept running under the one title, readers would be saved constant 
confusion and bitterness. If some lady authoress, or lady editor, or 
lady both, would simply take courage and be original, all might yet be 
well. A novel to be called, say “‘ The Perennial Puzzler’’ might be 
commenced in one of the convenient serials, and when the catalogue 
of love, and crime, and disaster had been got through, and the 
characters were all dead or demoralised, new names and dates might 
bring them all together again, and the performances be continued as 
before. ‘‘ Above Suspicion”’ will soon have to be called Beneath Con- 
tempt if Mrs. Riddell doesn’t wake up. It is a pity that a story 
which commenced 60 well should now drag so heavily. 

One of the most readable things in the Gentleman’s is the Editor's 
Preface, which we recommend to the careful perusal of all who 
worship small gods, and are anxious to know something better about 
them than appears in their published works. It is almost a pity the 
syllables are not divided, for some of the words used will rather over- 
tax the capacity of the youthful readers for whom the lesson is 
obviously intended, ‘ Dear Lady Disdain”’ is, however, sufficiently 
well written to compensate for any shortcomings in other directions, 
and ‘“‘ Tobias Smollett”’ will secure attention as a piece of literary 
composition even where it fails to convince by its arguments. 


voL. XXI. 


JEWRIDICAL. 


Old Clothesman :—“ ANY OLE GLO’ TO SHELL, SHIR? ” 
Gent (indignantly) :—“ Hana you! 


Old Clothesman :—“* VERY SHORRY, SHIR—MENT NO OFFENCE, SHIR. Dipn’T 
KNOW THAT WASH ONLY SHUIT YOU'D GOT, sHIR!” 


No!!!” 


The Atlantic Monthly contains, as usual, a list of contributors such 
as is not understood in this country, where one ener good 
writer is supposed to compensate in magazine literature for the 
presence of a dozen duffers. A poem by T. B. Aldrich, an essay by 
Robert Dale Owen, a reminiscence by Mark Twain, an ode by James 
Russell Lowell, and a variety of other things, not by compensating 
amateurs, but by prominent professional Jittérateurs, are offered by 
Messrs. Triibner, in London, and by the publishers on ‘‘the other 
side,” for a shilling, or its equivalent. It is generally admitted that 
magazines are dying out here, and that the tremendous spurt made on 
the institution of the Cornhil/ was delusive. The reason is apparent. 
Here the really good writers—unless they be celebrated novelists, who 
can command their own price—never think of contributing to maga- 
zines, for reasons which must be obvious to the merest tyro. The 
Cornhill, which was started on a novel principle—that of paying fancy 
prices to fancy men, and general rates which could not possibly have 
been kept up for any length of time—was regarded as one of the 
wonders of the world when its first list of contributors and their 
amounts was published. Yet in the Atlantic Monthly we see a mis- 
cellany, which every month is equal to our visionary ideal, going its 
way peacefully and quietly, and never even evoking a word of wonder. 

The chief merit of Scribner's this month seems to consist in its illus- 
trations—if we except the ‘‘ Story of Sevenoaks.’’ Some of the cuts 
seem to have got mixed, for we fail to discover any connection between 
them and the “ descriptive matter’ in the account of the Quartier 
Latin. “The Mysterious Island,” which is translated excellently, 
might well have had its instalment lengthened at the expense of some 
one or other of the remaining articles. 

The Leisure Hour and the Sunday at Home both continue to combine 
instruction and amusement in the manner for which they are famous. 
Golden Hours, a periodical of kindred aims, is also well up to time; 
and we may mention here favourably a little offshoot paper called 
Sunshine, which seems to be specially intended for readers whose 
hours are still more golden than those of full-grown subscribers. 

Received :— Westminster Papers, Pictorial World, Colburn's New 
Monthly, Hardwicke’s Science Gossip, Photographic News, Journal of Hor- 
ticulture, Drawing-Room Gazette, Once-a-Week, Penny Illustrated, 


| Good Things, &c., &c. 
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FUN OFFICE, ‘Wednesday, June 16, 1875. 
[Canroon. ] 
A \WISTON OF "THE FUTURE. 


Tux lady looked in the magic glass, 
The lady looked and smiled. 
She sawywhat would in the future pass, 
\Acnd she said, “ Gome draw it mild !— 
(It's dll veryewell:to have sight of a swell 
“Pbat’s:\ Albert Edward styled, 
‘But Dlike towee that all things agree 
‘That the billeare paid and receipted—see ?— 
{Thatithe' deeds arewsure and are alb-secure 
"The accounts dll passed, and filed!” 


‘The lady lookeddn ‘the magic space— 
That dady gave a laugh 
“Maybe T'll take toihid royal face 
But I don’tare much for his staff. 
If I’ve got to pay Inmust have my way ”"— 
She was not the one to chaff ;— 

“So long as hé'brings all kinds of things— 
Watehes and chains, and pins and rings— 
We'll make no shifts, but will call them gifts, 

And I’mewilling to pay my half!” — 





—_— Nn ——. 


_ Tue recent debates on’ the Savings Bank Bill, and.on stillamore 
important financial questions, must give to the wondering: publica 
fair notion of what they have done by placing themselves and their 
money at the mercy of a party who scem determined to do-wrong, no 
' Tt is bad enough ‘that 
a couple of sessions of Conservative reaction should have landed us in 

sive—it is far 
nour p in a “way whieh 
would be idiotic in a mere shopkeeping account, and would ruin a 
private firm or individual, no matter how solvent, in a few months. 
But people who play with other folks’ money are proverbially lavish, 


matter who shows them the road that is right. 


a position which is at onee ridiculous and retr 
worse-when our public moneys:are being handle 


FUN. 
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AT LAST. 


Srrasnure, June,l4th. 


I-eoencicupeD my last letter with the ominous words, ‘“*‘ Where, where 
may Einot be when you next hear fromme!” I know that the duties 
of .a“®8pecial are manifold, and that-to-day he may be reporting the 
champagne luncheon of a City swindle, and ‘to-morrow careering 
wildly on an elephant across India’s burning plains in the retinue ot 
his Sovereign’s eldest boy. It was this knowledge, sir, combined with 
accidental circumstances, which prompted that concludng and soon to 
be historic exclamation. Little did I dream that e’er seven revolving 
tdays had described a circle around the earth's axis, the bright flame of 
amy career would be at its last flicker—that the haughty hand of a 
foreign tyrant would be clapping the extinguisher of extermination 

the candle of my existence. 

'Iidate this letter Strasburg only, because Ido not know the name 
‘ofithe fortress in the deepest dungeon of which I am at the present 
mmoment languishing. ‘his is probably the last letter I sball ever 
ewrite, for I am ordered for execution to-morrow. [Preserve it, sir, and 
leave ‘it as a priceless heirloom to your children; and when half a 
century has faded its ink and established my fame, let them forward 
it to the Sotheby of the period that they may live without work for 
the remainder of their days. 

When [ arrived here in Search of War you may te sure I spared no 
pains to acquire accurate information as to its whereabouts. Armed 
with'a current number of the mighty organ I so ably represent, and 
with the words “‘ English Journalist’ painted in gilt letters upon my 
hat, I sallied forth to the residence of the military commandant and 
moustached him (I could not beard him because he had none) in his 
den. I boldly demanded of him, in the name of Great Britain and 
Stoke-upon-Trent, what were the intentions of the fierce Taust of 
Germany to the meek Marguerite of France. Professing to mis- 
understand the purpose of my visit, he swore roundly at me in the 
hideous jargon of his rative soil, and bade his minions seize and search 
me. Result: Fifty-five pieces of silver money (native), of the total 
value of fourpence halfpenny, your remonstrance concerning the 
indecent flippancy of my last despatch, and a letter—a letter addressed 
to you, sir, upon the subject of Strasburg, which, when the com- 
mandant had read, he declared to be an insult to Germany, and 
ordered my arrest. From memory I quote its contents, and I ask you, 


WAR 


and it is perhaps hardly wonderful that we should find those in power 
proposing to do with the public funds the very reverse of what they 
would do with their own resources. This is, however, hardly a party 
question. Itmust be admitted by all that the most brilliant financiers 
that have been seen for generations—perhaps the best lot that ever 
collaborated—have staked their reputations, quite independently of 
political bias, on their statement, and proof, that Sir Stafford North- 
cote’s plans are utterly wrong and in opposition to the first principles 
of financial economy. And what is perhaps still more to the point, 
they are seconded in this by the Conservatives whose opinions are 
most worth having. Mr. Disraeli’s sarcasm and Sir Stafford North- 
cote’s personality are powerless here to avert well-merited condemna- 
tion ; and as nothing goes home sooner to the hearts of Englishmen 
than waste of money, we may soon hope to see the Conservative 
bubble burst, and its boasted majority but a recollection—a weakness 
















and through you the whole civilized world, whetherit contains one word 
that would wound the feelings of the softest son of Sauer Kraut :— 


Tue Famous Lerrer. 


‘‘Tuerr is an old German ditty which ambles—it certainly does not 


run—as follows :— 
O Strassburg, O Strassburg, 
Du wonderfully beautiful Stadt— 
Wherein there lie begraben 
So many fine Soldat. 
which, translated into American, means that you guess there’s a sight 
more soldiers in Strasburg than could answer the Ro)] Call, even though 
the Prince of Wales said it reminded him of Skelt, or it the Duke of 
Cambridge stood on his head before it to get the light on the gilt 


of which the nation will, when it awakens, be thoroughly ashamed. 


A LIONET. 
‘By Dr. K*n**ry. 


Wuo stands for Norwich 2 Who shall beat 
The “ brawling demarogues”’ that treat ? 
Who means to sit in Tillet’s seat ? 

My Ahmed. 


Who Magna Charta shall replace ? 
Who Mr. Speaker burns to face, 
And hang his hat upon the Mace ? 
My Ahmed. 


Who'll drive theJ}Lord Chief Justice mad ? 
Who'll scatter dewdrops, too, begad ? 
What boy’s an honour to his dad ? 

My Ahmed. 


‘‘ Creative ’ Advertisements. 


Tue management of the Lyceum advertises the performance of 
Hamlet for 200 consecutive nights, as an “ intellectual achievement.” 
We shall expect to see the stall chairs announced as a moral victory, 
and the act-drop as a psychological success. The physical feat, of 
course, was Shakespeare’s, who slightly assisted by writing the play. 








Costty Ruprengss.—“ Taking a site” in the City. 
Tue Scorrish Prometuevs.—“A chieftain to the Highlands 


bound.” 


moulding. 
“ Strasburg is a very bee-utiful city, and no Special, who knew his 


business, would quote less than three pages of the local guide book 
about it; but as the L. G. B. is in German, and the sympathies of the 
present writer are entirely French, he scorns to expend a mark upon 
that which he couldn’t read if he bought. 

‘‘The grand old town, with its cathedral, its clock, its storks, and its 
lasting monuments of German Vandalism, is a pound of flesh torn 
from the quivering heart of France by an elderly Shylock, who 
mumbles his prayers while he brandishes the b'ood-stained knife 
before his victim’s eyes. 

“Shylock has had his bond, but he wants more. Artonio lives, but 
he is bound hand and foot, and gagged, and trampled upon. The 
children of Alsace are forbidden their mother tongue. Babies who 
crow in anything but German are fined three days’ pap, and sent by 
goods train to Bismarck to be smacked. From many a town and 
village of the Prussianized provinces the original inhabitants have 
wandered away— anywhere from the harsh rule of the North German 
helmeted hordes who hold the land. The German Jews of Frankfort 
and the Rhenish towns have wandered in, and all is changed. Even 
the storks, who have lived on the honse roofs of the cathedral square 
for centuries, are contemplating emigration. I met one of them this 
morning and he told me that as soon as he knew what had won the 
Grand Prix he should settle in Paris. He asked me if people waited 
till after the race in London te settle. I told him yes, and some people 
didn't settle even then. I was storkirg wildly you sce. 

‘* No one should buy a sewing ma: hine until he has seen the one he 
wants, and the wonderful clock of Strasburg. It tells you everything 
you want to know, and no end of things you don’t. At twelve o'clock 
it goes through a morning performance which puts Salvini’s Othello 
96 in the shade. The Emperor of Germany comes out of a little 
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hole, called Prussia, and Bismarck marches behind him with a box of 
liver pills and a black bag. The pair walk over the heads of all the 
monarchs of the world, seize Europe and put it into the black bag, and 
run away with it. Then the Emperor plays a barrel orgamand sings 
hymns, while Bismarck scribbles Vaterland all over the globe. 
Directly they’ve got back to their hole again the other monarchs get 
up and ran about, and talk big, till Bismarck pops his head-out and 
tells them to be quiet, and then they all lie down again. You camonly 
see this when the clock strikestwelve, and it costs a shilling, which 
please order the cashierte:credit.me with. 

‘*T have been summoned twice-while in Germany for leaving my hbdtel 
without settling the bri} and have been compelled to pay. Upon 
eachi. occasion I have communicated with the British Ambassadors 
Youvought to print thispI thinky asa telegram from Berlin. It looks 
well, and a big daily alwaysdees it. 

‘Strasburg is a délightfalresidence for invalids in summer weather: 
The drains are opemduring. thevweek free, and the principal hotels: 
are excessively modérate:in theirrallowance of clean water. 


burying ground isvine a»delightfully. healthy situation, and the- 


language: being a mixtaresof French» and German is: admirably; 
adapted:to the requirementasof the English tourist.’’ 


For:this honest outburstof féeling annto:be done: to déath by they 


diseiples of Germamunity: 

But when [ fallj.shallI notbeavenged ? 

Will not the great’ English» nation;.risings in: its might, hurl the 
tottering, Tory ftom: his«pedestal of ‘indifférence;. and;. marching, in 
serried phalanx and stout boots-undeér the bold:leadership;of: a Liberal 
Government, seize a craven statesman» by* his» withered. throat; and 
shout in accents«that erstwhile made all Europe shake; ‘‘Bismarck, 
thou bilious one, what hast thou done with’ /un’s Special?” (This: is 
a long: sentence, bub my owm:wall sevon. be carried. into efféct;.so exeuse 
it.) And thus war will be deelired and my:honourrwill beavenged. 

Yes, all is for the. best. I started four weeks: since:in searchoof 
war; not finding it; I caused it: Let Britaimraise2mea marblée«monu- 
mentinOoldbath Fields, and:carve beneath my bustthese-werds:: — 

An Encutse: JéurNAtist Line» Hetre. 


If through the inscription:anyone mistakesamy tomb fdr:ascopy of 
the Daily Cablegraph, onwtheir head be theserrow and the-shame, 


Farewell! 





SONGSS OF THE PROFESSIONS. 





No. XXIII.—THE MISCONSTRUED MARINER. 


A sEAMAN sat by the angry sea, 
Whose wave in a constant roll is: 
‘‘ I’m off, I am, on a trip,” said he, 
‘‘ To find where the Northern Pole is ; 
No ship I'll take for to seek distress 
’Mid the ice and whales and blubber ; 
But I’m off, I guess, in a patent dress— 
A dress of India-rubber.” 
Ouorvs. 
So sing tiddy-iddy when the ship goes free, 
And the gentle breezes puff (or sough). 
And howl tiddy-iddy in a louder key 
When the waves are extra rough. 


It'll aid this tale if I here explain 
(As his marking moral feature) 

That the sailor-man was extremely vain 
Of beizg a human creature. 
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Iie sneered at things that possess no mind, 
Like the dog and duck and dory ; 

And his proud behaviour to such-like kind 
Is the great mo-teef of the story. 


Though he had such patronizing airs 
For seals and suchlike divers, 

He wouldn't be claimed as a friend of theirs 
For all his weight in fivers : 

“The beasts,’’ he said, ‘‘ that we call ca-nine 
We oft allow to foller us; 

But it’s just as wo!l for to draw some line, 
And I won’t hob-nob with a wollerus! ”’ 


So he rigged a mast on his dauntless toes, 
; With a flag,of the English Nation, 

And away he went in his patent clo’es 
On Arctic exploration: 

And he found hisewaysin a month or more, 
In his queerabnormal swathing, 

To a lonely; icy; Nerthern shore, 
Where a host of seals.were bathing. 


He failed at first for to. understand 
His fldatmmg.costumezightly ; 

“It’s a seal (they:said) from a.distant land! ”’ 
And greeted him politely ! 

But he shookiwith ragevat his ev'ry joint 
And félt-histemper rusted ; 

For they'd wounded him in his sorest point, 
And he:proudly sneered;.disgusted. 


And he stiffly:sat om an'icy peak 
In a lonely situation, 
And he feltso mad that he could not speak 
With grief and indignation. 
Then his dreadful dress he essayed to doff 
To convince:those furry races 
That his form was Man’s when the skinowasoff\— 
But he couldn’t undo the laces! 


And he loudly sneered when auweak went pasd, 
Till his pridé:so grew with nursing; 

That the sealsexclaimed, ina rage; at last: — 
‘“‘ He’s a most: obnoxious persing / 

This seal (they’said) hasa mind endowed 
With thoughts above its station ; 

It’s an actual fact that he’s much too proud 
For vulgar mastication! 


‘‘One’s mood, we think, it’s enough to sour 
When he sees a fish, and hooks it, 

And rolls it up in some eggs and flour, 
And absolutely cooks it! 

Such a seal for pride never yet, we own, 
Has met our observation! ”’ 

And they left that mariner quite alone, 
In the strictest isolation. 


But years rolled by, aud he got to feel, 
With inward jubilation, 

He might, you know, be a kind of seal 
Of curious conformation. 

So he tried the life and he likes the plan 
And finds it. bright and cheerful— 

But if you said, “* He’s a sailor-man ”’ 
His anger would be fearfal! 


A Shrouded Meaning. 


A TRADESMAN in Regent-street advertises in the Telegraph, ** Wanted 
a second-hand dressmaker for the bodies indoors.’’ ‘This looks like 
West-endese for ‘* Wanted a worn-out needlewoman to make shrouds.” 
Some strange history is probably connected with those “ bodies 
indoors’’ which inquiring souls would do well to find out. Where 
are the police ? 
‘‘ Hang it-all.” 

Tue Court of Arches has sentenced, the Rev. A. H. Mackonochie to 
be suspended for six weeks for ritualistic’ practices at St. Alban’s, 
Holborn. At the opposite establishment an hour's suspension is 
considered suflicient punishment for any man. As. the Holborn 
pastor has hardened his neck so often, the authorities probably think 
he requires a neckstra dose. 
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SnHaxuspzane’s Hamusr.—Stratford-on-Avon. 
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VERY COMMON 


[June 19, 1876. 


CONVERSATION. 


Tom (who will have his joke) :—*I skp YOU FELLOWS HAVE GOT THE SACK BETWEEN Yov. How p’yovu LIKE IT, Jack?” 
Jack :-—* WELL, THE GUVYNOR’S OFTEN PROMISED TO GIVE IT Us, BUT I NEVER THOWTr HE'D PUT 80 MUCH IN IT. I USED TO THINK 


Ir’D BREAK MY ’ART; NOW I’M ONLY AFEARED FOR MY BACK !”’ 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Hagavy debates in the House on money matters. Cocker evidently 
not on the side of the Conservatives. —<- Opposition shows that Minis- 
terial figures are wrong. General Conservative chorus of ‘‘ You’re 
another !’’ <= Prince Bismarck thanks the Austrian Government for 
its friendly attitude in the recent war crisis. This would look bad for 
England were it not for the new batch of Field-Marshals. — Meeting 
in favour of a Celtic chair at the Edinburgh University. Why not 
have a Gaelic violin as well? — ‘‘ Lady Tichborne”’ calls on her 
friends for relief and assistance. But old ‘‘ Dewdrops ” has been first, 
and with him charity begins at home—and ends there. — Prince of 
Wales in active training for his voyage. Natives for breakfast, and 
bungalows to follow. — Defeat of the English horses in Paris. Sal- 
vator is indeed worthy of his name, and the French are again the 
merriest nation. — Marie Stuart successful at Ascot. Mr. Tennyson 
will allude to the event in his forthcoming work. = Three villages 
swept away in the Loyalty Islands by tidal wave. Those who are 
saved think cf going in for Republicanism on the off-chance. — Dread- 
ful visitation of measles in Fiji. Fifty’thousand people killed. One 
of the penalties of annexation. Mrs. Pralamop thinks now we have 
brought these islands so close to us the Contiguous Diseases Act should 
be put in force. — Organist wins the Ascot Stakes. Horror of Mr. 
Holman Hunt at the success of an open-air performer. — Celebration 
of Commemoration at Oxford. Exclusion of Undergraduates. This 
is indeed like playing Hamlet without the Prince of Irving. — The 





Peculiar People connive at another death. Why should we pay a 
School Board which neglects to correct this, the most crass and 
culpable of ignorance ? 











9 





‘¢ It’s an ill wind 


Tus Princess Windischwhatshername has presented Don Carlos 
with 300,000 florins, and expresses hopes of his speedy success. “ Dew- 
drops”’ thinks this a dreadful waste of money, and has sent her a copy 
of the Magna Charta prospectus, a file of the Englishman, and an 
I.0.U. for 3s. 4d, ‘“ A speedy remittance will oblige.” 





Dearly Won. 

InrorMATION has been received at Scotland-yard that a woman is 
travelling about the country and victimising tradesmen by represent- 
ing herself to be the wife of Dr. Kenealy. How low some people 
will stoop for gain. 





Etcetera. 


A prince of the Orleans family has just died suddenly. As he was 
only six months old he may be excused for being so strangely neglect- 
ful of the duties of the position in which it had pleased Providence, 
etc., etc., etc. 


A “Fancy” Business.— Picturesque Reporting. 
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I HOPE HE’LL HAVE SOME MONEY 
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THE MAGIC MIRROR.—THE MASTER THAT IS TO BE. 


Mrs. India:—“ WELL, HE LOOKS A NICE YOUNG MAN ENOUGH. 
HIS OWN, THOUGH, AND NOT COME HIS BROTHER, EDINBURGH SAHIB’S, LITTLE GAMES ON ME,’ 
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A HOLIDAY QUESTION. 


Trrep of the town and unvaried vulgarity, 
Longing for leisure and raving of rest ; 
Rummaging guide-books and finding disparity, 
Scarce knowing which place to choose as the best : 
Switzerland tempts us with promise of scenery, 
Italy taunts us with Venice and Rome; 
Scotland with mountains, and Ireland with greenery, 
England with visions of ocean and foam! 


Puzzled by places whose name is variety, 
Chary of choosing yet loth to be late ; 
Weary of waiting and sick of society— 
Say, shall we trust our allotment to Fate ? 
June is upon us with Midsummer holidays, 
‘'own is already uncommonly slow: 
Time is too precious to lose in these jolly days— 
oat up the river! To Kew let us go! 


An Army Matter. 

AN unpleasantness in connection with a battery of 
Artillery recently returned from India has just been 
made public. {t is admitted on all hands that an act 
of retaliation —~ignorant and stupid it may be, but still 
of retaliation—has been perpetrated by some soldier 
smarting under a sense of grievous injury. We regret 
very much to observe that the feeling which prompted 
wanton destruction in the E Battery of Artillery is very 
prevalent, and that disaffection is far from being as 
scarce among our soldiers as people think. But who 
can wonder when the construction of the British Army is 
studied, and when it is openly stated, without fear of 
contradiction, that men serving Her Majesty—men Com- 
manded-in-Chief by her Majesty’s cousin, with her 
Majesty’s son for a Field-Marshal, and most of her 
Majesty's relatives for colonels and general officers— 
men who have fought for England, are allowed to die of 
neglect while youn, and to go in the workhouse if, in 
spite of existing arrangements, they should dare live on 
and become old? ‘There was some time back a faint hope 
held out that all this would in due course be altered, 
and it is more than likely that the very folk who feel 
these Army questions nearest and dearest were by no 
means aware that when they railed against and drove 
forth the Gladstone Administration, they were opening 
the door to the very shams and abuses which had just 
been expelled by the window. These may not have 
been many perhaps, but the abandonment of progress 
and the return to retrogression have had their effect on 
British soldiers quite as strongly as upon any other 
portion of the community. Perhaps more so. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Ir was hardly possible that the success of Trial by Jury at the Royalty 
should fail to raise a cloud of imitations upon the theatrical horizon. 
The Zoo, now playing at the St. James’s, is the first of the many 
which are sure to imundate the houses. The music by Arthur 
Sullivan is all that ean be desired—pretty, effective, and not too 
original ; but the libretto is the work of a gentleman whose ear for 
rhyme is on a par with his knowledge of metre. 
the story is humorous, and the situations are dramatic, but the work- 
manship is inartistic and clumsy to a degree. Some of the words of 
the songs are soutterly unsingable that the artists calmly supply their 
own. Surely an author who writes for such music as Mr. Sullivan’s 
should know that certain words close the mouth of the singer, and 
that guttural and hissing sounds ought carefully to be avoided. On the 
whole, however, we are inclined to pronounce the piece a success. 
The “Simplicity Song” allotted to Miss Hodson is in questionable 
taste, but as the St. James's is a ‘stall house” it is bound to be 
popular. 

When the difficulties which hung around the task are considered, it 
seems rather matter of surprise that Mr. Mortimer should have 
selected La Dame aux Camélias for adaptation to the English stage. 
Reduced to a dead level of morality, the piece is deprived of all reason 
for existence, and is of necessity flatand dreary. It is a pity that 
good work should have been wasted on such a subject; there is no 
doubt that the ability shown by the adapter would have been much 
better bestowed on something else more in accordance with our insular 
tastes and sympathies. On the first night a disposition was shown by 
some interested persons to dispose of the piece before it had well 
commenced, a state of things which cannot be too much deplored. 
The right to hiss is one thing, the exhibition of personal malice quite 





Conductor (thoughtfully) :—** Don’? TuIxk I xNow IT, 8iR! 

Rev. Gent :—“Ir’s near Orv Barixey, I rumx!” 

Conductor :—‘* ALL RIGHT; PUT YEBK DOWN AT NEWGATE, IT'LL SUIT YoU 
JUST AS WELL!”’ 








SEPULCHRAL. 


Rev. Gent (from country) :—‘* Connector, I want Sr. Sepvicurs’s.” 


[ Astonishment of Lev. Gent, 











another. Fortunately, Mr. William Rignold. who had probably 





| expected some ebullition of feeling, and prepared himself accordingly, 


| was equal to the emergency. 


The conception of | 


His speech was certainly the success of 
the evening, but we fancy something like it has been heard before. 

Mr. E. J. Odell has arranged with Mr. Neville for a special morning 
dramatic representation at the Olympic Theatre on Saturday, the 26th 
inst. He will appear in a new play, specially written for him and 
founded upon a famous French drama-which has never yet seen 
London gaslight. If meritand novelty count for anything with the 
public, tickets will go by favour. 





Standing the other day by the open grave of Fred Walker, we could 
not help feeling that the chaste and graceful fancy that pervaded all 
his works was apparent in the selection of his last resting-place. ‘The 
greatest English painter of the present day—we say this advisedly, 


| and with all due deference to the claims of others—was laid by the 


side of the brother and mother he loved so weil. ‘There, in old 
Cookham churchyard, quietly rests one of whom English art and 
its professors should be proud indeed. His end was peace, and well 
has he earned his rest. 


Much Envy! 

Tue grand garden entertainment which Sir John Bennett is to give 
at Hastings on the 26th inst. to the Lord Mayor, the members for the 
City, the municipal authorities of Hastings, and some “ distinguished 
strangers,” has caused the London correspondent of a Liverpool daily 
to set upa howl of disappointment and envy because he has not been 
invited. But why be particular, if he is anxious to be present? The 
road is all before him, and waiters are sure to be wanted. Better an 
honest waiter and contentment, than a ‘London correspondent peeping 
through chinks, picking up pieces, and envy withal. 
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CORRESPONDENT. 





MORE PORTRAITS BY OUR PROVINCIAL 






wi 7 — So ee ae ne - 
— Pa Citak meee 
dnatehatietimpeggnetamememaemnrmn edie tei eT ae 






/ 


Mii . 
/ 
Vi) 











Hf 


s 
/ 
/ 
Hi 





Wy 







‘i 
fj 
L/h 


Hf 


j y 
Y if 
U HLT 





ff) 
AA 
Hj 







/ 
i 


if 





— % 
~ leaner ene ae 


W 
ch 


The gentleman whose sermons always contain such a beautiful moral. 








' 
| 













Fr 4 
{ 4s Ae—l / 





















= — pass 
Nl 2 IN BIEN, 
RITMETIC | 


FE ' 
SAVAGERY “7 
= ili eee } 
les 













\Y : 


\/ 


The gentleman who will have no education unless denominational; and no The gentleman who is always longing to have “around ”’ with his bishop. 
denominational education unless of his denomination. 
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The gentleman who would faint if he found his The gentleman who makes a Church-question The gentleman who makes the worst of 
surplice on the wrong way. of everything. both worlds. 
PLAY LIGHT! ‘* ‘Why pay moreP” 


A BLIND man who was charged at the Rotherham Police-court the An Edinburgh tradesman advertises in the Scotsman :— “ Best 
other day with trying to commit suicide, said he was suffering from | London 1s. hat, sold at 19s. cash.’’? This gentleman’s knowledge of 
mental depression, ‘‘the effects of a play which he had seen” the | figures and his contempt for the power of ready money may at first 
night before. The drama as conducted in London is oftencalculated to | sight appear hardly “credit’’-able. Yet they are extremely like the 
make ordinary people open their eyes, but a play which will make the | notions promulgated by Sir Stafford Northcote and his principal 
blind see has yet to be produced. Still, we can go half-way, and gua- | backer, Mr. Disraeli—who, while playing with the funds of a nation, 
rantee the consequent depression at more than one house just now. | consider facts and figures “all a muddle.” 

Our metropolitan pieces are more connected with the halt and the | aa eedcna a ett aieniaiecea 
lame—the authors and their lines—than with the blind, unless that Midsummer Madness 


ae ae ney Tap SAeenens Se Se epcinl capacity. Tue summer féte of the Asylum for Idiots will be held at Earlswood 
on the 24th. Dr. Kenealy and Mr. Whalley should be invited—to 





AD INTERIM. 


, ; . stay there. 
Wr've bid adieu to Captain Nares— aE 
Let's hope he’s safe and snug ; A Tract ror THE Times.—Ez-Tract of Fun. 
The world declares, and Bruin swears, | GARDENING FoR THE Szason.—Preparations for bedding out at the 


He's worthy of a hug. | seaside, 
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long gone by, and not be oblivious of the days; whon we shared the 
humble four-half out of the same canister, amid) were not oblivious of 
the humble saveloy or the proletarian pease-pudding. Oh! Genias, is, 
afterall, your name Forgetfulness ! 


OUR LONDON CORRESPONDENCE. 


By Spectat anp 'Parvate Waarss. 


I sHAtx never forget the scene in the House of Commons the other 
night. Sir Stafford Northcote, who had been busy ‘trying to «master 
the multiplication table all the afternoon, evidently forgot his figures, 
and had got to his wits’ end,which, a3’ D-brilliantly observed to Dizzy 
—who had just come upstairs to.see-that no strangers: were annoying 
us in our gallery—was not.a-very long journey. Giving a.knowing 
wink, and humming, “I know.a bank »whereon wild savings:grow,”’ 
the Premier went down, and demolished an opponent or two in the 
interest of his Chancellor of the Exchequer. There being a difficulty 
among the Opposition in deciding»what real difference existed between 
25 per cent. paid and 3} per cent. owed, on a capital of half-a-crown, 
Bob Lowe was deputed to call.on «me by his friends and-patrons, and 
tegether we worked out the matter. I think I may «fairly claim a 
share in the triumph subsequently achieved by our.great ak glorious 
Conservative party. 

















































Mr. Scratchem's paper on the Protoplasmry ofPedieulous _Pismires 
is nearly complete. 
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THE ACTOR'S VADE-MECUM. 

Srr,—At a recent first night performance a ¢ligue in tho gpéllery 
displayed their opposition to the author @£ the new play by. endeavour - 
ing to howl his handiwork off the stage ‘before ‘the ‘heroine “had pro- 
nounced half-a-dozen sentences. In thesmidst«yefthe comfusion the 
stalwart personator of the heroine's loverwstrode*toithe.fodtlights, and, 
fixing the “gods” with his majestic eye, ‘hurled at them an address 
evidently written and studied jin mti vof “its requirement. 
It was of a poetic nature, and referred .to ‘‘qnen «with sisters dear, O 





‘ men -with mothers.and wives!’’ Its effect was . Now, mr, 
There is a story current that the socks which gave Mr. Hart-Dyke | here is a mew idea opened up at once. tis om t “that these 
the disease best known, as “ poor feet ’’ were put on by him in mistake | « spontaneous addresses” are effective. Whyshouldmot<our 
after a hard debate. As everybody knows, members of the Lower | actors be. with a stock of poetic apostrophessnitable for 


occasions? Let me explain my meaning by ‘two.examples. 

Ex. 1.—Mr. Irving is ‘disturbed towards ‘the end .of Hamlet by 

occupants of the stalls moving toithedoor. He instantly pulls 

the death mug: The Bells, and.in ameasured tones thus 
exhorts the retiting swells :— 

‘Ho! maidens of West(Brompton ; ho! matronsof. ir, 


House wear their hats and leave their understandings outside, and it 
is rumoured that in his hurry the Conservative whip put on the hese 
of a well-known Irish member of Orange proclivities, which accounts 
for the peculiar development of the disease. I am credibly informed 
that an Order in Council will be published shortly bearing on the 
investigation now being held. It is said that the chief difficulty of the 








committee of inspection lies in the fact'that the injured gentleman .un-: , . , 
thinkingly had the offending hose wasked,,an ‘unwonted indignity , | Stay, stay, and your cloaks again across your m 8 chair. 
which left of them nothing but holes. A protest against this | Ho!,gentles, pray, charity, sit down againand 


Until Laertes’ poigonedysword hath settled Hamlet's fate. 
Ho! gallant nobles,efrthe clubs, the play may emesis ht, 
But Shakespeare wrotetthe “ heavy stuff’ you’ ed co this night ; 
And although I moan@nd mumble, and my utteranceusslow, 
Tis an insult to the amthor if before the tag yousgo. 
In honour of his sacred name forbear the play toumar, 
And till the curtain hides the scene keep quiet where you are. 

I fancy that sort of thing would have more.effect ‘than the groans of 
the gallery or the “ Order !’’ of the pit. 


Ex. 2.—An inebriated gentleman is being removed by 22 Z with 
undue violence from the pit of the Prince of Wales’s. The 
audience hiss. Mr. Bancroft, as Sir Frederick Blount, lounges 
to the front and deprecatingly addresses the officious officer :— 

Take him up tendahly, 
Lift him with ca-ah, 

Clothes are made slendahly 
Now, and will ta-ah. 

Punch ‘not that nob of his, 


unwarrantable act is likely to be entered by Dr. Kenealy and Major 
O'Gorman, who object as a matter of principle. 





A dreadful quarrel recently took place in a very high circle, and the 
wonder is that blood was not spilt. I happened to be making an early 
supperin the back kitchen of the Saurian Club when the affair took 
place, so I ought to know. “I played the ace,” said the Duke. 
“No, twas I, your grace,”’ said the Marquis. ‘“ Zounds!’’ exclaimed 
the Earl, “I put it down myself!” ‘ How could you,” asked the 
Viscount, ‘‘ when I had it my hand, as the Baron knows?” “ That’s 
so,” remarked the Baron. The Knight and the Squire, who were 
standing close by, corroborated this, and there is no knowing where 
the matter might have ended, had it not been for one of the highest 
personages in the realm, perhaps the highest of the male persuasion. 
With singular perspicacity and presence of mind he said, in the dulcet 
tones so soon to endear him to the denizens of a distant clime,— 
*“* There’s evidently a mistake—you couldn’t all have had the same 
card.” And soit turned out. Andas I went back to finish my cold 
collection, a smile from his august face lit up the room, and made the 


dazzling chandelier look pale indeed. So may we ever revel in our Thus Limploah, 
; . bons . : : Pick up that bob of his 
glorious constitution, and always have the highest intellect at hand to iciealced theeiineis: 


avert confusion. Weather misty. P he’ istah 
waps he’s a sistah, 


Pwaps he’s a bwothah 
Come to the play with him, 
Let ’em away with him, 
One or the othah. 


Ram his hat lightly, 
Yet firmly and tightly, 





A curious incident took place at one of our leading theatres the other 
night. A new play was produced by an eminent author, who has 
written several books as well as unlimited newspaper articles to prove 
that no one of the present day had up to his time shown any ability, 
as he understood the word, in the way of dramatic authorship. The 
usual brilliant and appreciative audience, which only comes out on 


first nights, was present: in the stalls and dress circle, and the common Ovah. his head. 

public, who have yet to be educated to the requirements of the position Turn his coat collah back, 
in which it has pleased Providence to place them, mustered in the pit Get his half-dollah back, 
and gallery. I forget now what the incident was that I had intehed 22 Z. 


to relate; but the moral remains the same, and the costumes of the Sympathy thus gracefully expressed with a gentleman who had been 


FUN. — 


ladies gave a varied and picturesque appearance to the scene. The 
scenery was by Mr. Smith, the dresses were from the emporium of Mr. 
Grown, the gas was turned on and off by Mr. Jones; and Mrs. Robin- 
son, than whom there is not a more cheerful body in the whole 
metropolis, did the preliminary scouring. Mr. S. Slap posted the bills 
in a manner which did him credit, and the programmes were sold 
with punctuality and despatch by the Misses Blackmailer, whose 
respected and respectable parents rent the refreshment bars as well as 
the cloak-room. 





The salary of Slumkins, the great special correspondent, has been 
raised from two-pound-ten to three pound a week. I have it on the 
highest authority that he at first refused such princely terms; but on 
the proprietors all going down in a row on their knees and threatenin 
to resign, he aecepted the money. Heis a very great man, and well 
deserves the good fortune which has befallen him. "T'was 1 who first 
taught his trembling pen the construction of sound and sonorous sen- 
tences. DoI envy him his greatness? No. But I do wish he'd pay.me 
back that eighteenpence he borrowed in the dim vista of years now 





unfortunate in his drinks, would bring ringing cheers from pit and 
gallery. For many reasons these *‘ spontaneous poetic addresses '’ would 
be found far more effeetive than the mumbled platitudes of the stage 
manager. I shall shortly submit to the profession a little volume 
entitled ‘* Poems for all Occasions,” and, in the meantime, shall be glad 
to receive orders. The book will not circulate the general 
public, and thus actors will always be enabled to get a line in the 
papers about their “splendid protest,” “ presence of mind,” “ happy 
impromptu,” &c., &c. Your obédient.servant, 

An Ov Rie. 





‘‘One for the;Smeller.” 

Ture seems to be quite a nest of comic writers in Nottingham. 
The Journai tells how a gentleman at a recent fire “heard, a crash as 
of falling beams, and felt a strong smell of burning.” Such an exhi- 
bition of feeling in the organ of smell ean hardly pass without 
recognition in a town which was once the headquarters of pngilism, 
and even now boasts its Bendigo. 
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Fitzbrown :—“I supposs you FOUND WALES AND THE LAKE SCENERY VERY CHARMING ?”’ 


American Young Lady :—“*Oun! PRETTY PAIR, 


YOU KNOW, BUT VERY SMALL AFTER OUR MAGNIFICENT MOUNTAINS AND GIGANTIO 


WATERFALLS; ER—AND OUR COUNTRY IS 80 MUCH YOUNGER THAN YOURS, TOO—HARDLY A CENTURY OLD YET, Mr. Firzsrown ?” 


ANSWERS TO QUERIES RECEIVED. 


Mary Jane Jongs.—Don't do it. The young man is no doubt an 
estimable young man, and, as you justly observe, has pretty feet, but 
if he calls you his “ sweety-weety kissy-wissy’’ he is not the right 
man to elope with. Depend upon it he would desert you to go for a 
pirate on the high seas before he had been Mr. Mary Jane Jones long 
enough to reward you for the trouble of bringing the grey hairs of 
your parents in sorrow to the butter. Give him in charge. 

Vexitas.— You have been writing letters to the 7mes ever since it 
was established, and now, probably because some fellow has favoured 
that journal with an epistle of superior idiocy, you offer your dis- 
credited wisdom to ws! We have not deserved this; try the 7e/e. 

Invatip.—One part of treacle, three of steel-filings, a tablespoonful 
of sawdust from a coffin factory, a pound and a half of cold pudding, 
anda good deal of water. Add some libitum. We have forgotten 
what you said your ailment was, but this will cure anything. Shake 
well before taking, for you will never shake again. 

Lex Tacuiion1.—If the bald-headed lord in the stalls continues to 
applaud your rival and ignore yourself, your right to use vitriol for 
the purpose of restoring the balance of attractiveness is undoubted ; 
the law concedes it. Unfortunately it co-exists with the equally 
indisputable right of society to withdraw you from the stage and give 
you an engagement elsewhere. The nude-pated noble would certainly 


CADBURY’S 
COCOA 
ESSENCE 


‘ REFRESHING—PURE—SOLUBLE. | 


CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition ef otareh. 
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prosecute, and crimes against property are exceedingly unpopular 
with juries. Why not try the cruel tooth of slander? 

Tommy.—The soft spot which you have observed in baby’s head 
could not be overcome by boiling, but might by baking. Take no 
action in the matter without consulting the cook. 

Paison Rerornm.— Handcuffs for the ears are no novelty; they were 
invented by Mrs. Adam, 4nno Mundi 1. It was the son of this ingenious 
lady who first demonstrated the deterrent effect of the death penalty. 

B. Fiat.—The only poetical allusion we have met with to the fami- 
liar tendency of prime donne to grow prematurely fat is contained in 
the first couplet of the ‘‘ Ode to the Passions” : 

When Music, heavenly maid, was young— 
While yet in early grease she sung. 


Domestica.—You are quite right, there 7s “no word in the language 
about which cluster so many sacred and terder associations as ‘ home.’”’ 
Indeed, one might almost affirm that, be it ever so humble, there’s no 
place like home; though your assertion that ‘“‘nothing can hold a 
candle to it”’ receives no support from the investigations conducted 
by the head of the Fire Department. Some persons, by the way, have 
odd notions of home. A minute of an ancient London club, states 
that a turtle intended for the club table “‘ died on its way Aome from 
the West Indies.” Homes area great convenience after the public- 


houses are closed for the night. 


TAYLOR’S PATENT 


SEWING MACHINES 


have new Patent Improvements, which render them 
superior to all other makes tor Dasssmakine and 
Pamir uss. “They are Simple to Learn, ae Easy to 
Work,” ~ Not liable te get out of order.” are*" Strong,” 
** Swift,” “* Durable,” ** make very little noise,” and can 
be had on “easy terms" of purchase at a “ moderate 

rice.” Intending purchasers, if unable to obtain 
Faylor’s Patent Sewing Machines from local Dealers, 
are respectfuily requested to send fora prospectus to 
97, Cheapside, London, E.C.; Great Driffield, York- 
shire ; or the branch establishments: 23, Silver Street 


Hull, and 183, Kirkgate, Wakefield. fy 
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1. Tired of bachelor life 8. determines to get married. 


one of a detachment from G.P.O. 6. Expectation! ‘7. Transformation. 8. He renounces the sex. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue Horse Show held at Alexandra Park last week was, we are 
glad to say, avery decided success. Although the weather on the first 
day was not of a most desirable character, and though the wind nearl 
blew several wild horsemen out of their saddles, the a‘tendance was good, 
and, what is perhaps better, the judgment shown by the Committe of 
Award was excellent. Officials at these exhibitions cannot hope to 
please everybody, but the Alexandra Committee came as near giving 
general satisfaction as could possibly be expected. Perhaps there is 
no place in England—there is certainly no place near London—so 
fitted by nature and arranged by art to be the scene of an equine show. 
At all events, owners seemed to think so this time, fur finer specimens 
of all kinds of horses never were gathered together to be made subject 
for the criticism of that very inferior creature, man. During this 
part of the year the Park is exceptionally lovely, and those whose 
experience of horse shows has been gained in stuffy establishments 
redolent of tan and stifling with dust and heat, are best qualified to 
appreciate the advantages of out-door arrangements, with lots of 
room and to spare, with plenty of fresh air, and a programme teeming 
with other attractions. We expect that in future, among the plans 
of Sir Edward Lee and his able collaborateurs, this annual show 
will hold a very distinguished position, and will bean important event 
among owners and breeders, as well as with the great horse-loving 
public. 

Tne French comic opera season at the Gaiety seems to be, and 
deservedly, very remunerative to its promoters. This is cheerful, as 
it has done much to enlighten the public about French opera of a 
light kind, and has shown that the ability of our neighbours is not 
always devoted to matters of an unhealthy kind. On the night of 
the production of Zampa the house was full to overflowing, and the 
new tenor, M. Tournié, was rapturously received. The acting and 
singing were generally gocd, the Daniel of M. Joinnisse, and the 
Rita of Madame Henault being especially worthy of mention. 
‘lournié is likely to be a very great favourite with English audiences. 

Mr. Coleman, acting manager of the Olympic Theatre, takes his 


benefit on Saturday next, the 26th inst. 
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2. A Medium he was too bashful to deal with. 3. 4. Happy thought! Advertise! 5. This is enly 


. And swears to remain a bachelor. 


ROURING WITH RAIN! 


Povnine with rain! pouring with rain! 
Making a fellow feel nearly insane ; 
Soaking and drenching him, making him damp— 
Minus a mackintosh, minus a ‘‘ gamp’’— 
Marking his beaver with many a stain. 

Pitiless rain! 
Pouring with rain! pouring with rain ! 
Yet the folks tell us we shouldn't complain. 
And when they discover we’re dripping like mops, 
Bid us remember “ It’s good for the crops, 


Good for potatoes, and good for the grain.” 
Bother the rain ! 


Rain! rain !—still pouring with rain ! 
Making us long under shelter remain. 
Rushing therefrom a3 the "buses go past— 
Finding they’r2 full—we must fece it at last, 
Thinking it soon will give over—in vain, 

Pouring with rain! 


A Ward’s Award. 

A youna gentleman named France, a wardin Chancery, has been 
fined twelve pounds for baiting a badger. If he had taken to pigeon 
murder or pony maiming his name would have been in the Morning 
Post instead of the Police News. The badger not being a usefal 
animal is specially protected from human violence. A man may 
badger his friends and bate his wife, but he must leave the other 
animal alone. 

Bury Likely. 
Two detectives have discovered in a grave, in a Glasgow churchyard, 


a quantity of letters and newspapers. They were dead letters and 
defunct newspapers, of course ! 





Leaping Mzgmpgrs or Socrery.—Musical Conductors. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 23, 1875. 
[Cartoon. ] 


WHITE SLAVES AND BLACK, 


“ Wuart ho!” said the Sultan of Zanzibar, 

When he'd been in London a couple of weeks, 
Arummy old fellow, John Bull, you are! 

And how this town for your rumness spéaks ! 
You send your sailors to stop my tricks — 

The ing of babbies and swopping of slaves ; 
But I'm blest if we're ever in half the fix 

That you're in here on this side the waves. 

to, John Ball, you’re a fraud, that’s clear— 
You've slaves enough of your own, no fear! 


Continued the Sultan from o’er the sea, 
Ad ing himself to his landlord's wife, 
“ Your ri hed business is fiddle-de-dee, 
You'd best look at home and be free from strife. 
When laws for your rich and your poor are alike, 
And verty’s not the worst of sins, 
When Sheu s not quodded for going on strike, 
And honour sometimes in your law-courts wins— 
Why then, oh then, when your hands are clean— 
But not before—may you change the scene!” 


——0-— 


A Worruine paper contains some interesting details of a debate 
which recently took place among the local guardians of the poor as to 
the best means of disposing of objectional paupers who dare to con- 
tract fevers, small-pox, or other and similer contagious diseases. 
Recently a workhouse, with infirmary and hospital attached, has been 
built under the direction of these gentlemen at a cost of about eighteen 
thousand pounds; but though the arrangements for patients are quite 
complete there, the squire of the ish in which the workhouse is 
situate is said to be averse to infectious paupers coming between the 
wind and his nobility ; and so some further and special provision has 
to be made for them. As no other member of the squirearchy which 
seems to reign supreme in this portion of Sussex could be found 
willing to be troubled with such horrible offenders, or to allow them 
to = their diseases, to become cured, or to die peacefully within 
the bounds of his jurisdiction, the guardians were almost at their wits’ 
end, until one of them hit upon the happy expedient of having a 
travelling house or caravan in which miscreantic and malodorous delin- 
quents of the epidemic order could be kept moving on, until they had 
moved off altogether, or were certified to be once more fit to receive 
the ordinary offices of humanity. At first sight it seems as if this 
must be a hoax, and that the ‘‘ Move on!’’ doctrine, so admirably 
successful with regard to tramps and vagrants who dare to be poor in 
a country where everybody ought to be rich, is but being burlesqued. 
Unfortunately it is not so, the official report showing that the resolu- 
tion was carried, and the perambulating pest-house ordered for the use 
and benefit of all future offenders. How far the notion so eminently 
characteristic of the Christianity of our poor’s guardians will work it is 
not for us to say, but such an act is likely to carry its own penalty with it 
in the tenfold spread of disease. Apart from the more selfish view of con- 
tagiou, and the increased danger which arises from the muddleheadedness 
and intolerance of local magnates, there is the disgrace which such a 
state of things reflects upon us asa people. What a satire it is that, 
within a short distance of the place where the sick poor are virtually 
thrown out to die by the wayside, the extra good folk who so insist upon 
the maintenance of our national character should have succeeded in 
closing a place of innocent amusement on Sunday in the name of 
religion! What a mockery this religion by Act of Parliament is, to be 
sure! Almost as much a mockery as charity becomes in the hands of 
its official ** guardians.” 








‘Dispatch, Dispatch!” 

Tus Weekly Dispatch is dreadfully irreverent. Not content with 
smiting capital on behalf of labour, it pulls Baron Grant off his 
pedestal, and then— worse than all— proves that an “‘ eminent”’ firm of 

lice-court practitioners has the feeblest possible acquaintance with 
the rules which govern the English language. This is, indeed, icono- 
clasm, and the Conservative working-men are bound to resent it. ‘The 
circulation of the W. D. is expected to fall fully three copies per week 
on their account alone, and its boast of ‘ rapidly rising ’’ may thus be 
coneidered for ever at an end. Alas, that indiscretion should have 
brought such a fearful fate upon a once powerful paper ! 





Bismarck v. Arnim. 
Tue name of the presiding judge in the Arnim Trial is Steinhausen, 
Anglicé Stonejug, and the name of the Public Prosecutor is Luck. 
We sincerely hope the latter will keep the Count out of the former. 
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THE POLICEMAN’S TALE. 
(Arrer CHavcer—500 YEARS.) 
A Constaset! one nighte that it didde rayne 
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Both cattes and dogge:, and pytchforkes too, was fayne 


Hymsel within a taverne’ to betake, 

Hys flesch to drie, and eke hys thyrste to slake.’ 
And there ful many a pleasaunt carle* he founde 

In barr-parloure a grogge-bowle seaten rounde, 
Y-like hymsel who'd soughten herbergage 

Ontil ye storme its furie sholde assuage. 
Ye canne went rounde and pypes of claye® were litte, 
And everichone y-didde what seemed hym fytte, 
’Til whan no wight® colde hearen hymsel speke. 
Up gat ye Hoste,’ a burgess bigge in cheke, 
And this he sayde unto them plat and playne :° 
“‘ An’ here ye wolden bide ontil ye rayne 

Hath stayed itsel, in sooth, then baren ye 

With les dispute and more tranquillitie.® 

To passe ye time I trowe it wolde be wel, 

An everichone in tourne a tayle sholde tel,'” 
And thilké wight who in hys taske do fayle 
Shal paye his comperes'’ rounde in moisty ayle.”* 
Then sotte he doune; the guestés cried ‘‘ Y-wis,”* 
And casté lottes who firste sholde doen this. 

Ye Constabel ye longest wispé drewe, 

And thus beganne withouten more ado. 


YE CONSTABEL HIS TAYLE. 


Whilom whan newé to ye force I came 

And modest was nor uppe to everich game," 
Nor wot for naught that 1 might laye a hande 
On any common carle" in Englelande. 

It fell one nighte that it was drear and wette 
(My beate was in ye p'easaunt Haimaurkette), 
A manne I spied y-fallen on ye grounde, 


ig 


And straighte did kikke hym for to bring hym rounde ; 


And whan maugré my kikkes no signe he mayd, 
Hym through ye streete I by hys heles conveyed, 
And to the Stacioun” did hym dragge, the where 
Ye Sergeaunt® straight y-clapt hym in a chayre ; 


* But as he wolde ne speke, ne ope hys eyes, 


Though with our beltés we hym did chasteyse,*' 
Eftsoons, we felled him; he of drinke did smelle, 
So hym we casten in ye tosspottes celle. 


Now whan that morne was come much was I payned 
To finde this caitiffe on hys bakke remayned. 

In vaine by bearde I swinked hym to and fro ; 
He wolde ne smyle, ne answour “ aye”’ ne ‘‘noe,”’ 
But stille he laye with eyen fast y-shet, 

And on hys legges** I colde him no way get. 

I hayled a cabbe** and stecked hym on ye seate, 
Than with hym drove to Courte of Bowés-streete ; 
Agen ye dokke I stecked hym bolte uprite, 

And to ye Judge** hys deedés did recyte. 

How that I founde ye gaillard® on ye grounde, 
And that sin’ then hys tongue he hed not founde. 


‘Thy name?” freined Judge, and set on hym hys eye.*® 


And still ye carle vouchsafed no replye. 

“He sickerley shammes ille,” ye Judge did shoute ; 
“‘ Let leeche be highte,*’ we'll see this mattere outte. 
Ye leeche he came, and criéd with amayze 

‘‘ Marry! thys carle’s been deadé all two dayes.”’ 


Hyr ceased ye Constabel and looked aboute, 
Espéring to have hearde a merrie shoute ; 

But everich fayce was blakke, and one manne rose 
And shoke hys fiste*® beneath ye peeler’s nose, 
And cryed that it was shame in Christen lande 
Such fools should holde mennes livés in their hande. 
‘‘ Graunt-mercy for yr tayle, gode Sir,” quod he, 
“It showth what doltes are in auctoritie.” 

And than he tolde how he hymsel hadde sene 

A manne nigh deade tway constabels betwene, 
Who shoke hym wel and called hym dronken loon, 
And kikkéd hym with iron-tippéd shoon. 


’” 


By this ye rayne had ceased, which, whan they knew, 


Ye guestés rose and went outte two by two, 
Ye Constabel was called to stoppe a fraye,** 
So dranke hys ayle anu wente ano:her waye.*° 


1 Slop. ® Boozingken. * Towhethis whistle. * Rorty pal. © Churchwardcns. 
6 Bloke. 7 Boss. * Without no flies. * Cheese your patter. !° Spin a yarn. 
11 Pals. '® Four-half. }° Rumbo. 16 ners he Fly. a 
19 Run’eminshop. ** Copper-boss. Guv him oO. ins. } 
*¢ Beak. * al a6 Gig lamps. #7 Chi-ike Pills. ** Flashed his mawleys. 
22 To queerarow. °° Mizzled, 


18 Or’nary cove. 


23 Growler. 
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THE CALCITRATION TRANSFER SYSTEM. 


Tue expense of occasionally going to a remote part of the country 
to kick a friend is no inconsiderable drain upon the frugal pocket. It 
has therefore been thought advisable to ask Parliament to establish a 
Calcitraticn Transfer Postal System, by which kicks may be delivered 
at a distance beyond the reach of the longest human leg. The plan, 
so far as matured, is something like this :— 

At each General or District Post-office in the United Kingdom 
shall be appointed two additional clerks—a receiving clerk and a 
paying clerk—the manner of selection being competitive examination, 
in which, however, a critical knowledge of Chaucer shall not be 
insisted on. ‘The qualifications of these functionaries are entirely 
distinct ; the receiving clerk must be a fat man—accurately speaking, 
a ham-fat man—the paying clerk to be a strong man. Let us suppose 
that A. in London desires to kick B. at Leamington. A. goes to his 
District Office, purchases his order, and kicks the receiving clerk, once 
or oftener, according to the amount of rebuke in which he has in- 
vested. He then forwards the order to B., who presents it and him- 
self at the Leamington office— which has been duly advised—and is 
kicked by the paying clerk. Nothing could be more simple and 
satisfactory ; it is, in short, only an extension of the money-order 
system to better purposes and wider necessities. 

There should be the traditional three classes of orders, first, second, 
and third; corresponding to the stocking, the boot, and the clog. 
The price of a third-class order should not exceed one’ penny per 
kick; at which rate the travelling male of the residuum could keep the 
missus apprised of his whereabouts without bringing l#mself upon the 
parish. When the Bill comes before Parliament it may receive un- 
important amendments in Committee, such, for example, as permitting 
the fortunate holder of an order to be served at his residence by the 
letter-carrier, whose familiar rat-tat will thus acquire a new and 
cheerful significance. 

The advantages of the system to the public, to the revenue, and to 
the interests of substantial justice are too obvious to require statement; 
but independently of these it will be useful no end within the De- 
partment itself, for by means of it Lord Jack Manners can humble his 
proudest subordinate without at the same time starving the offender's 
wife and babies. Whether his lordship wiil esteem that an object we 
know him sufficiently well to be unable to say. 


INCURABLES. 


Tue Peculiar People are setting up a hospital for “incurables’’— 
pathological 1iddles whom the doctors have given up, but whom they 
propose to solve by prayer. I1f they have the courage of their 
opinions, and are willing to submit their method to the severest 
imaginable test, we recommend as in-patients the following ‘ hope- 
less cases ’’:— 

The incurable who thinks all economic wisdom comprehended in 
the phrase “ supply and demand.” 

The incurable who trembles for the safety of the country during a 
Parliamentary divisicn or a general election. 

‘The incurable who thinks the Established Church necessary to 
rcligion. 

‘the incurable who thinks the Established Church fatal to morality. 

‘The incurable who concedes the fallibility of the human mind in one 
sentence, and appeals to “ the general belief of mankind”’ in the next. 

The incurable who perseveres in his story to the bitter end while 
you gaze fixedly at a distant steeple across his shoulder. 

The incurable who uses the word “un-English”’ in the sense of 
‘“‘ dishonest” or “ unfair.”’ 

The incurable who thinks London the buli’s-eye of the world, and 
the devil a bad shot. 

The incurable who confidently asserts of a new book that it will 
‘“ Jive as long as the language.” 

‘he incurable who thinks patriotism a virtue because he mistakes 
his own savage prejudice against foreigners for love of country, but 
considers love of mankind a sham because it is beyond his compre- 
hension. 

‘rhe incurable who asks about the health of your wife and does not 
wait for a reply. 

The incurable who persuades his dog to go in the water, and is not 
ashamed when it comes out and makes a covenant by setting its bow 
in the heavers amongst ladies’ dresses, 

The incurable who thinks the Claimant is Sir Roger Tichborne. 

The incurable who is ashamed to say he does not understand Mr. 
Browning. 

The incurable who thinks the Laws of Nature would have been 
more uniformly good if they had had the advantage of discussion in 
the press before being adopted. 

The incurable who represents Peterborough in the National 
Legislature. 

‘Lhe incurable who has once tasted the maddening draught of total 
abstinence. 
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No. XXIV.—THE LAST OF 


Meanty the Rhymer was sitting and sniggering— 
Sniggering over his shameless desk ; 

All the professions he'd been a-transfiguring 
Into the lowest of low burlesque, 

Physic— Divinity—even Balloonery— 
Poetry—Thievery— Painting— Law,— 

These he had turned to the maddest buffoonery 
Ever a reasoning creature saw ! 


Making professional folks of gentility 
Gibber and tumble and mouthe—in fact 

Act as respectable dons of ability 
Certainly never were seen to act: 

But at the hour when the pussycats slink about 
(Meaning, of course, in the silent night), 

Oh, he’d a dream that he’s frightened to think about ! 
Bother the idiot—serve him right! 


When he—(long tossing remorsefully slumberless)— 
Sank into sleep ; to avenge their wrongs 
Came the professional gentlemen numberless 
Whom he had drawn in his vulgar *“‘ Sones: 
Comic they were, as his pencil depicted them 
(He whose absurdities head the rhymes), 
Wearing the heads with which /e had afflicted them 
Greatly too big for them—scores of times. 


‘‘ Here is a person of sense and sobriety ; 
Here is the Rhymer,” they chorussed all ; 
“ Suited to shine in the brightest society, 
Only his head’s so absurdly small!” ° 
Having expressed their compassion effusively, 
Gravely consulting, they clearly proved 
Heads such as his were a nuisance, conclusively ; 
‘‘So we must have it,” they said, “‘ removed.” 
Making the ghastliest efforts at merriment, 
Pallidly trying to like the joke, 
Just as they finished the little experiment, 
Dreadfully frightened, the Rhymer woke. 
Sadly he sat and he shivered increasingly, 
Wildly he glared at the morning’s gloom 
Something within him that whispered unceasingly 
Told him his cranium filled the room! 


Busts of the poets were watching him beamingly 
Up on a dusty neglected shelf : 

‘‘ Poets’”’ he says “ have big crania, seemingly ; 
I’li be a poet,” says he, ‘‘ myself:”’ 

“ Fancy,” be says, “ if poetic intensity 
Matches the size of the party's poll 

How I can manage my chorused immensity ! 
Fancy now !—Woncerful !—Bless my soul!”’ 

Whether that idiot’s cranium verily 
Grew so enormous I ne’er have known : 

But—if I purchase a beaver, he, merrily 
Taking it, thoughtfully leaves his own. 


En Suite. 


Tue Jatest dental invention is everlasting teeth. Most suitable for 
persons endowed with everlasting tongues and eternal jaw. The 
inventor is evidently a lady’s man. 
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INDEPENDENT! 


Young Lady (who takes a great interest in the school, and would like to teach a class):—‘‘ WHat 18 YOUR NAME?” 
Pupil :;—“Sarau Jane SmitH; AND MOTHER SAYS IF YOU WANTS TO KNOW ANY MORE YOU'RE TO AST ’ER, AND SHE'LL GIVE YOU A 


HANSWER. 


ALLOW HER CHILDREN TO BB PATTERKNISED BY ANYONE; 80 DOES FATHER, 








BARGHASH BOTHERED. 


We have reason to believe that His Highness Seyyid Barghash of 
Zanzibar, in his earnest endeavours to study the manners and 
privileges of the English people, has been somewhat perplexed by a 
few of the anomalies now prevailing among us, such a, for instance — 

The statement in certain journals that England is the most pro- 
sperous nation upon the face of the earth, as shown by the extravagance 
and display of the residents of the West-end of the metropolis, whilst 
in an adjoining column may be found the harrowing details of the 
death from starvation of some poor sempstress at Whitechapel, 

The prosecution of an occasional “‘ bookmaker ” in a small way, and 
the published betting transact‘ons at Tattersall’s; thus inducing the 
idea that it is wicked to invest a florin or a “dollar’’ on a horse, but 
perfectly legal and creditable when gold is the current medium. 

The imprisonment of five humble cabinet-makers for alleged con- 
spiracy, whilst the avowed trade combinations of employers go 
unchecked. 

The regulations respecting card-playing in public-houses, the pro- 
hibition of dicing, the “ three-card trick,” “under and over,” the 
roulette table at fairs, and the “dolly ” at the sweetstuff shop, as com- 

red with the “ kite-flying,” “time bargaios,” and financial “ sharp- 
ing”’ of the Stock Exchange. 

Lhe closing of museums and places of intellectual resort for the 
masses on Sundays in contradistinction to the opening of gardens, &c., 
specially affected by the rich and their “ friends.” 

Many more curious social inconsistencies might be quoted, but 
those given above are enough to puzzle even a more enlightened man 
than Seyyid Barghasb. 

—ooEoIoI————————————————_===__ 

How to Tett a Goop Horse.—Stand in front of his shoulder and 
~ > head duwn gently till his ear is at the level of yourlips. Then 
te m. 

Cuance ror a Soverzion.—Our climate for the Sultan of Zanzibar 


after his own. 


P’Raps YOU'D LIKE TO KNOW WHAT WE ’AD FOR DINNER LA3T SUNDAY P WE DIDN’T’A NONE—THERE! 


MoTHER 8AYS3 SHE WON'T 
THO HE IS OUT O’ WORK.” 


Blood or Bosh P 


In a recently published letter, Mrs. Crawshay speaks of servants as 
though they were bred like cart-horses, and were quite distinct speci- 
mens of humanity from those who move in “ hupper suckles.”’ ‘Ihis 
is rather unfortunate. In these days, when a duke'’s youngest son’s 
youngest son’s youngest son may be cleaning the horses or carrying 
the coals of a rag-picker’s eldest daughter's eldest daughter’s eldest 
daughter, it is worse than folly for rich people to pretend that they 
believe in two complete organisations—the gentle and the simple. 
They may play tho gentle as much as they like, we will content our- 
selves with not being simple enough to believe they have any faith in 
their own statements. They only wish it wereso; but though, unlike 
the leopard, they may change their spots, they cannot conquer their 
plebeian nature. 


War to Order. 

Tue Imperial Crown Prince of Germany has given a dinner to the 
officers of the American Squadron at Berlin. Up to the moment of 
writing no special correspondent has found war or an offensive alliance 
amid the fragments of the feast. This is strange at a time when a 
leading daily announces, as important news, the fact that ‘several 
gipsies have encamped near Bally maccarratt.”’ 


Bright ! 

Tue London Correspondent of the Sheffield Telegraph devotes a 
special telegram to the extraordinary statement that “ Mr. Bright is 
now engaged on his own autobiography.’’ ‘There would have been 
much more method in the London man’s madness had he taken all 
that trouble to state that Mr. Bright was engaged on some other per- 
son’s autobiography. Because that is a punishable offence according 
to law, and is sudden death among Quakers. 








A Mopet Lopainc Hovss.—Madame Tussaud’s. 
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: WHITE SLAVES OR BLACK? 


Mr. Za.zibar:—“ FROM WHAT I CAN SEE, MRS. BRITANNIA, IT WOULD BE JUST AS WELL FOR YOU 
TO REMEDY SOME MATIERS AT HOME, BEFORE INTERFERING SO ACTIVELY ABROAD.” 
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T'He GENTLEMEN WITH THE WET BLANKET. 


SS 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 

Mr. H. Bapen Pritcuarn’s rew book, Beauty Spots of the Continent 
(Tinsleys) is very agreeable reading, and will be found to serve two 
purposes admirably. ‘Io those who are about to travel, and who wish 
to be coached in a friendly and genial manner, who wish to know 
what to do and what to avoid doing, whither to go and where to stay 
away from, “ the book now befcre us’”’ will be found very useful. To 
those, again, whom business engagements or impecuniosity compel to 
stay at home, but who like to show their knowledge of le Continong 
for all that, Mr. Pritchard's work will be ever welcome, and will en- 
able them to talk quite pleasant!y and familiarly of places they have 
never seen, without once conveying the notion of guilty guide-book 
knowledge. With such recommendations, and a fiontispiece by John 
Proctor, there is not much fear for the future of Beauty Spots on the 
Continent. 

Cupid’s Birthday Book (Nimmo) is a pretty little volume, containing 
an average of three love mottoes from Shakespeare for every day in 
the year. ‘Lhe editor has cultivated the poet’s acquaintance to some 

urpose; but he is by no means eaten up with pride over the result. 
ladeed, so ready is he to admit the unpublished excellence of the 
present day, that he has left a blank ruled space opposite each quota- 
tion for remarks or rival verses. Here is an opportunity for many 
great unknowns to distinguish themselves. May they embrace it and 
be bappy! 

The third part of the new issue of Doré’s London isto hand. The 
full page drawings, which are very effective, consist of, the Great Fire 
in Kensington Gardens, a Scripture Reader in a Night Refuge, and a 
Ball at the Mansion House. There is a fair amount of dramatic « n- 
trast in the selection of these subjects, which is in no way lost sight of 
in the execution. Some of the smaller illustrations are very fine. 

Art in Jreland is move Irish than artistic. How can the writer of 
this pamphlet expect art to flourish among a pecp’e whose constant 
beast it 1s that they are true to nature ? 

Hints, Humorous and Satirical, is an amusing collection of papers 
which might be read with much advantage by the great community of 
cads. ‘The verse is the weakest part of it. 

The only fault we can find with the Gossiping Guide to Wales is the 
difficulty of pronouncing the names of the people and places in the 
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| Americans who wiuld sce the world.’ 








Principality. With this trifling exception, everything is as gladscme 
and as gossiping as even the most garrulous of tourists cou)d desire. 

Several other pamphlets and small things in the way of critical 
essays have unavoidably found their way into the waste-paper basket. 
Authors still unknown to fame please note. 


The Shaky Side of Pall Mall. 

A WELL-KNOWN evening journal, which is evidently not written by 
arithmeticians for ari/ hmeticians, bas an article in its most tranquiliy 
caustic vein on &# cruelty to animals case that recently came before the 
Birmingham Police-court, a man having been summoned for con- 
fining some three score of our feathered fellow-tubjects in a box 62 
inches long and 26 wide. ‘ Each fowl,” says our contemporary, * bad 
only about 34 equare inches to stand in, assuming there were sixty in 
the box.’” We make it about 224, but perhaps the square inches in 
ute at this office are smaller than those affected by the writer of the 
article. If not, we advise him to stick to the two other K's, cr the 
School Board visitor may visit him roughly. He would hardly be 
able to get off on the plea that he was ‘‘ kept at home to mind baby,’ 
for it is clear that a babe of ordinary independence would scorn to be 
mindéd by a man who seems to think a marketable hen might be got 
into a common Byrant and May match box. We do not deny that she 
might light on it. 


Demimondaine. 

Tue prcprietors of the Jardin Mabille, in Taris, avail themselves of 
the advertising columns of the London Press to assure us that their 
establishment is “.cne cf the first objects of attraction to English and 
‘The world is a large place to 
put into a garden, Lut ibhat cne balf of it is to Le secn et the cre in 
question no cne wlo bas visited it will ventuge to deny. 


Their Eminences. 

A ¥FRizND of curs who bas bad the kabit of spicing his conversation 
with the slang term “ NoLby,”’ in tke sense of jaunty or stylish, com- 
plains that in cne of his amiable moods he had the misfortune to com- 
pliment his wife on her nobby feet. And this ridicu'ous stcry he puts 
jorth to account for the new bald syot cn the side cof his heaa! 








Small Boy :—“ Now turn, Bitty, Loox sHarP!”’ 


Billy :—“ Look sHARP yYERSELF! I’m ONLY A POOR WEAK-MINDED SILLY 
FELLOW, AND AIN'T TO BE IMPOSED ON. LOOK 8HARP, INDEED ! 
RIGHT FOR THB LIKES O' ME TO HAVE TO WORK AT ALL!”’ 


Lorp Mayor is about to 
Academy and the presidents of 
line somewhere, because of the shortness of knives and forks. — Two 
soldiers commit theft so as to 
preferable to barracks matters 
= Diecovery of skeletons near Chel 
still without one in his 
paid, and with stamped 
rifle team in Dublin. 
of rifling the English 
Continued dispute 
heal thyself.” —= Sultan of Zanzibar makes sweet 


benighted 


More cock-fighting prosecu 


Arrival of 


tation amon 


going to 6“ 


if he doesn’t manage 
positions won’t be much 
reform. Whata 
which he pretends 
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without 
Whalle 
'rivate 
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follow before very long. desire to become a railway director. As things go, 
ana a hardly be considered out of place on the prospectus of any company, 
Ovt-Doon Reiier.— Being eased of your watch at a street | but as the ordinary traveller is a person susceptible to sudden shocks, 
eee, | might find it advisable to ct it—say to Washing Machines. 
BrauminicaL Foncrions.—Idle Worship. S the same thing, and sounds better. i 






we to India. We trust England will continue to exist 


is rebuked by the Speaker. Speaker at once entered on the 
of Jesuits kept by the Nuisance for Peterborough. — Co- 
for Stoke-upon-Trent) then asks an impertinent question. 
ut down, but “up to the time of going to press” remains 

ed. == Permissive Bill once more thrown out. Billites to 
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MOCK MODESTY. 


A rew of the fellows that come to the Club 
Are excessively modest though garrulous people. 
Each gives his own merits a sneer or a snub 
To exalt those of others as high as a steeple. 
For, anyone loving—as J do—a lark 
’Tis as good as a play when they cackle together. 
I never would willingly miss a remark 
That escapes these ingenuous “birds of a feather.” 













Poor X., let us say, brings a comedy out ;— 
But the critical press (which is awfully cruel) 
Seems rather in doubt what the plot is about, 
So it gives the unfortunate author his “ gruel.’’ 
He smiles at the worst that his critics can say, 
And observes that for taste there is now no accounting. 
He bashfully begs you to sit through his play 
For its exquisite acting and elegant mounting. 













Poor Y., a musician with bits of a voice, 

Is declared by the Club undeniably clever ;— 
In fact, I imagine the Club would rejoice 

Could he warble away at its Collard for ever. 
He mildly but firmly denies he can sing, 

And he blushes when anyone tries to encore him. 
It seems, he asserts, a most marvellous thing 

That the Peerage admire and the Public adore him. 







\ 







Poor Z. is a poet—a promising bard— 

But is under that curse of the poet’s condition 
Which doometh him—struggle he never so hard— 

To ignore the delights of a second edition. 
He owns a great army of pressmen as f.iends, 

And the notices penned on his Jabours are glowing. 
Those choice gems of intellect make him amends 

For the coldness the masses at large have been showing 













Our nature has phases most comic to meet, 
But I vow and protest the absurdest and oddest 
Is found when humility covers conceit 
And inordinate vanity apes being modest. 
Our Club is the brightest and best ever seen, 
For our Club is composed of intelligent fellows ;— 
But, somehow or other, they look very mean 
When they live upon puffs out of other men’s bellows. 
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““NONE SO DAFT.” 
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A Wartine Race.—Parlourmaids. 


































True Worth. 

A RECENTLY published police-report contains the word “ laughter ’ 
after every observation made by the “ worthy magistrate.” As there 
is not the faintest scintillation of wit or humour—so far as eur limited 
comprehension guides us —in any one of the worthy one’s worshipful 
and wordy speeches, we are bound to suppose that the “ beak” either 
threw handsprings or pulled music-hall mugs while addressing the 
unworthy prisoner or the moderately worthy prosecutor. The 
labourer is, or should be, worthy of his hire: perhaps our police 
magistrates are trying to make themselves worthy of their recent rise 


in wages. 





DOTS AND LINES. 


entertain the members of the Royal 
the learned societies, Must draw the 







get out of the army. When prison is 
must be indeed pleasant for the private. 
tenham. The gentleman who is 

closet is directed to apply immediately, post- 
directed envelope, -= Arrifle of an American 
As they have come over for the express purpose 
they were received with true Irish genialit = 
about a late Lord Chancellor’s will. ‘* Physician, 
speeches. For a 
understands the art of kidding amazingly. — 
tions. More licensed pigeon butchery. — 
the Devastation in the Mediterranean. sequent devas- 
arguments of a constructors. =. Mr. Cross is 
0 ane about the Brighton Aquarium persecution. 
tter than his colleagues, the shareholders’ 

improved. =< Dr. Kenealy tries for triennial 
blow it would often be to him if he only got that 
to want! = Preparations for the Duke of Bucking- 
















Art and Nature. ; 

Lorp Carturncrorp has imparted to the wondering world of 
Chelmsford his impression that “‘ man cannot live alone by beef or 
mutton.” Why the proximity of anima] food should entail the 
necessity of matrimony he did not, however, explain. Perhaps as his 
lordship spoke at the opening of an Art Loan Exhibition, it was only 
his playful way of puffing the refreshment contractor. 
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Zanzibarney. } 

TE Sultan of Zanzibar has forwarded his impressions of our Royal 
family to the Pali Mali Gazette. He speaks of the “sweet counte- 
nance” of the Prince of Wales, mentions his “sweet consort,” and 

itively drivels with delight over the “sweet children.” The 
Sechenis of Marlborough House have evidently not wasted their 


sweetness on the desert’s heir. 


What’s in a Name? 


A GENTLEMAN rejoicing in the patronymic of Mangles advertises his 
his name could 







Our grief is 





at. “So much for Buckingham.’’ — 
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PITH a regularity that might well have been emulated by the more genial seasons, Winter had come round once more, and was 

/ playing his usual merry little pranks with the British householder. One day he froze all the water-pipes, and the next thawed 

them so suddenly that they resented the intrusion and spouted all over the place like so many teetotalers or M.P.’s during the 

recess. Then the plumber had to be called in; and by the time he had shaken his head and said it was a bad job, and gone back 
d of those he had brought, the frost had bezun again, the children had made a rink in the dining-room, where 


to get the proper tools instea 1 
all the water had settled, and the boiler, defrauded of its means of self-satisfaction, had burst, sending the cook into ten-quartern-power 


hysterics. Just then, happily, the thaw returned, and stopped further mischief, 

Oh yes, happily! The snow melted on the roof and wouldn't run off by the rain spout, but found its way through the ceilings of the 
bed-rooms; and when it had all got inside, the builder's men came with their scaffold poles and ladders, and made a large hole to see 
which way it had gone. Having satisfied themselves, they went home to tea and a pipe afterwards, and forgot all about the hole till they 
were reminded of it next morning, when, as it was raining hard, they had to come back from another little bit of day-work and cover the place 

The rink had by this time thawed in the dining-room, and all the children had caught severe colds, except one, 


with sacks for the present. 
For it was just between Christmas and New Year, when everyone was happy and 


and he was suffering dreadfully from indigestion. 
jollity reigned supreme. 

A poking, prying fellow—as if to show that once in a lifetime even impertinent curiosity may be found beneficial—had discovered a 
crime, and all other poking, prying pests were ambitious of going and doing likewise: of getting their names in the papers, of being con- 
sidered heroes without the trouble of being heroic, and of having money given them—and free drinks. So all sorts of respectable — 
were being subjected to all sorts of annoyances from pokers and pryers, and every employer who locked up his desk or objected to having his 
letters read by bis light porters was darkly hinted at as a “ concealer,” ard couldn’t make out why even four-whee’ed cabmen looked the 
other way when hailed by him. Meanwhile, the rea] ‘‘ concealers” went on their way rejoicing. They knew that the law of probabilities 
would be all against their being discovered now, and they laughed, ha! ha! in merry Christmas chorus, as they watched the way in which the 
wrong people were constantly being suspected by inquisitive and self-appointed detectives. And at last Fun, who hates and detests shams 
and meannesses, and small and paltry glorifications, determined for once to play the ostrich, and shut out all this seasonable mirth and 


merriment. 
* * * . 


* * * - a 

Packing up what he knew would be prized far above gold and diamonds where he was going, the great and good Fun called a steamer 
and was scon landed in the East, where he commenced his triumphal progress. Seated on the costly camel which had been specially retained 
tv do him honour, and surrounded by chiefs and princes who bowed gravely whenever the august visitor let fall one of his wonderful 
witticisms, Fun proceeded on his course, scattering gifts by the wayside, and receiving thanks and blessings in return. For wherever he gave 
one of his magic numbers, health and happiness sprang up, and Juggernauts, Jubbulpores, Nadirs, Nummers, Vishnus, Vampires, Pariahs 
(Parish Officials), and other functionaries were glad. And Fun was happy. 

But he didn’t stay long in India, as his stock soon ran short; and he set off on his way back to Fleet-street to get a fresh supply, and 
see that the Errand-boy was doing the editing properly in his absence. Suddenly, as his boat was careering through the Suez Canal, he 
heard a sound as of weeping, and looking ashore saw an elderly Mussulman sitting disconsolately in his divan groaning bitterly over his 
broken bonds. The genial Fun sprang ashore at a bound, and at once, as is his custom, soothed the distressed one. But how? Why did the 

Why? The question 


old man dry his tears and smile ? Why did he chuckle and crow, and laugh, ho! ho! and go on his way rejoicing ? 
isabsurd! Why, because Fun had just that moment received (by special wire), and took occasion to present to his despondent friend —— 


Ohe Chenty-second Volume of the Second Series of Fun. 
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AuTHor’s Weoing (The), 22 

Among “* The”’ Profession, 26 
Augspur’s Anticipations, 42 

Angling Anecdote (An), 47 
Augspurious Adventure (An), 57 
Ambitious Bathing Woman (The), 195 
Augspur and the Leger, 125 

Author at Work (An), 185 

Avenged at Last. 140 

Augespur on the Past and Future, 167 
Augspur at the Cattle Show, 20 


By the Sea, 45 

Bully For Her, 115 
Broken-Hearted Gun (The), 148 
Balaclava Blunder (A), 190 
Blegg’s Brother, 245 


Cocxrioutine Carefully Considered, 12 
Colossal Grievanee A), 15 

Cricket off the Hearth (The), 76 
Caution (A), 84 

Corpse on the Capstan (The), 93 
Captain Matthew Webb, 10) 
Campers-out (The), 106 

Chivalry ! 114 

Changeable Old Lady (The), 173 
Champion Ship at Mortlake (The), 218 
Capitil Excuse (A), 219 

Cabman’s Confession (The), 2:8 
Continental Affairs, 229 

Considerate Old Lady (The), 233 
Christmas, 250 

Christmas and New Year's Gifts, 261 
Christmas Carol (A), 260 

Christmas Dirge (A), 259 

Christmas is Coming, 261 
Conversations of the Times, 260 


Dvxe and the Demon (The), 6 

Daughter's Duty (A), 53 

Dummy Captain (A), 105 

Day-Dream (A), 163 

Days of Old, 206 

Dots and Lines, 8, 23, 2%, 388, 59, 55, 67, 
64, 87, 103, 116, 126, 129, 144, 154, 160, 
176, 180, 194, 197, 214, 223, 234, 237, 258 
262 


Farry Rising, 31 

East End Mystery (The), 138 
Exe usive One (The), 214 
Egyptian Rinkle (An), 260 
Excuse for Everything (An), 264 


Fru Stop (A), 14 
Faithful Mate (The), 83 
Fioding His Level, 243 


Great Dramatic * Revival,”’ 168 
Geremy Gypes the Gyngler, 183 


Herr, There, and Everywhere, 22, 45, 86 
115, 127, 153, 157, 185, 213, 227, 239, 249 

Heavy Wet. 63 

Historical Repetition (An), 73 

Hioliday with Royalty (A), 85 

Holiday Experience, 88 

Headless Body (A), 183 


InscrvTasL_e Mystery (An), 35 
Intrusive Ideas, 137 
Improvident Householder (The), 256 


Jupor's Joke (The), 189 
Kino Parish, 139 


Low ty Lay (A), 27 

1’ Enfant Terrible, 43 

Little Johuny on the Weather, 46 
lattle Johnny on Colonel Baker, 66 
** Legitimate ’’ Fake (A), 177 
Letters of the Day, 199, 250 

Lord Mayor's Day, 214 

Lost Balloon (The), 238 


| More Model Associations, 11 
Matter of Taste (A), 13 
Mad Aspiration (A), 33 
My Last Panorama, 63 
My Fellow Traveller, 129 
More Stories from the Ranks, 183 
More Letters of the Day, 203 
My Ardatic Tour, 239 
j 


| Notices to Contributors, 107 
| Nature’s Blunder, 245 


ORGANIBATION, 134 
On ** Special’? Art, 193, 203 
Obtuse Skipper (The), 199 





Parer-kyirr and Pen, 17, 62, 97, 165, 
195, 225, 235 
Poetical Moments, 25 
Payne the Prevaricator, 44 
| Premier's Dream (The), 57 
Proper Pride, 71 
| Porter's Confession (A), 83 
| Public Subscription Mania (The), 193 
| Pilgrim of Love (The), 120 
Perfily of Prodgers (The), 159 
| Peince’s Journey (The), 165 
' Pious Abbot of Sephalding (The), 185 
Potiphar Prigg, 219 
Post Prandial Polities, 225 


Reminiscence (A), 5 
Revengeful Doctor (The), 215 
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Soxes of a Suburb, (1), 21; (2), 
(3), 61; (4), Bt; (5°, 99; (6), 
(7), 139; (8), 159; (9), 179; (10), 
(11), 243; (12), 229 

Some Magazines for July, 3t 

Some Magazines for August, 75 

Some Magazines for September, 125 

Some Magazines for October, 175 

| Some Magazines for November, 204 

| Some Magazines for December, 255 

Sir Brown of Bucklersbury, 36 

Something New in Novels, 56 

Some Literary and Art Notes, 61 

Sir Peacock Phraser, 75 

Scientific Apparatus, 117 

Sporting Story (A), 123 

| Serene Customer (A), 133 

Seventy Years of Progress, 147 

Serious Charge (A), 149 

Self! 155 

Scapegoats (The), 169 

Single Handed Nigger (The), 173 

“ource of the Styx (The), 178 

Short-Sighted Old Lady (The), 198 

Skittles and Beer, 215 

School-Board Days, 226 

Simple Songs for Silly Salts, 236 


4t; 
119; 


209 ; 


Tuomas Jones, 7 

T:iumph of Imagination (A), 15 

Two Acrobats; or, Land versus Water, 
16 

Travelling Show (The), 37 

Turf Topics and Tippic Troubles, 93 

To a Leader Writer, 109 

To a Fashionable Tragedian, 259 

True Lady (A), 127 

Tobias’s Tombstones, 128 

Trial by Press. 169 


Uxrounpep Rumours, 7, 51, 106, 136 
| 166, 196, 219 
| Unprotected Poets, 67 
Upper Ciass Misdemeanant (An), 77 
Unwarrantable Liberty (An), 145 
| Undertones, 266 
i 


| Warnine to the Athletic (A) 33 
Webb and Wisdom, 113 
What it Had Come To, 118 
Where Teaser Drew the Line, 247 


ENGRAVINGS. 


*‘ As the Twig is Bent,’’ 42 
Arrow‘Mind (An), 177 


Britise Workman (The), (1), 62; (2), 


#2; (3), 104; (4), 110; (5), 124; (6) 
170; (7), 2390 

British Bumpkin (The), 140. 164 

British Domestic (The), (1), 209; 
210; (3), 217 

‘*Broad’’ Achres, 96 

By Jove! 107 

Bore (The), 18t 


Cause and Effect, 22 
Camply Caustic, 35 
Common Folks’—tone, °3 
Conscientious, 183 
Cowardly Innuendo, 249 
Christmas Fancies, 217 
Congenial Coolness, 262 


(2) 


Dovusitze Dummy, 15 
Dangerous Weapon (A), 31 
Distinction with a Difference (A‘, 33 
Dismal Prospect (A), 44 
Dry Work. 74 
| Domestic Difference (A), 220 
| Dangerous Experiment (A‘, 256 
i var! Dear!’’ 253 


Farty Tmpressiones, 11 

| End of the Journey (The), 52 
Exactly So, 100 
Echo-nomical, 166 


| Farrty Proportioned, 34 

| Feminine Logic, 55 

| Fact and Fancy, from a New Point of 
View, 94 

Feminine Philosophy, 103 

Fair Division, 134 

Figuratively Speaking, 136 

Filse Delicacy, 244 


Gor Through the Worst, 64 
Good Reasons, 155 

Gratitude, 157 

Green and Bear it, 214 

* Glass of Fashion (The),’’ 233 


Horerv. Family (A), 8 

| Honest Measure, 54 

| ** Higher Education (The),”’ 71 
Harrowing Husbandry, 95 
Honest Pride, 139 
Having Him on the ’Ip, 146 
Handywork, 176 

| Hair-istocratic, 206 

| 


| **Liperry is Sweet,’’ 84 
** Lor a Mussy!”’ 126 
| Little Game of Peepshow (The), 174 
| ** Little Pitchers,’’ 249 
| Mercuant Shipping Bill (The), 58 
| Much too Pointed, 65 
| Mournful Event at the Zoo, 116 
| Man at the Wheel (The), 117 
| Matter of Opinion (A). 168 
| Matter of Duty (A), 199 


New School Board Exeneise, 45 
ph ng | (A), 143 
| Not so Very Wrong, 198 
|“ Not all the Noble Blood —,”’ 904 


| Nothio’ to ’im at all 224 

| Not to be Caught, eeeme, 

** Ower True Tale (An).” 12 

és. in. my 1” 9s 

, rovement, 87 

Turm Deserves Another,” 
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‘* Out of the Way Polite,’’ 243 
Odious Comparison (An), 265 


Pewsryism Extraordinary. 24 

Practical Pursuit :—One Fact and Two 
Scenes, 68 

Progressing Backwards, 75 

Pursuit of Longevity (The), 86 

Practical Philosophy, 120 

Past Spoiling, 137 

Penalty of Success (The) : A Handicap, 
155 ad 

Piscatorial Piety, 216 


** Quis Custodiet,’’ 51 

Quite Correct, 143 
Questionable Procedure, 167 
** Quite Too Moving,’’ 186 



























Recouuections of the Royal Academy, 
18 

Rights of Property (The): A Fact, 97 

Rain-water on the Brain, 187 

Real Christmas Demons (The), 259 











Surp1ne Seale (The), 14 

Swan-like and Graceful, 28 

Some Cases of Exceptional Politeness, 
32 

‘* Sweetness and Light,’’ 106 

Sympathy, 190 

** Sufficient for the Day——.,”’ 235 

Some Sudden Impulses (Peculiar t> 
Christmas), 248 

Snowball Pudding (The), 255 


‘* Tee est la Vie,’”’ 25 

‘To Even Money,’’ 114 

Two Quoque, 127 

** Train up a Child——,”’ 169 
‘‘Tis Meet! Tis Meaty!’ 207 
Truckulent Notion (A), 237 
Turnip Tops, 266 


























VALUABLE Suggestion (A),"113 








Weri-Deservep Correction (A), 48 
Weather or Not, 147 

What it Must Come To, 227 

Write and Wrong, 236 










‘“Youna Tdea (The),’’ 197 








CARTOONS. 


Apvent of Peace (The', 19 

Allies or Rivals, 49 

All-Powerful Supporter (An), 59 

Another Assyrian Dise »very, 69 

Comina Meat Famine (The), 101 

Change in Opinions (A). 111 

Financia Risking, 263 

GENTLE Rebuke {A}, 121 

Hinpvustriovs Idol (The), 211 

Heralding Christmas, 252 

Justice for the Justices, 39 

Lonpon, Mrs., and Her Little Family of 
Suburbs Taking a Holiday, 8) 

Last Straw (The), 171 

New Political Macbeth (The), 151 

New African Mission (The). 231 

Parr of Court Cards (A), 159 

Parting Word (A), 161 

Pledge of Profit (A), 241 

Sommer Manceuvring, 29 

Sport in the City—A Miss-fire, 79 

Suggestion for the Fifth (A), 191 

St. Cotton Defending the Civic Honour, 
201 

TurxisH Humpty Dumpty (The), 181 

WeELL-won Decoration JA), 131 

What Next ?—and Next, 141 

Yer Another Flood, 221 
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VOLUME XxXIl. 


Now that at last we have reached our majority, 
Now we've concluded our twenty-first book, 
Who can refuse us our meed of authority, 
Though we so jolly, so juvenile look ? 
Youth we have plenty left—we’re in the prime of life, 
Inits first flush—still we can’t be called new. 
Ours is of times sure the happiest time of life— 
Fun’s Second Series, and Vol. XXII. 


‘Twenty-two volumes! all verses and vanities ; 
Twenty-two volumes! all brightness and brain ; 

None of your measured-out prosing inanities 
Wanting the spirit themselves to sustain. 

Yet, though we’ve done so well up to the present time, 
Better work still we have now in our view: 

Readers shall see as we run through this pleasant time— 
Fun’s Second Series, and Vol. XXII. 


A REMINISCENCE. 
TO THE EDITOR OF “ FUN.’’ 


Srr,—You may be very sure the following anecdote has never been 
in print ; the little incident in my life which it records is now for the 
first time related, and even now with modest reluctance. 

Some years ago I was a writer in a weekly newspaper, since de- 
ceased, which was published in Fleet-street. It was my function—at 
least I thought it so—to be funny; I was the “‘ comic party’’ of the 
staff. Looking over the old files of the paper now I sometimes fancy 
that I had mistaken my vocation. However that may be, I turned off 
each week a number of things which if not conspicuously humorous 
were at least obviously jocular, and apparently much relished by my 
personal friends. 

One day, while I was at the office engaged in a struggle with some 
obstinate joke which would not come out of its hole to die, I heard 
some one enter the editor’s room and inquire if ‘the funny man’”’ was 
in; and after some conversation which I did not overhear, a card was 
sent in, with both name and address hastily and illegibly scrawled in 
pencil. The name looked something like Bowen. However, I signi- 
fied my willingness to see the gentleman, and he was shown in—a good- 
looking enough man with, I thought, something foreign in his 
manner. He at once begged pardon for intruding upon a stranger, 
but explained that being a constant reader of the paper he had been 
much struck with my articles, and had conceived what he thought a 
very natural desire to see me; but as he presumed I was much 
annoyed by similar curiosity on the part of others he would take his 
leave at once, thanking me for my condescension. That was about 
the purport of his speech, as nearly as I can recollect it. Need I say 
that it went straight to my heart? I was a rather young writer, and 
this was the first word of recognition my talent had ever received 
from anyone outside my circle of personal friends. I shook my 
visitor cordially by the hand, assured him I was at leisure, and 
begged he would be seated, which, after some hesitation, he was. 
Then I addressed myself to the task of putting him at his ease, and 
by means of several familiarly facetious observations, such as one 
might make to one’s equal, I succeeded. 

I cannot remember our whole conversation, and anyhow it was too 
long to be set down; for he remained about an hour. The talk was 
principally of humour, and was rather a monologue, my visitor seldom 
interrupting me except with expressions of assent, or deferential 
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copious readings from my own articles. I remember he seemed par- 
ticularly interested in my personal habits, the hours at which I did 
my best work, the rapidity of my composition, and such matters as 
usually do have a charm for those outside literary life and unfamiliar 
with the ways of authors. On learning that I hardly ever made any 
preparation for my work, and frequently sat down to it without any 
definite notion of what it would turn out to be, he expressed much 
astonishment, which, I thought, verged a little too closely on in- 
credulity, when I added the further information that some of my most 
rollicking articles were written in great physical suffering. 

On taking his leave my visitor thanked me warmly for the pleasure 
and, as he was pleased to add, instruction I had given him, invited me 
to call at his hotel, and shook my hand with hearty sincerity as he 
withdrew. A moment later the editor looked in and asked me * how 
I liked me him.” 

‘Who is he?” I inquired. 

The editor was somewhat surprised at the question, and—well, he 
told me who my visitor was. 


He was Artemus Ward. And I am, yours ETcETERA. 


LOVE’S LABOUR LOST. 


I rovep her with a perfect love, 
That flung all sense away ! 

And near my heart I wore her gleve, 
And kissed it ev’ry day! 

I kept the flowers from her hair— 
I have some rose-leaves still : 

And thought how very dear they were— 
When came the florist’s bill ! 


I lived a life of stupid bliss, 
Yet never dared to speak ! 

And if I got her hand to kiss 
Was happy for a week! 

But when at last my fate I tried, 
She said, in icy tones, 

“‘ Next week, sir, I shall be the bride 
Of John Augustus Jones.” 


False Logic. 


Tue energy of our active and intelligent police force, as shown by 
them in the cause of virtue and sobriety, has just led to a grievous 
unpleasantness. An unfortunate newsvendor, who happened to be 
seized with a fit outside a public-house, was, on that evidence alone, 
considered drunk, and consigned to a cell, on removal from which, 
after having been left to himself for two or three hours, hedied. The 
authorities seem to think it hard that if a man be not drunk he should 
fall down and cut his head on a tavern doorstep, and they also argue 
that, if corroborative evidence is anything, there could be no reasonable 
doubt of intoxicating cause when it was furthermore discovered that 
the name of the delinquent was Robert Burns. Yet strange as it may 
seem, there are people so crassly ignorant of all logical principle as to 
be still dissatisfied. And Fun numbers himself among them. 


How are the Mighty, &c. 

Marsuat Bazarne is at Ramsgate! Now let the Pope take a first 
floor at Yarmouth, Bismarck mde a donkey on Margate sands, 
Arnim open a beer-shop in Ratcliffe Highway (when he comes out of 
** quod”’)—and the cup of incongruity will be full. 

A Vehicle for a Joke. 
IxELAND is usually described as the green isle of the sea; pink isle 


inquiries to elicit my ideas—which, by the way, I illustrated with | would be nearer the mark, seeing that it’s a car-nation. 


VOL. XXII. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 30, 1875. 


[Carroon. ] 


‘TAKING IT EASY.” 


‘“ T’vx only been sitting a year and a half— 
A very short time for a Tory; : 

I'm not an ambitious young L iberal calf, 
Conceited and full of v: inglory. 
Oh no, the Conservative system's my 
lm very well off, and quite happy, my boy: 


joy, 
i 
Then why should I whine about progress and that 
Let others press on; but I'm not such a flat! 
‘“‘ Just so!” echoes Fun ; “ now in office you're plac ed, 
We needn't expect you'll be making muc ‘h haste. 


ntinued old Ben, 


? 
1" 
Ye 


“Ww hen office IT took,” thus « 
‘T'll own that I promised mpst free] 
But I’ve altered my one not a little since then; 
Besides, 've been bored by Kenealy. 
If progress means members for Stoke-upon-Tre1 
Like the sample oe borough's to Parhament sent, 
I think my « cs use for inaction must be 
That I cannot move on with such fellows as he.” 
* Ah Ben, my old boy,” with a smile answers Fun, 
‘“ Even such an excuse is much better than none !”’ 


descent of Messrs. Moody and Sankey upon Eton, and the 
aused thereby in the breasts of those legislators who have sons 
at that flourishing seat of academic lore,'is well worthy of more than 
a moment's passing attention. It is not our intention to discuss 
whether the boys would have benefited by the ministrations of the 
American revivalists or not, as it is our invariable rule to respect all 
kinds and conditions of religious opinion, and because we have no 
faith whatever in the “only one road to heaven” dogma. But the 
recent Eton business opens up something entirely new, and to this we 
wish to direct our readers’ attention. For nearly six months Messrs. 
Moody and Sankey have been allowed to conduct their services in all 
parts of the metropolis. They have been north and south, east and 
west; they have obstructed our thoroughfares, and filled the air with 
remnants of rough untutored eloquence and minstrel melodies. For 
them there has been a special opening of an opera house which other- 
wise might have been closed for all time; and through them has been 
organised a house-to-house inquisition, which, whatever it may be in 
the ory, is most objectionable in practice. If all this licence has been 
considered right and proper when the masses only are concerned, how 
comes it that such horror has been shown just because the scholars at 
‘brought into communication with a couple of itinerants? 


Tue 
terror ¢ 


Eton were to Tv 


If the conduct of these pre ache rs is really objectionable, why has it 
been allowed so long? if it s all right and proper, why should one set 
of boys more than es a be considered above it’ We are afraid 
these questions are unanswerable, and the recent movement on the 
part of Messrs. Knatchbull-Hugessen and Co. but once again shows 
the difference between legislating for common people and protecting 
one’s own immediate rights and interests. 

OLYMPIC. 

In the course of the drama life’s troubles we trace, 
And even an author has often to grieve 


When he finds that a Spe dthrift is out of his plac 
Until he’s supplied with a Treket-of- Leave. 

With Orphans before him and Felons behind, 

Poor Albery’s hero soon sickened and pined. 

To Priscian and polish the * gods”’ wouldn't cleave 

Their delight’s in the Man with the Zicket-of- Leave. 


Tis Well. 

A provincial contemporary tells about a perverse well which some- 
times has nothing in it, and sometimes water. ‘* The drier the summer 
the greater the quantity of water it affords, and the wetter the winter 
the less.” Supposing the humidity of the winter to exactly equal the 


“4 y 


drought of the summer, and the quantity of the water during either 
season to be precisely proportionate to the absence of it in both, to 
what depth of mendacity would our contemporary sink in endeavouring 
to scrape acquaintance with Tr at the bottom + 
Resurgat. 

Master :—* Mary, this muflin is as cold as a ston 

Mary: Ph use, sir, sh ill I take it down and ‘ ut it per 

Master Rat it! Oh, ITsee. Well, ves, and bring it un again 
directly!!!” 


6 FUN. 








THE DUKE AND THE DEMON. 


OnE very hot day, in the middle of the London season, a duke was 
sitting in his shirt- sleeves on a chair upon the pavement in front of 
his residence in Park- lane, and smoking a long pipe, while at intervals 


he took a pull from a t: inkard of four- half. 
He had been occupied thus some time when a fussy little ge ntleman 





bustled up and stared at him aghast. “ My very dear sir,” said the 
gentleman, ‘“ what on earth are you doing? You really musn’t do 
this kind of thing!” ‘“ Why?” said the duke. “W hy!” gasped 
the gentleman, *‘ why ? Because it isn’t usual!” “ It’s pleasant,” said 
the duke. But the fussy one bothered the duke so that the latter was 
compelled to go in and put on his coat, to quiet him. The little gen- 
tleman was, in fact, a demon, and his name was “‘ Custom.” ‘The next 
day he came round and found the duke cleaning his own windows. 

‘Oh dear, oh dear,” he said, “ why this is worse ‘than ever! ‘* But 
I dike cleaning windows,” said the duke. “ Like!” screamed the 
demon, *“‘what on earth has liking to do with it? It isn’t the 
custom.” 

After this the demon was always at the duke’s elbow, for he had 
made up his mind to reform him. Once he caught him going down 
Oxford-street in a straw hat and slippers; next he found him taking a 
light from a dustman; and twice he pounced upon him in the act of 
powdering the footman’s hair—and he swore he wouldn’t let him 
alone until he began to reform. By-and-bye it happened that the 
duke came down in fortune and was about to move into a smaller 
house, when the demon caught himagain. ‘* You musn’t let the world 
know you’ve come down by doing that!’ he said. ‘It’s never done 
—you must keep up appearances.’” And at last he bothered the duke 
so much that the latter determined to make his escape; so, packing a 
little Gladstone bag, he sneaked away one dark night and went among 
the savages. Here, at least, he felt sure he had escaped from his 
tormentor; but, loand behold! he had hardly got comfortable when the 
little person bustled up to him in the jungle. He was black now, and 
decked out in beads and feathers, but the duke knew him all the same. 
* T wish you wouldn’t turn out your toes when you walk,” he said, * it 
isn’t the custom here; and you wear too many clothes. You'd better 
try a few beads and a feather or two.’ 

‘Now seeing. how abjectly everybody obeyed the little fussy demon, 
the duke at first concluded that everyone was satisfied to be ruled by 
him and desired no alteration; but, strange to say, whenever he 
spoke to anybody, concerning the demon, he always heard him described 











asa“ bore” and! a ‘“nuisanee’”’ and ‘intolerable.’ This gave him 


some encouragenent; and he. determined to try whether he couldn't 
persuade everyene to rise against the tyrant and overthrow his. rules. 
He began by calling the demon names, and was delighted to find 
everyone agree with, everything: he said; he went on to proving that 


the demon’s rule was. arbitrary and undesirable, and; everyone 


admitted that;his arguments:were sound; but directly he sj 


that they should break through the tyrant’s laws, they said they. idn't, 


like, and other people didn’t do so, and they thought it- would he laying. 
themselves opqn to criticism. 


It was dreadfully up-hill work, but after much trouble he. succeeded, 


in working up;their courage to the right pitch; he founded: a,colony 
where no one was to be bound to do anything because other people did: 
it—where, in fact, everyone could do exactly as he liked, and,they all 
got on swimmingly. Now there was one person who had; heen first 
and foremost im lending his aid to the furtherance of thg.duke’s. plan, 
and who was the most enthusiastic of the lot all through: when- 
ever he saw amyong doing. as anyone else did, he always gave. the 
imitator a hint about it, whereupon the person thus warned would 


immediately dq differently: : untal, all over-the colony you couldn’t find: 


two persons whose habits. were. alike. 

The duke was. delighted:!: Hhe had succeeded beyond his highest 
hopes, and he. now: longed te,meet, the fussy little demon face to face 
and crow overhim; andjeng-day ag. the duke was sitting with his legs 
inside a chimney-pot, eating peas. with an egg-beater, the person who 
had shown so, much, zeal im the. cause strolled up and grinned. 
‘“ Well, we get along nively now,” he said; ‘none of your tram- 
mels here, eh?” ‘“ Ah—h!” said the duke, “none of your 
confounded ‘ It’s not usual’ now.” 

** By the bye,’’ said his head man, ‘there's a stranger just arrived in 
the colony, and he's trying to persuade all the people to conform to the 
same social habits.”’ 

‘“ What!” yelled the duke. ‘ Well, why shouldn’t they?” said 
the other, innoceatly. The duke glared at him, utterly amazed. 
“Sir!” he said, sternly, “because it is not the CUSTOM here!” 
The zealous one burst into a vulgar laugh of triumph, and the duke, 
looking at him more closely, recognised, in spite of a false beard, the 
fussy little demon—*‘ Custom !”’ 

He couldn’t get away from the demon, after all. 
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THOMAS JONES. 


Ou it was a gallant soldier, and his name was Thomas Jones, 
And his rank was that of private in the Twenty-Seventh Roans ; 
He’d a wife and little daughter, and he loved them very much— 
He was called a decent fellow, and behaved himself as such. 


Now one day there came an order from authorities in town, 
Which the moment ke had read it made the gentle Thomas frown, 
For it bade the barrack women (he was married, recollect) 

Drop the officers a curtsey, as a token of respect. 


Twice he read the printed notice; then he went to Mrs. J. 

And repeated it, and waited just to hear what she would say; 
Oh! it sent her in hysterics and it stabbed her like a knife, 

For she had a woman's feelings, though she was a soldier’s wife. 


First she went a burning crimson, then she shut her eyes and sighed, 
Then with tears she gave expression to the throes of wounded pride, 
And.she murmured, “ I will never suffer insult such as this, 

So you'll have to leave the Army.’ Here she gave her Tom a kiss. 


Thereupon the gentle Thomas did his gallant Colonel seek, 

And with grayity informed him he should leave him that day week. 
But. in course of conversation he this knowledge did obtain— 

That, when once you are a soldier, you a soldier must remain. 


Now although.a decent fellow, Thomas settled in his miad 

that a way to leaye the Service he most certainly would find; 

So he wrote to Notes and Queries, and they answered him, ‘‘ No doubt 
Retty larceny. would aid you in your efforts to get out.”’ 


Then, the wily Thomas wandered into half a dozen shops— 

Prigged some cheese, a German sausage, and an ounce of acid drops, 
Then he called upon the Colonel, and his villainies declared ; 

But he wasn’t sent to prison, “‘ for he couldn’t well be spared.’’ 


Nexthe kicked the Sergeant-Major—blacked a young Lieutenant’seye 
And his, Captain while parading: he mace openly defy. ; : 
But the Colonel whispered to them, ‘‘ We must latitude allow, 
For I really can’t arrest him—vwe are short of men just now.” 


Now young Thomas, quite determined that he wouldn't try in vain, 
In a fit of sudden passion shot his Colonel through the brain. a 
But the Horse Guards wouldn’t let him for his crime to, pri 
‘‘ We can always get a Colonel, but a common soldier—No 


Still his villainies grew greater—worse and worse his ay pranks— 
But he. hasn’t found a crime yet to unfit him for the r ; 

He has killed his little daughter, he has murdered Mrs. Jones, 

But he’s still a private soldier in the T'wenty-Seventh Roans. 


pee * 


UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


Tuar Mr. Bradlaugh, Mahomed Ben Ali, and Mrs. Girling have been 
invited by an Eton boy to address his schoolfellows, and that the head- 
master has accorded his permission. ‘That special constables have been 
sworn in; the House of Lords set by the ears, the Commons sent 
raving mad, and the public incited to rabid fury in consequence. That 
Mr. Albert Grant has purchased the Zvho and intends to rechristen 
it the Bubble. That the Post Office authorities charged the Sultan 
of Zanzibar fourpence for the cup of coffee he had at St. Martin’s-le- 
Grand. ‘That the Prince of Wales is saving his thin sixpences for pre- 
sents in India. ‘That the Oxford students have started a Co-operative 
Fever Hospital and Coftin Club. That Mr. Disraeli has recommended 
his old hat for a pension in consequence of its seven years’ faithful and 
uninterrupted service. That ‘Mr. Gladstone has sold among his old 
china the mug he made when he read Father Newman's answer. 
That Mr. Collette, having heard that a sporting nobleman had made a 
‘* bad book,”’ is endeavouring to find out what it is “ entitled,” in order 
tosuppress it. That the police have arrested the money market for being 
tight. That Sir Wilfrid Lawson’s humour is the water-rash. ‘That the 
natives of Fiji describe their annexation to England as a measly affair. 
That when Mr. Irving gives his Address at the Lyceum he.will con- 
clude with the words “* No Postcards.” ‘That Master Ahmed Kenealy 
is saying his pocket money to buy a mane and dewdrops against he 
sits by his pa in Parliament. 


Psycho-illogical. 

Tue gentleman who thought he had discovered Messrs. Maskelyne 
and Cooke’s secret, and made himself an everlasting name, has taken a 
back seat and is going to begin afresh. He says his mistake only 
occurred through starting from wrong premises and arriving at a 
somewhat erroneous conclusion; otherwise he would have been quite 
right and have * bust up” the delusion. And to’think such-trifles 
should have turned him wrong! It’s too bad! 


RaTIonN-AL AMUSEMENTs.—Soldiers’ dinners. 
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A HOPEFUL FAMILY. 


Young Lady (energetic teacher of adult evening school) :—‘‘ Ou, CHILDREN, WHERE WERE ALL YOUR PEOPLE, YESTERDAY? WHERE WAS 


—‘* HE WERE COMMITTER’D FOR THIEV'N 


“HE WERE TOOK UP FOR Poacn’n’.” 


9 99 


your Farner?” First Bucolie Child :—* He WERE LOCKED-UP FOR FOIGHTIN’.” 
Young Lady :—‘‘ ANp your Brotruer Bit?” Second B. C. :— 
Young Lady :—“‘ ANp your Uncig Jack?” Third B. C.: 





DOTS AND LINES. 


American Consul insulted by Chinamen near Shanghai. United 
States will demand consul-ation. More arbitration. = Prince | 
Gortschakoff sends out a fresh circular on ‘“‘the usages of war.” He 
proposes that hard hitting and gunpowder shall in future conflicts be 
abandoned. = Sir Arthur Gordon goes to Fiji. Will emulate the | 
deeds of another great Scotchman. ‘“ Bless the Duke of Argyle.” = 
Great rejoicings in Bohemia over the meeting of Czar and Kaiser. 
Bohemians of London wash in commemoration. = Five thousand hogs- 
heads of whisky burnt to death in Dublin. Irishmen inconsolable. 
Not so much for the value, but because of the waste of good liquor. = 
Battle between the militia and the regulars at Aldershot. Regular | 
piece of irregularity. = Arrival of the Queen of Holland in London. 
Poor thing! Fancy her country being in the possession of the | 
ferocious Dutch! = Proposal to remove Knightsbridge Barracks | 


because of the scarlet aocae But that disease is bound to be ever | 


ys sent among the millingtary. = Henley Royal Regatta. Sir Wilfrid | 
aawson doesn't object to people going to this event, because it is only 
a great water party. It must be the lobster or the oil in the salad 
that makes one see nineteen men all in one boat, and all of ’em jolly good 


fellowsh, and sho shay all of ush! — Two * ladies’ * sit out the debate | 


on the Contagious Diseases Act. Probably two promoters of the | 





[Energetic Young Lady doubts whether the class can continue. 





rejected bill. The debate was of so horrible a nature that even the 
Telegraph was disgusted. — Person fined for discharging a gun at 
| Hammersmith. For discharging it without a caution or a week's 
| notice, of course. — Justice robbed whilst administering the law. 
| Well, Justice is proverbially blind, and should be protected. — Lord 
| Coleridge fines a lot of non-attendant jurymen £30 each. One would 
| think he “ stood in” with the other officials who do so well out of 
poor summoned citizens. 








An Inter-esting Question. 


Tr we are to accept the verdict of a select garden party invited toa 
| ducal mansion to pass an opinion upon the subject, wicker coffins are 
likely to be desirable residences for deceased persons of respectable 
tastes. The inventor should now complete his service to humanity by 

| discovering a curate who may at all times be relied upon to commit 
| earth to earth with the same celerity as the ‘“‘ wicker.” Then we shall 
have no further unpleasantnesses when we want to get buried. 


Query for Naturalists. 


Ir a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, is a mole on the 
face worth two in the ground ? 





[Jury 3, 1875, 
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“TAKING IT EASY.” 


John Bull:—“CAUGHT ANYTHING YET ?” 
Ben Dizzy :—*N-NO, NOT YET. 
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BUT IVE ONLY BEEN SITTING HERE A YEAR AND A HALF. PLENTY OF TIME.” 
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THE JOLLY MONTH OF JUNE, 


Tue Port To HIs PARTNER Farr. 


How sweet, dear love, is yonder sky 
With blackness overcast ; 

Look how the dust goes driving by 
Upon the northern blast ! 

The window dances in its frame, 
The chimney howls a tune, 

And hurricanes with glee proclaim 
The jolly month of June. 


Go fetch my fur-lined overcoat, 
My best of lady loves, 

A scarf to wind about my throat, 
And bring my woollen gloves. 

My gaiters, too, and mackintosh, 
For each of them’s a boon 

When wading thro’ the gentle slosh 
That whispers, “‘ This is June.” 


And when I’m back again to-night 
Beside my own dear lass, 

We'll draw the cosy curtains tight 
And turn on all the gas. 

Then while the tempest roars without 
We'll by the fender croon, 

And read what poets say about 
The jolly month of June. 


A Paradox. 

Tue writer of the money article in a 
weekly contemporary, commenting upon a 
recent heavy failure, says, “The firm has 
been considered shaky for some time past.” 
Pray, Mr. Money Articler, how can a thing 
which is firm be shaky? R.S. V. P. 


A Tryinc Time.—Quarter Sessions. ? 


MORE MODEL ASSOCIATIONS. 


For preventing the pollution of the Atlantic. 

For supplying policemen with noses that will make a man nine days 
dead of apoplexy “smell of drink.” 

For discovering a briefer name for the offence now known as 
‘‘ travelling in a railway carriage of a superior class to that for which 
he had taken a ticket.” 

For promoting the establishment of a vulgarium in Mayfair. 

For bestowing the Order of Modesty upon M.P.s who call the House 
of Commons “ the first assembly of gentlemen in the world.”’ 

For persuading her Majesty’s Ministers to reply to Sir Wilfrid 
Lawson’s annual special speeches. 

For assassinating Bismarck in all seriousness. 

, For the repression of human vivisection by animals, particularly 
ogs. 

For promoting State aid to the Liberation Society. 

For teaching the principles of lateral progress to Mr. Disraeli by 
means of living crabs. 

For exterminating butchers’-boys who whistle Madame Angot. 

For the propagation of insular whims in foreign parts by foreign 
parties. 

For grinding organ-grinders in mills that grind exceeding small. 

For inspiring gnats with a wholesome fear of the lion-quelling 
human eye. 

For collecting evidence that Mr. Tupper is not a high-class poet. 

For throwing obstacles in the way of unequal marriages, 

For teaching women the disgusting worthlessness of the men whom 
they prefer to the members of this society. 

For assisting the husband to convince the wife that his apparently 
clever friend is less clever than he seemed before he took to calling at 
the house. 

For converting tar into turnips. 

For converting turnips into tar. 


For proving to young ladics that by no arrangement of their skirts | 


can they conceal the fact that they are sitting on one foot. 
For preventing the tides. 
For the performance of everything but duty, the relief of every- 


thing but want, the propagation of everything but sense, and the | 


promotion of everything but creditable ends by practical means. 


Tue Best Srace Rearism.—Real profits. 


Teacher (explaining the “duty towards your netghhour’’):—* Yrs! 
THE QUEEN, AND ALL THAT ARE PUT IN AUTHORITY UNDER HER3j—ANYBODY ELSE? ” 


“yy Small boy :—‘* Yes, stn; THE POLICEMAN.” 
kh ’ 
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IMPRESSIONS. 


EARLY 


An Eyes Distinction. 


A consTABLE of the X division was before Mr. Bridge the other day, 
charged with assault, the immemorial “ lady in the case” being con- 
spicuously to the fore. The evidence was insufficient to convict, but 
in dismissing the case Mr. Bridge remarked that, “it showed how 
extremely careful a constable ought to be in going up to a crowd; and 
no doubt it would be a caution to the defendant not to use language 
derogatory to the character of a married woman.” We had not 
observed that policemen were perilously venturesome in approaching 
a crowd; indeed, it has seemed to us that the more turbulent grew the 
crowd the more consummately circumspect became the constabular 
tactics, frequently amounting to the extreme discretion of a flank 
movement by way of Calcutta. As to eschewing words derogatory 
to the character of a married woman, it is obviously difficult to dis- 
criminate between a woman who is married and one who is not, unless 
the former have the thoughtfulness to display that “ distinguishing 
feature,” a blackened eye. 


A Good Exchange. 

For many years one of the greatest griefs of the sporting fraternity 
has been that in any competition, no matter how large, there can only 
be one winner. This seems to have been got over at last, for ina 
report of the recent Scottish sports at Sheffield we are told that “‘ the 
Highland Fling was next danced by J. M’Neil, the champion, and D. 
M’Phee, both of whom won.” By the same token, though, both must 
have lost, for before there can be a winner there must be a loser. 
Perhaps after all this is only a Scotch witticism, written to prove that 
even the land-o’-cakists will have their “ fling.” If so, it ought to be 
preserved as the only, most unique, and head-breakingest specimen 
of the kind ever discovered. There, how’s that for Lrish to match 
| the Scotch + 
| 


The Leafy Seize-on. ; 
An American paper prefers to put it this way:—‘ The Kansas 
| grasshoppers speak very highly of the early cabbages.”’ Quite natural, 
| the grasshopper always had a lively appreciation of the boundy of the 
| early spring. 


APppropRIATE tune for Canadian female emigrants— Coming through 


| the Rye.” 


HonouR AND OBEY 
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TRUE TALE.” 


Scotchman (to English Tourist) :— Toot AWAA, MA MAN, TOOT AWAA}; DINNA YE BOAST SAE MUCH ABOOT YER AIN COUNTRIE; DINNA YE 
KEN THAT IT WAS ONLY CAA’D BREETIN TIL SCOTLAND CAM’ T’ YE, AN’ then YE BECAME GREAT BREETIN ?—AYE, AN’ YE’VE REMAINED GREAT 


, 


EVER SINCE. YE'D BE A PUIR LOT LEFT TO YERSELS!’ 


COCKFIGHTING CAREFULLY CONSIDERED. 


AvoGspurR Expiarns EVERYTHING. 


Your admirably written and extremely temperate letter has just 
reached me, and has succeeded in disarming my hostile soul. But I 
cannot understand why you should ask in an apparently ingenuous 
and certainly ingenious manner why I have not been so industrious 
as of yore. Why, indeed! Do you in your inflated self-conceit and 
confidence imagine that a sporting writer has no sense of the glorious 
and the ambitious? That because he has to write of racing he cannot 
afford to be racy, and that when he treads the path of prophecy he is 
oblivious of the pursuit of poesy? Do you think I can stand calmly 
by and see you admire the products of other pens, hear you rave 
about the ability displayed by rival contributors?’ No, perish the 
thought! I may not be clever, but if you wish to retain my services 
you must treat me as if I were. You ought to know that a man who 
isn’t sure of his ability is certain to insist upon it, and the respect 
which is its due, whenever circumstances favour such insistation. (If 
insistation isn’t an etymologically correct word make it insistensifica- 
tion or insistiferadicability. Let us be correct or die.) Well, I am in 
a position to insist, and I mean to have my pen’orth. You want 
sporting articles, and my sporting articles in particular. Then you 
must make out as if you believed my other work—my poems, para- 
graphs, &c.—to be better than anyone’s else. I shall know it is only 
sham, but it is the custom now to accept shams, knowing them to be 
such, with an outward and reverential show. And thereby a great 
deal of trouble and bother are saved, domestically, socially, and 
politically. 1 
meaning, and when found make a note of it. 
caught making notes got tive years’. Who can tell what greatness 
may not yet blossom forth to adorn your future ! 
But to dissemble, and get on. I have been staying with the Old 
"un, studying the art and mystery of journalistic correspondence. I 
am never above admitting when / have found a master of the art. 


Turn this well over in your mind till you arrive at its | 
The man who was last | 


By. 


By.1.12. The Roman Empire. 
the Old ‘un, of course I mean the Admiral, who commanded the-wild | ny. 








horse home with the news of that glorious victory. Riding the high 
| horse was his next performance, and in that pursuit he was unequalled ; 
| but subsequently taking to the rampant hobby-horse he eclipsed all 
| previous performers thereon, and so astonished the boldest riders by 
| his flights that a stewardship of the Jockey Club was bestowed on 
| him, and all he had to do was to find his own bottled beer and basins. 
The peculiarity of the Admiral is that he always knows more about 
anything than anybody else, and he is never above giving his opinion. 
| I have in my possession 777 letters which he has written to the papers 
| authoritatively on 777 different subjects, in each of which occurs this 
memorable and convincing sentence: ‘‘ When I commanded the Rain- 
bow in 1827 .’ Mr. Dick never commanded the head of King 
Charles the First with half so much persistency or a quarter so much 
effect. 

The latest subject that the Old ’un has taken up is cockfighting, 
and the other night he insisted on writing a letter to the Times about 
it. I said to him, ‘‘ What side are you going to take ?’’ and he replied, 
‘‘ Well, that we'll see as it works out in the course of composition.” 

We soon got to work, and found out all about cockfighting in the 
books of reference. Having settled how often the command of the 
Rainbow in 1827 was to be mentioned, and picked out a lot of 
historical references, then came the task of discovering the exact shape 
and form of the letter. First we arranged that the following items 
should come in the following order :—1. House of Commons. 2. Her 
Majesty's subjects. 3. Herods (fat). 4. House of Commons again. 
5. Fakirs. 6. Admirals (of the Rous). 7. Snobs. 8. Syrians. 9. 
Greeks. 

“T think,” said the Old ’un, “it would be as well to get in the 
| cruise of the Rainbow in 1827 after the Greeks.’”’ But I thought it 
| would be better to postpone it a little longer, unless, indeed, the subject 
| were to be treated in verse; and so we resumed the arrangement. 

Thus: 10. Themistocles besieging Dalmatia. 11. Pomponius Mela. 
13. Severus conquering Britain. 14. Mark 
16. Admiral Rous again (‘ And very 


| white horse marine brigade at the battle of Trafalgar, and rode a cock- 








15. Julius Cesar. 
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good company too,” as the latter remarked). 17. The Great Gustavus. 
18. Christian, King of Denmark. 19. The Infidel of Constantinople. 
20. Henry the Kighth. 21. Mr. Wilson. 22. Sir Thomas Urquhart 
at the battle of Naseby. ‘‘ And,” said the gallant old sailor, giving 
his pen a preliminary flourish, ‘‘ 23. Admiral Rous commanding the 
Rainbow in 1827. I fancy if anything ever is to beat cockfighting 
in actuality my letter to the Zimes will be found the very thing.” 
And I tancy so, too. 

Our next difficulty was, of course, the letter itself. My proposal 
was that it should be written in verse, taking in the items as laid out 
ready for use according to their rhythmic capacity. Here is my 
notion, and [ thought the Admiral would have been sure to adopt it, 
because I stuck persistently to his perennial postulate of himself and 
the Rainbow :— 

O Herods fat and Greeks so grand 
Leave pigeon-shooting leaven, 

And hear how cocks were brought to land 

When Rous on Rainbow battles planned 
In 1827. 

O Fakirs, Snobs,—ye Commons dread— 
Cockfighting is my heaven, 

Pomponius Mela for it bled, 

And on the Rainbow cocks we bred 
In 1827. 

Harry the Eighth and kings beside 
In Dulwich, Deal, and Devon, 

Have lost their mains and never cried, 

While on the Rainbow cocks were tried 
In 1827. 

You will see that I was gradually taking in the chief gentlemen 
arranged to be mentioned in the letter; but the Admiral was inexor- 
able and insisted on having his own way. How he had it, as well,as 
how faithfully he succeeded in sticking in every one of the names I 
have given, I need not here describe. Is not the story told in the 
‘leading journal’’—the great Times itself—of only a few days baek ? 
It is, and with such corroborative evidence of the truth of my story 
I am e’en .content to subscribe myself—more for publication than 
as a necessary guarantee of good faith, 

Yours most cocksurely, and luminous as the Rainbow, 

AUGSPUR. 


PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 
(PENNY-WISE AND TUPPERNY-FOOLISH.) 


Necessity has no laws. But the man who steals a loaf because he’s 
starving gets a month’s imprisonment. 
Many a mickle makes a muckle. 
act comedy. 

Never measure another man’s corn by your own bunion when his 
feel are in your way. 

It's best to be off with the old love before you are on with the new. 
But don’t be off to church with either. 

If you wait till the sun shines to make your hay, the steed will 
starve while the grass is growing. 

Where there’s a will there’s a way. But where there’s no wil the 
heir-at-law has it all his own way. 
_ woe are born, not made. Field-Marshals are made just before 
they die. 

Half a loaf is better than no bread. But a thorough loafer is 
always an ill-bred fellow. 

A worm will turn, and so will cream in hot weather. Both last 
longest out of doors. 

The horse is the friend of man. But women understand him better 
and ruin him quicker. 

The path of glory leads but to the grave. As every man must die, 
it’s immaterial what road be takes. 

As you make your bed you must lie upon it. But truth is not im- 
possible in the man who has no housemaid. 

Necessity is the mother of invention. 
Column”’ is the “kid” of the Daily Telegraph. 
: oes man whose life has been mis-spent is well laid out when 

e’s dead. 


But any muck’ll make a three- 


But the “ Inventors’ 


Heads of Oak. 


WHEN a man saves somebody’s life at the risk of his own all the 
newspapers give his name and address ; but the other day a little girl 
who had fallen into the Thames was pulled out by a dog, about whom we 
have been told absolutely nothing, except that he belongs to a gentle- 
man, though it is implied that his ancestors came from Newfoundland. 
We should like to know that dog’s name in order that we might print 
it in capitals with a note of admiration, for he is a capital dog, whom 
we admire. If he will come to 80, Fleet-street, he shall have a 
bellyful of cold contributors, by decapitating any one of whom we 
can supply doggy with what the Americans call “ a square meal.” 


A MATTER OF TASTE. 


I'm quite aware that, on the whole, 
It’s very much beneath 
A poet's dignity of soul 
To go to Hampstead Heath ; 
And such proceedings nuust, it’s clear, 
Encourage vulgar mists 
In that exalted atmosphere 
In which the Bard exists. 
Depositing a modest fare 
I sought the place I’ve named ; 
A fact of which, I’m well aware, 
I ought to be ashamed. 
To make my conduct still more dark 
To Bards of stricter views, 
| I may as well at.once remark 
| I also took the Muse. 


We love to mould our manners by 
| ‘The company .we're.in ; 
| And so we took—the Muse and I— 
Some winkles and a pin. 
We both concealed our brows sublime, 
Where inspiration sat— 
The Muse assuming for the time 
A Dolly- Varden hat. 
Although the Muse, I.awn with joy, 
Is quite a model.dame, 
In flirting with a donkey-boy 
She was, perhaps, to blame : 
We also were observed to chat 
(According to,our plan) 
With ’Arry of the artiul ‘at, 
And with his Mary-Hann. 


And I and ’Arry went and sat 
And innocently prosed, 

For ’Arry of the artful ’at 
Was afiably disposed. 

We sat together on the hill, 
Exchanging friendly grins, 

And shared each other's winkles till 
We swallowed both the pins. 

Yet calm reflection seems to bring 
The sad conviction that 

My spirit doesn’t seem to cling 
To ’Arry of the ‘at; 

Though—viewing her in ev’ry light, 
As calmly as I can— 

I somehow seem to think I might 
Put up with Mary-Hann. 


But when I asked the Muse she said 
That Mary-Hann was vain, 

Unusually underbred 
And positively plain ! 

But—(quite in vain the lady sought 
To win me to her creed) — 

But ’Arry of the ’at, she thought, 
Was very nice indeed ! 

Why trace such weakness to its source— 
The old familiar tale ¢ 

The Muse is prejudiced, of course, 
For ’Arry is a male. 

But, oh! it makes my eyes expand 
Beyond their wonted span, 

To think she cannot understand 
My liking Mary-Hann! 

————=—=—=—=—=—[—_—_{_—_—_—_—_—_—_—_—> 


Safe ’cides. 

A counTrRY jury recently returned a verdict of ‘‘ Accidental Suicide.” 

This latest specimen of British palladia ought to be bracketed with 

the other one that returned a verdict of felo de se against a sailor who 

was charged with bigamy. Still, in the latter case there was some 

slight justification in the way of sound. 
“warrant ’’ the other? 


Ale Fellows. 

Tue Sheffield branch of the Magna Charta Association have taken 
up the claims of a gentleman named Oldale to some land in the neigh- 
bourhood of theirtown. The claims of one Oldale upon the Association 
cannot be denied, for the other probably generated it, sustains it, and 
is, varied with gin and water, the sole object of its existence. 
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What but a coroner can 
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A FULL STOP. 


Tuey bring me pens, they fetch me ink, 
They get me paper, white or blue: 
And then they go away and think 
They leave me little else to do. 
I weakly wander through my brain 
In search of anything to say. 
I hunt my fancies up in vain.— 
My Muse is in a sulk to-day. 
| 
| 


~ ~~ 


Ss 
NS 


7 
Arca ass ; 


I think I thought a thing or two 
In August or September last, 
Which probably for verse may do 
If well remodelled and recast. 

A quaint idea rarely fails 
To make a lyric ora lay. 

I bite my pen—I bite my nails.— 
My Muse is in a sulk to-day. | 


/ 


A tragedy from common life 
Will take the managers, perhaps ;— 
One fellow kills another's wife | 
And each a lot of other chaps. 
I know a little of the stage, 
And fancy I could write a play. 
No, not at present. Not a page.— 
My Muse is in a sulk to-day. 


I have a story studied out ; 
The plot is comic and grotesque. 
With very little work, no doubt, 
Twould make a rather neat burlesque. 
To put that story into rhyme 
Just now I scarcely see my way. 
I'd better drop it for a time.— 
My Muse is in a sulk to-day. 


ee nee 
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c (4* 422 
‘ J _ 


4 


Bue 


I can but scribble tiny bits. 
I only write the present scrawl 
(With many starts and many fits) | 
To prove I cannot write at all. 
I cannot speak—lI cannot think— 
On any matter, grave or gay. 
Farewell to paper, pens and ink.— 
My Muse is in a sulk to-day. 





THE SLIDING SCALE. 


Rector’s Wife (severely) :—‘* Tommy Ronrnson, HOW IS IT YOU DON’T 
| 
| 
| 
| 


TAKE OFF YOUR HAT WHEN YOU MEET ME?” 
Tommy :—“ WELL MARM, IF I TAKE OFF MY HAT TO YOU, WHAT BE I 
TO DO WHEN I MEET THE PARSON HIMSELF S”’ 


WHEN is apenny steamer like a billy-cock ?—When 
it goes on a head. 








EVERY-DAY HINTS. | Coached or Crammed. 

WueEwN you meet with an accident turn up a side street and get out | Amone the most recent revelations for which we are indebted to | 
of its way. | the sporting press is an article on “‘ Four-in-hand,’ which contains 

If you run Bills object to them after they come in. If you run / much of an interesting and hitherto unheard-of nature, and winds up | 
Harrys or Dicks object before they start. with the information that “ the coach returns to Piccadilly at six p.m. | 

Always keep your temper; it costs less than your poor relations. punctually in time to dress for dinner.’’ Unfortunately we are left | 
Never eat peas with a knife while lamb’s only a shilling a pound. in ignorance as to the rest of the programme. Fancy a coach putting 
Never go to sleep in your boots while there’s a bed or an easy chair | on its patent leather “ boots,” trimming its ‘lamps,’ and taking the | 
way-bill 4 la carte, until it became “full inside!” ‘The coach may | 
both dress and dine, but we haven't appetite sufficient to swallow the | 
story. We firmly believe that the scribblers who so deftly dribble out | 
‘‘ dress for dinner”? know nothing whatever about dress, and a great | 
deal less, as a rule, about dinner. | 


handy. 
Study the art of telling lies; the man who can’t “ tell’’ one is bound 
to be deceived. 
Never say die—do it and be blowed to you. 
{ 





The Watery Main. 


Tue report that Mr. Tennyson would borrow several of the similes| Mr. Fun’s Apvice TO CERTAIN PEOPLE ABOUT TO TRY TO MAKE A 
in his new drama from recent events turns out to be correct. He | Joxe.—Do. 








mentions ** a carrion-nosing mongrel, vomiting hate and horror.” .No |) ———— 


‘‘ Englishman ”’ will need to be told who suggested the image. To. Now Ready, he Twenty-cighth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 
make it — the Laureate should have included the mongrel’s 'The TWENTY-FIRST VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 
| mane and its roriferous qualities. | a 
| ee Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d.each. 
SHort Commons.—Triennial Parliaments. Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. exch. 
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‘We can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard, 


“TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.””— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 
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A TRIUMPH OF IMAGINATION. 


A port wandered, all conceit 
And nasty self-congratulation, 
Because he fancied nought could beat 
His wonderful imagination. 


He raved of bards deserving wings 
Because they’re so extremely clever 

In building up such lovely things t 
From no foundation whatsoever. 


He said it was the poet’s task 
To render ugliness delightful, 
And lend unsightliness a mask ;— < 
The man’s conceit was something frightful ! a 
An 


And as he wandered overjoyed, 
And giving vent to boastful gushes, 

He found an artist-man employed 
In slowly painting things, with brushes. 


\ 
4 
And this was in a ghastly lane , | 
Which surely, under no condition, \ 
Could e’er have had the smallest grain 
Of beauty in its composition. 


\ 1s — 
ra 


The merely human mind conceives 
No wilder scene of desolation— | 

A few discarded cabbage leaves | 
Were all the sign of vegetation! 

But what the artist had portrayed— 
(Unbounded meads of verdure, under 


A summer sky of azure)—made 
The poet blink his eyes with wonder. 


\ 
\\ 
\ 





A pump, three palings, and a post 
(All grimly hideous abortions) 
He'd turned to beeches of the most 
Unquestionably grand proportions! 
To see that poet sneak away 
And hide himself, in degradation, 
Without another word to say 
Concerning Ais imagination: 
To see him buy, and mix, and take 
A pound of arsenic shortly after— 
It truly was enough to make 
You shake your very sides with laughter. 


A COLOSSAL GRIEVANCE. 


To tHe EpiTor or “Fwy.” 
Srr,—I am only a giant, but I protest that even the meanest 


creatures have rights, and that amongst these is the right of not being | 


‘misrepresented by another and a meaner creature. Standing on 


Snowdon the other day, I glanced casually over to Birmingham, and | 


‘saw an unusual commotion amongst some of your people, who were 
gathered intoa bunch, about a little fellow gesticulating on a platform. 
I thought at first I would step over and put my foot upon them, but 
on reflection decided to crush them otherwise (if you will permit me), 
and in the meantime find out what particular species of mischief they 


would be at. Well, it was that pestilent little Kenealy spouting about | 
Magna Charta. (Magna Charta is good! Why, I could have spread | 
st out on my thumb nail, and had margin enough for all the barons to | 


‘mareh round it and admire the wretched handwriting of the starving 
-clerk who drafted it.) Inthe course of his tirade the miserable little 
‘msect said this: ‘‘Come forth like eagles, renewing your strength. 


Come forth like giants refreshed with wine” (the italics are mine) “ and | 


with our eagles and giants we shall never cease until the eagles and 
giants are at the topmost place of England, and the baser animals are 
sent totheir proper and contemptible receptacle.” 

Now, I’m no schollard, worse luck, but I call this rot; and doosidly 
bad rot, too. I don’t know what is meant by classing giants as animals, 
even superior animals, and I don’t know why they should be mentioned 
in connection with what you call eagles—which are our musquitoes. 
Nor can I understand why this little beast of a fellow, whom I eoukd 
‘put into my moustache, though I would rather not, should affect a 
‘proprietary interest in me and my kind. I'll grant him the eagles if 
he likes, but where does he get his giants? No, sir, the thing is absurd. 
What’s more, { would have him to know—the restless little pismire !— 


ward tor your wine merchants if we were not. 

Sir, I am one of the most amicable and peacefully disposed fellows 
am he world—anybody will tell you that. Weare all that way. But 
this kind of thing has got to be stopped, or there will be a vacancy in 


VOL. XXII, 


| old ladies and a besnivelled mouchoir. 
| results of a systematic adulation, which is mistaken by its objects for 
| criticism, and makes them believe themselves above tho serous weak- 
‘that we-den’t drink ! Weare teetotallers toa man. It would be awk- | 
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DOUBLE DUMBY. 


First Swell :;— Curtovus, THAT IDEA OF A DUMB PIANO?” 
Second Do. :—‘* YAAS, MEANT FOR THE DEAF AND DUMB—AW—S' POSE!” 








the representation of Stoke. Let the absurd little brute go on with 

his lions, and his dewdrops, and his eagles; but if I hear any more 
| about giants I mean to put my foot down firmly! I won't be mixed 
| up with that Orton crowd—not if I know it. 

By the way, I wonder that you don’t step down to Stoke, or wher- 
ever the noisy little fellow hangs out, and puta pin through him. 
| Nicely skewered on a bit of card he would command attention as a 
fine specimen of the Colorado potato-beetle, and be an ornament to 
| your office. Or you might preserve him alive in your snuff-box as a 

thing to be sneezed at—if that is how you express it. But on second 
thoughts of course you couldn't, for you are no bigger than he is, 
_ though it seems odd, somehow. 

I have the honour to remain, sir, your very humble and obedient 

servant, An InsvuL_tTep GIANT. 


Too much! 


An excellent and time-honoured authority has told us that it is 
useless to dispute about matters of taste; but we would fain, in the 
| interests of common sense and cleanliness—small things we will admit, 

but yet things possessing a slight claim on attention—say a word with 
| regard to the taste recently shown by Mesdames Stirling and Ban- 
| croft, actresses. The former rushes into print concerning a soiled 
| pocket-handkerchief which has been used by the latter for some time, 
| and which, valuable alone on account of its nasty condition, has been 
| presented by the user as a contribution to acharity. The charity 
| which covers a multitude of sins can hardly ever have been called’on 
| more necessarily than it is now with regard to the unpleasantness of two 
This is one of the unfortunate 


nesses of ordinary poor humanity. 





Wuy is the Sultan of Zanzibar like the last Oxford crew ?—Be- 
cause he’s a potentate (potent eighty 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 7, 1875. 
[Cartoon. ] 


DOUBTFUL INTERVENTION. 


On, Mr. Cross, we'd like to know 

How far your Bill is meant to-go; 

We'd like to have within our ken 

Your inmost thoughts of working’ men ; 
To ask you what is your design, 

And why they must no more combine. 
Pray tell us, if hard work is wrong, 

Te where and what does right belong : 


TWO ACROBATS; OR, LAND VERSUS WATER. 


Ir was night in the beautiful Kansas country. 

Darkness, like an artful jackdaw, had descended upon all earthly 
things, and hidden them from man’s searching eye. Ever and anon 
the death-like stillness was broken by the plaintive love note of the 
bison or the knowing whistle of Mayne Reed, who was searching the 
adjacent prairie for earless trappers. All the world was wrapped in 
peaceful slumber, save the holders of Erie bonds and 

And two stalwart youths of native origin. 

“Paul,” said the elder, laying one hand affectionately upon his 





comrade’s shoulder, and the other against a neighbouring mango 
tree; ‘Paul, we are standing alone in the balmly quietude of a 


summer's night, smoking our pipes and discussing the future. We 


ee tse 


are two Yankee lads of acrobatic tendencies and rough address, and | 
we start for Europe to-morrow to try our luck. Do we not?” 

‘‘T guess we dew, Silas,” answered the youth addressed as Paul, 
“but you might tell me something as’ud be fresher in the way of news 

“Don’t interrupt, my dear Paul; I must explain the situation to 
the Public.” 

“ The Public ain’t open.” 


Qh, tell us quickly, Mr. Cross, 
Because just now we're at a loss! 


Mayhap a middle’s*in our mind ;— 
But are these men of monstrous kind ¢ 
Are men, because they work and toil, 
Distinct from owners of the soil ?— 
Of other flesh than men of rank 


a 


We start 


And land, and money in the bank? 

If not, why bring an Act to bear 

On workmen thus, and others*spare 
Qh yes, explain the tangle, pray— 
And doubt and sadness drive away ! 


onmaeg 





CHaniran.e appeals are nowadays so common, and the reason for 
them so manifold, that it is hard indeed to select any one application 
which has'or should have more weight than the generality. Yet we 
venture to think that, just at this season of the year, a request is made 
to all those who can in any way spare money, which has peculi: ir and 
significant claims. It is now that the “ cry of the children” goes up; 
and all their prayerisa day in the green fields, a day away from the 


dirty courts, dingy alleys, and pestilenti: 11 slums which know them all | 


the rest of the year, and from which, without the aid of the charitable 
and benevolent, they cannot even stray for a few short hours. To 
those who follow the regular run of the London and country seasons, 
and to those, less happy but still comparatively fortunate, who get 
their annual holiday at the seaside or run across the “silver streak,” 
it may seem hardly worth while troubling about a few hours in the 


outskirts of the metropolis,—it may seem to them so trifling a change | 


that it cannot matter much whether it takes place or not. Thisis by no 
means the case. There are at the present moment thousands of 
children to whom the word country has no meaning—who have never 


seen a green field, and whose notions of a tree are of the most limited | 
kind. There are others who will never forget the brief glimpse of joy 


they have already tasted ; 
remembrance, and forthe past six months of the present on the prospect 
of itsrepetition. Some day perhaps School- cae will considera day in 
the country once a year a necessary part of a child’s education. Until 
then let us hope that quiet and unobtrusive charity will succeed in 
doing that which blatant “ philanthropy ” forgets; and that no one will 
take his summer excursion until he has subscribed his mite towards 


| to-morrow, 


SN 


| tribe of Iroquois warriors, 


who lived for six months of last year on its | 


“The Public I mean is always open to a good story. 
but not together. My line of business is the lofty rope, 
the spiral staircase, and the flying trapeze, and yours is P 

‘‘ India-rubber, lying on my back, and smoking cigars.” 

**T perform upon dry land.” 

" ‘ And I upon the ocean.” 

‘Tis well; in ten years’ time we will meet again beside this ancient 
mango tree and count our money.” 

“We will.” 

Above the hum of the melancholy anaconda, above the tintinnabu- 
lation of a river steamer’s bell, above the war whoop of a passing 
there floated away upon the western breeze 
a duosyllabic expre ssion of infinite tenderness and grief—the wailing 


word ** Farewell!’ So parted Paul and Silas. 
* * * . * 





The scene is changed. 

It is a densely crowded music-hall in the heart of Whitechapel. 
Upon the raised platform stands a youth, of American origin, gaudily 
attired in the glittering garb of the aérial athlete. 

He swings from bar to bar with the grace of a D’Orsay and the 
agility of the ape. Glasses are thumped upon the tables; fi ishily 
attired counterjumpers vociferate the name of Silas; drunken demi- 
reps split their eighteenpenny kids in the enthusiasm of frantic appro- 
bation. ‘The chairman rolls a glassy eye of admiration upon our 
hero, and hiccoughs a boozy “ Bravo.” The athlete smiles, places his 
hand upon his chest, and bows. He has attained the highest honour 
which is possible to an acrobat—who performs upon dry land. 

. + * * * 

The scene is changed. 
It is a stormy ocean. 
in an india-rubber boat. 
vessel containing twenty journalists and seventy-five pounds’ worth 
of champagne. ‘The youth smokes a cigar. ‘* Wonderful!” exclaim 
He drinks a glass of seltzer and brandy. 


A youth of American origin is floating about 
Steaming slowly in his wake is a small 


the te mporary happiness of our gutter children. | the bacchanalians on the boat. 
feat of bravery and endurance, and a service to humanity,” blubber 
the sea-sick and fizz-inspired brethren of the pen. Off go special 
dispatches to all the papers of the world, couched in the glowing 
language of men who have three columns at their service, and want to 
fill them. ‘The public read and believe. The whole population of a 
civilized country goes raving mad. Great dignitaries invite the 
Past homesteads and hamlets and tremulous trees. acrobat to dinners and breakfasts, corporations present him with the 
And I long for the morrow when blowing my “bacea,. freedom of their cities. Lord Mayors feel honoured when he addresses 
I'll lounge in the loosest of bags on the strand. | them as “ old cock.” Royalty corresponds with him by telegraph, 
Until dryness shall prompt a strong wish to attack a and smirks when he calls it “‘ m: arm, and offers to stand it a drink. 
Pint pot of the porter they sell close at hand. What matters it that the man is a professional tumbler and gets 
fifty and a hundred guineas for * performing’’ at baths, wash-houses, 
and tea-gardens. He is not a vulgar pariah “of spangles and dry land. 
| Oh no, he is 2 hero of india-rubber and water. Besides, the creature of 
oe | the trapeze and slack wire pays seven shillings for a paragraph 
ll dine when I like, and have four o'clock teas. advertisement; ie gets three columns for nothing. He must be a 
Hurrah! then, the end of the Session’s approaching, ' gentleman. 
When greyvbeards and youngsters are off and away, i * . * * * 
Like me, to sweet spots w here the wavelets encroaching | The scene is changed. 
Sing musical ditties the whole summer day! Ten years have rolled away, and once again it is night in Kansas 
— = | country. The plaintive note of the bison is heard no more, for he has 
found his love. The whistle of Mayne Reed disturbs no more the 
| stillness of the night, for he has found his earless trapper. ‘The 
holders of Erie bonds sle ep the sleep of idioc y in the County Lunatic 
Asylum. All the world is at rest save 


OFF AND AWAY. 


I catcu from afar the blue gleam of the ocean. 
And scent the salt odours afloat on the breeze. 
As the train rushes swiftly with shriek and commotion 


CE 


“Marvellous!” The current carries him on shore. “ Unequalled 


And won't I just plunge in the briny, for scorning 
Conventional habits I'll do as I please; 
And scouting late dinners, their fuss and adorning, 





The ‘‘Globe”’ Edition of English History. 


Tus Globe informs us that the Marl- 
borough gems was formed by * George of Marlborough.” 


the collection known as 


[1I., Duke 





At what ie riod his lamented Maj sty, of doubtful m mory, assumed Save two well-grown men of native origin. 
the ducal title we have not been able to discover. Probably during They lean against the ancient mango tree, and talk of olden times. 


I have worked hard for myself since we parted, 


‘** Paul, my boy, 
broken my leg, knocked out an eye, injured 


and in ten years I have 


moments of blind and blatant idiocy for which he and 


ntemporaries’ reporters are so justly famous. 


one of those 
some of our « 


tm 
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my spine for life, and realised enough money to pay my passage out 


here and die prematurely in my native land.” 


‘¢ Silas, my lad, I have worked hard for humanity, and in ten years 
You are a common acrobat, I 
Why ? because 
you performed for yourself on shore, and I performed for humanity 
I have promised to write the Queen and 


I have realised an enormous fortune. 
am a gentleman received at every court in Europe. 


in water. But I must go. 
let her know I arrived safely. Farewell.” 

Morat. 

(By kind permission of Sir Wilfrid Lawson.) 


Water is a wonderful thing. 


——$—$$$$—$———— ee 


A FEVER SPOT. 


RoMANCE PROPOSETH. 


Ou, Letty sweet, the sun is out, 
Put on your Dolly Varden ; 

Let’s prate of love and stroll about 
The Thames Embankment garden. 

The dainty rose is blooming there, 
The seats are nice and shady, 

The summer blossoms scent the air— 
Come thither, gentle lady. 


REALITY DECLINETH. 


Oh, Herbert dear, too well I know 
The pretty place you mention, 

But there again, my love, to go 
I’ve not the least intention. 

I like the flow’rs and shady seat, 
But think the smell alarming, 
And open drains beneath one’s feet 

The opposite of charming. 


‘¢Palmam qui meruit.” 


ALDERMAN BgEstgy has been showing his fondness for the crisp and 
idiomatic once more, though he seems still rather at variance with the 
lucid and logical. During the examination of a youthful thief and 
we mean of a juvenile absentee from school, who had been 
hunted down in true criminal fashion by the minions of the London 
Board—the worthy Alderman delivered himself. The report tells us 
that, one of the Board men “ thanked God that he was a Christian. 
Now what did the worthy 
Alderman doubt? That the officer was a-Christian, or that he was 
thankful for being one. We trust the latter, for we should hardly 
care to have the acts of the School Board officers imputed to Jews or 
heathens. Judaism and heathendom have done nothing, recently at 
all events, to deserve so sad a fate; and though Mr. Besley may, like 





murderer 


Alderman Besley said he doubted it.” 


the traditional nigger, have discovered their past enormities “‘ only just 
now,” it is hard that on that account, and that account alone, “ per- 
suasions”’ which are in modern days mild and respectable should be 
made to suffer in reputation for so truly Christian an institution as 
the London School Board, or for such sound ‘‘ professors”’ of Christian 
doctrine as the L. S. B. inspectors. 


A Toping World. 

Wruitine to a contemporary on the now popular topic of what to do 
with ourselves when dead, Mr. John Leighton mentions a certain class 
of deaths ‘‘ caused by a superabundance of moist matters in the body.” 
Considering the peculiar property of the moist matters from whose 
superabundance so many people die, we cannot favour Mr. Leighton’s 
recommendation of sepulture in an absorbent soil. We do not wish 
to see our globe go staggering through space as drunk asa lord, and 


doing somebody’s planet a mischief. 


No Connexion. 

A Mersopist New Connexion minister has been expelled by the 
Conference for proposing marriage to four young ladies. If New Con- 
nexion means anything in the Methody language, he was only zealous 
in the cause, and should have been rewarded rather than punished 
for endeavouring to justify the title of the body he belonged te, 


Prophecies Fulfilled. 
Tue Shakesperean prophecies put into the mouth of Richard IT.,— 
‘‘ Let’s talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs, make dust our paper ’’— 
have been strangely fulfilled, for, simultaneously with the coffin show 
at the Duke of Sutherland’s, a new journal for undertakers appeared 
with the title of The Obituary. After this we may soon look for the 
Tombstone Clipper. 


Writer's Cramp.—The advertisement sheet of his paper. 
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PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 

From Messrs. Warne we have received a batch of ‘Companion 
Library”’ books, which are true to their title in more ways than one. 
They are companions in binding and m price; and as we suppose it is 
impossible to secure a uniform line of ability, the publishers have com- 
pensated for this by securing a companionable and congenial company 
of authors. We presume it is for the sake of the title that the 
seven volumes before us have been selected. ‘These are Austin Friars 
and George Geith, by Mrs. Riddell; Bright Morning, Victor Lescar, 
and Artiste, by Miss Grant; and Mad Dumaresg and No Intentions, by 
Miss Marryat. Seven complete tales by lady authoresses of the 
completest kind. If this be not companionship our notions will want 
reconstructing. As books of this kind are nothing if not exciting we 
can cordially recommend them; and here again the title of the series 
asserts itself. As companion during an otherwise long and tedious 
journey any one of the books will be found valuable, and in the 
perusal of the hairbreadth ’scapes and absorbing love passages, as well 
as descriptions of muscular heroes and moonstruck heroines, with w ‘:ich 
each of the books abounds, it is to be hoped that many fair travellers 
will remain oblivious of the perils which nowadays in so many 
shapes and disguises attend on a journey by rail. Miss Grant’s 
stories are exceptionally fresh and good. 

Also from Messrs. Warne we have Gilbert’s Shadow and a reprint, 
for the pocket, of Uncle Tom's Cabin. Both these are evidently 
intended for the younger branches, the coloured illustrations of the 
latter being especially attractive to those youngsters who are anxious 
to know what real slaves and slave-owners were like in the good old 
days. The coloured folk, particularly those who are quite black, come 
out marvellously well, and the costumes of the whites reflect consider- 
able credit on the artist’s ingenuity. Grlbert’s Shadow is a nice quiet 
story well told, and may be conscientiously recommended to those who 
think a book the best present for a good boy or girl. For ourselves, 
we think a diamond ring, a leg of mutton, or a sack of potatoes the 
right kind of testimonial—but this is merely matter of individual 
taste, and we have no wish to press the suggestion on an obtuse and 
undiscriminating public. 

Though Mr. Farjeon may be the last man to suspect it, he is a poet 
as well as a novelist. We trust those gentlemen who think the whole 
art and mystery of poetry consist in correct measurement of syllables 
and regulated run of rhymes will not be offended when we say that 
in this author there is often more true poetry than is to be found in 
volumes of vers de société or shoals of the sickly sentimental songs 
so common in the drawing-rooms of modern society. Mr. Farjeon’s 
brightness of observation and powers of description seem in no way 
impaired by the rapid issue of his more recent work. Love's Vietory 
(Tinsleys) finishes rather abruptly, but the fact that disappointment is 
felt more because there is too little than too much is such a novelty 
nowadays that it cannot be regarded as other than a decided 
recommendation. 

Interleaves (‘Triibners) is asmall collection of poems by Percy Greg. 
The title is intended to be suggestive of recreative fancies which have 
occurred during the progress of ‘‘ the workday prose of twenty years.” 
However much prose Mr. Greg may have got through during that 
time his poems certainly avenge him. Some of them are exquisite, 
and all contain much of the fire and fancy of true poetry. 

Wines of the World (Ward and Lock), an interesting little book, is 
on a subject which can hardly be called dry, though it is certainly 
provocative of considerable thirst in anyone who reads it carefully. 
From Mr. Henry Vizetelly we certainly obtain a good deal more know- 
ledge about wine than is to be obtained from drinking it. But we’re not 
going to turn our backs on “ the rosy,’ or cease to patronise a very 
old practice for all that. 

The Aingfisher’s Haunt is a chromolithograph, the original of which 
was considered worthy of the Turner gold medal, given under the 
direction of our great and good Academy. We need only say that 
the copy is faithful, and that the publishers are Messrs. Darnley and 
Co., of Conduit-street. 

Martineau on Sound (Groombridge) is one of the little ‘‘ science 
manuals” issued by this firm, and contains much that is both instruc- 
tive and amusing. 

Among other literary novelties we are promised a speedy revival of 
the London Magaz'me asa midmonthly. The first number will appear 
in August, and will be under the editorship of Mr. Will Williams, of 
the Pictorial World, who is once more to prove that where there's a 
Will there’s a way, as well as a Williams. 

_ 
Who Nose? 

Some one advertises in a lady’s paper, ‘“‘ Nose Jewel. Medium sized, 
thin, best gold nose ring, strung with one large pearl, worn only 
during passage from India to England.” We know several people to 
whom this article would be useful if it would have the same effect 
upon men that it has on pigs—prevent them poking their noses where 
they’re not wanted. 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY, NO 4. 


| 


503. Buretine of the water pipes. Mr. Mac Water (!) at work, 853. Quartre Bras and any number of jambes. (We give all we have been able 
113. Breakfast is ready at last, mother. to see of the pictufe,) ihe ee oo 
1208. Hayes-ey weather. Pilot boats running for harbour. 898. The seat of war, or the British Army giving Mr. Herkomer “a sitting.’’ 
63. Humpty-Dumpty as he ap on the wall. 142. Caught. 820. Ducks and geese.—493. Poor relations.—906. The Horizontal Bar. 
141. 107. 555. A joint-stock barber’s shop (limited). 403. Crossing the Channel. Medisval Bessemer saloon which doesn’t act. 
$19. Mr. Frith gives his models black and blue eyes. No basins provided. Tableau. 


875. ** By the waters of Maida Vale we sat down and wept when we remembered 679. Mr. H—lm—n H—t having run in the Italian organ-grinder, turns his 
that people don’t care twopence for High Art now-a-days.’’ attention to ‘‘ Native Talent.’’ 
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Labour. 





This is an Allegorical Representation of Mr. Cross, 


Like most Allegories, 


the Home Secretary, descendin 


g on the Battle-field of Capital and 
it is almost too good to be true. 
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SONGS OF A SUBURB. 
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No. I—THE GENTLEMAN AT 339. 


TueEre lives a particular friend of mine 

At number three hundred and thirty-nine 
(The house with a portico painted brown ; 
Where one of the knockers is upside down). 
Though vow he is steady and sage enough, 
And awfully prosy and fond of snuff, 

I ever remember with pain, in truth, 

The rackety days of his reckless youth ! 
He went and he saw a romantic play 
Which treated of Venice’s palmy day, 
Where every gentleman’s crowing vice 
Was hazarding palaces, casting dice : 
They reckoned it nothing to game away 

A couple of dozen estates a-day ; 

And seldom, if ever, their wives would go 
In less than a packet of twelve or so. 





He couldn’t bethink him of words to praise 

Their liberal—possibly reckless—ways ; 

As oft he remembered, with darkling frown, 

His maximum hazards of half-a-crown! 

He was, as it happened, the chief cashier 

To eminent bonders of ginger-beer ; 

But after admiring that dreadful play 

His habits of steadiness went away ! 

Now neither example nor kind advice 

Could stay his inordinate taste for dice. 

The first of his ruinous list of faults 

Was staking the office and bonded vaults ; 

And, being 1 unlucky, he lost them all, 

As well as the cellars in London Wall. 

The eminent bonders were forced to go 

And part with a servant who gambled so! 
sut even dismissal could not allay 

The gentleman’s terrible thirst for play: 
He rattled the dice in their shameless box, 

And lost, in a minute, the London Docks. 
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Now I, who was silly and young I fear, 
Unwisely enco his wild career; 
And, oh, I remember his wild/despair 

On losing St. Paul's and: Trafalgar. Squage! 





The National Gallery—Primrose Hill— 
The Houses of Parliament—Pentonville— 
What wonder his glittering eye grew dim 
As these were successively lost by him + 

Nor yet was his perilous course restrained 
Till Buckingham Palace alone remained ! 
And then, I am heartily glad to say, 

His natural chivalry bade him. stay. 

‘‘ Tt would,” he reflected, “‘ be truly mean 
To hazard the palace of England’s queen! 
Victoria, never, I’m sure, shall: roam-— 
While J can prevent it—without a home !”’ 
When news of his chivalry reached their ear 
It melted the bonders of ginger-beer : 

“In giving so noble a youth the sack 

We blundered,” they said, ‘‘ and we'll take him back.” 


The business has flourished since his return, 
And now he is head of the whole concern. 
And even till now it’s a noble fact 

That Buckingham Palace remains intact. 
And often the bonder is heard declare 
Victoria ever is welcome there! 

And such is his nature’s unselfish bent, 

He never will even receive the rent! 





Experientia Docet. 


A GENTLEMAN at Leamington who was charged with being drunk and 
offering to sell his wife for fourpence, denied the drunkenness, but 
admitted, without blushes or confusion, his desire to get rid of the lady. 
Alas! he even went so far as to say, that ‘‘as for selling her for four- 
pence, he would take less than that for her now.” And though there 
are many gentlemen in Leamington who have no wives, even this 
reduction did not tempt them. Neither did it soften the magisterial 
dsench, who fined the unhappy husband £2, or in default six weeks’ 
“with hard.” T ruly the age of chivalry has departed, and sympathy 
is scant indeed for the really suffering. [The Editor considers it 
incumbent upon himself to say that the writer of the foregoing has 
himself been married now nearly six weeks. ] 


——+ + -— 
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CAUSE AND EFFECT. 








Child of superior information :—“ Do ’EE KNOW WHERE THE WIND COMES 


” 


FROM, GRAN’ FEYTHER ? 
Gran. :—“‘ WEL, I ‘spECT FROM THE COUNTRY, DEAR.” 
C. of S. I.:—“ No, YE'RE WRONG THERE, GRAN!” 
you KNow?” 
WINDMILLS, TO BE SURE!’ 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue Alexandra Palace authorities have had a busy time lately. 
Concert has succeeded concert with almost alarming rapidity; but, 


precipitancy, or mismanagement has exhibited itself. In fact, to 
residents in Northern London Muswell Hill has become the home of 
music as well as the abode of art and museum of miscellanea. 









Gran. :—* WELL, Do 
C. of 8. I. :—** Exes, GRAN’ FEYTHER, REYTHER ; WHOY FROM THE 


We | 


regret that the clerk of the weather should have once again been | 


antagonistic to the clerk of the course at the Alexandra Park, the 
trotting entertainment of the other day having been reduced to the 
level of what sporting reporters call an aquatic carnival. 
however, the glorious dispensation of providence was more than 
usually manifest in this last pluvial benefaction, as by its means 
several members of the trotting fraternity were induced to climb the 
heights and enterthe building. Softened and subdued, they eventually 
returned to their companions with news of the wonders to be found 


days he will try it again, and take the missis and kids—when the 
weather is wet and there is no trotting, of course. 

Sir John and Lady Bennett had a grand gathering the other day at 
the Banks, Mountfield, near Battle. A special train took over five 
hundred guests from Cannon-street Station in the morning, and 
brought back all those who cared about returning to London in the 
evening. 


exercised in the country. 
On Saturday last the Mohawk Minstrels, who have made themselves 
a name beyond the limits of their local habitation, closed a successful 


Processions, luncheon, and speeches occupied the interval | 
between the arrival and the return, and he would be a hard man | 
indved to please who did not enjoy the City hospitality so bountifully 


Perhaps, | 


though there has been a good deal of speed, nothing like undue haste, | 
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THE AUTHOR’S WOOING. 


On lady fair, say, wilt thou share 
My humble lot in life, 

And settle down in Camden Town— 
A needy author's wife 

Earth's wealth I lack; a first-floor back 
My property contains, 

For Fortune spurns the man who earns 
His living with his brains. 





K’er “ yes” you say, and name the day, 
I think it only right 

That you should know (Fate wills it so) 
I scribble all the night. 

All day I read the books I need 
For thus he knowledge gains— 

My sweetest pet !—who has to get 
His living with his brains. 


I smoke and drink, and spill the ink, 
And suffer much from bile, 
When hard at work I talking shirk, 
And very seldom smile. 
Though wild my throes when writing prose, 
Far worse the poet’s pains ; 
With all his sins, take him who wins 
His living with his brains. 


Yet, maiden sweet, ’tis scarcely meet 
That I should claim your hand; 

You need a spouse whose wealth allows 
Hot dinners and a * grand.” 

Go, cut me dead; some miner wed 
Whose brow rough labour stains, 

More gold he takes than he who makes 
His living with his brains. 


A Scotch Joke. 


MacBrown, after reading a recent “ illustrious”’ 
acquiescence in teetotalism as applied to the masses, 
says it’s wonderful how good Scotch whisky, if taken 
properly, makes people feel. It makes even temperance 


| 
seem nice when looked at through several glasses. 
} 


Literary Mem. 


Mr. Guapstone’s essay, ‘Is the Church worth Pre- 
serving ?”’ will be shortly followed by another, ‘“ Are 
Walnuts worth Pickling ?”’ 


‘* Non Habet Legs.” 


Mr. Irvine, delighted with his triumph over the difficulties of 
Shakespeare and that gentleman’s hitherto unappreciated creation—we 
beg pardon, the creation was Mr. Irving’s of course—Hamlet, is about 
to essay Macbeth. Authorities differ as to the costume he will adopt, 
but general opinion is in favour of a crinoline kilt, bright blue peg- 
tops, Hessian boots, and spurs. Of course, he would never be such a 
Dunsinane as to show those legs to a Southron public. It is not true 


that Mr. Terry, of the Strand, is to be leased for the purpose of 


“laying on” as Macduff, and singing a topical song. One creation is 
quite enough at a time. 


Against the Person. 


An Irish correspondent of a Fleet-street daily states that “‘a man 


| named Nash was stabbed in Limerick the other night, and a person 
within; and one of them even went so far as to say that one of these | 


_are here at once made prominent. 


° . . . | 
season at the Agricultural Hall, Islington, the final event being a | 


benefit to Mr. G. A. Thomas, manager of the troop. 


named Watson has been arrested for the offence.” Cause and effect 
In Ireland when a man is stabbed 
a person is arrested, and vice versd. Future historians of the Emerald 
Isle please note. The only pity is, just now, when so much is being 
said in Parliament and elsewhere about the person Bill, that he wasn’t 
the particular representative selected for immolation on the altar of 
Hibernian custom. 


Silly to a Degree. 


Tues editor of a magazine has been created a D.C.L. by the senate 


am University, * i iti is service iterature.”’ 
of Durham University, “ in recognition of his services to literature 
| The services were probably those of omission rather than commission, 


for we haven't found anything in any English magazine for years that 


| would entitle its editor to anything but three months’ notice. 
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NEW COURTS OF APPEAL. 

Tue example furnished by the Khedive in opening an International 
Court in Alexandria will, we hear, lead to the speedy establishment of 
other Courts nearer home. Among those in contemplation are :— 

A Court formed of Her Majesty’s Ministers to devise a mode of 
action, by which the Tory party may be kept together during the 
remainder of the Session (certain signs of a desire to break from the 
leash having lately become apparent); also for the manufacture of 
sugar-coated pills and soothing syrup to lull the nation into a belief 
that a Conservative Administration is a panacea for all evils. 

A Court composed of School Board officials (all warranted Christians) 
to mature a plan by which petty tyranny and officiousness in their 
extremest form may be brought to resemble philanthropy and 
humane consideration. It is rumoured that a petition is in circulation 
that Aldermen Carden and Besley—especially the latter—be debarred 
from hearing School Board prosecutions. 

A Court made up of the British matron and “the girls,’ witha | 
view to induce Papa to alter his expressed opinion, that in conse- 
quence of the fresh and fanciful assessment of house property “it 
won't be possible to go to the seaside this year.” A branch of the 
above Court to promulgate—if the before-named scheme be successful 
—plans for obtaining new bonnets, sunshades, and orthodox seaside 
apparel of which the members believe themselves so much in need. 

A Court principally formed of members of the Metropolitan Board 
of Works and influential “friends” thereof to see if it be possible to 
issue restrictions respecting the use of the Thames Embankment by 
the general public. A score of M.P.s and fashionables finding their 
resort so limited, hope, after the success which has attended their 
endeavours to lay down a horse ride (of course at the public expense), 
that the privileged classes may ultimately succeed in obtaining a good 
slice of this noble terrace for their own particular and excl usive 
enjoyment. 


































Moonstruck. 


Mr. Wasuineton Moon’s zeal certainly outruns his discretion. In 
his anxiety to correct others he is extremely oblivious of his own 
shortcomings. Perhaps the most painful critic a writer can have is the 
man with no soul above comma-hunting, no mind above the correct 
disposition of points and prepositions. And when Mr. Moon, in his 
Common Errors, attacks the style of the Scriptures on account of its 
constructive looseness he has got down to about the lowest depths of 
critical degradation. A gentleman who evidently doesn’t know why 
it was the custom at one time to use the article an before an aspirated 
k wherever practicable, should learn before attempting to teach ; 
and Well, what are we to say about a writer who gives the 
story of the crier who couldn’t cry because his wife was dead, as novel, 
grammatically incorrect, and, therefore, fit subject for improvement by 
Mr. Washington Moon? What a lot of wit and sparkle this world 
would have lost, to be sure, if every author who has made his mark had 
trembled lest his grammar were not exactly as it should be! Certainly 
our language has been ennobled by what Mr. Moon and other small- 
souled short-sighted critics would call ‘“‘ Bad English.’’ 





a The Result of Training. 

“A younG lady,” writing to the Times apropos of ‘ Ladies’ Com- 
partments ”’ in trains, objects to them, because in the absence of men 
ladies have to open the carriage doors for themselves, and frequently 
the operation spoils their gloves. Considering how much the presence of 
men ‘opens the door” to, the objection is frivolous. Truly it is 
time to take up the vexed question of the higher education of women 
when “‘a young lady” considers her gloves of greater import than her 
honour. She should have signed her letter “ A Married Woman;”’ 
then we could have pardoned her anxiety for her kids. 


Active Service. 


AccorpinG to well authenticated reports, it would seem that the 
British Army is busily engaged in spreading fever at home, and her 
Majesty’s ships are sailing over the world disseminating measles and 
typhoid wherever they go. Fifty thousand deaths in Fiji are credited 
to the Dido, and reports come in daily of contagious diseases 
among the Home troops. Thoughtless people stigmatize such a state 
of affairs as eminently Conservative and disgraceful. Nonsense; what 
is the use of an Army and Navy if they don’t kill somebody! 


Retiring. 

Ix a recent police case the plaintiff is described as a “ retired gentle- 
man.” ‘This is not the first instance we have met of people who have 
given up the “ gentlemanly business” as a bad thing. Only, they have 
generally found their way into a police-court under different circum- 
stances, or at all events in different positions from that of plaintiff. 


THE HERMIT’S SELL. 


To a hermit’s cell, in a leafy dell, 
A youth and a maiden came : 

‘‘O hermit dear, we've sought you here— 
We've heard of your wondrous fame. 

We wish to wed; in the world ’tis said 
That a secret you possess 

Which those who hold, with wealth untold 
And eternal joys can bless. 

O hermit, the charm bestow, we pray, 
That can make life pass like a summer’s day.” 

‘QO youthful pair, you are young and fair!” 
When they ceased, the hermit cries, 

“You've youth and health, which are boundless wealth, 
And love—life’s peerless prize. 

But the charm I know”’—here he whispered low 
As the magic spell he told— 

‘‘Ts a happy mind, and that you'll find 
Turns everything to gold. 

Let love and contentment light your way 

And your lives shall pass like a summer's day.” 

— oo —_ 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Lorp. Mayor goes to Ireland and returns, this being another of his 
civic visits. He seems to forget that a rolling Stone gathers no moss. 
Perhaps he doesn’t want any. — Dr. Kenealy makes a n 
speech about giants and eagles. Quilpsand the questionablest of carnon 
crows are more in his line. — Pandora departs for the Arctic regions. 
Let’s hope she carries success in her casket. = Several people been 
injured through drinking whisky in Dublin. Strange that they 
should have been Scotched by the Irish national beverage. — Mr. 
Gladstone asks conundrums about the Church of England’s rva- 
tion. Preservation of china seems to suit him better. — Sale of the 
Marlborough gems for 35,000 guineas. Oh, gemini! = Fifteen fresh 
Q.C.s. Fifteen fresh ex-Q.C.s for wearing silk. = Zanzibarbarians 
visit Woolwich Arsenal. Seem to think civilization a failure if it 
requires all those guns to keep only a little bit of it going. = 
Americans victorious in the great “ international” shooting match at 
Dublin. ‘“ Another of the wrongs of Ireland.” — Mr. Irving winds 
up Hamlet with a comic speech in character. Some critics seem to 
think it a sacrilege that Shakespeare should claim any share in the 
Lyceum triumph. = Telegraph states that at Sheffield, Roberts, the 
billiard champion, made a “ break of 572, including 386 spot strokes.” 
This may suit Peterborough-court but it is rather bad on billiards. — 
Queen expresses her royal delight in teetotalism. Of course, at a 
distance. At the distance which separates Buckingham Palace from 
Balmoral Castle. — Duke and Duchess of Edinburgh embark at 
Woolwich for the Continent. People’s caterer bids them an affec- 
tionate farewell, and bids them remember that the season is now on, 
and that Holland is always handy. — Select committee on language 
and construction of Acts of Parliament makes its report. Proposes 
that an Act-drop shall be erected in the House of Commons, so that 
members may know something about where one Act ends and another 
begins. Special patent drop to be erected for Kenealy—a dewdrop. 
= Irishmen try to blow up a statue of Prince Consort in Dublin. 
Irish notion that he would be hurt by such conduct. = Grand battle 
between Oxford and Cambridge Elevens at Lord’s. Despite the rain 
dark blue was the most lasting colour. The riddle was solved by 
Ridley, though he was very near “ giving it up.” — Mr. Bridge thinks 
it hard to walk ten miles on an empty stomach. It would be “ rough 
on”’ the stomach, certainly. 


Evidence for the Defence. 


A curious case came before the bench of magistrates at Warrington 
the other day—if we are to believe the local Guardian. A man was 
charged with “ cruelly ill-treating a horse by working it whilst in an unfit 
condition.” A very proper charge too, and one we should like to see 
oftener brought, as ortunately the absence of prosecutions for 
cruelty to animals does not mean the absence of cruelty. But in this 
particular instance we are at a loss to understand why the officer in 
giving his evidence should have stated that ‘“ the defendant’’ had two 
large sores on his back. Is this a policeman’s notion of corroborative 
evidence? If so, we trust it will not become popular in London, for 
though at Warrington the possession of scars by a “ defendant” suc- 
ceeded in getting him convicted, it might here lead to results of a most 
disastrous description, which even the well-known activity and un- 
doubted intelligence of “the force,’ coupled though it 1s with the 
marvellous “ worthiness’’ of the magistracy, would be powerless to 


avert. 


TraininG Beveracs.— Railway Porter. 
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Rev. Preechlong (fond of promenading between the Acts, always mistakes his box, and when he disturbs for the third time inthe evening the 
“ téte-d téte” of a young couple, thinks proper to apologise) :—‘‘I REALLY BEG PARDON, BUr I CANNOT FIND MY pew!” 








A CANDIDATE FOR BURIAL. 


In one of his recent speeches Dr. Kenealy is reported to have used 


the following language :—‘ Lazarus was thought to be dead, but when | ; 
RPG BG : 5 : | wagers, and that the result of the match is to be celebrated by a grand 


the Master came and looked upon him He saw that he only slept; and 
the people of England are thought by their rulers te be dead; but I 
know they have only been in a temporary slumber, and as Christ 
called forth Lazarus from the tomb so I call forth you to follow me.” 
We feel that an apology is due to the reader for quoting this 


outrageous language, even for the purpose of censuring the blasphemer | 


who employed it. So long as Dr. Kenealy likens himself to lions, 





| 


| dinner. 


rolling torrents, etc., he disgusts, certainly, but he also amuses; and | 
. . ° . . - . . ! 
it is easy to forgive his enormous conceit, when it is condoned by the 


nonsense which renders it ludicrous. 
between himself and our Saviour he is contemptible without being 
ridiculous. Dr. Kenealy has now been for so long a time morally 
dead, ani has at last become so intolerably offensive, that the words 
erroneously used concerning Lazarus may with singular aptness be 
applied to himself: ‘ By this time he stinketh.”’ 





An Empty Name. 
A NAME has been invented by Our Unremanded Etymologer for the 
crime of lunching at the railway buffets. It is to be called com- 
mitting Barmecide. 





CADBURY’S 
COCOA 
ESSENCE 


REFRESHING—PURE—SOLUBLE. 


CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition ef etarch. 























Printed by JUDD & CO., Phosnix Works, St. 


But when he makes comparisons | 


Kites and Pigeons. 


A Dacca paper (not a ’bacca paper) informs us that two wealthy 
men in India have been spending no end of money in flying kites for 


Our contemporary is wrong if he fancies this custom is new 
to England. In the City, kite-flying is very prevalent. But this 
difference exists between the practice in the two countries. The kite- 
flyer in India gives, the kite-flyer in England takes—and takes a lot 
too. The paper bird is quite as voracious as his feathered brother, 
and a great deal more destructive. 


‘*One Touch” 

Tue D. 7. in the course of a few feeling remarks concerning a late 
deliriously drunken cabman, who had been committed for trial without 
bail, states that he ‘‘ had died in the House of Detention, and had been 
subject to fits.” We are not told whether the former subjected cabby 
to the latter, or how, or what; but perhaps sudden grief at the loss of 











| a kindred spirit and congenial companion may be considered sufficient 
_ excuse for the omission. 





Paris Blueiz2 


As Supplied to the 
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LAUNDRESS 


Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, July 10, 1875. 
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Now Ready, the Twenty-eiyhth Half- early Volume of FUN, being 
The TWENTY-FIRST VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 


M igenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d.each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. eich. 


FS|TAYLOR’S PATENT 


SEWING MACHINES 


have new Patent Improvements, which render them 
superior to all other makes for Drassemaxine and 
Famity uss. “ They are Simple to Learn,” “ Easy to 
Work,”’ “ Not liable to get out of order,” are** Strong,” 
** Swift,” “* Durable,” ** make very little noise,.”’ and can 
be had on “easy terms"’ of purchase at a “‘ moderate 
ee" Intending purchasers, if unable to obtain 
‘aylor’s Patent Sewing Machines from local Dealers, 
are respectfully requested tosend fora prospectus te 











ee 97, Cheapside, Lonvon, F.C ; Great Driffield, York- 
, shire; ortne branch establishments: 23, Silver Street 
Hull, and 18%, Kirkgate, Wakefield. ~ 
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POETICAL MOMENTS. 


TueE noticing traveller’s eye may mark, 

In scanning the ‘“ Terrace’”’ in Richmond Park, 

A panel embellished with lines which sing 
Poetical Thomson’s praise ; 

And now—as the dinner-time, sad to say, 

Lies dim in the future, an hour away— 

‘That very identical sign-board thing 
Has happened to meet my gaze. 


The Star and the Garter have turned me sour 
By telling me dinner will take an hour; 
And rage and despair to my senses give 

A tinge that is far from bland: 
While waiting for dinner, I hate the ground, 
A spirit of poetry breathes around— 
Why poets are ever allowed to live 

ZI never could understand! 


Of Thomson I think, and recall with rage 

His natural-history-breathing page 

And, hungrily prosy, I knit my brow 
With ever-increasing force 


* * * * * 


I’ve been and I’ve dined at the Star and G., 

I’ve drunk and I’ve eaten enough for three— 

And somehow I ponder on Thomson now 
With placidly-keen remorse ! 


I’ve drunk to thy memory, “ Nature’s”’ bard, 
In every vintage that’s on the card; 
Permit me to mention I truly grieve 
I ever have run thee down! 
And somehow or other a sense profound 
Of effortless poetry hems me round: 
Till I as a poet, I do believe, 
Might win an immense renown. 


What spirit so utterly base but feels 

A little poetical after meals ? 

Just add to the ‘‘ Seasons ’’ of Thomson’s choice 
The season of whitebait’s prime ; 

And he who can dine at the Star and G., 

And sit on the Terrace, by Thomson’s tree, 

Unbending and prosy, would lend his voice 


To any amount of crime! STARVING!” 


Philanthropist :—‘‘ Don’t sToP ME, MY GOOD WOMAN; 
GIVE. Bersrpes, I’M IN A HURRY. 
THE RELIEF OF THE DeEsTITUTE.” 


DAMNUM ABSQUE INJURIA.—Losing a cold. 


OUR PATENTEES’ COLUMN. 


Au. preliminary arrangements having been completed, we have 
much pleasure in submitting to our readers the following very admir- 
able inventions, which we insert for the benefit of the British 
capitalist at a charge of seven shillings each. The initials only of inven- 
tors are given; but their full names and addresses can be obtained at 
our office on payment of 2s. 6d. as an inquiry fee. Companies Formed 
to Work Patents; Old Schemes Dressed up as New; Puffs Neatly 
Executed ; Modern Journalism in all its Branches. 


INVENTIONS ON Hanp. 

An invention for bespattering your former benefactors with filth at 
a profit of £2,000 a year.—Dr. K. 

An invention for hindering public business, and turning the House 
of Commons into a schoolboys’ playground.—Mr. W. 

An invention for turning six old men and a boy into a standing 
army.— Duke or C. 

An invention for frightening respectable publishers, and stamping 
out the literature of England.—Cuar.es C. 

An invention for making a monotonous drawl and an ungainly 
crawl the elements of tragic art.—Herwnry I. 

An invention for getting a princely income out of doubtful schemes.— 
ALBERT G. 

An invention for distilling silly jokes and gross personalities from 
cold water.—Sir W. L. 

An invention for getting troublesome opponents into prison.— 
Prince B. 

An invention for keeping yourself and the deeds of your youth per- 
petually before the public.—Apmrrat R. 

An invention for writing three columns of special correspondence 
about nothing at all.—G. A. 8. 


one penny.—Eb. or F. 


VOL. X40. 


-G. Wuy overt THE Members oy TATTERSALL’S TO BE SUPPLIED WITH 
An invention for bringing a smile to every face for the small sum of | Fiat-rish Gratis ?—Because it is our duty to give place to our 


betters. 


““TELLE EST LA VIE.” 


Old Woman :—“ PLEASE, sIR, GIVE ME A PENNY TO BUY BREAD; I'M 
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MOONSTRUCK. 


I wit not mention when or where, 
Or which, or what, or how; 

Or say if it was here or there, 
Or whether then or now. 

Or even say if anyone 
Could tell me, if he knew, 

Of anything that had been done, 
And if the tale were true. 


I only know—and this I state 
Because I heard it said— 

That the Express was very late, 
And they had got no bed. 

The air with fog was thick as wool 
When this event befell, 

The night was dark, the moon was full— 
I mean the ‘‘ Moon”’ Hotel. 


{ heard her voice in*No. 3 — 
I listen’d at the wall— 
I heard her say, “‘ A cup of tea, 
And plate of ——”’ that was all! 
But whether it was ham or beef, 
Or bread and butter plain, 
I ne’er shall know! and—to be brief— 
*Tis this has turned my brain! 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday. July 14, 1875. 


LCARTOON. ] 


MATRIMONtTAL MANCEUVRING. 


“ WILt you take us to the seaside, where we ll revel in the brine 
And the bathing, and the other things of ocean ¢ 
Or will you prefer to let your wife and darling children pine ?— 
I'm afraid the latter’s been your artful notion. 
If you'll send us to the seacoast wé your name will ever bless 
[t's a shame we should so seldom have an outing; 
We shall only want a little in the way of extra dress, 
And oh, pray don’t keep us waiting, wishing, doubting.” 
“Oh, I wish you wouldn’t bother!” says the father with a sigh ; 
‘“* Give me money, money, money!’ is your everlasting cry.” 


‘“ Will you take us down to Ramsgate, where we'll stroll upen the 
pier ; | 
Or do you like noisy Margate with its jetty ° 
Now don't frown and look so angry, there’s a darling and a dear— 
Think of Bob and Tom, and Polly there, and Hetty. 
Can't you see the little angels are all dying for a change? 
l‘or myself I wouldn't speak a word, you know, love. 
You need only find the money, all the business /’// arrange ; 
Just you draw the cheque, and then away I'll go, love.” 
‘“*T suppose that I must,do it!” says the father with a groan. 
“Here's the money. Bless the darlings—give ’em plenty of 


ozone !”’ 


| 


Trosr good Conservatives who think that the condition of the 
humbler English agriculturalist is everything it should be may feel 
rather astonished at the story of Samuel Dawson. Samuel, we are 
told, is a labourer of fifty-seven, who earns on an a less than 
twelve shillings a week, and out of that sustains a sickly wife and an 
invalid daughter. But this was not considered enough for him to do 
on his money, so last August he was summoned before the Bedford 
county magistrates, and ordered to pay a shilling a week towards fhe 
support of his aged and infirm parents. The iniquitous offender being 
unable or unwilling to pay this sum—he has the hardihood to state 
that every spare farthing goes in support of his sick wife and ailing 
daughter—he was summoned to appear again before the justices, and 
on the 4th of last month was ordered to pay 36s. and 8s. costs. The 
ability of the man to support his parents may be judged when we 
state that his goods were insufficient to meet the demands of distraint, 
and this being adjudged further proof of obstinacy, he was arrested 
under a warrant issued by Lord St. John, one of the justices, and sent 
to prison for two months, “ without bail or mainprize.’”’ Filial love 
and respect are of course great things; but the most enthusiastic with 
regard to them must admit that this poor fellow’s duty was to those in 
his own cottage, much as he may have wished to assist his aged and 
It is not so much, though, with regard to him that we 
would speak. We would prefer to point out the truly great and 
glorious manner in which the rich aad powerful—who never had to 
earn a penny in their lives, and who would have failed signally if they 
had ever tried—insist upon the poverty-stricken and plebeian doing 
that which is right. It is a fine thing that our landowners should so | 
well understand the duties imposed on them by Providence; and 
perhaps as we are told by the Conservatives that Providence arranges 
all these affairs for our benefit, this imprisonment serves Samuel right. 
Who shall say ¥ But who is to be punished for the neglect which 
must be the lot of prisoner's wife and daughter, as well as his father 
and mother, during his enforced absence at hard labour? Samuel 
again we trust: certainly not great lords and important J.P.’s. 


infirm parents. 





Mewsical. 

Tue correspondent of a Colombo paper writes :—‘t There has been a 
plague of rats in several districts of Ceylon. The planters have 
resorted to the ingenious device of making coolies parade the estates at 
night with tom-toms, the noise of which frightens the animals away.” 
Over here we find tom-toms useful for the same purpose, but their 
eficacy is due to the paws and the shake rather than to the beat. 





City Geography. 

Tue Lord Mayor invites subscriptions for “the Garonne depart- 
ment’ of France. Is the Lord Mayor a Conservative head of the 
Civil Service, that he should create departments, or has the Inventors’ 
Column of the Zelegraph fired him with a lofty ambition ? 





A Christy (and Manson) Minstrel. 


Mr. Giapsrone is reported by a contemporary to have written a 
humorous poem in the Morning Advertiser concerning his recent sale 
of china. The statement is one to be taken eum grano sale-is. 
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AMONG “THE” PROFESSION. 
3y A Sracr-erntck SIMPLaTON. 


I nave always been an admirer of the. stage—that is, of the ladies 
and gentlemen who have the pleasure and the profit of being connected 
with it; and I have no doubt that a good many people can 
appreciate my enthusiasm. It’s all very well tor some tolks to turn 
up their noses and pretend to slight playactors, but I have arriy ed at 
the conclusion that such pretenee is all envy and malice, and a desire 
to disguise their real feelings, just like those critics who are not 
allowed to go to the Lyceum without paying make out that they don’t 
care to see the great Mr. Irving. I heard one of them not long ago, 
when he wasn’t admitted, sneer at the thinness of the celebrated 
tragedian’s legs, and I knew at the time that the sneerer was envious 
of the other's thickness of brain—or was it head 1 don’t think that’s 
exactly what I meant to say, but I’m not much used to literary com- 
position, and besides, I’m rather dazzled by the splendour ot what J saw 
at the Alexandra Palace during the Royal Dramatic College Fete. So 
Pil only talk about myself, because, as my wife says, that's about all I 
understand. Mind, I’m not sure she’s right, but then I think it's 
always best to let a lady have her own way. Especially as mine will 
have hers, whether I’ll let her or no. ; 

It has always been my ambition to sce actors and actresses in their 

rivate clothes, and judge whether they really are like human beings. 

v wife says the best of ’em are very poor creatures when divested ot 
their silk and spangles; and when we went to see the Zichet-of-Leave 
Man the other night she said she was sure Mr. Neville and Mr. Anson 
must be quite a common low lot, or they'd never have known so much 
about the prisons and the pothouses. I think she must have been 
right, too, for they were awfully natural, and as a gentleman in the 

it who sat near me said, “ Blest if he ever seed anything like it since 

@ was on the cross hisself.” I don't quite know what he meant, but 
he seemed much excited, and after a drink or two to cach scene wept 
bitterly, and felt again a child. 

You'll perhaps easily understand that when I heard there was to be 
@ grand show of actors and actresses at the Alexandra Palace I made 
up my mind to go, especially as Bill Smith, who cleans the windows 
and sweeps the stage at one of the leading theatres, had tickets, and 
knew all the celebrities by sight, to say nothing of a nodding acquaint- 
ance with some who haven’t yet made their top mark in “‘the” protession. 
I notice that actors always speak of the stage as ‘‘ the” profession, 
especially when, through the hard-heartedness of managers and agents, 
their knowledge of its practice is limited. But I shall never get on to 
that féte if I don’t look sharp. 

I dressed myself in regular tiptop style, with a beautiful green tie, 
and a curly-brimmed low-crowned silk hat you wouldn’t have told 
from new, yellow kid gloves, shepherd’s plaid trousers of a large 
pattern, a velvet coat and waistcoat which I had picked up cheap in 
Drury-lane, and a nice pair of patents with yellow cloth tops 1 got in 
Dudley-street last summer and had saved carefully since ; with a tlower 
in my button-hole, a cane, and atwopenny smoke. I fancied I was 
quite the swell, although some fellows did call me a little cad, and my 
wife said that it was no good of a man under five fect trying to look 
like a full-grown tragedian. But she always does try to spoil my 
enjoyment. We got into a carriage at King s-cross with a lot of real 
actresses. Bill Smith said he didn’t know them; but 1 could tell by 
the paint on their faces, and their beautiful yellow hair, green satin 
dresses, and pink gloves that they were members of “ the profession. 
And I thought to myself, “IT hope they will believe I’m also in the 
line.” For this purpose I said to Bill Smith, “ When do you open in 
the provinces?” But Bill, who always was a mean-spirited fool, said, 
‘‘ Not while I can get eighteen bob a week in London, so don’t be an 
idiot. People won't believe you're Salvini.”” At which all the women 
laughed, and though I looked daggers at Smith he didn’t care. ‘Those 
big chaps are so thick-headed. 

I soon recovered my temper when we arrived at the Palace and saw 
all the great lights of the dramatic world marching about, and looking 
as affable as if they were ordinary common people. ‘There they were, 
walking up and down and round about, and going in the shows, and 
coming out again, just as if they didn’t know they were the favourites 
of royalty and the aristocracy; and one of them in particular, that I 
know the Prince of Wales has often sent for to his private box, leant 
against a pillar opposite Richardson's show, and tried to look as if he 
was nobody. Who can tell what was passing in that man’s gigantic 
brain as he watched the surging crowd pass by reckless of the tact that 
he, the friend of princes and the favourite of potentates—the only, the 
inimitable, the never-to-be-forgotten—stood by unnoticed while a gaping 
crowd laughed at the antics of outsiders. But such is life, and so runs 
the world away; and it may somewhat console that gallant gentleman 
and great actor to know that I looked up in his lambent eyes, and 
sympathised with him in his solitude. 

Oh, how I felt that if I had only been a wealthy man—if I had had 
the wealth of Peru and Golconda in my pockets, or even the riches of 
the Bank of Elegance—how I would have strewn gold and precious 
stones along the path of England’s histrionic worthies! But I could 
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only stand by abashed, and even the glories of the Temple of Thespis 
andthe eonvert-room were lost to me beosuse df ‘the ‘extra admission. 
I regret to:say that Bill Smith did -not seem ‘nearly so’ impressed as ‘I 
expeoted-he would be, and he even werttso ‘far as ‘to ‘sey thet ‘he'd a 
jolly sight rather have had a game at skittles, or'nimde one of four dt 
bagatele, than have taken all that trouble ‘to visit Alexandra Palate 
and then see nothing. Nothing! and Smiths mn ‘connected with 
theatres, yéet-ignorant of the inestimable Walue of ‘the ‘Blessing which 
his position should be to him. He doesn't ‘think ‘how often I have 
hung about the stage-door panting to gét Btit ‘a glitmpse-of the per- 
formers whom he has the honour to serve. 

But the best of days must come to an “6nd, and as ‘the shadows of 
evening began to fall, all those actors who ‘had @upagemerits begin to 
make their way towards London. As it*would notdo forthe others to 
nrike ‘themselves too éheap—for one of these dwys ‘they ‘dlso may be 
creators—they went as well, and when the place waseonifortably thinned 
Bill Smith, who has no soul for the poetic, met ‘friend of his, a 
waiter, and we had a.good turn: at the Yemains Of “tite feast provided 
for the “Pro's.” Judging by what a wreck wes 18 they seem to 
have had good appetites, but so had we. As we “é6re Oviiing away, 
very well filled and grateful, I heard a noise as of Weeping, and turning 
round saw two men sobbing bitterly in the eniptiness Which now 
reigned supreme near the large organ. Who were they? ‘And the 
answer, which came like inspiration, was — ; 

They were dramatic authors who had not receivéd’a word of worship 
during the day, and were disgusted With the whole arrangement. 

And I think it was like their cheek to ask for adulation while the 
great, and the good, and the only, and the inimitable of “the” pro- 
fession ‘were about. And in this Bill Smith for once agrees. 





TA LOWLY LAY. 
Wuen I roamed, a young guatter-boy, fhrough the back street, 
Zntent upon finding a scrap foray ee 
rom a window above once ee at thy feet, 
Serewed up in a paper, & mor ag. 
Ht was Tough and ‘unpolished and grimily grained, 
But my ‘soul soared ‘above all the mudspattered crew, 
‘Whion I opened the packet and fownd it contained 
A piece of blwe 27bbon once treasured by you. 


You Greamed not perchance of the luminows flame 
Which Cupid can phant-in the heart . — 
In lighting the faggots, Jev®, you were to bititite, 
For — molded aud winked When I looked wp and smiled. 
Then your image for aye-on *y heatt Was Thi , 
And sleeping or waking your forts T could View ; 
I carefully kept neath my ragged ofd WOR 
A piece of blue ribbon—I prized it for you. 


Ah, well I remember tho day when the law 
Laid its hand on my shoulder and led me along; 
I faltered, I trembled not, love, for I saw 
Your smile as you followed my heels with the throng. 
Six months were unable my ardour to chill, 
For swiffly the days of captivity flew; 
I thought of the future while treading the mill, 
And kissed the blue-ribbon that whispered of you. 


We met and we courted, the years sped away, 

T saved, and I purchased a donkey and cart ; 
We were wed for a petny one Midsummer day, 

And you've reigned ever sines in my homeand ‘my heart. 
When the neighbours are nasty and customers slow, 

When the barrow's in pawn and the rent commg due, 
There’s a cotton-gowned ‘angel whio eases try Woe, 

And I bless the blue ribbon that led mete you. 





Sanguinary. 

A Revter’s telegram says the Emperor of Germany has conferred 
upon the Superintendent of the Chatham Dockyard “the order of the 
Red Eagle of the second olass”’ We were about to ask, What ‘s a red 
eagle of the seeond. class? but, as Scott has remarked, “the riddle is 


all red-dy red.” We wash our. hands of it. 





A Fool and His Money. 

An American in Paris is said to have purchased for £500 the basin 
in which Pontius Pilate washed his hands. It is evident the pur- 
chaser did not need it’ for- his own use; such # man would find no 
difficulty in getting his fortune off his hands without it. 





Suspicious Facr.—* The heart that feels for others’ woes” has 
never been known to feel in its pocket. ; 
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‘“HaBITUALS” FOR THE SANITARIOM. 

A DerurTation of iniflusritial moiical M6n, headed by tho “ dunkey ” 
Eurl, have had a ploasarit interview with Mir. Oross, and mildly piit it 
to him whether ‘it would ‘not ‘be ‘well ‘thiit they ‘should ‘have ‘fhe ‘power 
! ‘@rutk, in a lihstic asylitm. ‘Mr. 

blandly, TMbbed ‘his ‘hands, end good-htimotredly ‘told 
the famous Paget and ‘the ‘mighty npson ‘that ‘he'd ‘se about it. 
No doubt with the wsval ardour of crétchéty Sodidl Foforitiers ‘tho 
leaders of the dipsomania movemorit have already wlsdted tho ‘site ‘and 
ordered the bricks ‘for their néw toy “the Banitritith.” -Anxiotis'to sho 
wf speedily filled, we ‘beg ‘to (propos ‘the folluwitiz ‘ns ‘candidiites for 
admission :— 

The man who habitually edts'writil He ‘Gin hey Walk sway from 
the dinner table, and raves abot habitual aru , 

The pebr who habitually presides ‘wt chibirity and S6diAl reformation 
meetings, accepts -anythitiz, froin a coffée-pot ‘td ‘a Gktimber, and Was 
never known to give ‘& peritty away in ‘his life. 

The physician ‘who-labitually airs his crotchets in cheap thhpudines, 
and thinks mofo of destroying th dead ‘thin vf saving the living. 
m, man who habiti#ily votes for a Ovtiservilfive cantidate for Pax - 

ment. . 

The man who habitually puts ‘every quotdtion he Hekts ‘GowWh to 


"oe | 
His friend who habitually takes his faihily to #He ‘thenfrs When 
The School for Scartlal, Money, or The Hunchbath, ts Being pinyed, 
because Shakesperean revivals ought to Be encouraged. 

The man who habitually drinks Lon@on coffee, and tives. 

The men _ habitually pays ‘cxbmén double fro for Tear they 

mean. = 

The man who habitusily ‘spéids ‘his ‘biinmer holiday m ‘a Margate 
billiard-rodm. . 

The ‘man who hwbitually considers Browning Obscure ahd Tupper 


a much-abused tian. si 
e ma ite declares that England is\going to fhe dogs, 
war.” 


! habitually 
| tind thie What we went is “War, sir 


‘The tian Who habitually brings ‘his wet umbrella ittto your drawiny- 


room, and lets it drain on the carpet. 








|. The man who habittally loses money on the Stock Exchange, “just 
| for a little pastime, yor pes rr ; 
e man Who habitually érs from too much to do. 


cuts paragraphs out of Fun for the pro- 
e name of a threepenny contemporary at 


ae man Who habitually could say a good ‘deal if ho chose to speak. 
‘wtih who habitually has heard something very like all your 
riginal jokes before. ear 

he man who habitually isn’t expeeted-to Tx¥t the tionth out, and 


who habitually refuses to die or get better. 


Hat-rack-tive Invention. 


TH lasicst rkan in London, who is also one of the politest, has 
invented an automatic hat, the peculiarity of which is that between 
the crown of it and a pad which rests upon the top of the head is a 
long spiral spring, controlled by 4 silken cord passing downward 
behind the wearer's ear, and hanging at his thigh. On meeting a lady 
of his acquaintance he has only to give the cord a gentle twitch, which 
releases the spring, and the hat is gracefully lifted. The wind 
immediately blows it into the stréét; where it if promptly run over by 
acab, and the owner, without any kmd of preparation, is ready for 
another hat. It has not been thought necessary to apply fora patent, 
the inventor béing in easy circumstances, ae the death of a 
relative, the late Mr. L. Lawrence. 





| A Painful Fact. 

Tue-Ruasian World states that the Ministér of Public Instruction in- 
tends to make the English langnage 4 subject of compulsory study in the 
gymnasiums for young ladies. the gentleman would do the same 
service for our public schools we should bé obliged to him. Ina few 
years the peopte who know the least about the English language will 
be the English. 7 _—— mam —S 


Casual Vacancies. 

A sua haa been introduced into Parliament to provide for the 
filling up of casual vacancies in the School Board. Far better provide 
for the filling up of the vacancies ip the casuals themselves—their 
stomachs, But these are, perhaps, fao,0ften-empty places to come 
under the heading. . 

A Lease for Life. 

Dunan, the man who semen to assassinate Prince Bismarck, has 
been released. Who's leased this tame ? 
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SWAN-LIKE AND GRACEFUL. 


Mrs, Cluppin :—“ An, Jemima Ann, I rHINK rr MUST BE THAT THERE ALB AT THE SwAW AS 16 MAKING MB FAT!” 


Jemima Ann :—“T ’ave SEEN IT MAKB You LEAN, Mus. Ciuprin!” 


Acin’ OLp Jim’s BARN DOOR!”’ 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Mr. Commisstoner Kerr decides that haireutters are not responsible 
for their customers’ hats and umbrellas. Moral: always get your hair cut 
with your hat on and your umbrella up. = Mr. Hammersmith Bridge 
delivers a diatribe against pugilism. fhen one man wishes to hurt 
another very badly heshould go before a magistrate and swear some- 
thing. And a very good notion, too. «= Debate in the House on the 
advancement of Russia. As usual, nothing likg leather. «1 Gentlemen 
beat the Players at cricket. Therefore, Gentiémen must be the P layers, 
after all. — Arrangement of the Prince of Wales's expenses. Derange- 
ment of those who oppose the expenditure as needless. New version 
for them of proverb, Put not your “ trust”’ in princes. «= Telegraph 


refers ta “melas. -* F Fn ‘ 
aN CULY cases o1 drowning.” They're not generally 


expected to be like cases of champagne, are they? = Gentle member 
of the Blackburn police runs a muck among the inhabitants. 
Eventually he “ comes a mucker,” and is fined £5. = Congregation in 
London send message of confidence and love to Ward Beecher by cable. 
Trades unionism will exhibit itself even in such cases as that of the 
“ Brooklyn scandal.” < Duel between French journalists. One has a 
little of his ink spilled. <- Excited gathering of Erie Bondholders. 
Vote of thanks. ‘ Does not a meeting like this make amends?” — 
Carlists claim several fresh victories. So do Alphonsists. Perhaps 
Spanish victories are like Spanish castles, or Spanish licorice. — Ban- 
quet to the Astronomer Royal. Nice, light, and Airy speeches. Ste 
ttur ad astra. <= Generous subscriptions for the sufferers by Garonne 


Mrs. C. :—‘‘ Waa, Lase?” J. A.:—" Last nicuz, x! 


inundations. The nation ef shopkeepers is always a very handy 
neighbour on these oceasions. = Sheffield Telegraph contains account 
of locust found in the town of blades. Great alarm, which abates on 
the discovery that it is only low cuss that is meant. Result of editors 
accepting verbal reports. == Arrival of the Cesarewitch in Vienna. 
This is a “long cry” from Newmarket, the headquarters and home of 
such illustrious turf institutions. Admiral Rous will have to fetch 
him back—in the Rainbow—before next October. = Sultan of Zanzibar 
visits Liverpool. It is not true that a couple of prize kicking matches 
anda brutal murder or two were specially arranged in his honour. 
They took place ag @ matter of course. 


The Wicket World. 


Mr. Kwatrcusvit-Hveussax has not written to the authorities 
objecting to the Eton and Harrow Cricket Match last week. How 
is this? Surely it was a semi-dramatic performance of a “stump” 
character, calculated to disturb the aristocratic calm of youthful minds. 


Kettle long with you. 

A Mr. Krerrzs has intimated, to whom it may concern, that he can 
| Mo longer act as arbitrator in trade disputes on account of the pressure 
jo more ea —_ ‘ nye -eneng should prevent a kettle 

turning up his spout at the pot affairs. 











FUN, Jury 17, 1875. 
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SUMMER MANCEUVRING. 


General Materfamilias heads the Domestic Army Corps, and, supported by the Infantry, compels Pater to capitulate, 
and take them all to the Seaside. 


— 
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Juty 17, 1875.) 


EARLY RISING. 


"Tris nice to rise in healthful glee, 
When Nature, from her couch upspringing, 
Casts off her sable robe de nuit— 
And all the little birds are singing. 
One feels a sort of pure delight, 
When out at sunrise exercising ;— 
One also gets an appetite 
By going in for early rising ! 


The care-fraught mind it ever cheers 
To see the verdant meadows glowing 
With dewy drops—like fairies’ tears— 
(Theat simile I fancy’s “ knowing.’’) 
Note what the ancient saw afiirms : 
The bird, with industry surprising, 
Coes out and catches little worms, 
And does it all through early rising! 


That man’s a fool who lies abed, 
And shans.all that is spread before him: 
He rises with an aching head, 
And finds his duties sadly bore him. 
All opulent and famous men, 
The thoughts of laziness despising, 
Got up at daybreak, not at ten,— 
And they did well by early rising! 


Most probably you'll roll in wealth, 
If you consider well my warning— 
And certainly improve your health, 
sy turning out at break of morning. 
Pray heed me, for, a8 you may guess, 
I always was a good adviser— 
But somehow, I must needs confess 
I’m not at all an early riser! 





————————_— = 


A Brick from our Hodman. 


A CLEVER novelist is often the architect 
of his own fortune. He builds it a story at 


a time. YOU SOME OATMEAL.”’ 


SOME. MAGAZINES FOR JULY. 


Encuisu people who know Mark Twain better than any other 
American writer will miss him from the Atlantic Monthly ; but they 
will be hard indeed to satisfy if, after reading, they wou'd wish for any 
change in the taBle of contents. ‘“ Passing the Cataract of the Nile’’ 
shows Mr. Dudley Warner's style at its best, and the verse of T. BL. 
Aldrich and: Russel! Lowe!l ia really first-class. In Scribner’s, the rival 
American s4fial, illustrations offer the chief attraction, those about 
San Franciseo: being, together with the descriptive matter accom- 
panying, especially worthy of praise. While deprecating any attempt 
to teach the editor of Scribner's his business, we can only regret the 
somewhat sudden cessation of Jules Verne’s ‘ Mysterious Isl.nd.”’ 
Anyhow, we don't believe what a malicious and disappointed reader 
stated, that the only French-speaking man on the staff had been 
bought up at a premium by some one else, and that the wonderful ad- 
venturers and those interested in them must wait for the present. 
In both these transatlantic miscellanies the literary and art notices are 
admirable. 

London Society opens with a new serial by the authors of “ Ready- 
money Mortiboy,’’ which seems intended to convey a moral lesson as to 
the advantages of water over fire, and the dangers of a neglect of 
arithmetic. The ever-productive editor also comes out with the 
opening chapters of a new novel, and as Mrs. Riddell's story is still 
running, readers are likely to get somewhat ‘‘mixed.” Tins/ey’s has 
a long list of fuirly good things, but is too much inclined to serial 
contributions and flabby, ill-digested verse. “The Last Sixpence”’ 
is a pretty, pathetic story. 

“Castle Daly” is concluded in Maemillan, which is somewhat 
lighter and brighter than usual. A letter called forth by the recent 
article on “ Eton Thirty Years Ago’ and some comments by would- 
be knowing people thereon, is amusing, though somewhat puzzling ; 
and a little poem by the Hon. Mrs. Norton recalls the days when 
sweet fancies seem to have been better expressed in magazine verse 
than they are now. Seasonable articles on Zanzibar and India help 
to complete the nnmber. 

‘*Leah”’ progresses'in Temple Bar, and continues to astonish those 
who know something of ‘‘- women of fashion’’ out of novels. The 
amount of ability shown in the rest of the articles is by no means 
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A DANGEROUS WEAPON. 


Papa, whose slumber has been disturbed by Johnny, who wants gunpowder for an old Highland 
pistol, has told the hopeful to ask his Ma for some flour. 


Johnny :—‘ MA says IT’S ALL YOUR NONSENSE, Pa.” . 
Papa :—‘ Ou, I sez, I'VE MADE A MISTAKE; 








paralysing, “‘ Napoleon and the Peninsular War” being perhaps the 
best thing of the lot. In the Argosy the two serials, ‘‘ A Secret of the 
Sea’’ and “ Parkwater,’’ are continued, and though there is no Johnny 
Ludlow, the shorter contributions are we!l worth reading. 

The Gentleman’s contains the first instalment of a new story by Mr. 
Francillon, which promises well, and altogether this month's issue 
seems healthy and improving. The St. James's has als) a good con- 
tents list; and certainly not the weakest part of it is the Editor's 
‘‘Olla Podrida,” the opinions given in which are entitled t» respect 
even from those of opposite convictions. 

The Sunday at Home and the Leisure Hour are, as usual, good and 


| sound. So are Golden Hours, and its little companion Sunshine, 


Le Fullet contains the usual novelties in fashion, and something 
besides for those whose literary tastes are of the lightest. 

We have also to acknow!edge two more parts of the admirable 
series of etchings published by the Société des Aqua-Fortistes, Brussels. 
Connoisseurs and critics should send for specimens of this really 
splendid portfolio. 

Received :—Holiday number of London Society, London and Brighton 
and Charing Cross Magazines, Once-a- Week, Hardwicke's Science Gossip, 
Photographic News, Printing News, Pictorial World, Penny Illustrated, 
Journal of Horticulture, Gurdener’s Magazine, &c., &c. 


‘* Fit for Table.” 


Ovr dear old rose-coloured contemporary, the Glose, commenting 
upon the Prince of Wales’s projected visit to India, says that ‘ orders 
have been given for a dming-room table capable of seating sixty persons, 
to be fitted on board the Serapis.’”’ Now the Prince of Wales may sit 
upon his dining-room table at Marlborough House, but we question if 
he will manage in such a free and easy style abroad, or allow his guests 
to do so either. Who the sixty persons are who are to be fitted with 
dining tables on board the Serapis we cannot imagine, unless they be 
natives of India, who wear household furniture in the place of — 


Sydenhams. 





Lords and Commons. 
Now58e_nrz is the respect for our Constitutional form of Government 
so thoroughly evinced as among cricketers. Our gilded youth play at 
Lords, and the residuum on Commons. 
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** No offence—accidents wil! happen ! ” 





AN INDIA-RUBBER HEART. 


I am so glad it is ended, dear, 
So glad our mutual game is done ; 
*T was hardly fair as to stakes, I fear, 
You played to win, and of course you won. 
You risked but little upon the game, 
I much ; and accept, perforce, my fate ; 
So, love, you are welcome just the same, 
I’m past the crisis of calling ‘* shame, ”’ 
I’m thankful, and can wait. 
"Tis gone, my love, as a faded dream ; 
And yet you certainly must admit 
That times there were when you used to seem 
To love me—well, say a tiny bit. 
I hoped to win when we both were near, 
But lost again, when obliged to part: 
No, no, your heart isn't stone, ’tis clear— 
Aught graved on that would remain, my dear— 
Tis a softer sort of heart, 
To rave and quarrel I ought no doubt, 
My form is certainly all effaced ; 
Perhaps your heart has resolved it out, 
Perhaps another supplantings traced. 
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**T’m afraid you find it hot work ?’”’ 





I simply lose, yet I shall not fret ; 

And come, we’ll never in anger part : 
Good-bye—come, say it, my dear, and yet 
Pray don’t imagine that I regret 

Your India-rubber Heart! 





India-go. 

Tue members of some outlandish religious sect in India recently 
marched down to the seashore, singing a hymn intended to propitiate 
the Neptune of their mythology. ‘The incident adds new point to the 
line in one of our own hymns, about ‘“ India’s choral strand.” 


A Mystery Explained. 

ApMIRAL Rovs has not written to the Times concerning the late 
floods in France. Doubts as to the advisability of mentioning the 
Rainbow, under the circumstances, probably waterlogged his gallant 
pen. 





A CONTEMPORARY asks: “Is it not a fact that the quality of Irish 
whisky is growing worse year by year?” No; it is the quantity 
that is D. 7.-riorating. 





{[JuLy 17, 1876. 
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A MAD ‘ASPIRATION. 


By our Lunatic LAURRATE. 


Juty 17, 1875.] 











A WARNING TO THE ATHLETIC, 


—- LT was some little 
ff y time ago that 


Wine trousers that flap like a sailor’s, 
there lived a stern 


A collar that tickles the nose ; 

A creature made up at his tailor’s, 
Who swaggers and grins as he goes* 

When such, in this queerest of ages, 
Possessors of wisdom remain, 

Oh! let me be numbered by sages 


Among the insane. 

A mob hoarse with yells and with hooting; 
Intent upon drivel and drink, 

Who cheer while a skunk is polluting 





gentleman wha 
great boast was | 
that he had never | 
run a mile in his | 
life. He had be- | 
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come possessed of 
one grand central 
idea round which, 
all his other 
thoughts on social 
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topics revolved, 
and from which 
they all derived 
their light, and 
the idea was “ All 
athletes. kill them- 
selves’ He was 
very proud of having come by this.idea, not from experience (for he 
had always carefully avoided investigatang such a repugnant subject), 
but by a kind of natural and infallible. instinct. ‘lhe peeuliarity of 
the notions derived from this instinet was.that they were quite immov- 
able by any arguments on the other side, and entirely unalterable by 
time. What was, therefore, this gentleman’s dismay on becoming 
possessed of a son who would take to nothing but athleties from his 
very infancy, and who backed himself to walk seven timeg round the 
nursery in an hour at the age of two! 

Horrified at his.son’s ever-increasing athleticism, the unhappy father, 
who was @ weak, narrow-chested little gentleman, all over ailments, 
called a couneil.othis particular friends (who. were all weak, narrow- 





chested little gentlemen, all over ailments) to consider the matter, | 


and theeenclusion which they all pretended to arrive at (but had in 
reality: brought with them, ready: for- use) was that the m 
killing-himself. ‘They reached up to his; chest, and tapped it, and 
tried to span his biceps with both hands, and teld him gravely that 
two miles walking a day was; enough for amy man, and he would 
repent it all in the end. When one thinks about it, it does seem sur- 
prising that any young man could be so thoughtless as to walk about 
fifteen miles daily, take a cold bath every morning, refuse to eat and 
drink more than nature seemed to require, or to smoke excessively, or 
to go to bed at three, or to sit over the fire all the winter! But there 
are such people, and I can only say that it’s very queer and unnatural 
that they don’t die off—very. I have been wondering how I should 
convey an idea of the young man’s reckless athleticism. If I say he won 
the Wingfield Sculls twenty-five times, people will look at the Rowing 
Almanack and never trust me again; and if I declare he was the 
fastest miler on record I shall have folks crushing me with facts 
about dead-heats in four-seventeen-and-a-quarter ; and I fear to say he 
was champion heavy-weight,. because I’m dreadfully frightened of 
people who can spar, and may dispute it. 

sut waiving all this, the young man grew and expanded, and 


all the weak, narrow-chested iittle gentlemen begat sons of the | 


same description as themselves, and died off, declaring to the last that 
the young man would kill himself in time. And the sons grew up, and 
carefully kept their chests narrow, and looked sadly at that mad 
athlete, and sighed. 

“Tf that young man doesn't take care he'll kill himself!” they 
murmured, and couldn’t understand his refusing to drink bottles of 
port with them, simply on the ground that he didn’t feel thirsty! 
The athlete had become a bearded man by this time, and walked sixty 


miles a day with ease, but the little gentlemen had no hopes of his | 


longevity: and this generation of gentlemen begat sons rather 
weaker still, and died. 

By the time the third generation had grown to maturity, our 
athlete’s hair was beginning to turn grey, and he had given up 
training, but he could still do his sixty miles comfortably. 

‘“‘ Why doesn’t some one warn this man?” said the third generation 
of little gentlemen sadly; ‘“ he'll kill himself some day, at this!’”’ and 
the fourth, fifth, and sixth generations were equally cut up about it; 
only they could not express their grief very loudly, on account of the 
weakness of their lungs. The athlete was very old now, and his 
remaining hair was snowy; so he seldom exceeded fifty miles, except 
as an extra thing, but he would often playfully pile the little gentle- 
~ one on the other in a heap, and carry the lot gently on his 

ead. 


“Tf this old man doesn’t give up this kind of thing he'll kill him- | 


self they said,’ and then the generation died out from weakness, and 


were heard of no more. I met that athlete (who is now about a | 


hundred and fifty years old) the other day, walking to Brighton with 
a knapsack on his back, and upon my word I wish somebody would 
warn him about it, for I’m certain it will tell upon him in the end! 
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youth was. 


The land with his pestilent stink ! 

While the doctors of lunacy linger 
And touch not the Ortonite trai : 

Oh, indicate me with your finger, 
And murmur “ Insane.” 


Fanatics who think that on one day 
’Tis wicked for fishes to swam, 

Who stand at street corners on Sanday 
And bellow some blasphemous hymm! 

While the bigots who trample as under 
Their senses are said to retain, 

Who would not with pleasure I wonder 
Be known as insane ? 


A nation of traders delighting 
T'o bow ’neath Conservative rule ; 
A Parliament bent on inciti 
0’ Gorman and Whalley to fook! 
| While the people kow-tow to the Tories, 
And credit their leaders with brain, 
I count as the greatest of glories 
My being insane. 


oe 


A JUBIOUS JURY. 


Tue obtuse perversity of coroners’ juries is'notorious, but we do not 
remember to have noted a more striking instanee than the following. 
At an inquest held the other day in the East-end the jury, being in 
doubt as to whether the body betore them was really lifeless, insisted on 
the post mortem examination being delayed until they. had satisfied 
their scruples. Could anything be more absurd? Unable to make up 
their minds, they demanded the exclusion of evidence! If they did not 
think the man dead the readiest way to convince themselves woul 
have been to cut him up. A single application of the knife, deeply but 
delicately inserted in a vital part, would have placed the matter 
altogether beyond dispute. It is really extraordinary how slow th: 
world is to learn the value of dissection as a means of ascertaining, 
not the cause, but the fact, of death. 


A Critical Position. 


| _ A Movsrne critic objects to the phrase “a perfect sphere,’ as implying 

that there can be such a thing as an imperfect sphere, the fact being— 
_ according to him—that a merely spheroid body is not a sphere at all. 
| We don't see that. Suppose you cut the leg off a merely anthropoid 
| body, is not that body still a man ?—provided, of course, it isnot an image, 

a child, a woman, or an ape. Is a statue not a statue, all the same, 
| after ‘Time has “‘ snapped off its nose?” Is not a dog’s tail a dog’s 
| tail even though a portion of it may have been left by mistake in the 
| crack of a door? ‘l’o descend from great things to small, a critic, we 
fancy, is not less critical if he lack a brain, but rather more so. 


Dark Deceit. 


In a book by the late Mr. Winwood Reade we see it related of an 
African woman that having been selected to assist at a human sacrifice, 
and inadequately killed, she came back, explaining that she had been 
to the land of the dead, but was refused admission because naked. Of 

| what astonishing devices the female mind iscapable! ‘This lady, who 

| . ° . . ‘a 

| had probably never owned an article of clothing in all her life, could 

| not ave off scheming for it, and seized upon even a trifling error in « 
sacrificial rite as the basis of a claim for a new dress. We are sorry 
to add that feminine vanity and deceit scored their immemorial 
success; the artful minx was clothed in finery and carefully rekilled. 


Note from S-hang-ai. 
| Le-nanc-Cuanc and Li-hung-Chang have, according to Chinese 
' telegrams, proceeded to Yunnan to investigate the murder of the late 
Mr. Margary. We hope they will soon be followed by Le-hang-man, 


| and that the murderers will soon be Li-hung-people. 
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end, be productive of much good. What chance the party of progress | 
possesses while it adheres so strongly to old-fashioned and Conservative | self, in which he will play the principal character. The title of the . 
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Lady Visitor (to small boy): —“So your ELDEST BROTHER'S NAME IS MAXIMILIAN. WHAT Do you CALL HIM ?” 
Boy :-—“ Maxey, mum.” Visitor :—* AND THE BABY—WHAT'S HER NAME?” Boy :—“ Minniz, mum.” 
Visitor :—“‘ AND WHICH ARE THE TWINS?” Boy:—‘‘ Jem an’ I, oF coursE.” 








DUX—AND DESCENT. Rattening, 


A BILL, which would have destroyed one of the greatest and most | MENTIONING a case of alleged concealment of birth, the Stockport News 
absurd of our electoral peculiarities—the difference between the voting ee ag q he child, of which no vestige remained, had been deposited = 
qualifications in counties and those in boroughs—has just been thrown WW. = where it is sopnene that the rats, as largeas cats, devoured it. 
out. Mr. Newdegate and others, in the interests of whose class the | ‘’° ® 1ould like to know the process by which the colossal size of these 
present state of things was arranged, denounced it, of course; but it is ugly creatures was ascertained. Our Own Fiend, also, wishes to know 
hard indeed that a so-called Liberal leader, who, as a rule, acts the ho w it was possible to speak so confidently on that point, when the very 
part about as well as a dummy in a tailor’s shop acts the part of a man, | 1*¢t of the child having been devoured was merely a matter of supper- 
should on this particular occasion have shown sufficient vitality to | siston. 
enable him to make a little speech, and then run away. This is, how- | 


‘ever, only as it should be under the circumstances, and may, in the | Selfish. 


| 


THE manager of a theatre announces a new drama written by him- 


notions as to elect as chief aman whose only claim is to be found in piece is Sc/f—the most appropriate one the lessee-manager-dramatist- 

the fact that he is son of a Duke can be told in one word. And that | actor could have chosen—with the exception of Myself. 

word is, in plain English, none. Perhaps, though, if the Marquis of | —_ / ae 

Hartington interfered much more it would have still less. oe oe 

seliaestigetlesinnpabinnigiiantiiatamicsiiin Now Ready, the Twenty-eighth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 
Question in Mathematics. | The TWENTY-FIRST VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 

Wxar is the form of a pineapple eaten by an elephant ?—A trunk-| Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d.each. 
ate cone. | Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 


“T find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 
SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C 














“ We can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.’””"—Standard, 
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Despite the boundless pride I take— 

(A pride which nasty folks who srfeer 

Can never, never, never shake) 

| In every British Volunteer, 
There is a point concerning him 

On which my mind’s a sea of doubt, 

And all my understanding’s dim— 

But which I’m bent on finding out. 

This point, which fills my dreams by night, 

And on to which I want to throw 

Some trusty information’s hght— 

This thing I madly yearn to know— 

Is—Why the gentleman in drab, 

Or red, or grey, can ever tramp, 

But always has to take a cab, 

From Putney Station to ‘‘ the Camp?” 

* . * . 
When heartless trains at Putney land 
The Volunteer, and cabs are rare, 
It stabs my heart to see him stand 
A prey to effortless despair, 
And give it up, and take the train 
In desperation back again, 

With heart opprest, and eyelids damp— 
And never, never, reach the Camp. 
* . . * 


Y’d never have another drink, 

I’d never smoke, nor eat, nor speak 
With anyone who dared to think 
The martial hero’s legs are weak! 
I’d meet with coldness most severe 
The snob who hinted it would kill 
The brawny British Volunteer 

To drag his rifle up the hill! 

No !—studied on whatever ground 
You take the thing, it seems to me 
There’s something in it too profound 
¥or ordinary folks to see. 

I don’t believe it’s merely pride, 

Or weakness in the legs, or cramp, 
Which makes our brave defender ride 
From Putney Station to the Camp. 
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INSCRUTABLE MYSTERY. 
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Down in the World. 


Tue Duke of Westminster is going to open a bazaar 
in the autumn. This comes of buying racehorses. 


COULEUR DE ROSE. 


Some of our unpaid City magistrates seem determined to rival their 
brethren in the provinees, and one in particular, Sir William Rose, 
recently went beyond the ordinary bounds of Aldermanic stulti- 
fication. A tavern-keeper was summoned by the police for serving 
‘‘after hours,” and it was apparently proved to the satisfaction of 
everybody that the matter was.a deliberate “ plant.” Some plain- 
clothes men obtained admittance by describing themselves as travel- 
lers, and at once their colleagues, clad in all the majesty of the law, 
followed. The landlord was thus caught “ red-handed,’ and a case 
was made. But the civic dignitary rose superior to considerations of 
police cupidity and malevolence, and the tavern-keeper was fined £5, 
the conviction, besides, to be endorsed on defendant’s licence. Sir 
William Rose evidently thinks that a publican is always so much 
of a sinner that it is advisable to fine him whenever a chance occurs, 
irrespective of the merits of the actual case on hand. A truly great 
mind can always overcome small difficulties, and Sir William was not 
the sort of man to have his plans disturbed just. because a defendant 
happened to be innocent. What’s the good of being a magistrate, 
and worthy, as well as a knight and a successful City trader, if small 
considerations of fact are to interfere with one’s ideas of right and 
the administration of strict ‘ public” justice ? 


Figurez-vous ! 


A DEPRAVED contemporary, with a Babbagian turn of mind, heads a 
paragram ‘“ Railway Accidents,” and proceeds to deal with them “as 
a question of figures.” Very mucha question of figures we should 
say, especially for the travellers who have had theirs damaged beyond 
recognition. ' 


Wnuar’s the difference between the pastor of Plymouth Church anda 
coastguard ?—One’s a Ward Beecher, and the other’s a beech warder. 


VOL. XXII. 
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SSO OSES SINS 
SSS OS : ye 


Jones :—“* Hatio, Brown! 
THE SWEETSTUFF LINE?”’ 


Brown (who doesn't see the joke) :—‘‘ WHAT D'YER MEAN?” 


Jones :-—* Wuyr! 
AS YOU LIKE.” 
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CAMPLY CAUSTIC. 


MADE A BAD SCORE? 


WhHyY NOT GO IN FOR 


THEN YOU'LL BE ABLE TO MAKE AS MANY BULL’S-EYES 








REGRET. 


I po not mourn, sweet wife of mine, 
Because those ruby lips of thine— 

That marble brow— 
Were kissed by one who might have been, 
Had I not chanced to step between, 

Thy husband now. 


I do not grieve because thy heart, 
Ere Cupid touched it with my dart, 
For him would beat : 
Nor that the hand which owns my ring 
Once wore his gift, a ‘‘ Mizpah”’ thing. 
It was but meet. 
I sigh not that his arms were placed 
Some score of times around your waist, 
So sweet and slim. 
Ah no, my love! the woe you see 
Is mine because you wedded me 
Instead of him. 








‘* For the Sake of Humanity.’’ 


Captain Boyton says that “the river Calder, near Wakefield, is 
second to none save, perhaps, the Liffey, for holding the flavours of 
every imaginable abomination.” If Captain Boyton really wishes to 
see our rivers purified there is one “‘ abomination” he can easily spare 
them—his puff-bespattered apparatus. 


A Roll Call. 
A apy has left a roll of bank notes, value £800, at the office of the 
Curates’ Augmentation Fund, under the initials, E.C. That lady is 
| evidently in E.C. circumstances. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 21, 1875. 
[Cartoon. ] 


VICARIOUS VINDICATION. 


Yrs, I am the Vicar of Bray— 
That is, I'm the Vicar of Spalding; 
And maybe som@ people will say 
I’ve got into water that’s scalding. 
Sut if you'll just think for a while, 
You'll find that I’m not an unfair man ; 
I but acted in clerical style 
And ne'er wished for regard as a rare mam. 
For I'm sure that our sentence was awfully mild 
When compared with the sin of that bad httle child: 


Yes, Tam atyasinine judge— | 
At least, P’ve béén called so quite lately— 
And if I’vela plurafist’s grudge 
I don’t 1é¢ it bother me greatly. 
Nowy surély your verdict’s too hard 
On' one who’s.a' Churchman and pious. 
We mst have thé péople’s regard— 
Or thé boys in‘ the'street will defy us! ) 
And I cannot help thinking by this and by that 
Far too’ much’ has beén made of a common folk’s brat. 


—- Nn ——— 


Tue aptness with which thé, public refer to the fact thaf€a clergy- 
man must have been on thé Benth whenever a more thaw ordinarily 
blundering or cruel piécé of justice’s injustice is made manifest, says 
more than any words of 'otirs caw for a feeling which pervades fl 
country at large. And a@ véry strong feeling it is too. It is not for 
us to diseuss why thé midst wréfched ebuilitions of private and 


proprietorial wrath whiéH have ever disgraced the umpaid Benek 
en, Who sit by right of their benefices, and 


have been those of clétgym 
therefore by virtue of théir sieréd and Christian office—if is sufficient 
for us to note the fact, and, while deploring it, to hope that the tithe 
will soon comme wheh @ new era may be imaugutated for the 
Commission of the Peaéé: The recent outrageous conduct of the Vicar 
of Spalding ané his cdlledgnes, one of whorl was also a parson, has 
led to a burst of popular im@ignation which can only be compared 
with other bursts, the result of similar cruelty emanating fiom a 
the clerical Justice of the Peace, with is absurd and 
unchristian notions of what is the due of those offenders whose 
principal offence is that they are common people.” But clergymen 
must not alone receive the blame. It is the qualification for the 
magistracy which is utterly wrong. While the possession of property 
is supposed to include the possession of brains, and while those most 
interested are allowed to be judges and, in spirit, prosecutors as well, such 
cases as that of Sarah Chandler and the Rev. Edward Moore cannot 
be rare, even should this man be removed from the Commission, as a 
preliminary step towards reconstructing the qualification. It is an 
error to suppose that clergymen are worse than other folk—it is only 
that inthem error is more noticeable than in the ordinary clod-pated 
country squire, from whom we look for nothing else. And looking for 


it, are seldom or never disappointed. 


similar source 





THE RULING PASSION. 


“Tis strange,” quoth Janet, laying down 
The * Lives”’ of writers of renown, 

* That nought so many wits could save 
From lying in the drunkard’s grave. 
From what I've read I can but think 

The curse of talent must be drink.” 


‘* Not strange at all,” her lord replies, 
‘The master passion—there it lies. 

Apply the rule; you must confess, 

‘That beauty’s curse is surely dress. 

To close my case and save my breath, 
Don’t Fashion's daughters dress to death :”’ 


An Apt Illustration. 

Owe of the finest examples of journalistic enterprise that we have 
recently observed is that of a penny illustrated paper which published 
a double-page engraving of the Eton and Harrow cricket-match on 
the very day the match took place. We call this one of the finest 
examples of journalistic enterprise; the very finest was our own, for we 
commented upon that picture many months before it was published— 
by the paper mentioned. We expect to comment upon it annually 
until it has gone the round of all the illustrated papers in London 
except our own, and then we shall publish it ourselves with feelings 


too deep for utterance. 


[Jory 24, 1875. 








SIR BROWN OF BUCKLERSBURY. 


A LEGEND or BIsHorPpsGATR. 


‘Twas a bright and glorious morning in the middle ages. The sun 
had just burst forth in all his splendour, and the gay and gallant 
towers of the pleasant suburb of Bishopsgate Within glimmered and 
winked as if they had been up late over-night, and were surprised at 
daylight arousing them from their slumbers just a trifle too early. 
Ah, those were the happy times, when the gallant citizens-were always 
ready with their long bows and little bills—the latter especially— 
when the ’prentices wore quarterstaves, and drew their money on 
quarter-days, with a hey downe, hie downe, ho downe, derry. Every- 
thing then was musical or warlike. The glee-maiden was gleeful as 
she handled her gittern and danced with the kittern; the Lord Mayor 
trolled a mery stave as he sat in his counting-house ; and the retainers 
of the nobility and gentry whistled the airs of their native land as 
they swashed their bucklers around. For those were the good old 
times, and the people knew it, and looked with contempt upon the 


prospects of the nineteenth century. 
On the particular morning of my story Brown of Bucklersbury 


| arose, and as he picked the straws from his beard and rubbed himself 
| with an oak towel after a dry wash, wondered how he was to get his 


| 
is. a 
| 


breakfast. For Brown, though a strong man and a ferocious, was by 
no means rich; the profession of murderer having fallen into decay 
during the Civil Wars, which were then frequent, and which carried 
off the surplus population and the noble lords who were opposed to 
other noble lords without the aid of the bravo’s bludgeon or the 
assassin’s assistance. Brown didn’t like war. He could do a bit of 
carving and slicing with any man who wasn’t looking; but no war 
for him—not if he knowed it, where the killing was done on both 
sides. So Brown was what at that time was known as hard up. His 
bed consisted of a few rags and a half-truss of straw; he had no 
soap; and his pouch only contained a recollection of rosier days by 
means of a bad tanner of the period. Who then shall wonder that, 
amid the universal merriment, Brown of Bucklersbury was sad? And 
as he heard the gitterns play and the glee-maidens sing, and the lark 
upspringing, he ground his teeth with impotent rage, and chopped at 
the half-truss of straw with the trusty blade which had in more peace- 
ful times done him such good service. 
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‘Ha, ha! ho, ho! he, he!” An idea breaks in upon him. He will 
away to the hostelry of the famous Crosby Hall, and there will fall 
upon some peaceful citizen and take away his dinner. (The reader 
must please remember that people dined early in those days, and that 
some hours are supposed to elapse between each paragraph.) Hastily 
shaking himself, so as to get rid of any accumulations of dust upon 
his costume, and giving his swashing blade a preliminary flourish, he 
strode down the stairs, kicked a small boy who at that moment 
happened fortunately to be passing ; and so freeing himself of his pent- 
up feeling, made the best of his way to the hall which, even in those 
days, was famous for the refreshments purveyed by its noble owners. 
But alas! no citizen was there enjoying the dinner which Brown so 
much coveted. As it happened, there was a great garden party at 
Lord Bennett's in Chepe, to which all the City nobles were invited, 
and Crosby Hall was quite deserted. In vain did Brown crawl under 
the tables which were so temptingly set by the shady trees, intending 
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to surprise anyone there and collar his provender; the splendid 
strategic movement was valueless, for there was no one to surprise. 
And the salt tears of bitter disappointment trickled down his nose, and 
made him more hungry than ever. 
Desperation at last seized on Brown, and springing to his feet he 
‘lustily for the waiter. What was this bold, bad man about to 
do? Why did his eyes burn blue m the fast declining daylight, and | 
wherefore did the sensuous smile kamg from his heavy underlip? Ffa, 
ha!) ho, ho! he, he! He had again an idea. He would order a real 
Crosby Hall dinner of the olden time,and when he had devoured it 
amd felt like an eagle refreshed with wine, he would sally forth like a 
giant from his eyrie,and, with the manner of a true English gentleman, | 
eat: down the first waiter who had no more offensive weapon than his | 
in. Then, hie for home and tho half-truss of straw, the no soap, | 
and the other luxuries of his spacious and lofty domicile in 
Buckiers ! 


bury! 

Right speedily the dishes were brought, and Brown bravely be 
the attack. Carried fowl and lobster sauce, pickled salmon ad sc 
punch, leg of mutton and raspberry stuffing—all the splendid dishes of | 
a medieval dinner gradually disappeared,.and.he was at last left with | 
the roast goose which then, with # bottle of champagne in its stomach, | 
always wound up the repasts:of Albion’s aristocracy. But now this 
bold, bad man began—as he himself many years afterwards saitl—-to 
funk it, and his conscience smote him. as he thought of the possible 
widow he might create in: the course of afew mimites. The dreadtal 
crime of murder had never appeared. so heinous to him before; for he 
saw that the waiter who attended him carried a double-edged 
revolving pistol of the Kind just then introduced, and warranted to 
kill at three inches. Brown felt that he should like to reform and. 
save his soul the weight of another crime. 

And I am happy to say that hedid save it. Just as he was making 
up his mind fora dash, alittle bird came hopping along—w little black, 
mischievous-looking bird—and, j on the table, deposited a 
gold piece close by Brown's plate; , giving an unearthly laugh, 
departed. Brown was toodeli to ask any questions, and so, 
calling the waiter, he’ paid: his bill and at once set sail for the Holy 
Land, where he performed igies of valour, and, after slaying 
Saladin, King Baldwin, rd Coeur de Lion, and the Sultan of 
Zanzibar in single combat, died. in the odour of sanctity. 

But before he died, Six Brown,. for sach had he now become, 


bequeathed all his:spoils to the: of Crosby Hall, on condition 
that it was to be kept r open to the and that diners: 
of the best kind should-always be obtainable . And anyone who 
doubts my story had: better eall at the establishment in Bishopsgate 
and judge for hi There, in that ancient palace, which is one of 


the sights of: London; he will: find relics of Brown and, what is still 
better, specimens of the:ltind: of bird which appeared to him on that 
memorable occasion to which I have so feebly, yet so truthfully, 


referred. 
TIFFIN’. 


Loox up, my pet, and dry your tears, 
And lay your hand in mine ; 

Why stain the bliss of wedded years 
With temper’s drops of brine ? 

Let's make it up and dine, my love— 
Let’s make it up and dine. 


Come, let me in the dear old way 
Your matron waist enfold; 

Good appetite, remember pray, 
Is worth a heap of gold. 

And dinner’s getting cold, my love— 
And dinner’s getting cold. 

There! smile again, and take your seat, 
And bid the demon fly. 

You say you are too sad to eat! 
Just hand your plate and try 

This steak and kidney pie, my love— 
This steak and kidney pie. 

You shake your head and still you fret, 
And wear a wieked frown ! 

Then send the pie away, my pet, 
Bid Mary take it down; 

I’m off to dine in town, my love— 
I’m off to dine in town. 


‘‘ Defacing Fingers.” 

A wnumpger of Manchester young men have banded themselyes 
together for the purpose of defacing the advertisements of quack 
doctors, which appear on hoardings. Quite right; the proper place 
for a quack doctor’s advertisement is on a dead-wall. 
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THE TRAVELLING SHOW. 
A Poem. 
(By Ovr Hatt Wrrerr Maz.) 


I. 
Qn, take my hand, Halt Witty Man. 
What do you see, Halt Witty Man? 

Answer me, pal of my gulag pout, lantern-jawed scion of a wooden 
nutmeg race, knowing lool and leering eye, nose flattened'against 
the peep show of old Showmaw 'Pime, ears to the keyhole 

6 of the world, hands thrust deep into the of faturity. 
at do see, hear, feel, think, Know, fancy, guess? 

What do om calculate-or kinder reckon? 

Out with it, boss! 

II. 


I see the cant-ridden and of Tinselvania. 

I see its head woes and hidden away in # Scotch plaid. 

IT see its members vided, roaring, bribing, shouting, fighting, singing 
comicsongs, play leapfrog with laws, bringing a nation to contempt. 

I see ite hands beaten down, kicked down, trampled on, robbed, 
starved, put in prison, driven to the wilds of Australia, New 

Canada, Queensland, Nova Scotia, America, China, Japan, 
Africa, Honolulu, Tasmania, Fiji, India, likewise Timbuctoo. 

I see ite legs gambling, racing, card playing, betting, financing, 
= lnm stock exchanging, bubble company promoting, 
bill unting, food adulterating, customer cheating, thieving, 

, lying. 

I see its. Se gualiias feasting, spreeing, wasting, arid taxing the 

town heavily that they may fawn upon foreign tyrants and feed 


dusky barbarians. 
Ant the heart of the gazer is sick with asore sickness, and his dark 
orbs are lifted in. despair. 


What more do your dark orbs sec, Halt Witty Man ? 


ITT. 
I see: the vast empire of Nawabia. 
Glittering with splendour the begums pass, and the white men sit in 
the high 


I see the wondrous wires of the electric machine as they palpitate 
_ beneath the bosom of the: broad ocean. 

T listen to the quick ticking sound of their voices, and I gather the 
burden: of their song. 

“Tt iscoming!” they cry ; and over the broad fields of the Orient the 
marvellous news is flashed. 

What is this that cometh o'er the sea and o’er the land, heralded by 
thie song of wires and myriad voices from afar ? 

It is the great Show from the West. 

They are coming with their horses and their tra s, their red 
coats and their blue coats, their titles and their orders, their 
speeches and their tricks, thei posters and thei small bille 

The gongs and the drums are in the towns, the agents in 
advance are sticking the posters and distributing the small bills. 

Count up your jewels and your gold, your elephants and your cowries. 

Count up your fine raiment and your objects of art, your ivory and 


your old clothes. 
He will take all he gets~he, the boss of the Travelling Show from the 


West. 

your presents at his feet, ye dark-skinned. sons of the East, ye 
dark-eyed daughters of Nawabia. 
The performance is poor, but the seats are dear. 


MM 


IV. 
And who is he, the boss of this Travelling Show from the West ? 
He is the mighty heir of Tinselvania. 
He.is the idol of the land of tricks and dodges. 

He eomes with his pockets open for your presents and your gold. 
Patronise his wonderful show, that he may settle his debts with your 
elephants and your cowries, your jewels and your old clothes. 

Throw your coppers upon the stage. 
He will make you pretty speeches, he will smile at your dusky maidens, 
and shoot with your stately men. 
Send him back with his pockets full and his heart light, 
For he. is.a.good fellow. 
vs: 


Ay, aright good fellow. 

And this Travelling Show of his is a dodge— 

A dodge from the brain of the crafty statesmen of Tinselvania, 

Who work him from daylight to darkness, and grudge him the 
thousands he wants. 

I believe. you have struck the right nail on the occipnt, 

Farewell to thee, Witty Man. 


To Bondholders. 
Sm E. W. Warts is to be the Chairman of the Erie Bondholders’ 
Committee, and it is rumoured he will shortly proceed to America to 
investigate the affairs of the company. Watkin you wish for more ? 
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| Bsc er PWNS BGLE > me \ “ee , Ss + | 
| A DISTINCTION WITH A DIFFERENCE. | | 
Mrs, Jenkins :—“ Wuy, Eviza Mary, I arn’T SEEN YER FOR I pon’r KNOW’OW LONG!” | ; | 
| Eliza Mary :—“ No, Mus. Jenkins, you arn’T; I'VE BEEN THAT ILL, I DON’T SEEM ABLE TO GET WELL AT ALL!” | | 
Mrs. J.:—** But ’AVEN’T YOU TAKEN ANY REMEDY?” EE. M.:—‘“‘No InvEED, Mrs. Jenkins, put I’vE TAKEN A POWER OF PHysIc!” | 
DOTS AND LINES. MORE PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. | | 
Riot in Massachusetts between Irishmen of different ‘‘ persuasions.” EVERYTHING comes to the man who can wait, but he generally has . 
‘‘ Persuasion is better than force,” said a policeman after he had | to hand it round. | 
‘ emptied his revolver on a lingering, but still obdurate, Orangeman. = Little minds are caught with trifles, but they're bad things for | 
| Approach of the end of Session. It is not true that Whalley is to be | children’s supper parties. | 
| included in the massacre of the “‘ innocents.”’ But he is well qualified. There is no fence against fortune, but a great deal of railing. | 
| == Lord Shaftesbury heads a deputation to the Sultan of Zanzibar. The best news is no news, but eight pages of advertisements are | 
| The donkey is left at home, but the flunkey is fully present. White | dear at a penny. | 
elephants will be plentiful in Zanzibar. — Annual meeting of the Once a knave always a knave, but the greatest knaves are often | | 
| Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. Anything but | kings. | ; | 
} dumb animals present. Our Johnny thinks he oughtn’t to have been The smiles of a pretty woman are the tears of a purse, but the more | | 
forgotten in the prize giving. — Six tradesmen fined for keeping their ; she smiles the sooner its grief is over. s : 
| shops open on Sunday. But why not fine the informer, who must also Some clever men change their opinions oftener than their shirts. 
| have been at work on that day ? — Volunteer carnival at Wimbledon. | 
| Jones says he can’t understand why so much fuss is made of what is, . 
after all, only a Common gathering. = Warwickshire agriculturist | Wanderful. 


tramples on Aim. Forty-seven shillings including costs! = Other | found roaming in Westminster Palace, and was placed in confinement, 
provincial gentleman skins a sheep alive. Forty shillings or a month! | is altogether untrue. It grew out of the not very extraordinary fact 
Oh! if he had only broken a paling or stolen a turnip belonging to | that an honourable member wandered from his subject, and was shut 
the J.P.s. Orif he had only been starving! — The Rev. E. Moore | up by the Speaker. 
makes a speech in which he states he is proud of having done his duty. ' 
If doing it to death is anything, he has ae reason for pride. = De- | Milk-and-Watery. 7 
parture of the Sultan of Zanzibar. To give his subjects a Bible| Ir is stated that, in consequence of the water supply m Dumfermline 
each, and set all his slaves free, of course. — Hound Show at | being exhausted, a large firm of milk dealers have left the tewn. 
Alexandra Palace. Sir Edward Lee and Mr. Trendell are going to | Wherever they go, if they stick to their trade they will be im the done 
get up a Weather Show as soon as they can “ square” the Clerk. 'firmline. Ha! ha! A joke! 





tries the dex talionts. His servant tramples on mangolds—proprietor | | We have reason to believe that the story of the lunatic who was 
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JUSTICE FOR THE JUSTICES. 


This is the sort of Bench for which they are most fitted. Here they can try the question of Stocks v. Geraniums 
at their leisure. Correct portraits guaranteed. 
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SONGS OF A SUBURB. 


No. II.—THE IMMOVABLE TENANT. 


Tuis is a story of griefs that gnaw, 
And ruin and black despond ; 

This is a story of English law 
(Of which I’m extremely fond) ,— 

Tale of a: tenant who locked the door 
And smuggled the keys away, 

And couldn’t be never got out no more, 
And wouldn’t be coaxed to pay. 
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Never of this did I glean a word. 
From any romantic book— 

No; it’s a story I, trembling, heard 
The butterman tell the cook. 

Slowly he told it when few were by, 
And when it was dark and late— 

All of a shiver—with glaring eye— 
And clutching the airey gate! 


Look at the ruin whose blood-red bricks 
Commemorate deeds of gore! 

See—where a horrible twenty-six 
Is over the ghastly door! 

There was an owner who longed to * spot” 
A tenant to rent it to; 

There was a tenant who took the lot 
Without any more ado. 





Many a reference, duly signed, 
Attested the stranger’s worth— 

Letters of truly the warmest kind 
From every prince on earth : 

Letters from everyone beyond 
The commonplace herd had he: 

Mr. Disraeli—and Spiers and Pond— 
And Admiral Rous—and Me. 

Placidly smiling, with great good will, 
He followed his artful game ; 

Truly there wasn’t a hitch until 
The end of the quarter came. 

Then, on a sudden, one artless day 
The innocent landlord went, 

And gently observed in an offhand way 
He'd like to receive his rent. 





FUN. a1: 


The tenant's proceeding was kindly bland: 
He civilly said, ‘‘ No doubt ;” 

And, tenderly shaking the landlord's hand, 
He cheerfully bowed him out. 

The latter appealed to the English laws, 
And muddled for years did he ; 

But couldn’t get into the house, because 
He hadn't obtained the key. 
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He worried himself till he lost his: haixm— 
‘Then, suddenly calming down, 

He wisely got rid of the whole affair 
By selling the lease to- Brown ; 

Who, having demanded the rent for years; 
In very indignant tones,, 

Got quit of the cause of his scalding-tears 

By selling the lease to. Jones. 


One million and seven deluded men 
Successively bought the lease, 

And, breathing defiance, assembled then, 
And swore the affair should& cease. 

They seeretly met when the sun was low 
(That constables might not see), 

And entered the house by the roof, although 
They hadn’t obtained the key. 





But slowly that tenant had stored a store 
Of powder they use for guns, 

And treasured it up on the parlour floor— 
Three million and ninety tons! 

The tenant he emptied a poisoned cup 
And lighted a powder train 

* * * 





7 * 
And quickly those million and eight went up. 
And never came down again. 


The Sliding Scale. 

By the kind connivance of Providence the managers of an Austrian 
railway have hit upon a system which graduates the result of an 
accident according to the social rank of the accidentee. The other 
day the Crown Prince of Germany had the honour of being intro- 
duced to a railway collision. Mark the descending scale of conse- 
quences. The Prince was unhurt, his valet was slightly injured, an 
old lady was considerably damaged, and a common workman was 
killed right out. It would have bothered the demon of smash con- 
siderably if a reporter had been mixed up in the affair. The exact 
amount of injury for such a being is difficult to determine- 
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“AS THE TWIG 


Now, MY LITTLE GENTLEMAN, KNEEL ON THIS CHAIR, PLEASE.’ 


Hairdresser (to youthful “ client’) :— 


[Jury 24, 1876. 
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IS BENT ’?’— 


Little Gentleman, who is having his hair cut for the first time (doubtfully) :—AND must I sAy MY PRAYERS?” 


AUGSPUR’S ANTICIPATIONS. 


Srr,—The recent prosecution of the sporting papers, for simply | 
putting in the most innocent advertisements of a few gentlemen whose | 
only wish it is to enlighten their fellow-men, has filled my soul with | 
grief. It seems so hard to interfere with men, who, for a mere per- 
centage on winnings, unfolded the future, and waved the magic wand 
over the destinies of countless backers. It is still harder that the 
proprietors of sporting papers should be fined for publishing the offers 
of enlightenment, and yet be allowed to publish their own returns of 
the betting, and their own prophetic articles. But it is to explain all 
this that I now write. The sporting paper of the future is to be 
edited by Mr. Poland, and managed by Sir Tea Dakin. Advertise- 
ments of anything but City-missions and Sunday-schools will be 
strictly forbidden, and the mention of a racehorse, a pedestrian, or 
any other form of athlete will be regarded asa signal for the sudden 
death of the journal in which it appears. By this means, the ordinary 
turfite will be gradually weaned from his wilful ways ; 





and Admiral | 


Rous will be stuffed and preserved in the British Museum as the | 


souvenir of a bygone institution. 

You may ask how I know this. I will tell you. 
sporting writers in London, I have received official warning to mind 
my eye, and remember that any repetition of the success achieved by 
me in former seasons will lead to a dungeon deep in a castle keep, in 
London's vasty maze. Beneath the Bank, there’s a 
those with winning ways. Fined forty pound, plac 
the sporting prophet pines; 
City swindler shines. ‘Gainst tipsters, touts, 
wickedness must cease ; 
and broken hearts has peace. I had intended to write a memorial to 
the House of Varliament as per specimen; but the hopelessness of 
getting anyone but Mr. Whalley to sing it to a faithful Commons 
made me desist and turn my attention to other matters. 


underground, 


a lawyer spouts—such 


while he whose deeds make widow’s weeds | 


Undeterred by the threats which have been held out, I am going to | 


give my opinion on the Goodwood Stakes, which will not be interfered 
with in any way, as it is run as much for the benefit of the Duke of 


As chief of the | 


rison dank for | 


an honoured guest, with riches blest, the | 





Richmond as for any other reason. When betting and all other 
similar sins—including of necessity horseracing—are things of the past, 
I should like to know what certain noble legislators and privileged 
| personages will do to make up the amounts they now get by means of 
gate-money and grand stand admissions. Probably they will be put 
upon the Civil List,—and why not? ‘Their claims would be at least 
as good as nineteen-twentieths of those who now receive the amounts 
supposed to be voted on behalf of literature, science, and art. But to 
my prophecy. Gentlemen interested in the Goodwood Stakes are 
requested to remember me when counting their winnings, or making 
their wills, for here is the *‘ tip”? which is to make their fortunes, and 
utterly confound the powers that be—with Poland. 


Now many favour Freeman’s chance, while some on Polonaise 
Have put their coin, and fancy that they’re clever; 

But before the journey’s finished, both of these have lost their ways, 
And Miss Toto can’t from Bates’s Escort sever. 

There’s a Winterly Distinction who will make the punters rave, 
And the pencillers to flush up like vermilion, 

But a bit for place on Moatlands will my readers’ money save, 
Even should the winner not be found in Lilian. 

AUGSPUR. 


Globular. 


Tue Globe—inspired with that spirit of true Conservatism which 
prompts papers and people to ignore the deserving while they fawn 
before and beslaver quacks and mountebanks—has published its con- 
tempt for Captain Webb’s recent great swimming exploit. Perhaps, 
however, the G/ole is right. After such a struggle to keep its head 
above water as that with which our pink contemporary is successfully 
identified, any common feat of endurance in the same way is as nothing. 
Certainly Webb’s swimming is not to be compared with the Globe's 
wonderful arithmetical calculation, which was made in truly Globose 
style—in the roundest of round numbers. 


Impostnc Piaces.—Theatres where fees are not abolished. 
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PAYNE THE PREVARICATOR. 
By Our Dui ConrTrepuror. 

‘‘IMpUDENT impostor!” said he; ‘“‘ you are infamously ignorant of 
even the rudiments of your wretched profession. Pshaw!”’ 

This was after I had been drawing the long bow for an hour at a 
stretch, and thinking that my companion was swallowing everything I 
said for gospel as fast as he consumed the drink I gave him for gia. 
He wasa strange, weird being, who drank at my expense, and om whom 
I was wasting my inventive faculties. Everything about him was 
long, from his haar to his feet; and the nose taken on the way was, 
perhaps, longest of all in proportion. Not even an Americam poet 
could vie with the hair for extent and wildness; and as for the boots, 
beside them the brightest dramatist, journalist, and wers de société 
writer of the age might well hide his diminished hoofs. I should 
have doubted his claim to humanity but for the appetite he had for 
gin, of which it seemed he could swallow an ocean easily—and to speak 
truth he was trying bravely. I answered him mildly and humbly, as 
one addressing a superior creature, and respectfully asked to what pro- 
fession he alluded. 

‘< Lying, lout, lying! he proceeded, as another tumblerful dis- 
appeared a throat evidently so inured to fiery fluids that a toreh- 
Hie prowtcin on the way to his stomach wouldn’t havetreubled him, 
‘You can’t liea little. You should have known Bill Payne, of our 
parts. He was a wonder of the world. On his tombstone was written 
this true tribute to his memory: ‘ At his birth he developed a deceptive 
disposition, and lisped in lies. In childhood, youth, manhood, and 
age he was alike remarkable for his multitudinous mendaeities, He 
was believed by none and beloved by all. We shall not look upon his 
like again.’ There was another great thing about his lying, every- 
thing he said he would swear to rather than not, and he was sple 
at an argument. He could invent his facts and ‘other data e his 
opponent knew where he was, and would further substantiate them 
with all the vows he could think of. Then when you bowled him out 
with a book in your hand he would swear he took quite the other side 
of the case, and that you were in error. So he came out in triumph 
hopdpes of times ; but he was prematurely put an end to at last, peor 

ellow !” ; 

Disheartened and sad at heart, I could only inquire by what agency 
my admired archetype was removed from us. 

‘‘ Broke a blood-vessel,”’ said the stranger, weeping, until the big, 
manly tears coursed down his nose torrent-fashion, and threatened to 
flood the room. ‘‘ A demon came into his neighbourhood one day and 
told such a lie that poor Bill gave way to the shock, drooped and died. 
I was his friend, and I swore to avenge him. I drooped (my hair) 
also and dyed (my whiskers), and am even now on my search for the 
miscreant who slew him.” 

‘* But what was the lie that killed your friend ?”’ I asked. 

‘*Come near, and prepare for the shock,” said he. ‘ Take another 
drop of gin—so will I. He said that the Lord Chamberlain’s functions 
were properly discharged, and that the Examiner of Plays was a good 
speaker and a credit to his official post.” 

I fainted, and on my recovery the stranger was gone, and the gin 
bottle was empty. Since then I have never seen him, but I have given 
up trying to tell tarradiddles for ever. 




































Food for Reflection, 
A GENTLEMAN who endeavoured to satisfy the cravings of hunger 
with grass, paper, broken bottles, and old boots, and incontinently died 
during the experiment, has been generally dubbed lunatic by an 
unthinking press. In these days of gorged capital and starved labour 
any man who attempts to solve the problem of cheap food should at 
+ have his memory preserved from slipshod attacks at a copper 
a line. 


A Des-Irving Case. 

Messrs. SHAKESPEARE, CHAUCER AND MILTON are honoured with 
prominent positions ona drinking fountain in Park-lane. Mr. Henry 
Irving would have occupied the position of the former gentleman had 
he not previously engaged himself for a column inthe Vatly Telegraph. 


A Choice of Evils. 

A maw who thinks he is rather hardly treated by the New River 
Water Company, writes to an evening paper complaining that in taking 
a house one has to “‘ pay for the water first, then pay for its being 
delivered, and again pay for using it.” Surely a man is hard to 
please who having three courses open to him is still dissatisfied. 


‘* Greek Meets Greek.” 

SIMULTANEOUSLY with the announcement of a new paper to be called 
the Domestic Servant’s Journal it is stated that the price of the 
Academy is to be reduced to threepence. Our sympathics are 
entirely with the elder competitor. 


the fashion among 
by the Prefect of the Oise. 
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L’ENFANT TERRIBLE. 


Or all the cares that vex my life 
Is one that stands the first: 
Beyond the mother of my wife, — 
Above the household din and strife, 
This ranks by far the worst. 


My son and heir has reached the age 
Of eight, or thereabout:— 

His tricks would vex the wisest sage. 

He always puts me ina rage 
If I’m at home or out. 

He spills my ink, he spoils ny pes. 
Puts physic in my grog ; 

Destroys my papers in. his den— 

He shoes the cat with walnuts, then 
Ties saucepans to-the dog. 

He burnt a manuscript I wrote 
But only yesterday ; 

He tied a duster to my eoat, 

And crowed to see the people note. 
My progress on my way.. 

He fastens pins within my chair;, 
And bides, with face demure, 

The time when I, all unaware, 

Sit down to rest, and rise to swear~ 
In Saxon strong and: pure. 

I gave a dancing tea of late, 
And, exiled from the room, 

He bolted fast both door and.gate, 
Then turned off all the gas, and. strai 
With crackers filled the gloom. 

These of my woes are but a. tithe: 
In truth I now re ; 
But reason is, that while I writhe,. 
With aspect meek and manner blithe: 
That I should grin and bear: 


This whisper can’t be overheard— 
My wife’s of course my joy — 
And she has oft with force declared 
That she would whop me if I dared 

To smack her darling boy. 


Billingsgate Banter. 

Mr. ComMIssIONER Kerr seems to have a very small opinion of 
human nature, if we may judge by a report given in the City Press of 
some remarks made by him the other day. Mr. Kerr is quite sure that 
it is the object of all people in and about Billingsgate either te sell 
stinking fish, or to commit perjury. The learned Commissioner also 
expressed his disbelief in assurance companies, and took under his‘espeei 
protection Irish labourers, bogs, blades of grass, and other thi 
which struck him at the time as having nething whatever to do with 
the matter at issue. From which it may be judged that Mr. Kerr is 
rather incorrect when he thinks he administers “ common” law, but 
not more incorrect than he is generally, and by no means so incorrect 
as those in high office who allow our small courts to be made vehicles 
for buffoonery “on commission.” By the lucid utterances of this civic 
administrator we are reminded of an old proverb that says, by the 
whine of the Kerr you may know his want of breeding. 


An Old Offender. 


Lovers of the literature of crime will be sorry to learn that 
friend of their youth, the immortal Jack Sheppard, has been 
and bound over to keep the peace. Jack had broken a window in 
Whitechapel, an achievement distinctly inferior to some of his i 
performances, certainly ; but a man of such persistent vitality as he 
must be capable of almost anything in the way of “ revivals,” and he 
might at any time have executed a piece of roguery that would have 
re-endeared him to his old admirers, and shed a new light ase 
faded of England’s criminal annals. But forthe 7 gp he is 
ecm play au inglorious part in the drama of his life and adven- 
tures, and it cannot but add poignancy to his regret to reflect that it 
is through the base ingratitude of “‘his own recognizances.” 
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Whoy soP 
Tue wearing of Imperial eagles—which seems to have lately become 
certain French fire brigades—has been i 
He of the Oise objects to the Oiseau. So 
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A DISMAL PROSPECT. 


Host (who has heen telling a story for the last two hours, suddenly remembers that he has forgotten both the point and the finish—time 3 a.m.) : 
7 NEVER MINE THOUGH, I'LL TELL YOU THAT OTHER ONE ’BOUT WHEN I FIRST CAME TO LoNDON.” 


—* Can’T THINK OF IT 'T ALL. 
[ This takes still longer, and all have heard it before. 





TAKEN IN CHARACTER. A ‘*Society” Spasm. 


| A ricTorIAL contemporary lately embellished its front page with the So far as concerns newly-published pieces of music the art of 
picture of a well-known nobleman smoking a huge meerschaum pipe. | criticism is in its infancy, and if “the child is father to the man” the 





It is understood that this is but the commencement of a novel series of | best wish that one can give the “little stranger” is that it may have 
pictures from life, which will include the following :— a green old age of babyhood. From a silly little paper we learn 
Mr. Disraeli revealing the Asian mystery in the solitude of his chamber. | concerning three new songs that the first is “‘ pleasing, flowing, and 
Lord Shaftesbury grooming his donkey. effective,’ the second, “flowing, fresh, and uncommon,” the third, 
Mr. Gladstone sucking a preserve. ‘‘effective and pleasing.” As these several judgments are delivered 
Mr. Whalley looking under the bed for Jesuits. in ‘‘reviews’’ whose united length is but twelve lines, one hardly 
Baron Grant washing his hands. knows which to admire the more—the copiousness of the eritic’s 
Sir Wilfrid Lawson emptying his cistern. vocabulary, or his adroitness in making the most of it. ‘The skill with 
Mr. E. F. Pigott rehearsing a speech. which he disposes his adjectives in novel and captivating combinations 
Mr. Irving padding his legs. could scarcely produce a more surprising result if he were describing 
Lord Walter Campbell selling an Erie. a musical composition arranged for a harp of a single string. 
Mr. Tennyson rhyming treacle and asparagus. 
ioe ent sia ‘‘Very Like a Whale.” 
A Paul-try Attempt. “ Jonas FisHer: a Poem in Brownand White,’ is the title of a book 
Mr. anp Mrs. Birirnoron advertise a short season at the Globe, | now in the press. Doubtless the novelty of this title will beget a 
with a piece, well-known in the provinces, entitled Rough and Ready. | throng of imitations. We propose to forestall one of these by the 


They expect to be very successful, as the drama is everywhere | immediate issue of “Jonah Whaler; a Treatise in Smith and 


admitted to be a work of Merritt. _ Robinson.” 
t eS superior to all other makes tor Dresemaxine and 
As Ly Wye a + 7 its we ey ** Swift,” “ Durable,” ** make very little noise,”’ ana can 
| rj , be had en “easy terme’’ of purchase at a “‘ moderate 
‘J rice.” Intenaing purchasers, if unable to obtain 
ld AP ey aylor’s Patent Sewing Machines from local Dealers, 


SEWING MACHINES 

Fami._y uss. “ They are Simple to Learn,” “ Easy to 
| are respectfully requested to send fora prospectus to 
REFRESHING—PURE—SOLUBLE. LAUNDRESS 


COCOA have new Patent Improrements, which render them 
Work,"’ “ Not liable to get out of order,” are** Strong,” 
97, Cheapside, London, E.C ; Great Driffield, York- 
CAUTION,.—I/ Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of etarch. 














= shire; or the branch establishments: 23, Silver Street 
Hull, and 182, Kirkgate, Wakefield. * 
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| BY THE SEA. maT -- 
; (An EXPLANATION.) | TCT a Wig, | ) | 
tr anyone—(from love of me ata tL Litt list be | Hits ial | 
For unaffected friendship’s sake ; | es BN 
Or else because he grieves to see 
A social principle at stake ; 
Or else because he’s lent me gold | 
At some remote, forgotten day, 
| And thinks I ought to join the fold 
Of those who do their work, and pay)--- 
Should frown, and give an angry sniff, 
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i And shake his wrathful fist at me 
: Because I’m sitting on a cliff, 
‘ And gazing, gazing out to sea— 
| Oh, calm his friendly heart and say 
His social principle’s intact— 
; Oh, say his money I'll repay 
; With ev'ry halfpenny exact. 
No summer holiday / keep ; 
On no excitement bent J roam— 
I look for something on the deep : 
I’m waiting till my ship comes home! 
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In wealth of cargo less or more— 
(To some, perchance, an extra ton)— 
Dame Fortune, on the other shore, 
Provides a ship for ev’ryone ; | 
She starts them for our distant land, | 
All rudderless, upon their way ; | 
And some will reach their owner's hand, | 
And some will sink, or sail astray. | 
{ 
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; ‘To meet and guide them as they drift . oy 
‘The bold may dare the angry wave; “i Oe 
And some shall light on Fortune's gift, 5 Let 


And some shall only find a grave ; 

And some who have obtained the prize, 

And now no longer fear to drown, 

Shall steer with judgment so unwise 

‘Their ships shall wreck and drag them down. 
But those who cannot brave the seas 

May miss their fortune all their lives— 

And I, I tear, am one of these: 

I’m waiting here till mine arrives! 
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NEW SCHOOL BOARD EXERCISE. 


Sin TODO 


Fae Se 
Spear 


Vv av Schoolmistress :— First Boy, sPELL poG!”’ 1st Boy:—‘* D. O. G.!” a} 

orse an orse. S. M, :-—‘*SEcoND BOY, SPELL TREE!” Qnd Do. :-—*T. R. E.!” | i 

Lorp Byron wrote his ‘‘Don Juan” as a protest S. M. :—‘‘ WrRonG: THIRD BOY, SPELL TREE! ”’ | a) 
against the Cant of the age. Naturally, he wrote it in Third Do, :—‘* T. R. pounste E.!”’ S. M.:—‘*Go up ong.” By 
Cantos. [ Boy wishes he could. | i i 
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our regret the more deep at any false step he may take. That he 
HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. | played the part of Donogh Macarthy admirably no one is likely to 


WHATEVER may be the opinion of wise and learned critics as to the | deny; but had he played it even ten times better than he did he would 
ability possessed by Mr. George Rignold, there can be no disputing the | have failed to satisty those critics who have formed their opinion of 
fact that he is extremely popular. On the night of his reappearance | the character under the direction of its original representative. Miss 
before a London public, after a very successful tour in America, the | Marie Henderson looked very pretty, and seemed quite at home as 





Queen’s, the house selected by him for his rentrée, was literally Lady Betty Noel; and there was a very marked improvement in the 
crammed, particularly in the portions most affected by those who pay ; | mannerism of Miss Barry, who was entrusted with the ré/e of Lady 
and it was evident from the commencement that those who have most | Clancarty. Remaining parts were all well filled, the Scum Goodman 
to do with an actor’s success or failure—the occupants of “ money | of Mr. M’Intyre being especially worthy of commendation. 


parts ’’—were warmly interested in the young actor whose name will . : 
aie aatated wal After the departure of the Lydia Thompson troupe and an interval 
always be associated with the theatre in Long-acre. Almost unfor- such as, happily for the stage, few London theatres experience, Mr. 


tunately so, for enthusiasm is contagious, and in the heat of the | ° Hy: “ : ) +4? 

moment Mr. Rignold exhibited too great a readiness to respond to _ fo Billingt Malle ened the ae with a 2 aul Le = 
his friends in the gallery. Still, itis hard in these days of coldness oe a o rhigeee se oe aa eee 1. + nek F re 
and set, studied speech that exception should be taken to a rare speci- fein : rye rv a f to be honest 7 Bo "Mori . “i tle 
men of impulsiveness, even though the subject of it should be the | “74 9* Modern tite, and if he yee. OF Sek. MCE eS Se eee 
speaker's own self. So perhaps we ought to be thankful to Mr. Rignold robust than we are used to at West-end houses the fault is on the nght 
for the touch of nature, the reference to art, the pleasant recollection — re Sau tes " "aolk aad ry sor por Cae 20 intolently 

° . . : -ople we 8 ; vi 
of the past, and the promise forthe future with which he enlivened mean, brutal, and selfish, we should be a little nearer nature; but we 


the Queen sand his audience the other night. ; musn’t ask for too much all at once. Mr. and Mrs. Billington played 
The piece selected by Mr. Rignold was Clancarty, a romantic drama | well and forcibly of course, and Miss E. Meyrick was very good; but 
which has only recently been associated—and tnumphantly, too—with | the surprise of the evening was a Mr. Jackson, who is quite a revela- 
another house, and quite another set of actors. We venture to think | tion in the way of eccentricity. A Miss Dubois was, however, an 
that this was a rather questionable choice, for many reasons. ‘There | astonishment of quite another kind. We never saw the distinction 
are so many who admire both Mr. Rignold and Mr. Neville, but who | petween opera-bouffe and legitimate-drama qualifications so clearly 
have never before thought the two should be compared—there are | marked before ; but while thanking this young lady for the experience 
so many other parts in which Mr. Rignold stands unrivalled—that we | she has given us, we must humbly submit that ability to sing a ballad 
cannot but regret the circumstances, whatever they may have been, | jg one of the first essentials to success—at ballad singing. 
which led to Clancarty being the reopening drama. We have | 
departed from our general course, and referred to this matter at more | 
length than is usual with us, because of the undoubted admiration we' Wuy are Swedish gloves like naked babies ?—Because they're un- 
possess for the ability of Mr. Rignold; an admiration which makes | dressed kids. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 28, 1875. 


[CarToon. ] 


TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. 


Sr. Swrrum sat at his garden gate 
Counting his water-pipes, 
Said he, “ There's several burst of late; 
Oh, won't they get some swipes! 
For water, as mayhap you know, 
Whene'er it falls goes down below. 
Upon my word you'll find it se.” 


The Saint still sat at his garden gate— 
What's this ? a large balloon! 
Said he—* Why here, as sure as fate, 
Comes Will the Water-spoon.” 
And through the rain’s incessant roar 
Sir Wilfrid Lawson stepped ashore. 
A pump he held, and nothing more. 


(Sir Wilfrid strode to the garden gate, 
An angry man was he.) 
“ Good Saint, good Saint, you’re tempting fate— 
Yow be the death of me! 
For if you give ’em rain so strong 
They'll fly to drink, and not be wrongs. 
I should, indeed, myself ere long.” 


0 








Just before the close of the Session, at a time when the hurry of 


members to get away from London enables Ministers to do almost as 
they please, we are treated to another first-class specimen of Con- 


servative muddling, at the hands of Mr. Cross of course, who seems 
to possess the eminently Tory faculty of spoiling almost everything 


hetouches. It is stated now and again that the opinion of the work- 
ing classes is divided with regard to what are collectively known as 
the Labour Laws. This may well be so, when we fearlessly state 
that no member of the working classes—or of any other classes, for 
the matter of that-——is able to say that he thoroughly understands what 
they mean, by themselves or together, or what is likely to be the effect 
of them one upon the other. If the Employers and Workmen Bill, as 
is said by those who profess to understand it, has placed employées on 
a better footing than before, all the good that is done by that measure 
is undone by the Conspiracy Bill, which is, at the same time, one of 
the most contradictory and self-stultifying measures ever backed up 
by a Conservative Ministry. It has, in fact, only been equalled in 
modern times by some other specimens of insanity to be found in 
this same batch of Labour Laws, which it would be folly for anyone 
to attempt to criticise—if by criticism is meant a reasonable judgment 
on a reasonable action. That these blundering and childish attempts 
at legislation can stand for any length of time no one in his senses 
believes; and so there is good prospect of a Session which will be spent 
in cobbling up the mistakes which have been made in this. All 
this is on that true Conservative principle which, like some fell disease, 
crops up every now and again, and retards, if it does not destroy, the 
fair progress of the country, and what are most essentially the 
country’s people. We should like to know what those recalcitrant 
wiseacres, who desired and obtained a Conservative majority because 
they were dissatisfied with or tired of the Gladstone Administration, 
think of the political situation just now, when the Session of 1875 is 
fast closing in upon us. 


Ani-malice P 


Sincr Mr. Frank Buckland killed the Telegraph's dog, got its dwarf 
discharged, and knocked its infuriated rhinoceros on the head, our 
contemporary has gone in for considerable barking and boring on its 
own account. The TZelegraph has evidently been “ waiting on”’ the 
eccentric naturalist, as it now brings a deliberate charge against Mr. 
Buckland of indirectly murdering the Zoological Society's elephant. 
We have tried the Telegraph's story with salt, but prefer to attribute 
the elephant’s death to its having inadvertently taken into its mouth a 
portion of “ the largest circulation in the world,” the contents of which 
it was unable to swallow. And so it choked and died. 


Genteel English. 


Weare rather fond of novelties in diction, but when ‘A Lady 
Subscriber ’’ expresses her wish for the favour of having her letter 
inserted in a certain daily newspaper, by asking the editor to “ venti- 
late this effusion,’’ we submit that innovation has been carried to the 
verge of corruption It would have been almost as “ elegant,”’ quite as 
correct, and far more simple, to have written “ Please, Mister, win- 
now my gush.” 
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LITTLE JOHNNY ON THE WEATHER. 


Once there was a little feller, he went to London, with a halef 
crown tide up into his pockt hanchkief, for to get to be Lord Mayor. 
And wen he was there a long time, and not Lord Mayor yet, he went 
to his master and said wen was he agoin to make him a partner in the 
ferm, so he wude be rich and be made Lord Mayor. ‘Then his 
master, wich was a wicked man, he thot a wile, and then he said look 
here, Tommy, cos that was the boys name, I have been a thinkin a 
bout that my own self, and I have dissided to take you in to the 
concern first fine day. ‘Then Tommy he said thanky, and went to his 
work cheerfle, wich was nailin boxes up. That was seventy 5 
years ago, and that little feller is a nailin boxes up to this day, wich 
isa rainy day, and he keepsa sayn to hissef wen Ime a partner in the 
concern Ile by me a new peg top, and some toffy, and all the roly 
poly I want, and a catty pult to shoot at the Roil childern in the 
railaway train, jest you wait til the first fine day! And evry boddy isa 
waitin real pashent, but the ducks is most contented. 

Wncle Ned, wich has been in Injy, and evry were, he says once it 
rained forty days and forty nites, and drownded erry boddy but jest 
@ few wich had made a bote and got in it and tuke in a cargo of live 
stoek for to kil and eat. And he says them kind of animels wich was 
et is now spoke of as tipes wich is xtinct. Bime by the bote it gota 
ground on a mountin, and wen the water was dride up the fokes thay 
got out, and said to one a other wot mizzable wether we have been a 
havin ! 

Here is a other story wich my uncle Ned has tole me. One 
time some heathens wich was a havin a dry summer they all got to 
gather a bout their big wooden idle to pray for rain, and fore thay got 
done the rain it be gan to come like fun! And after a wile wen thay 
had got a nuff it wudent stop comin, and pretty sune the water was 
up to their kanees, and thay was a frade, so thay got to gather agin, 
round their idle, to ask him wude he be good enoughf to stop it. But 


_wen they was all a sembled, with their trowsers roled up, and their 


boots into their hands, like me and Billy wadin in Mister Jonnices 
horse pond, and the services was a bout to begin, the idle, wich was 
under mined by the water, it wank its eye and sunk down and floted 
a way out of hearin. Them fellers got mity wet, I can tel you, fore 
thay cude make a other idle for to stop that rain! 

A heathen come to London one day and landed at London Bridge, 
and first thing he kauew he come to the statue of King William, wich 
is near by, so he puld of his hat, and got down onto his kanees, and 
kanocked his head aginst the pavement, cos he thot it was a idle. 
Bime by he come to Mr. Peas body at the Roil Xchange, and he done 
it agin. ‘Then he see the Dook of Whellington, and he done it some 
more. Be fore nite that poor feller had pformed so many devoshions 
at so many srines he had all most kanocked his brains out, and his 
head was sweld up big as two heads, and he was took up for fightin. 
And wile he was in jale with a raw beef stake tide onto his forred, and 
some lint on his kanees, he said to hisself I never seen sech a country 
as thisn—sech fritefle ugly gods, and sech a carime for to be pious 


A Revolving Circumstance. 


Tue London correspondent of a North-country paper states that a 
friend of his while taking a pedestrian trip among the Scotch moun- 
tains met two American ladies doing likewise, each one armed with a 
knapsack and revolver. It is sufficient for the story to have been told 
by a London correspondent to account for its untruth, and yet there 
is a good deal of reason about the revolving portion of the record. Not 
only is a Colt a convenient companion on a journey, but there is 
something about a revolver which commends itself to all who like the 
cheap circular trips so much affected by tourists nowadays. Still, 
we'd rather have a bottle of whisky—and so would, doubtless, the 
London correspondent’s friend—and his friend also. 


Chandler’s Shop Justice. 

Ir is authoritatively stated that the gentry of Spalding have signed 
a memorial in which they testify to the “merciful and conscientious 
manner” in which the Rev. E. Moore “has for years discharged his 
unpaid duties.’ It only remains now to erect a statue to the worthy 
magistrate upon the village green, crown him with a wreath of 
geraniums, and present him with a kitchen colander in which the 
quality of his future mercy may be carefully strained. 


Tu doces. 


Awmone the numerous excitements in Sheffield just now is one about 
a hymn which is to be sung by the local children at a forthcoming 
festival. As it contains some reference to the Trinity, a “ Unitarian 
Sunday-school teacher”’ writes to the Sheffield Telegroxh to say that 
he must protest against being asked to “‘learn” his pupils that hymn. 
Certainly, but after such an exhibition of “learning” we trust it will 
be satisfactorily explained how be became a “ teacher.” 
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Now look at these ‘fellows who:sit in a boat, 

A fool and a knave I -would have you to note, 
They think that:they’re learned in fishing. 

Their fishing is novel, I freely admit, 

And that’s why I make ‘em ‘the sport of my wit— 
(Now then, there, get onwith the dishing.) 


I’m only a waiter, butt our ‘hotel 
You'll find, if you call, ‘that Tl treat you quite well— 
Our house is much mused :by the anglers. 
They come out to fish, and they eat and they drink, 
They bullyrag me, at the barmaid they wink— 
Get tight, and are then awful wranglers. 


But now to my story. These men in the punt 

Came down, as they called it, for salmon to hunt, 
Not knowing no salmon were handy. 

They got out their tackle by Teddington Lock, 

And opened proceedings with seltzer and hock 
Oft varied with soda and brandy. 


These fellows had heard when for salmon you fish, 
You must drink what you would were the salmon on dish 
And served with the sauce that’s in season. 


So they drank and they smoked, and thought, ‘‘ Well, this is odd, 


We haven't caught even so much as a cod, 
And yet we've done all that’s in reason.” 


Thought the knave, ‘* Well, I know why the fish cannot bite, 
This fool of a fisher won’t do what is right, 

I'll teach him the way in a twinkle. 
The hook he slipped off while his friend was ashore 
(Refreshing from labour and having a snore), 

And he just by the float put a ‘winkle. 


Then Folly returned, and the knave went on land 
To chuckle and crow o'er the fun that he’d planned, 
While the fool with his brains had a tussle. 

And all in good fellowship deeply he thought 
That the way all good salmon prefer to be caught 
Was by means of a well-pickled mussel. 


No sooner ‘twas settled than off came the bait 
From the hook of the knave—lo! the change it was great— 
The mussel was on in a minute. 
And the pair, who expected to make a great show, 
Were disgusted to find that it all was no go: 
Thought they, ‘‘ Why the devil is in it.” 
* * * 7 


When they'd done for the day, and come up to the house, 


They explained that their “ form” was best shown at the grouse, 


‘Unless ’twas—of course—at fox-hunting. 
They boasted and talked about shooting, and birds, 
Just the same as on fishing they'd wasted their words 
Before they had tried a day’s punting. 
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Though only a waiter, I reason at times, 

Which accounts for the fact that I’ve-written these rhymes 
To show you the vainness of duffers. 

Such men always boast of the sport that’s away : 

When fishing, they wish they were shooting all day ; 
When shooting ’tis fishing that suffers. 


If, when fishing, they talk of the way they can shoot, 
When they’re shooting they talk of the saddle.and boot, 
Of hurdles and steeples and chases ; 
But whatever they're at, sure they alway s do wrong, 
So I trust I’ve shown reason so far for my song 
About these two sporting disgraces. 


Still my principal object's amoral to trace, 

And I think that I've shown that a fool in the:xace 
That we run may be quits with a traitor. 

(I fancy I've veuthde’ a bit o’'ermy task, 

But when you're up the river I hope that you ll ask 
For William, that’s me, the ‘ed waiter.) 


Blue Griffin, Barnsiake, 1875. 


‘*Reductio ad Absurdum.”’ 

Dovxtiess, Captain Pearse is, by this time, as sorry as his friends 
can be about the absurd speech made by him at Wimbledon in the 
first flush of victory. But as there are shallow-pated idiots galore 
always proud to repeat what a prominent man ‘has said long after he 
himself has repented of saying it, we should like to ask whether 
Captain Pearse imagined that he, and he-alone,:of all the competiters, 
was truly religious, and whether his companions in arms were 
supposed by him to be heathens as well as, forithe time being, Cem- 
moners. His reference to the Bible seemed bagel on the assumption 
that no one else had-ever heard of it ; and hiseomparison of it with 
teetotalism was about as “‘ odorous” as even comparison can be made. 
But perhaps some good may come out of a-sillyspeech. ‘The practice 
of expecting “‘a few words” upon.any and every.eeccasion requires to 
be checked. Speechmaking has just been reduced ‘to the deadest level 
of absurdity by Captain Posmes—latin thape we «hall have no more of 
it except where it is necessary. isa gentleman, who might have got 
a good prize but for the gallantceaptain, eaiil, “If he was so strong on 
his particular Bible, why the dickens didn't he try and fire a round or 
two with it?” We know; but we're not going to tell for nothing. 


Late News. 


Tur Nottingham Journal has been giving its readers another taste of 
the truly rural, as well as the sincerely local, in journalism. In 
reference to a cricket match it says :—‘* The ‘entire proceeds are 
for the benefit of the late Isaac Johnson, who is left totally unprovided 
for, and it is to be hoped for so good and deserv ing an object, there 
will be a large attendance.” (Good and deserving, indeed ! “% if the 
late Isaac has but settled the knotty problem how to reeeive the 
amount collected, he confers a benefit as well as receives one. Our 
own Fiend, who has been troubled in his mind on this subject fora 
long time, will be happy to exchange communications and testimonials 
with the bénéficiaire. Particularly testimonials, which are running 
scarce in Fleet-street just now. All letters must be prepaid, 


A Novel Prospect. 


A GENTLEMAN who gives as qualification that he is “ well up in 
manufacturing accounts” advertises for a book-keeper’s situation. 
With such valuable abilities itis difficult to decide where advertiser is 
most likely to have his first interview with the Lord Mayor—at the 
Court.as a petty larcenist, or in the Grand Banquet Hall as a great 
financier. ‘Tis the magnitude of mind which works the principal 
difference in the two pursuits. Let us wait, and wonder. One of 
these days, either in a speech after dinner or a confession after con- 
viction, our patience may be rewarded. 


A Friend in Leeds. 

Tue Duchess of Leeds has been nominated as a candidate for the 
school board of Stapleford. The duchess is said to take great interest 
in the training of youth, and her election will be welcome to those 
who advocate music as an item in compulsory education. The 
children of Stapleford will, at all events, have their friendly Leeds. 


‘* Non Provocatio.” 

Tue indefatigable management at Alexandra Palace has started a 
course of summer evening promenade concerts, which, like all the 
other attempts at Muswell Hill is, if not altogether successful, 
certainly satisfactory. ‘The series is to be entitled ‘‘ The St. Swithin 
Defiance.” 
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A WELL-DESERVED CORRECTION. 


Justice Shallow :-—“ Mary Hopkins, I DIsTINCTLY SAW THAT YOUTHFUL RUFFIAN YOU ARE NURSING LOOK AT MY CHERRY-TREES THIS 


MORNING. 
YEARS IN A RErorMATORY! 


Rev. Samuel Maudlin :—“ AND WE WILL FLOG HIM THREE TIMES DURING THAT PERIOD, FOR I TAKE THOUGHT FOR HIS SOUL 
GENTLEMEN; LEASTWAYS, I SHOULD SAY YOUR WORSHIPS; I REALLY BEG 


M. H.:—‘ THANK YOU VERY MUCH FOR YER KINDNESS, 
PARDON—I MADE A MISTAKE WHEN I CALLED YOU GENTLEMEN!”’ 


MODERN CONVENIENCE. 


Tue following list is believed to comprise most of those articles 
which are indispensable to comfort and safety in walking in the streets 
of London :— 

Set of surgical instruments for use by sympathising by-standers 
when you have been run down by a cab. 

Helmet to resist falling bricks. 

Splints on the ankles to prevent dislocation in stepping on orange- 
peel, or clammy posters washed from hoardings by the rain. 

Small pocket mirror to show if there are any unconsidered bits of 
climate adhering to the nose. 


Instrument (of unknown name and shape) with which to extract 


cinders from the eye. 
Small furnace, which may readily be set up on any open space, for 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


heating an iron to apply to the bitten place after an interview with a | 
|The programme consisted of the following items :— 


mad dog. 

Written “ characters’’ from your butcher, baker, and laundress, to 
show at the police-station when you have been given in charge by a 
tramp or costermonger. 


Asafcetida with which to craze the nose of a constable smelling you | 


for drink. 

Handcuffs, manacles, and a gag, to be worn in railway trains when 
there is a strange woman in the same compartment with you. These 
articles belong, properly, to another list; you cannot very well “ walk 
in the streets of London”’ in a railway carriage. 

A remarkably tall hat, from the top of which to descry the approach 
of “ noiseless bicycles.’’ To be worn over the briek-resisting helmet 
before mentioned. 


I WARN YOU THAT SHOULD I EVER CATCH HIM picking ONE CHERRY, I WILL GIVE HIM THREE MONTHS’ HARD LABOUR, AND POUR 


' 9 








Rockets, blue-lights, and Roman candles, to avert collisions with 
perambulators and Pickford’s vans. 

Minute-guns—Admiralty pattern—for same purpose. 

Learned solicitor to protect you from learned solicitrix. 

Cordon of bull-dogs to keep off taper-merchants. 

Grapnel to reclaim fugitive pickpocket in case you wish to consult 
your watch. 

Text-book on logic to enable you to argue it out with the man whom 
you meet in a narrow passage, and who tosses up his umbrella at the 
same instant that you toss up yours. 

Steel collar, with or without spikes, to discourage the uncalculating 


garotter. 


Very Appropriate. 
Lorp Joun Manners recently gave a musical party at his residence. 


‘That’s the sorter man I am. 

Stamp, stamp, stamp, my boys, keep stamping. (Chorus.) 

The Slave Driver. (Nigger song and breakdown by Lord John.) 

The Belles of St. Martin’s. (By a lady clerk.) 

Rules and Regulations. (Concerted piece.) 

Fie for Shame! (Chorus by G. P. O.—General Publie Opinion.) 

Refreshments, consisting of preseryed nobility, sack, and bottled 
postmen, were handed round at intervals, and the entertainment con- 


cluded with supper 4 Ja mail carte. 





Sxootmne Stars.— Wimbledon prize-winners. 
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St. Swithin:—“SURE YOU CAN APPRECIATE MY PERFORMANCE, SIR; NOTHING LIKE WATER, IS THERE?” 


St. Wilfrid of Lawson ;—* YES; 


BUT YOU 


GIVE PEOPLE SO MUCH OF IT OUT 


WHEN I RECOMMEND IT FOR INTERNAL APPLICATION.” 


SIDE, THAT’I' VE GOT NO CHANCE 
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A CHANGE FOR THE BETTER. | 


Somewuere or other in History's page | 

I've read that when poets were all the rage, | 
(Oh, History, thou detractor !) 

They'd only to scribble a puff in verse, 

To make them free of the house and purse 
Of a titled benefactor. 

What halcyon days they must have been, | 

When lords were ready to step between 
The bard and slow starvation ; | 


When a poet had only to praisea peer, 
To earn a couple of “ thou” a year 
And a Government situation. 


The bard may struggle and fight to-day | 
And charm the town with his taneful lay, | 
No hand is stretched to aid him ; | 
He sells his song to the trading crew, 
Who hand him a paltry pound or two 
And think they’ve overpaid him. 
Yet now, my brothers, our pens are free, 
We flatter no ninny of high degree, 
Because his favours pay 80. 
No titled patron’s help we crave, 
And if we think that a nob’s a knave, | 
We've every right to say so. | 
Let Fortune's wheel bring ceaseless blanks; 
Let Destiny play her wildest pranks, 
And Misery come to try us; 
We're better by far than the bards of old— 
By many aman we may be sold, | 
But nobody's wealth can buy us. 
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Like Steam. | 


Manrcate appears to have been thrown into a great | 
state of comocean about the arrival of its illustrious | 
visitors, though, as long as we can remember, ‘“ The 
Prince of Wales” has constantly been “‘ running” there’ 
during the season. 


B 
TT 


! 
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Taken at the Flood. 


A GENTLEMAN in Paris is blaeking boots for the 
benefit of the sufferers by the recent floods. Here in 
London we have many gentlemen who actually lick boots 
for much smaller, though certainly less disinterested, 
motives. 


aa 


UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


‘THatthe numerous whales recently observed near our shores have come 
to escort their Prince to India. That an expedition is being’ fitted out 
with fog-horns, magnesium lights, and steam hammers, to discover the 
meaning of Mr. Cross’s Labour Laws. 
into arrangements with the London and Provincial Press to supply 
them with letters on the Tichborne case and other topics of interest 
during the dead season. That Mr. Chatterton has applied to the Vice- 
Chancellor to injunct the public from going to any theatre not under 
his management. That Ward Beecher has been offered £100,000 by 
Barnum to tour England. That W.B. has accepted on condition that 
Theodore allows Elizabeth to come with him. That the young ladies 
of Clapham have formed a local committee to aid in securing a public 
monument to the author of ‘Don Juan.” That the Prince of Wales 
purchased two penn’orth of winkles at Margate in order to present 
them as valuable curiosities to his Eastern hosts. That in consequence 
of the vigorous protest of Messrs. Macdonald and Burt the sum thus 
expended will come out of the Prince’s private purse. That Mr. 

3arry Sullivan has a work in the Press entitled “ Farewell, a Long 
Farewell; and How to arrange It.’ That the Daily Telegraph has 
engaged the whole of the discharged keepers at the Zoological to con- 
tribute articles upon the conduct of Mr. Frank Buckland. That 
Colonel Mapleson intends to give a short season of military spectacular 
drama at Drury Lane, and will play all the conquering’ heroes him- 
self. That Mr. John Hollingshead and Mr. Alsager Hay Hill are 
about to start a People’s Balloon Company between them. Shares 
fourpence each, including a sandwich and a glass of ale. That 
‘“‘ Dewdrops”’ and the weather have agreed to “ dry up.” 


A Corker. 
Tue Earl of Cork has, we understand, been invited to join the 
temperance movement. What better than a cork to stop the bottle ? 
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‘“ QUIS CUSTODIET ?” 


Over-dressed Swell -—‘‘ Now THEN, YOU BOYS, IP YOU DON’F LBAVE OFF 
DIRECTLY, I'L THRASH YOU BOTH.” 
Smali Boy (artfully) :——‘‘ No, sm; YOU THRASH HIM, AND LET #¢ HOLD YOUR 
' 9%” 








‘‘ Very Hard Cash.” 


Mr. Cwantes Reape, who is commonly regarded as a master of 
vigorous’ Saxon, but is in reality mastered by it, has contributed to the 
Pali Mail Gazette a series of sound and sounding opinions on copy- 
right. Mr. Reade proposes to prove “ to the satisfaction of the Angl~ 
Saxon race’’ that copyright is not a monopoly, and to this end offers 
to bet one hundred and fifty pounds to fifty that it is property. He 
even designates referees—Lord Selborne, Mr. Robert Lowe, and- Mr. 
Fitzjames Stephen—who, we presume, are delighted with the compli- 
ment. ‘If any gentleman,” says the terriblé Mr. Reade, “takes up 
this bet, I will ask him to do it. publicly by letter to the Pali Mail 
Gazette, and we will then proceed to deposit the stakes,’ &e. We are 
incited by envy, malice, and the spirit of all unchafitableness, to 
inquire—Why is the fall Mali Gazette permitted to publish betting 
advertisements with impunity, while for doing the same thing the 
proprietors of other sporting papers are heavily fined? Answers are 
requested from readers by whom the above mentioned motives are 


intelligently appreciated. 


‘¢ Arms and the Man.” 
Tue Rev. R. C. Gibson, of West Luttingfield, is in custody on the 
charge of shooting at his groom with a revolver. It is the earnest 
wish of all rightminded people that the Church should extend her 
arms to the lower classes, but the Rev. Gibson, aecording to the report, 
has overshot the mark. 


Wimbledon Gamp. 

A sotprer has been seritenced to three months’ imprisonmient’ for 
stealing an officer's umbrella, This is hard on a man who merely 
armed himself with the only weapon of any use agairtist the enemy 
who was driving our auxiliary forces from the field—the rain. Undeg 
the circumstances he hada night to expect more quarter than thré¢ 
months: 
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JOURNEY. 


The Giant Tortoise (who was caught over seventy years ago, but who is still quite a baby) ts introduced to his future compantons at the Zoo. His 
trunk is carried behind him, as a mark of ‘‘ reverse-arms”’ respect to the dear departed Chunee, and his path is strewn with flowers. 


New Arrival :—‘* Lapigs AND GENTLEMEN, DEELIGHTED, I’m surE. IT HAS BEEN SAID OF ME THAT I’m stow. But I’m surg, VERY 
SURE; AND WHAT I WANT MOST TO KNOW Is, Where's thathare? Ir HE HASN'T ARRIVED YET I VE WON THE WAGER. I GUESS FROM WHAT 


,? 


I'VE READ NOW AND AGAIN IN THE PAPERS, THAT HE GAVE UP MANY YEARS AGO—BUT EASY DOES IT, AND HERE I am! 





[ When last seen the tortoise was singing :— 


‘Tis many years since off with speed That hare made tracks in racing style And so it is in human life— 
That famous hare and I "T would do Rous good to see, The plodder gains the day, 
Set out—he took an awful lead, And when we'd gone about a mile Although at outset of the strife 
But now I’ve passed him by. It seemed all up with me. He seems to make no way. 
So list, oh list, and hold your whist, | But sure and slow, I am, you know: The race that’s long is for the strong 
And I will tell you why. I’m here—and where is he? And steady—not the gay. 
[| Left speaking. 





A fitting corollary to such a movement is found in the remarks of his 
pots AND LINES. ; . | seconder, the particularly dignified Whalley. — Sporting return says, 
Mr. Cross has arranged the future positions of working men in this | « Wilkinson, Idle, was winner of the great Sheffield handicap.” 
country. We trust they will be thankful and learn to “ keep their | Surely such an undeserved stigma will be ecimtemnnsh tinea tien pedestrian’ s 
place.” — Debate on the Submarine Tunnel in the French Chamber. | name now! 
Oh, that some of our M.P.s could be sent to debate in it. Hurry up, 
brave builders! — Mr. Bright makes passing allusion to Mr. Whalley. A’verse from it 


But why assume that the Peterborough M.P. can have anything “ on ‘ 

the brain?’ = Apropos of this and some performances in the House, it | . THE goods of a deceased gentleman named Kelly are to go to the 
is proposed to alter the reading of an old proverb in future—* Answer | (TOWD because he left them in a poetical will to a wife who was no 
a fool according to his Whalley.”” — Unexpected death of Sir Frederick | ™0T°- Unable after his Spouse 8 decease to find another relation to 
Arrow, Deputy Master of the Trinity House. Ought not to have been, as rhyme correctly with life,’ he let his codicil stand and be invalid, 
Arrows always go off suddenly. = Report of a “masterly strategic | rather than betray himself into a vulgarism in verse. Had he only 
movement” by the Carlist troops. Same report from other side. been a recognised bard instead of a nameless versifier he would have 
Both deserve the credit, each having quite scientifically managed to boldly faced the difficulty and written :— 

avoid the other. That's the sort of manceuvrers they are! — Close ‘*T leave my goods to those relations who may survive 

of the Wimbledon campaign. Unsuccessful competitors for the To be theirs for the rest of their natural life.”’ 

Queen's Prize will train in future at the Sunday-schools in their | Thousands of educated men would then have quoted the lines as 
respective neighbourhoods. Bible-class Brigade expected to be very | examples of perfection in rhyme and metre. 

strong next year. — ‘“ Elopement in low life.” Quite a change from | s 

the usual announcement ! = Captain Boyton engages thirty steamers to E d ! 

accompany him on a ‘gate money” trip upthe river. In the interests au cear 

of humanity he charges about six times the usual fare. But metropolitan Mus. PRaLAMop understands as them furrin Frenchfolks calls water 
humanity doesn’t seem to see it, and prefers to look on from the | low ; she thinks, considering recent events, as "igh ud be a better name 
shore. = Mr. Newdegate comes to the rescue of the House's dignity. | for the article. 
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A DAUGHTER'S DUTY. 


A Domestic Srory or THRILLING INTEREST. 


GY nina o had long filled the 


| 


mind of Blanche as to how 
she should settle and provide | 


for her father to the 
advantage. ‘“ Fathers,’ she 
said, and with great truth, 
“after they have passed a 
certain age, become an in- 
cumbrance on the hands of 
their offspring ; it is» there- 
fore the duty of every right- 
minded daughter upon whom 
Providence has bestowed a 
widower father to de her. best 
to procure for him some 
kind of settlement, however 
humble, in which he may 
feel himself independent and 
happy, and, at the same 
time, may free his child or 

children from that restraint which the necessity of ae and 

providing for a parent cannot fail to i e lanche’s keen 

intellect was not slow to perceive a way throug the seeming difficulty in 

which she was placed. She gave a ball, and invited’ a Duchess. 

The ball was a perfect suecess. The wit, the beauty, the fashion of 

the metrepolis filled every corner of the spacious rooms. Light- 

heartedness and propriety, meeting half way, joined hand in hand to 

sip the inspiring lemonade and revel in the boisterous biscuit. Yet 

there was little enjoyment for Blanche. Few, who'have not experi- 

enced such things, can know the stifling sense of martyrdom that the 

cruel conduct of a refractory parent brings to the heart of a child; and 

Blanche learned by degrees—none the less terribleand harrowing by 

their degree-dation to feel the sting wrought by the undutiful and 

thoughtless behaviour of her father. He would danee with all the 

beautiful young ladies in the room—he would! not even take the 

Duchess down to supper. 

He sat out. three con- 

secutive dances with a 

lovely creature of nine- 

teen, and talked for 

nearly twelve minutes 

to the young person 

who had come to help 

the ladies with their 

cloaks. The Duchess 

sat in a corner, alone 

and deserted, asking re- 

peatedly, but in vain, 

for an ice, or even the 

smallest scrap of sand- 

wich. All Blanche’s 

neat little arrangements 

for leaving her father 

and the Duchess in the conservatory together—all her scheming to 

place a dish of bon-bon crackers between them at supper—were 

useless. The Duchess couldn’t get down to supper—there was 

nobody to take her; and at length she went away, after putting on 

her opera cloak with her own hands. But Blanche’s resources were 

not yetexhausted. Making a list of all the ladies she knew, older and 

still less attractive than the Duchess, she invited them all to meet that 

scion of nobility at another ball, from which all ladies under 59 were 

rigidly excluded. In vain! So far from paying any attention to the 


Duchess, the troublesome parent was discovered late in the evening 
with his arm around 


an indigent deaf old 
lady of eighty - three. 

is owas indeed a 
shock; but the strong 
will and earnest determi- 
nation of Blanche were 
still further to be tested 
before any idea of 
despair should enter her 
mind. Still patient—still 
kind and _ indulgent 
to the father who had 
caused her so much 
anxiety—she resolved to 
give him one more trial; 
she gave yet another ball, 
to which she invited 


best | 


| exert the natural authority of a daughter. 


7 


| 
| 


fifty men and one lady only—the Duchess. ‘“ Now!” 
“he mut notice her!” But no;—he waltzed, polked and galoped 
with every gentleman in the room, but the Duchess he did not look at. 
Nay, even the Duchess slyly stole his handkerchief from his tail- 
pocket, thinking to induce him to enter with her into the charming 
and intellectual mirth which such a proceeding cannot fail to give musa 
to. He actually went and fetched another! ; 

Now, it seemed at last that the time for gentle remonstranca: had 


gone for ever, and that it had become the obvious duty of Blanche to 
She took her futher by 


| the button-hole and led him to a corner. 


“Pal” she said; I forbid you, from this moment, to dance with 
anyone but the Duchess; your unfeeling conduct makes me shudder! 


| Obey my injunctions, or I cast you off—I discard you for ever!”’ As 


he listened, unwilling, to the still kind and affectionate vwoiee, a 


| feeling of his unworthiness and ingratitude came over him, and he 
| resolved to reform. 


He went and asked the Duchess to dance with him—a square 
dance. She refused! The human soul will revolt when it feels its 
trials too great for endurance. The Duehess had borne his slights 
and neglect but too long, and now—now—when he came, half- 
unwilling, to mock her with the proffer of a square dance—her spint 
rose, and she threw everything within her reach at his worthless head, 
and swooned. ; f 

Seme time after, the wretched father, cherishing an absorbing affection 
for the family laun- 
dress; was discovered by 
Blanche in the act of as- 
sisting that hireling in 
the execution of her du- 
ties. It was the last 
straw. Blanche sum- 
moned her father to her 
presence. “Do you 
think” — she inquired 
with severity, eyeing the 
trembling culprit, ‘ do 
you think it consistent 
with your duty as a pa- 
rent te set’ such an exam- 
ple as you are setting? 

Twice kave I caught you 

two hemging the same 

towel om the line, and twice have I found you washing socks in the 
same tub. This must not be! You are no longera father of mine— 
Go!” Blighted and ashamed, the miserable man left the groeenee of 
his infuriated daughter and hid himself, disguised as a toadstool, in a 
swamp, whence, after weeks of vacillation, he sought, under the cover 
of night, the wild mazes of Clapham Junction, with the intention of 
taking a ticket to New Zealand. He had nothing under a £500 note. 
which he proffered, and a haughty and supercilious youth at No 56555 
gave him all his change in halfpence. The abandoned father’s next 
proceeding was to attempt the hopeless task of finding his platform ;— 
half mad with grief for his lost home, dizzy with counting his change, 
and encumbered by its weight, it is almost unnecessary to say he lost 
himself. There is little more to relate, and this portion of a sad, sad 
story is complete. After weary months of foot-sore wandering, 
that weary man, now grey with toil, ventured with unexampled daring 
to ask his way a second time, when he was instantly echepped into very 
small pieces by a justly-enraged official. Thus did the umhappy 
father perish—an awful warning to fathers who disregard the: reasen- 
able wishes of their offspring. 

Blanche, sorrowing for the loss of a parent, whom, however 
unworthy, she had fondly loved, vowed to devote the rest of her life to 
the Duchess. For months and months she sought her, but she had 
changed her address, and none knew whither she had gone. At last, 
one morning Blanche received a begging letter. She glanced at the 
writing, and started. She read the letter, and, flushed with hepe;, 
dashed down stairs. She was not mistaken—it was the Duchess! 

She had become a begging-letter writer, and, in pursuance of her 
vow, Blanche has. to act as her amanuensis; and I hope she likes it. 


A MUTUAL VICTORY. 
Jongs, tired of nagging with his wife, has fled— 
At the Antipodes he “ his head ;”’ 
Yet smiles—and she smiles—for their strife is past, 
And each has t’other “‘ under foot”’ at last ! 


A Specie-ous Argument. 

Tue gentleman who attributed his inability to keep his equlitetgn. 
when returning from a dinner party, to the fact that he always kept 
his balance at his bank, now declares that losing it there has made 
him very steady. 


she thought ; 
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HONEST MEASURE. 


Big-footed Old Gentleman :—“ Boy, CAN YOU CLEAN MY BooTS?”’ 


Sharp Boy :—“I'Lu TRY, If YOU'LL ONLY PUT HALF AT A TIME ON My Box!” [ Aside :—“ Fer you cALL ’EM—I SHOULD ’A SAID 


HEIGHTEEN HINCHES, AND NO CHANGE OUT. 


DISRAELITY. 

We note that several writers, commenting on the extraordinary scene 
in the House last Thursday evening, have lost sight of the most 
important part of the question at issue. 
Plimsoll’s unfortunate ebullition of temper, we cannot see that it 
should give much cause for surprise. Rather should the action of 
a Conservative Minister, who for reasons which will not bear the light 


sacrifices a most important measure, and by so doing sacrifices also | 


many thousands of valuable lives, be made matter of deep scrutiny and 
consequent obloquy. Even without reference to the importance, to the 


people of England, of the Bill that has been burked, we think that | 


attempts to parade the dignity of the House signally fail, while semi- 
idiots and complete monomaniacs are allowed to jabber and gesticulate 


Not that they impede the progress of business—these are not the days 
of progress, Reaction it is that reigns supreme at St. Stephen's. But 


then, backward movement always was, is, and will be the good sound | 


Conservative notion of progress—for the people. 





Rivan Montus.—The Wimbledon correspondent of a daily con-/ entertained by the authorities at a banquet. 


temporary recently remarked that the Volunteers were much indebted 
to the arrangements of Captain Mildmay. Mild-may undoubtedly did 
his level best, but he wasn't a match for rough July. 





“We can bear personal testimony to its value asa tonic.” —Standard, 
“TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassa¥, M.D. 
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You ’AsS TO ’AVE your BOOTS MADE TO MEASURE, AND Lots oF 1T, [Lu BET!” 
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The Fun of the Phare. 
AccorpinG to the Phare de Bosphore the Grand Vizier of Turkey is 


ve | applying himself vigorously to the financial reformation of his country. 
While regretting much Mr. | As a first step he has cut down the enormous salaries of Government 


officials, commencing with his own. The Phare of the Bosphorus 
does not add ‘‘ That's the Boss-for-us !”’ but without any great breach of 
journalistic etiquette it might. 


A Naughty Man-ager. 


A PROVINCIAL journal hassome very severe remarks upon the “ terrific 
manager ” of a certain railway. From the fact that there have been 


. . | notably fewer passengers slain, mangled, and terrified on that line than 
in the manner now quite proverbial of them in the sacred Senate. | 


on most others, we infer that our contemporary must have intended to 
use a milder and juster epithet—“ traffic,” for example. 


Wetting it. 
Tue gentlemen who conveyed the English gold to Toulouse were 
As there wasn’t a dry 
bank to be found in the district the bad taste of the thing must be 
pardoned. Strange the loosening of an Englishman's purse always 


entails the filling of his stomach. 
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DOTS AND 
LINES. 


CarpTureE of a 
ae shark in the 

ersey. As it was 
only a short distance 
from the ladies’ 
bathing place the 
catch was considered 
a Merseyful dis- 
pensation of Pro- 
vidence. — Captain 
Boyton robbed by 
his servant. What 
a scoundrel, to take 
from _  humanity’s 
best friend! Next 
he'll be robbing a 
ehurch! — Plimsoll 
meetings all over 
the country. Con- 
servative reaction 
sickens visibly. = 
Grave doubts con- 
tinue to be expressed 
as to the personality 
of Satan. ‘This is 
indeed a sudden and 
saddening outburst 
of most rabid repub- 
licanism. <= Prince 
of Wales is expected 
to set out for India 
in the middle of Oc- 
tober. ‘There will 
probably be much 
spouting on that oc- 
casion, as is natural 
among such strange 
fish. — Close of the 
London _ season. 
Everybody abroad— 
especially members 
of the Ministry. = 
Execution of a brutal 
and ruftianly mur- 
derer. Of course 
“the culprit was 
quite resigned, and 
admitted the justice 
of the sentence,” 
etc., etc. = New 
route arranged to 
Timbuctoo. By 
patent india-rubber 
tunnel to be put 
down wherever 
necessary at a mo- 
ment’s notice. = 
Haden burial ques- 
tion settled. Au- ‘ 
thorities decide that | ee ee 
coftin ships offer the | See 
least possible resist- | 
ance to anything, | 
and nobody need 
fear they will keep 


dead or living bodies 
in them at all too | AND BVEN WILD HORSES COULDN'T MAKE ME 
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Suture Self. 


Ir has been discovered by a German savant that the Japanese have 
double cheekbones united by a suture. Another account represents 
them as having only the same number of bones as other races, but 
rather more cheek, and says nothing about sutures: so it is all a fog, 
and we must await further investigations. After all, it does not seem 
to be anybody's business but his own whether a Jap has four cheek- 
bones or only two, if he came honestly by such as he has. Most 
people, we believe, get such things by jawbery. 
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Morro ror A CoNsERVYATIVE GOVERNMENT.—Bill Stickers Be- 
ware. 
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Precise Old Aunt :—‘“‘I7’s no vusg, Emity; I sHovLD NEVER ALTER MY OPINION OF 
° ’ i . 
THE YOUNG MAN, NOT IF YOU WERE TO CONVINCE ME EVER 80 MUCH. I DON’T LIKE HIM, | gtrewn with their 


long. = ‘ Exciting 
chase and capture of 
a lunatic.” Why 
should one in par- 
ticular, of all the 
lunatics that are at 
large, be singled eut 
for this distinction ? 
= The minimum 
age of a Spanish 
senator is in future 
to be thirty-five 
years. Nolimit has 
as yet been made for 
Spanish onions, = 
Great suspension of 
COQ Mas American bankers. 
SCE REN | Notsus per coll. Only 
Reo SARS | for a million ster- 
| ling. = Weare in- 
| formed that Council- 
man Hamshop, of 
Margate, told the 
Princess Alexandra 
that Margate was a 
‘ealthy place, and ’e 
oped the hair agreed 
with ’er. It is not 
true that she said 
his ‘‘’am was hex- 
cellent.” 


An Undis- 
covered Bourne. 


ANOTHER new 
route to the Con- 
tinent has _ been 
opened with flourish 
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has so long been 


FEMININE LOGIC. overrun with their 


wars she will be 
delighted to be 


peaces. 








‘‘ Hoist with his own ——” 


An engineer produced a revolver recently as evidence of his sobriety 
when a barman declined to serve him on the score of “ sufficient 
ballast.” As this engineer's name was Pattern, it may be as well, in 
case others are inclined to follow him, to state that the Marlborough- 
street magistrate charged him just thirty-five shillings for calling on 
his witness outside the proper precincts of the Courthouse. 





Deck-orations. : 


Tue Prince of Wales is going to Southampton to select the 
decorations for the Seropis. The saloon-orations will probably be 


| manufactured in London. 
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‘ill!’ “ I thought he was dead !’ 
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GOOD SUPPORT. 


Wuewn great Disracli rose in awful might, 
And anger clothed his erewhile placid brow, 
Poor Plimsoll’s friends were in an awful fright : 
Thought they, “‘ He's sure to catch it warm just now ! 
How sad it is that our unthinking friend 
Should bring good cause to such a grievous end!”’ 


When round the House indignant murmurs ran, 
And straitlaced members thought themselves undone, 
‘Twas urged that this unpleasant Plimsoll man 
Had in his zeal discretion overrun. 
Then old Conservatives stood quite amazed 
And thought, “ This Plimsoll is most surely crazed!” 


* o * * * * 


But far above the petty squeak of spite 
The Nation's voice is heard distinct and plain ; 
The Nation's voice proclaims: aloud for right, 


And Tory tribulation’s all in vain. 
Go on then, Plimsoll—steadfast, free from fears— 


On you all England smiles through joyous tears. 
sieuiliiaidicas 


No one—not even the sternest denouncer of our sailors’ 


can take exception to the manner in which Mr. Plimsoll made the 
It is only right that while claim- 


amende for his outburst of temper. 
ing for this honest and honourable gentleman every consideration, we 
should admit the necessity of strict decorum in our House of Commons. 
At. the same time it must :not be forgotten that Mr. Disraeli’s present 


effort to conciliate the people would not have been made had they 


remained passive under the injurious attempts at class legislation of 
which the withdrawal of the Merchant Shipping Bill was the latest 
specimen. And had it not been for Mr. Plimsoll’s indignant outburst 
the sympathetic feeling which has resulted in the coercion of a tardy 
Conservative Ministry would have had no existence. We must, there- 
fore, while admitting the House’s claim on an apology, be grateful 
for the offence, which, if it does nothing else, has succeeded in open- 
ing the eyes of a large section of the people as to the value of a 
Ministry which could criticise so well while out of office, and which 
fails so dismally now it has the opportunity of which it was to make 
somuch. For the stop-gap attempt at legislation introduced by Sir C. 
Adderley we can say but little, beyond that imitself it proves how gross 
and unnatural was the offence, so calmly contemplated by Mr. Disraeli, of 
leaving human lives to be saerificed wholesale in the interests of pro- 
prietorial rights. It is folly to assume that the Premier would have 
made even what “concession”? he has, had he not been driven to 
do so by an outraged nation’s cry for justice. And by his now “ con- 
ceding "’ to pressure what he should have given to honour and good 
faith, he openly admits the grievous error into which his Conservative 
appreciation of property led him. So far the people have shown their 
keenness in deciding, when roused, between right and wrong. Let 
us hope that Mr. Plimsoll hag but struck the key-note of a series of 
inquiries which will expose the true principle of Conservative 
reaction, and leave those whose dependence is on so rotten a stick, 
utterly, and for all time, confounded. 


RIVAL HOUSES. 


True was when youths on mischief bent, 
Who'd money, but no brains, to spare, 
To hear vile cases slily went 

To some low den by Leicester-square. 
Each cause that won a foul renown 

In courts of law was, ev'ry night, 

By mountebanks in wig and gown, 
Dished up for their unclean delight. 
To-day our City boasts a place 

Where maids as well as men may sit, 
And hear a vile unsav'ry case 

Reviewed with many a spicy hit. 

The elder house was old and gay, 

The younger house is grave and new: 
But in the stuff which they purvey, 
There's not much difference ’twixt the two. 


Valley-able Information. 





A RESPECTABLE but otherwise inoffensive female rushed at Jones in | 
‘* Please, sir, St. Andrew's | 
our farmers become beetle-browed / 


Doctors’ Commons the other day and said, 
’ said Jones; and they parted for ever. 
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SOMETHING NEW IN NOVELS. 


Ir was in the merry month of November that Mr. Halcyon Dotle 
set out for London. Mr. Dotle, I would wish to explain, was a 
lunatic. Born of poor but maniacal parents, he had been reared 
alternately in the workhouse and the asylum, contracting in the one 
habits of scrupulous famine, and in the “other aequiring the graces of 
polite nonsense imposed upon a solid intellectual substratum of 
insanity. In his travels between the two he had mastered the science, 
and habitually practised the art, of becoming imperially drunk. 
Altogether, Mr. Dotle was quite a character. In person he was 
about six feet long, forked, and had a knob at the extremity 
commonly uppermost. Loosely connected with the superior portion 
of his body were two arms, the free ends of which were curiously 
flattened, and expired weakly in small ramifications. At the date of 
our story Mr. Dotle’s age was variously estimated. 

He had arrived at Reading, when the train by which he was 
travelling came to a sudden stop—the driver had shut off the steam! 
The scene was indescribable. Passengers poured out of the carriages 
on to the platform, and ran about in wild confusion. People who had 
not seen one another for weeks met and kissed. There were excited 
inquiries for baby. Porters struggled under piles of crushing luggage, 
from which they were with difficulty released by succouring cabmen. 
Dashing madly about the station, propounding insoluble conundrums 
and fleaptahing wild umbrellas, were numbers of old gentlemen who 
had escaped with life, but apparently without much sense. It was 
indeed a dreadful scene! 

Serene and undisturbed upon a wicker coffin sat a smiling maid. 
In the midst of confusion and terror she alone was composed. She 
had a kind of dewy freshness in her eyes, and fragrant zephyrsin her 
hair. Her pulses beat with purling limpidity, regularly as clock-work. 
Marie d’ Unker had a soul above danger. 

She was the daughter of an earl and a countess—was, in fact a 
mongrel. Brought up in the seclusion of a country mansion she was 
singularly diffident, but not mean; she would reply when spoken to. 
In early childhood she had had the misfortune to assassinate her 
father, and the recollection had given a kind of melancholy sweetness 
to what would otherwise have been a vivacious temperament. 
Several subsequent murders had rather deepened than removed this 
peculiarity. Her personal appearance it is impossible to describe ; 
owing to her habit of wearing clothing, boots, and gloves, only her 
neck and face were visible. The latter was rendered piquant by 
occasional of crime. 

Mr. Dotle had escaped unhurt, and stood directly in front of the fair 
being on the wicker coffin. Suddenly he saw her. She saw him. 
They saw one another. In that brief moment—in the twinkling of 
an eye—the fate of these two souls was decided. I'amine and insanity 
met opulence and crime. Supreme conjunction of opposites! Im- 
mortal collecation of the novelist’s materials! Mr. Dotle dashed 
himself upon the platform at the lady’s fect, and, in words half 
inarticulate from the fervour of his passion, be eed that he might be 
permitted to devour the contents of the wicker coflin upon which she 
sat. The lady sprang upon him with unexampled fury, throttled him, 
and threw him, half-strangled, beneath the wheels of the now moving 
train, where he was ground to powder! ‘Then, lifting upon her 
shoulder the coffin containing a previous victim, she gave up her ticket 
at the gate, and went away from there. 

With a hero and a heroine more fortunately selected we might 


have hada nice quiet wedding. 
‘¢ Posting the Coal.” 


Ir would be well to know the motives which actuated the magisterial 
mind of Marlborough-street with regard to a recent case. <A “ gentle- 
man’”’ was sentenced to six weeks’ imprisonment for four aggravated 
assaults, but later inthe day Mr. Newton took pity on his quality, 
and substituted a fine, which was of course paid. ‘The only reason 
given in the reports for this is, that defendant was a colliery proprietor. 
Can it be that the natural connection, bound to exist in a house- 
holder’s mind, between ‘‘ fine” and coals, caused the worthy one to 
prefer that the colliery proprietor should ‘down with his dust ?”’ 
We pause for a reply before indulging our readers with any “ slates’”’ 
on the subject. 


On the Line. 

A “ Loxpon CorrEsronpENT””’ describes a certain lady as “ posses ssed 
of such personal attractions as make her a fine and satisfying picture.” 
It would be something of a surprise to this “ picture” to know that 
she had been “ hung” by a penny-aligner. 


-—-- ~~ 


Queer-y. 
Suovuup the Colorado Potato Pest establish itself in England, will 
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THE PREMIER’S DREAM. 


Ir was the Tory Benjamin, he sat within his room; 

His curls lay dank upon his brow, his face was like a tomb, 

He thought upon his selfish deed and Plimsoll’s wailing shriek, 
And then he wet his bloodless lips with gin-and-water weak. 


He bowed his head upon his breast and let his fancy stray 

Adown the valleys of the past, through many a distant day. 

Once more he heard his name resound from lusty lung and throat, 
Once more he was a Radical, once more he turned his coat. 


He stood again ’mid Fashion’s throng, a hero of the pen, 

And Valour shook him by the hand, and Beauty called him Ben. 
Again he tred Adventure’s field, its levels and its rucks ; 

Ageai he flung his epigrams among the boors of Bucks. 


Success in youth, success in age, his fancy wandered on— 

O’er ev’ry effort of his life the sun of fortune shone. 

At last before his onward path there rose a frowning hill, 

And Fancy whisper’d in his ears, “‘ The Merchant Shipping Bill.”’ 


His head sank-lower on his breast, his heavy eyelids closed, 

With many a gloomy thought oppressed the Tory leader dozed ; 
Whensuddenly a ghastly form strode through the fastened door— 
A slimy ‘sailor, drowned and dank, from Death’s Plutonian shore. 


The spectre seized the sleeper’s arm, and cried, ‘‘ Awake! awake! 
3eéhold what seamen suffer for your paltry measure’s sake.” 

He raised him in his frozen arms and bore him far away 

To where, wpon a barren strand, ten thousand corpses lay. 


The angry ocean raised its voice above the tempest’s roar, 

And ev’ry seething billow flung dead seamen on the shore. 

Now weeping women knelt around and gazed at him in dread, 
While from the clouds a voice came down, “ Their blood be on thy 


heatl.”’ 


Far out upon the raging sea a vessel rose and fell, 

And from her parting decks went up a wild unearthly yell. 

Across the foam his name was hissed, and many a bloodless hand 
Was stretched in scorn to where he stood—a murd’rer on the strand. 


His eyeballs pierced the fearful gloom—a crash !—the vessel broke, 
He heard the plash of leaping men—he shuddered, and awoke. 
‘‘ Thank God,” he cried, “it wasa dream!” But all that night in 


thought 
He saw the fearful agony his selfishness had wrought. 


He heard the orphans’ choking sob, the widows’ wailing cry, 

He heard the murdered sailor shriek for vengeance from on high. 
He conned the midnight lesson well, and with the morning light 
He'd planned a pretty little Bill to set his conscience right. 


But through the land a wave has rolled of honest English scorn 
For one who, in their hour of need, can leave our tars forlorn. 
Who self before the nation serves betrays a sacred trust, 

And Plimsoll’s honest arm hath made the Tories bite the dust. 





AN AUGSPURIOUS ADVENTURE. 


Srr,—As you seemed to wish that before going to Glorious Goodwood I 
would visit the hospitable shores of North Woolwich, and report on 
the latest novelty of that home of happiness and innocence, I went. 
And now I report, though I would much rather tell you of the 
manner in which I carried all before me among the swells and 
swellesses in the ducal park; and howI did it up brown with Royalty, 
to say nothing of Superintendent Mott and Admiral Rous, the two 
chief officials of that magnificent opportunity for aristocratic associa- 
tion. But I know that your will is law; and though princes and 
peers are not above asking me to have a weed or a drop of something 
short, I must e’en forget all that, and, sinking the natural yearnings 
which fill my manily breast, describe the Covent Garden Party at Mr. 
Holland's. 

I don’t bear Mr. Holland any ill-will, rather the reverse; but when 
I think of myself—me, Augspur, the pride of the nobility, and the 
head of the sportingly prophetic fraternity—being hustled and almost 
upset by a lot of mar metas who have no sense of dignity and less 
of veneration, I feel as # I could resign, and follow my friend and 
patron the Prinee of Weéles to temporary exile and the East Indies. 
But I will not detain you with my expressions of personal discomfort ; 
suffice it to say that ‘all through the week at Goodwood, I have 
never ceased rubbing myself against dukes and marquises, with an 
earl or two thrown In now and again, so as to get rid of the plebeian 
oppression which encumbered me like a garment after my visit to 
North Woolwich. I have even gone out of my way to shake hands 
with viscounts and barons, so as to refresh myself after the infliction 
of Covent Garden, as it appeared down the river. 
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I never saw so many sleeved waistcoats, varied by so large a quantity 
of tight cords. I cannot remember when I counted so many “ hard- 
puncher ” caps, or witnessed so deft a display of ‘‘ double fakements.” 
Even the magnificence of the proprietor seemed to have no effect on 
the bold and beery basketeers,—they even went so far as to call him 
‘“* Bill!” unblushingly. ‘“ Bill,” to a man who has an inventive faculty 
and a caterial capacity second to none in “ the” profession, and a pair 
of imperial mustaches which match his majestic mind! Alas, for the 


'reverence which was onee the reward of merit and the constant 


| Pelionuponossalike one upon the other, round a m 
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' ment at North Woolwich, should head the pile of the other. 


attendant on true greatness! 

After this, how can I continue? Indeed, there is nothing to say 
beyond—That the cham pions of the various markets in London carried 
each, or essayed to carry, a dozen baskets, piled perilously and 

course. That 
they placed them upon their heads, and lifted them down i 
unaided. That they were not always successful in their efforts. 
when 'they were unsuccessful there was much noise. That when they 
succeeded there was more. Thata basket falling from a height ona 


| new guinea hat doesn’t improve.its quality or appearance. And that I 
| am prepared to “‘ show cause” for this last statement. 


Eventually the number of competitors was reduced to two, each of 
whom had carried his dozen baskets the stipulated distance, and 
deposited them on the ground safely. Then came the excitement. 
Which was entitled to the prize? For a long time it seemed as if the 


rival factions would come to blows; but just as I was obliged to leave 


they had hit upon a happy expedient. Which was, that William 
Holland should be carried on the topmost basket by one champion, and 
that his fidus Achates, the chief of the permanent medical establish- 

Either 
one falling off to lose the raee for his friend and conductor. 

Whether this proposal was put imto effect or not I cannot say. 
Other and more congenial scenes elaimed me for their own. I 
merely relate at your command what I know of the most curious 
garden party I was ever at; and in conelusion I must be allowed 'to 
express my great grief that you should not prefer to hear all about 
Goodwood, the Prince of Wales, and the rest of the Royal Family. 
Only think how much nicer it would have been for me to write about 
real swells! 

But even you will allow me to call the attention of all true lovers 
of the turf to the great success achieved by me in my last prophetic 
article. And in the hope that you will be right speedily converted to 
Conservatism and an appreciation of the aristocracy such as is the lot 
of all true turfites, I beg to solicit an early remittance—if only out of 
compliment to my friends of the peerage—and to subscribe myself, a 
Hater of Plebeians, as well as an able and unaffected AUGSPUR. 


MERRY MARGATE. 


In spite of commoner and cad 
And Jew, with which it’s tainted, 
The Isle of Thanet’s not so bad 
By half as it is painted! 
And now that Royalty has shed 
A lustre o’er its actions, 
The less about its errors said— 
The greater its attractions. 


The niggers and the German bands 
Are louder still than ever ; 

And cockneys patronise the sands 
With “ holiday endeavour.”’ 

Old ocean laves the shelving shore 
And sings a soothing ditty, 

Delightful after all the roar 
And bustle of the City! 


Shaky. 
A Hampsuire local paper, describing a recent small railway accident, 
says that “‘all the carriages were turned over, but escaped without 
personal injury beyond a severe shaking.’ ‘There seems to have been 
just a wee half-pint between the time our contemporary’s reporter 
attended on the scene and the writing of this particularly ‘‘ personal ”’ 


narrative. 


Alphabetical. 


Ir is estimated that ten million acres of land in Algeria are covered 
with a rank growth of the alpha plant. The inhabitants ought to 


beta lot of it down. 


-_——» 


Ad Miseri-cord-iam. 


‘Drop it! drop it!” howled a suffering miscreant under the lash 
at Newgate. He was accommodated even beyond his wish. 
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Deputation to wait on the Lords of the Treasury and various ** Don’t flurry yourselves, I beg. We'll see what we can do for you—next year. j 
shipowning M.P.’s. Low people like you shouldn’t be so rude as to thrust yourselves i 
forward—before the sacred rights of Property.’’ @ 
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This is Sir C. Adderley’s Little Bill. ‘* It’s not up to much ; but the concession Dignity of the House satisfied. Terrible dismay of Filthy Lucre, Esq., the 
is quite good enough for Common Sailors.” great Shipowner (Fellow of the Society for Propagating Drowned 
Seamen),’ when he finds Plimsoll won’t apologise to him. 
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AN ALL POWERFUL SUPPORTER. 


Popular Opinion :—“ AH, MR. BEN, YOU'RE READY ENOUGH TO MAKE ‘ CONCESSIONS’ NOW THAT I'VE MADE YOU 
FEEL MY POWER. MIND I DON’T HAVE TO GIVE YOU ANOTHER LESSON, OR YOU MAY NOT GET OFF SO EASILY.” 
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SOME LITERARY AND ART NOTES. 


Mr. Boppy Cutter is so satisfied with the reception accorded his 
picture in the Black and White Exhibition, that next year he intends 
to surprise the Reception Committee with some silhouette studies upon 
a black ground. 

Mr. Ruskin will in future present a pound of salt butter and half a 
rasher of ham to every purchaser of his critical publications whose 
outlay amounts to one shilling. Personal application absolutely 
necessary. N.B.—No cheesetasters allowed, and no connection with 
the shop next door. 

We have been requested to contradict the statement that Mr. Para- 
graph Seeker has a pamphlet containing several epic poems in the 
press. It is at the publisher's. 

It is not generally known that Mr. Brown, the novelist, is a most 
determined sportsman. He has been known to hit several haystacks 
in the course of a brilliant and successful season, and he has determined 
upon working sad havoc with Leadenhall Market this grouse time. 

Mr. Tennyson is revising the “allowable”’ portion of his Rhyming 
Dictionary. ‘ Roast pork and apple sauce ’’ is his latest improvement. 

William Shakespeare was born and died at Stratford-on-Avon. 

At twelve o'clock every night Mr. John Delane is served with 
tapioca pudding by four sub-editors who enter on their knees and 
remain prostrate while their chief refreshes himself. It is utterly 
untrue that Mr. Delane craves for the blood of babies while engaged 
in composing his leaders. 

It is said that the reason why Miss Thompson’s pictures are so truly 
military is because she always drinks gunpowder tea, and paints in a 
suit of soldier’s clothes. This she wears under her ordinary garb on 
special occasions. 

The best way to write poetry is to selecta fit subject, which must 
be handled in a proper manner. Poets are born not made, so verse- 
writing is, of course, easy—to them who can do it. 








| 


Joseph Addison flourished during the reign of Queen Anne. He | 


is dead. And so is that Queen. 


SONGS OF A SUBURB. 





No. III.—THE BENEFICENT BABE. 


(Wirx Descriptive Cvts.) 


T was, I remember, at sixty-eight 
There formerly lived a man ; 
And the line ran close to his garden 
gate— 
And this is the line that ran. 
Returning from town by the evening train, 
He'd gaze at his peaceful home in vain ; 
The pitiless engine refused to stay 
Till reaching the station—a mile away! 


No vision of subsequent joy relieved, 
But only appeared to mock x” 

The dreadful shock that his nerves received— 
And this is the dreadful shock. 

His yearning wife at the gate would stand ; 

His juvenile baby would wave its hand : 

But the train would bear him at headlong pac 

Past his juvenile babeand its chaste embrace ! 
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To a fearful pitch did his grief attain, 
In even describing which 
My sensitive bosom is filled with pain— 
And this is the fearful pitch. 
And often the juvenile babe, by stealth, 
W ould harbour a fear for its father’s health, 
And bitterly frown a regretful frown, 
Because it was rapidy breaking down. 


To poison its mother’s unconscious bliss 
Its sorrow was ne'er betrayed ; 
That immature babe made a point of this— 
And this is the point it made. 
And ever with hurrying, heartless wheel, 
Unheeding the redolent evening meal, 
Would clatter that horrid, remorseless train, 
And double the pang of the parent’s pain. 


That baby it called the directors “ low,” 
And ‘‘ mean,” and a “ reckless set ;”’ 

And get ina dreadful pet, you know— 
And this is the dreadful pet. 
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It heightened its passion, as well it might, 
To find that its mother intended flight 
(Though ever the kindest and best of souls) 
With him who provided the house with coals. 


The juvenile babe was no aimless dunce 
To wander, and wait, and look: 

It up and took resolute steps at once— 
And these aie the steps it took. 

A chariot waited without for ma; 

The evening train it was due with pa: 

Her luggage was up on the coach’s top— 

That rapidly-hurrying train must stop ! 


His cradle in front of the train he popped, 
With cunning design and deep ; 

And, all of a frightful heap it stopped— 
And this is the frightful Heep. 

And daddy got out and he canghit the pair ; 
That dissolute vendor of coals he floored ; 

The man with the chariot missed his fare, 
And general harmony was restored. 


The jar of collision was heard afar— 

The havoc was wild and wide ; 
A terrible jam—and here’s the jar, 

And the terrible jam’s inside. 
And all the directors came down to thrash 
The juvenile babe who had caused the smash, 
But quickly on hearing the story’s pith 
Suggested his taking the chair forthwith. 


His pa and his mammy at once forgot 
That sorrow had e’er depressed, 

And ever had reason to bless their lot— 
And this is the lot they blessed. 





L’ Exvor. 


We went to our artist and paid him much 
To illustrate this with his grandest touch: 
His drawings, however, do not convey 
The moral of who we had meant to say. 








Royal Custom. 


An enlightened press vouchsafes the information that Prince 
Humbert of Italy has purchased a horse at Norwich. We areina 
position to state that during his sojourn in this country he has also 
purchased a box of vesuvians, but the merchant being unable to write, 
neglected to forward his name and address for publication. 


Multiplying Folly. 
Not only does one fool make many, but one lunatic makes 
numerous idiots. For example, the insanity of Mr. Robert Dale Owen 


has instigated five hundred punsters to say it was Owen to spiritual. - 


ism. We do not include those who merely repeated it after us. 


Certainly not. 


A RESIDENT in a quiet suburb puts this insane query on the pillars 
flanking his garden gate, “‘ Isabella villa.” He might have boen a 
trifle more particular with regard to his punctuation. 
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THE BRITISH WORKMAN. 
PHASE FIRST.—TIME-WORK. 
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a) ** Wants a nail drove in atop:o’ that post? Ah now, “ That’s a bit o’ work as is worth gettin’ on to. ** Nothing like gettin’ all yer tools about yer— 
that’s a job as ’ll want a power o’ thinkin’ out. It ain’t no good a dashin’ at that /”’ then yer know where yer are,” 
Ain't to be done in no ‘urry, that ain’t!”’ 





** Bin at it over three year, ‘ave I? Well, yer see, ** Can’t avoid kinder doin’ some little damage “Wot? Ain’t made a good job of it arter all these years, 


ain’t I? Well, I’ma gettin’ too old for work now, 


it do want a bit o’ ’andlin’. But we’re on a job o’ this sort.” | 
so yer better do it yerself, you’ad!”’ 


a gettin’ on now.’’ 


beyond barren honour to their writers. This is said in no carping or 
| . PAPER-ENIFE AND PEN. ; pe ana spirit, but rather because it is evident that Mr. O’Clery 
_ The New Shaksperian Dictionary of Quotations (Charing-cross Pub- | has taken great pains with his work, and is very accurate in his infor- 
lishing Company) has a good deal more claim on its title than its} mation. And as the number to which the book has any particular 
publishers seem to have on theirs, inasmuch as, while calling them- | jnterest is of necessity limited, the writer must be satisfied with the 
selves of Charing-cross, they inhabit the region of Blackfriars. There | honours of authorship and the knowledge that he has done his duty. 
is, doubtless, a delicate irony about this which is more appreciable to | fy. O’Clery has done that well enough, as anyone who chooses to get 
the initiated than to those who stand outside, among which latter | the book for himself can see. It is rather humiliating to admit it, but 
we are, after hopeless though desperate str uggles with the problem, | there can be little doubt that the history of half a dozen brutal murders, 
compelled unwillingly to number ourselves. Of the Dictionary, apart clumsily collated from slipshod reports in the newspapers, would be 
from the unsolved riddle of the publishing place, we can say nothing but | more extensively sold and considerably more remunerative than any 
what is good. It is just the sort of thing we have wanted for a long time. scholarly record of an important period of the world’s history can ever 
Copious, carefully indexed, and altogether complete, it should command hope to be. 
a considerable sale. ‘To those who wish to appear familiar with the It is only necessary for us here to note that Dr. W. C. Bennett's 
‘Swan of Avon,” but who think him a little heavy for private perusal, | Bajy May (H. S. King and Co.) has passed into still another edition. 
such a book as that of Mr. Bellamy will be invaluable. By its aid| We can think of nothing to say in favour of these homély and 
they will be able to fit Shaksperian mottoes to all their friends—to pathetic ballads which has not already been said scores of times. Aye, 
label them in fact—and, if they will only keep their authority “ dark,” | and printed, too. 
to be regarded as great and shining lights in the school o English Chapters on Sound (Groombridge) is an interesting book for young 
try. The old gentlemen who now have a monopoly of “ the divine inquirers into the mysteries of natural philosophy. The treatment is 
| Williams,” and who are ready at a moment’s notice, or less, to give | as it should be on such a subject—Sound. 
| their versions of any obscure passage, may well tremble ; for the end of The Nine o'clock Omnibus is a story in pamphlet form which has 
_ their reign of terror isat hand. They can no longer prose unchallenged certainly one merit. This is, that it is short. But that brevity is not | 
or uncontradicted, and for their sake alone we should welcome Mr. always the soul of wit is shown in it very positively. | 
| Bellamy’s work warmly. It has, however, higher qualifications; as The Battle of Pluck is another of the innumerable, as well as flabby, : 
| it will be found a considerable aid to the student, as well as an pamphlets called into existence by the success of The Battle of Dorking. 
assistance to the scholar. This is one of the very weakest—let us hope it is one of the very last— 














The History of the Italian Revolution (Washbourne, Paternoster-row) | of a twaddling series. ; Oe gel 

| embraces the period extending from 1796 to 1849, a period which is Those ambitious authors who do not see their work recognised in 
| but feebly described by the word eventful. The writer of this| this column need not despair. Let them take comfort, as we have 
| chronicle is the Chevalier O’Clery, M.P., who, we notice, has other} done after many vain but desperate efforts to put our thoughts about 
' 
| 
| 
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high-sounding and doubtless important affixes to his name, from which | them and their books into definite and readable shape. Anyhow, 
it 1s to be judged that Mr. O'Clery will be satisfied with the honour/| they have had the best of it, as our enfeebled frame and shattered 


i : 
| | of having accomplished a good work, and look for little further reward. | inkstand testify but too plainly. Scribes at a distante, please accept 
=f hi | We trust this is so, for books like the one before us bring, asa rule, little | this intimation. 
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HEAVY WEi. 
A Tate or THE Rainy Sgason. 


One bitterly cold evening towards the close of July, 1875, two 
gentlemen might have been observed floating rapidly down the Strand 


in a trim and taut gondola. The elegant build of the conveyance in } 


which they were seated, and the powdered wigs of the liveried boat- 
men, denoted affluence and position. Many a swimmer-by paused to 
gaze after them as they flew rapidly past, and muttered, “ Strange, 
and it is, methinks, to see that pair rowing in the same boat.” 

And strange it was; for 

But we anticipate. 

Ever and anon the elder would draw from his breast a hoarded 
volume, read extracts from it to his companion, laugh himself black 
in the face, and wait for his companion to do the same. But the 
companion would merely smile, and when the reader’s gaze was off 
would mutter, “ Cuss him !”’ 

As they reached the Charing Cross Floating Hotel, a gust of wind 
swept round the corner and blew the hoarded volume open at the title 
pige. ‘Thereupon the inquisitive swimmer-by might have read these 
words —“‘ Joe Miller’s Jest Book: Presented to Wilfrid Lawson for 
efficiency in spelling, by his friend and schoolmaster,” &c., &c. 

Yes, gentle reader, the one occupant of the gondola was Sir Wilfrid 
Lawson, commonly known as the Cold Water Cure, on account of his 
aqueous humour, and his companion was—— 

But we anticipate. 

The gondola had by this time turned the corner at Charing Cross, 
and steering clear of the Penny Steamers which were taking in pas. 
sengers from the roofs of the adjacent houses, it made its way rapidly 
towards the Houses of Parliament Barge, which was moored, near 
Palace Yard. 

As the elegant vessel neared its destination, the young¢r occupant 
became pret-rnaturally grave, a strange wild glimmer burned con- 
vulsively in his eye, and his breath waxed and waned with suppressed 
emotion. He was evidently waiting for something. 

His opportunity. 

It came at last. Sir Wilfrid turned his head fora moment. Acci- 
dentally—quite accidentally—the boat was suddenly tilted, and the 
apostle of water shot forward with a wild yell into his beloved element. 

It went down his throat and up his nose. 

He coughed, and puffed, and bobbed up and down, and struggled. 

Just as he was suffocating, strong arms were stretched to aid, and 
in a few minutes the unhappy Baronet lay soaked and shivering at the 
bottom of the boat. 

Then the nameless demon leaned over him and whispered— 

‘* You took a good drop of water that time, I fancy.” 

In the agony of partial drowning, Sir Wilfrid could not forego his 
little joke. He spat up a pint of the liquid, and murmured, with a 
washed-out smile— 

“Yes, I’ve had a drop too much.”’ 

* * . 





* . . 

Sir Wilfrid’s own confession was flashed that night by submarine 
cable over the length and breadth of England, and the Permissive Bill 
was damaged for ever. 

But that was not the worst of it. The unhappy Baronet could 
never look at water again. As to tasting—ugh! ‘The bare mention 
of it sent him into a cold perspiration. 

He gave up his advocacy of teetotalism for ever, and devoted the 
remainder of his Parliamentary career to the interests of Licensed 
Victuallers. 

Jokes and cold water were his undoing, 

And the demon ? 

Well, he was a large distiller, whose sales were interfered with by 
the Alliance, but, as he does not advertise with us, we must decline to 
give his name. 


A Prophetable Bequest. 


A man of Chicago has published a book to prove that the world 
will be destroyed some time during the current year, and has demon- 
strated his own confidence in that opinion by bequeathing all his 
property—including the copyright of his book—to a foundling 
asylum. We do not wish to create alarm, but surely the vaticinations 
of so prudent a seer are worthy of more than ordinary attention. The 
very essence of prophecy is the “taking thought for the morrow.” 


Inoppor-tune. 


TE young man who leant against the railing in front of a strange 
house the other evening, and absently sang “‘Come where my love 
lies dreaming,” felt rather dissatisfied with himself when told by a 
policeman to move on, if he pleased, ’cause there was a young wumman 
a-lyin’ dead in tha ’ousge. 


FUN. 
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MY LAST PANORAMA. 


Berore I believed in the classical drama— 
In fact, ere I knew it existed at all— 

I discovered a charm in the word Panorama 
Which charm it is difficult now to recall. 

{ was only a brat—or, to put it politely, 
A child of a quite insignificant age ;— 

Not a querulous critic who has to go nightly 
And watch the decline of our national stage. 


Last night, for a wonder, I went with a fellow 
To see some affair panoramic in style. 
I said ‘au revoir’’ to Macbeth and Othello, 
And even cut Comedy just for a while, 
But we elderly folks very seldom inherit 3 
A freshness of heart from our babyhoo®s time; _ 
So that each little point which I onee thought a merit 
I looked upon yesterday night as.a emme. 


A being of beauty came tripping before us, 
And bowed with a smile as he smiled with a bow. 

And we all said ‘“‘ Hooray!” and Bravo'”’ * @ cheruss—-— 
But, bless you, he took a geliekt in the row 

His voice was entrancing—his manners were polished '!— 
All brilliant-and bright were the bluchers he wore.. 

But my longings for ee were demolished ;— 
I’ve seen a few beings of beauty before. 


He led us through scenes that astonish the rover 
With daylight and me and moonlight effects ; 
You'll excuse me, perhaps, if I pass them all over 
As things that a generous public expects. 
A steamer on fire was a study worth praising, 
As also a prairie all covered with. flame;— 
But I felt, whether prairie or vessel were blazing;, 
The noise that it caused was exactly the same. 


They showed us a church as it looks in the morning ; 
Then all of a sudden they showed it by night. 
In front was a carriage, most properly scorning 
To stir, even after the gas was alight, 
But I noticed, whenever a change was occurring, 
From day into night or from verdure to snow, 
A remarkable sound between sobbing and purring, 
When women sighed “ Lovely !”’ and men muttered “Oh !’”’ 


My mind has retained many beautiful features ;—. 
In many respects I can feel as a boy. 
But alas! for myself and my poor fellow-creatures, 
A new panorama we cannot enjoy. 
I’ve lost my delight in impossible pictures, 
I hate entertainments which don t entertain. 
Aristarchus returns to theatrical strictures, 
And sticks to the “ Garden” and goes to the “Lane.’” 


—_——_ 





‘* Nothing to Wear.” 


A NuMBER of benevolent Russian ladies have agreed among them- 
selves to renounce the use of silk dresses and all manner of 
attire, in order to devote the money so saved to the education of poor 
orphans. If these ladies do not mind being partial we would recom- 
mend to their special consideration the orphans of the poor silk- 
weavers and others who will be starved by this charitable abstinence. 


Capillary Attraction. 


Le Moniteur Capillaire is the title of a new journal published in 
the interests of the Parisian coifeurs. To prevent our young readers 
from embarrassing their elders with awkward questions we will explain 
that Le Moniteur Capillaire means The Hairy Monster. 


In Sicco. 


Messrs. TinsLEy are about to publish a novel entitled “‘ Lissade?; or, 
In Stony Places.” Why not have called it “ Lizzie dElle; or, 
Life in Flintshire’? A still better title would have been “ Eliza D. 
L——; or, Some Account of What Happened in a Churchyard.” 


Raily ! 
Somes wiseacres have just discovered that the Albert Hall will never 
be made to pay until there is a rail right up to it. Why, these has 
been a rail against the place ever since it was built! 


Tugs Peorxe’s Wiitram.—Mr. Plimsoll’s Bill. 























































































64 * U N ° fAveust 7, 1875. 








A YOUTHFUL ASPIRATION. 


| 

| 

I tone to fraternise with those 
Artistes of histrionic fame, 

| Whao’'re popularly known as “ pros’’— 
| And on the public have a claim. 

| For actors seem a jolly set, 

| And cut a dash, when they've the means: 
I'd like to know one, just to get 

A chance to go behind the scenes! 

| 


I'd something give to catch a glimpse 

Of what the French call les Coulisses— 
To mix with pantomimic imps 

Who caper in the Christmas piece. 
I'd idolize each coryphée— 
| Converse with mimic kings and queens, 
Who kill each other in the play, 
But soon revive behind the scenes! 


I would the “‘ funny man” revere, 
| And praise the “ leading heavy gent ’’— 
I'd give the “ supers”’ lots of beer: 

And when my money all was spent, 
My humble way I’d homeward seek, 

To dream of Claudes and proud Paulines— 
To wonder at the awful cheek 

Of those who strut behind the scenes! 





THE REASON WHY. 


It was not that she was not fair, 
Or rich, or good, or witty ; 

Or that her “h”’ despising pére 
Was something in the City. 

It was not that upon their knees 
A dozen men were sueing ; 

A reason stronger far than these 
Prevented me from wooing. 
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It was not that she was unkind, 
Or cold, or cross, or ailing, 
Or that in either limb or mind 
She had the slightest failing. 
It was not that she wanted tact, 
Or that she was not steady ; 
I checked my passions from the fact 
That I'd a wife already. 


GOT THROUGH THE WORST. 


“Ou, Tommy, TomMMy; Do ’BE TRY AND BE A BETTER BOY; IF YE DOANT, 
SATAN WILL TAKE HOLD OF YB!” 
“"EE CAN'T TAKE ‘OLD ’ARDER THAN OY WAS TOOK T'OTHER DAY, OI'M 
SURE!’ 
"9 


“AH, WHO TOOK 'RE, THEN ? A Sounp Investment.—Buying a drum. 


‘“ WHOY, SKULEMAARSTER, IN COURSE.” 


et 








‘“WHAT’S IN A (MAIDEN) NAMEP” | O ask me not! O ask me not 
To do a thing so bold! 

At the Hammersmith Police-court the other day, a well known A maiden’s name—a maiden’s lot— 
actress who had summoned her husband for assault was asked some | Ah, that should ne’er be told. 
rather awkward questions. She got on tolerably well, however, until | I'll tell you, out of hand, instead, 
requested to state her maiden name. This was much too much. The | The—name I bore when I was wed. 


question seemed to stir some long-silent chords of memory, but they 
gave an uncertain sound. In vain she bent her ear to catch the : 
yurport of their melody—it was as the mindless murmur of the Alarming. 

inarticulate wind amongst the pines, or the stilly whisper of the Someone advertises an alarum for sale which strikes a match, lights 
distant sea. She could make nothing of it, and she gave it up. The | alamp, and makes a cup of coffee before waking the sleeper. A 
wind may release its clouds, and the sea give up its dead, but this | marvellous instrument truly, but surpassed by one in our own 
lady’s memory would not disclose the dread secret of her maiden | possession which would lay the breakfast, make the tea, square the 
name. | tax collector, and stop the chimney smoking before it would wake the 


O ask me not! O ask me not! | sleeper. 


I do not rightly know. | ; 
Say Jones, or Smith, or Brown, or what Windy. 

You will—'twas long ago! | Tue latest improvement for crossing the Channel isa bed inflated 
The years defile, an endless train, with air. Puffing seems to be the principal thing in all these aids to 
I see myself a child again. ocean-going humanity. 








GADBUR Y’S|(Cra ing TAYLORS EATENT | 


have new Patent Improvements, which render them 
superior to all other makes ‘or Sgoceuseine and 


ielete im Paris Blue 
ESSEN ¢ Eitiaaiis 


CAUTION.—I/ Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch. 


Famitr uss. “ They are Simple to Learn,” asy to ‘ 
Work,”’ * Not liable to get out of order,” are “ Strong,” &j 
ee Swift,” “ Durable,” make very little noise,’ and can oS 


be had on “easy terms” of purchase at a “* moderate 
rice.” Intending purchasers, if unable to obtain 

Taylor's Patent sewing Maciines from local Dealers, 
are respectfully requested to send ‘ora prospectus to 
97, Cheapside, I.onuon, E.C.; Great Driffield, York- 
. shire; or the branch establishments: 23, Silver Street 

Hall, and 132, Kirkgate, Wakefield. 4 
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MUCH TOO POINTED. 


Mr. Dullbrain (Political Economist, and “ Red’’) :—Werut, I wouupn’T ’A BELIEVED THEY 'AD THE POWER TO DO IT IN A FREE | 
COUNTRY. WHY, IT’S DOWNRIGHT MURDER, AS WELL AS A TAX ON CLEANLINESS. ButTitT’LL DO FoR CLERKENWELL GREEN NEXT SuNDAyY.” | 
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(By ovr Lunatic Laureate.) Tue dramatic instinct, which is merely the faculty of discerning 
ee ‘ events in the aspect under which they ought to occur, is an indispens- 
THE whole of our rulers are mad, and the lunatic hides his head ; able qualification in a picturesque reporter, but by immoderate indul- 
The Tories are silly and sad, and the Liberal Leader's fled. gence it may degenerate into what is coarsely called a talent for lying. 
The sun, and the wind, and the rain are having a lark in the skies, We should be very sorry indeed to think that in the case of any of 
And the women are at it again, dabbing their hair with dyes. our contemporaries this degradation had actually occurred ; but we have 
The clergy are cramming the jails with babies and boys of eight, doleful misgivings when we read in a daily paper that since the trial 
And the popular Prince of Wales is fishing with Indian bait. of Colonel Baker “a large black dog has remained in front of the 
A colonel is taken to quod in an elegant carriage and pair Town Hall, howling throughout the night.” If this had been a dog 
‘And a lnnadie thinks EL ald Ghek ba kee te ich ‘‘ of any other colour” howling ‘‘as sweet,” or if, being a black dog, 
, ; . it had held its peace, we should have held ours. But this coincidence 
An elephant 8 lost his trunk, and the telegraphs lose their head, of ominous colour and portentous note—it is suspiciously dramatic! 
For Scudamore’s going to bunk, and he'll wire the Turks instead. We always did grow cautious in contemplation of a hue and cry. 
Oh, the bubble of loans abroad has burst in the hands of James, 
And the mud of a filthy fraud is sticking to noble names. Palmam qui Meruit. 
¥ or the world and the weather are drunk, and over the distant main Tue Ormskirk Advertiser, in a notice of a local show, gravely says: 
They are stirring the Brooklyn skunk, for a sniff of his scent again. | « We were not able to get the award for donkeys.” oe a 
While a fool in his lonely den, he mutters, and roars, and raves | evident miscarriage of justice must be expressed, for after a careful 
That a fool is the best of men, where the rest of the world are knaves. | inspection of the rest of the paper we are bound to admit that the 
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staff is eminently worthy. Perhaps, however, it received honourable 


Secure from Innovation. mention. 


A “moTrLep Boy” is exhibitedin Melbourne. Heis described as a 
Kaffir, but the white portions of his skin are exactly like those of a iieiietill h Ste teak il 
European who has been partly washed. This young gentleman’s suit | A eee sso sae ia a Wace See hi 8 just ied under Cxsra- 
of motley is very complete in all its appointments, excelling in that | ordinary circumstances, is 0 opinion t - is pl ogenitor had been “‘ off 
respect even the famous dress in which Captain Boyton disguises an | }'8 chump ” for years. Then oe the family” wasn’t in the 
adventurer ; for whereas the gallant Captain leaves his “ cheek’ ex- Church this tume, for pa was a soldier. 
posed, the other artist is conscientiously and consistently mottled, even s 
to the ends of his hair and the iris of each eye. The Ethiop, we are | A Stock Grievance. 
told, cannot change his skin, nor the leopard its spots ; but, as a spotted Tue Money Editors announce the fact that Home Rails are very 
Ethiop—Kaffirs being practically Ethiops—this singularly gifted being | fluctuating just now. Since we declined to take our wife and offspring 
enjoys the advantage of a double Conservatism. How our Tory friends | to the seaside for a month we have found Home Rails remarkably 
must admire his Constitution! steady. 


| 
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A Reece-ent Inquest. 
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A CURSORY GLANCE. Melodogmatic. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Aug. 11, 1875. 
[CarToon. ] 


TEMPORIS ACTI. 


T'was in the prime of summer time, 
‘Ten thousand years ago: 
LBen-Dizzy ruled, and Whalley fooled, 
And things were awfal slow. 
For then true marit stood alone, 
Then Tories hald the sway— 
Thank God, we now are wiser grown, 
And Reason reigns to-day. 


Outshone the sun, loud banged the gun, 
And members of the House 

Got up and wept, then crawled and crept 
Before the great god Grouse. 

For men or measures they'd no care; 
From loud and angry words 

They settled down to blank despair, 
And babbled ‘bout the birds. 


At last away. for sport or play, 
Each memter fled amain ; 
And public wrong, it waited long 
Till they were. back again. 
E’en then but little art was found 
And rather less of nouge— 
‘The common folk be hanged—or drowned ! 
Our care is for the Grouse! ” 
——— owen 
Tne statement made by the Premier at the most recent Ministerial 
Ranquet in the City, that “the country is prosperous and the people 
happy and contented,” is worthy of more than passing comment. 
Mr. Disraeli may be right, though we doubt it; but even if he is, we 
should like to know how much of the existent happiness and 
prosperity is due to him and his colleagues, ‘The general accuracy of 
Mr. Disraeli’s remarks may well be gauged by his statement that he 
was quite right with regard to the Merchant Shipping Bill, and that 
the new and temporary measure was not.wrung from the Ministry by 
the public voice. It is hardly worth while criticising a Minister who 
can deliberately make such assertions. Mr. Disraeli’s after-dinner 
speeches are proverbial: he is generally offensive; this time he was 
simply—well, say inaccurate. To those who choose to look closely, 
there is to be found in this its own punishment. What is the Conser- 
vatism which is turned by the popular voice from ill-doing, and then 
denies that it ever had wicked intentions? And what must conscien- 
tious Conservatives think of their First Minister, when they find him 
plastering one fabrication over another, in the vain hope of preventing 
the outlet of a Truth which made its escape long ago * 


o—— 

We are glad to note that now the fashionable world has moved out 
of London, the poor and their troubles are beginning to receive a little 
attention from the daily press. It is a good many weeks since we 
commented on the sad case of Samuel Dawson, who was committed to 
Bedford Gaol by Justices of the Peace, because of his poverty. He still 
remains there: but now that the Zelegraph has deigned to leave its 
fashionable lions, as well as its dead elephants, and to touch tenderly 
upon the ticklish topic which concerns a real live lord, Samuel may yet 
hope. A more iniquitous case than that of Dawson, or one calling 
more loudly for the condemnation of the lord and his colleagues who 
sentenced him, it is hardly possible to imagine. Yetas there is nothing 
sensational about it, as the victim of class intolerance and brutality 
is only a poor rheumatic labouring man of fifty-seven, with an invalid 
and uninteresting wife and daughter, the attention he has received is 
small indeed. But of course the feelings of Lord St. John must be 
respected, and it would not have been possible to go well into the case 
without saying something severe about him. This unpleasantness is 
avoided by making no mention whatever of the noble chairman of the 
magistrates. Perhaps if Dawson had been a dwarf or a dog, an irreclaim- 
able old savage or a full moon out of season, his case might have been 
taken up quite earnestly, and he himself—with such a power behind 
him—have become quite famous ere this. As it is, he must, being only 


an English labourer whose whole worldly wealth amounted upon | 
distraint to less than a pound sterling, be more than satisfied to think | 


that he has achieved the fame of even mention in a leading article in a 
daily paper which boasts the largest circulation in the habitable world. 
When he comes out he will, if gratitude be anything, show as one of 
the warmest promoters of the long-promised and ever-impending 
baronetcy. 
Pollitical. 

Ovr own Slanderer objects to the phrase “ Tory politics.” He says 
Mr. Disraeli is the only Tory who has any politics, the others have 
only poll-parrotics. Ne has defamed better men in his day. 


FUN. 





LITTLE JOHNNY ON COLONEL BAKER. 


Bitty he said Johnny, I kanow some thing wich you dont, and I 
said Billy wot is it, and Billy he said I kanow wot it was wich 
Cernel Baker done. Then I said wot? But Billy he wank, and said 
it wasent fit for to be toleto any body, I must read it in the news 
papers. But wen I ast my mother for to give me the Daly Telliyraft 
reel quick, cos I must read about Curnle Baker, she said I think yure 
father has tuke it a way for to shave hisself, may be you better ast 
him. Sol got aele Stennard and carried it te my father, wich was a 


| smoken in the garden, and ast him wude he shave hissef with thatn, 


and let me hav the other, so I cude read a bout Cournel Baker? My 


| father he luked spmised a little wile, and then he tuke his pipe out of 


his mowth, and said Johnny, the subjeck naturly divides itsef in 2 
quessions, first, wil I shave mysef with the Stawnuid, and, second, wil 
I let you have the Zels#graft, for a stated purpous. Regardin the 
former, I wil ony anser that if you had kanew yure father, likea wise 
child, you might hav spared his feelins the painfleness of bein ast 
wethcr he wude shave hissef with sech a paper as has been menshioned, 


| as long as it was opmte him te whipe his xeger in his hair, or on Moses 


tail, wich isthe cat. To the latter quession J] .repli yes, with ol my 
hart, certenly, to be shure, cos its readin with makes fokes good and 
wise. But, Johnny, Ime sorry to say yuremother has took a way the 
Telligraft for to rap up Franky in it. 

Wen I seen thay was both in a fog I went to Uncle Ned, and ast 
him did he hav it, cos I wamted to read a bout Kernual Baker, so I 
wude be good and wise, like my fathersaid. Uncle Ned he thot a wile, 
and then he got up and dident gay nothin, but went and luked in the 
cole skuttle, and shaked his head. Then he luked be hine a picter wich 
was a hangin on the wall, and shaked his hed a other time. Then he 
went to the fire place and luked up the chimmy, and shaked his hed 
agin. Bime by he said wot a xtronnery thing, wot ever has went with 
that paper’ Then Uncle Ned he went out of the rume, but pretty 
sune he come back a shakin his head a other time, like he was sorry, 

| and he said Johnny, its jest as I spected, , She has give the paper to 
_ Bildad, thats the new dog, for him to read about Colernel Baker, and 
that animel has devewered it with an abgorbin intrest, yes, Johnny 
| the wrascle has went and eb it! 

Wen Uncle Ned see I was.dizzy pointed he said I have got a other 
paper some were wich contains some witherin sattire onto the immorl 
Yanky press for publishin them disgustin details about Mister Beecher. 
Yule fine it lite and entertainin readin, and it wil crect yure littery 


| taste. But jest now me, and you, and Billy better go for a wock, for 


eee 


to see wether them nutmegs wich I give Gaffer Peters to plant has 
| come up yet. 

Wile we was a wockin, me, and him, and Billy, he stopt, Uncle Ned 
did, and said ol to once now luke here, you little fellers, and hark to 
a man wich has been in Injy and evry were. Wenever you take up a 
daly news paper to read and get wisdom, like you ot, of course you 
dont want to read it evry bit thru, but only wot is good. Wel, wen you 
see a account of a trile in cort, and it is long like yure leg, and has 
got big letters to the top, and the lines is far a part, dont you read it, 
cos its shure to be stoopid, lots of things in it wich no body dont kanow 
wot means ony jest the fellers wich have rwote em. Billy, you notty 
boy dont you kanow it is wicked for to wink ? 

Then Billy he said, please, Uncle Ned, its a nat fluin my eye. And 
jest then Bildad, thats the new dog, wich et the paper, and Mose, wich 
is the cat, they come up to hear wot els Uncle Ned had got to say, but 
a other nat got in Billys ey, and he wank so fast and fewrious the 
meetin was broke up in disorder! 

But wot for my mother she all ways reads them stoopid things wich 
no body dont kno wot thay mean is wot flores me. 


ON A RECENT ELOPEMENT. 


Mr. Grunpy, a preacher of local renown, 

With a lady has bolted from Bedlington town, 

And left the poor creature to whom he was wed 

To depend on the parish for lodging and bread. 
When a Primitive Methodist so can behave 

He knows that the scandal of course will be grave— 
But by leaving his wife, after preaching on Sunday, 
He showed that he didn’t much heed “ Mrs. Grundy.” 


The Watery Maine. 

Str Witrrm Lawson is undoubtedly a funny dog, but when he 
carries his larks into legislation it is time for his constituents to give 
him a gentle reminder. At the present moment he is championing 
the Permissive Bill, which is to drive men to water, and supporting 
the Merchant Shipping Bill, which is to keep them from it. If Sir 
Wilfrid's mind be not one huge aqueous joke, we should advise him 
to make it up into as large a parcel as he can, and chuck it either on 
one side or the otber. Perhaps he thinks Sea Water Regulations are 


| indirectly connected with the Maine Liquor Law. 
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UNPROTECTED POETS. 


At length some guarantee for the safety of unprotected travellers by 
rail has become a burning necessity! The following shocking aecounts 
of violence and outrage perpetrated on defenceless poets will awake 
the world to this fact. The first is from our own poet (who can’t 

. write in prose) :— 

tS Mr. Editor—sir, so unwilling to stir 

: Have the railway authorities grown, 

That I’m bound to declare it’s a risky affair 
For a poet to travel alonc ! 

It was only to-day I was shocked in a way 
From which my propriety shrank, 

On being so rash as to travel from Dash, 
Alone and defenceless, to Blank. 


It was one of “‘ the sex” (who had enteredat x —) 
By whom I was shocked and unnerved, 

Though I’ll candidly say, for a part of the way, 
That her manners were very reserved : 

But on finding the train wouldn’t slacken. again 
The lady proceeded to stare, 

And (professing regard for the name of @ bard), 
Demanded a lock of my hair! 


Though I sercamed when she went to this frightful extent 
Her further proceedings were-worse ; 
For sho finally took to producing a book 
And ested my writing a verse! 
She grappled me hard, but I rang for the guard, 
By a positive terror impelled ; 
And I struggled and swore till I opened the door ; 
Then I got on the buffers and yelled! ‘ 


When such scandals occur, Mr. Editor, sir, 
And when nobody’s life is his own, 
Why the trains ought to start with a carriage apart 
For-the poets who travel alone. 
Till. a decent regard for the life of a bard 
Such a system of terror supplants, 
Never,—never again will I travel by train, 
Except with my mother and aunts ! 





The ensuing disjointed facts appear to point to a story even more 
shocking in its details. 

[ ADVERTISEMENT. ]|—“‘Stolen or strayed, a young poet, with flaxen 
hair and spectacles. Was last seen in a third-class carriage of the 
North-East-by-South-South-Western Railway. Should the stout 
gentleman with three lockets, who was in the same compartment, 
know anything,” &c., Xc. 

= * * * * 

The following information on the subject is from one of our 
reporters, who had concealed himself on the roof of the carriage, to 
avoid the collector, and who peeped down through the lampehele. 

The poet and the stout gentleman were the only oceupantsof the 
compartment. Shortly after the train had started, thestout gentleman 
commenced a conversation about the weather. After a pause, he 
suddenly said, ‘‘ You're a poet, I believe.”” The poet became alarmed, 
and said ** Yes; go away!” The stout gentleman was again silent, 
and seemed to be maturing some wicked plan in his mind. All at 
once he took the seat directly opposite the poet, and said, “I am the 
proprietor of the ‘Patent Death-Preventing Medicinal Wig,’ and I 
want someone to do some poetical advertisements: will you o "env?”’: 
The poet screamed and said ‘‘ Get away—I will tell my mother!” and 
tried toalarm the guard. (Here our reporter was unfortunately killed 
by contact with an arch, but the narrative is continued by an old lady 
in the next compartment, who peeped through a crack in the partition.) 
There was a struggle. The poet got on the roof, but was dragged into 
the carriage again, and then somehow disappeared. The stout 
gentleman alighted at the next station, with a big portmanteau. 
There was a sound, as of screaming and scratching, from the inside of 
the portmanteau. But the old lady was too frightened to speak. 

. * * * * 


Shortly after, this advertisement appeared in a contemporary. There 
is an undertone of lamentation about it, like the wail of a prisoner 
writing under compulsion. 


To check consumption’s hateful sway— 
To vanquish bile—to cure the dumb— 
To chase dyspeptic pangs away— 
% The ‘“‘ Death-Preventing Wig” has come! 
4 When fetters gall, and clanking chains, 
4 And when the heart with grief is big, 
The victim to internal pains 
Should try the “‘ Death-Preventing Wig !’’ 








begs to state that he never said the Lord Mayor was an old woman. 
He said His Lordship was sn Grand Maire. Hence the mistake. 


changed. 


KUN. 67 


Although the captive heart shall bleed! 
Although the trodden worm shall rise; 
A perfect fit is guaranteed 
In any colour, shape, or size. 
Defeated Nature’s fairest trait 
Beside it isn’t worth a fig— 
The captive in his cell must say :— 
“ Let’s try the ‘ Death-Preventing Wig.'” 
oJ * . + om 
The poet is believed to be in a cellar in the Waterloo-road, and the 
police are carefully inquiring into the matter. 















DOTS AND LINES. 


Everytuine being pretty satisfactorily arranged, Earl Russell takes 
up the Plimsoll cause. His lordship evidently thinks now that Ae has 
obtained all the “ concessions.” So long as he'll “ rest and be thank- 
ful’’ we don’t mind. = Question raised as to the durability ofeighty- | 
ton guns. Surely that should more reasonably io asked about the | 
eighty-ton targets. But perhaps with these very big armaments the ! 
practice is to fire at, not with, the guns. = ‘‘ With the exception of 
some fighting, no disturbances have taken during the elections in 
Greece.” So say the papers; but though the subject is Greece, we | 
think the statement is “ too fat to fry.” — Archbishopand five bishops | 
attend deceased prelate’s funeral. Powerful passport as to quality, 
which it is to be hoped will be respected in the proper quarter. =— | 
O’Connell centenary celebration. Strange that the celebrators should 
in their correspondence arrangements express a belief that Union is 
strength. Repale of it was the great Agitator’s watchword. = Cowes 
Regatta. This should be held at Cape Horn. Never mind, we have 
Good Hope that the créme de la créme of fashion was present and 
enjoyed itself. — Disposal of Colonel Baker. His réé will for the 
present be a hard as well as stale and unprofitable one. = Beginning 
of the end of the cricket season. Certain gentlemen-amateurs anxious 
about their earnings. Of course, they wanta bit forthe winter, as it 
would be hard to have to go back to work after playing the swell all 
summer. == Notice of new Beecher-Tilton trial. Is the demand for 
garbage so much superior to the supply among our cousins that they 
have come to this? =<. Clerical magistrate sentences a child eight years 
old to prison and five years in a retormatory for placing small pe 
on railway line. New phase of the gravel-rash, with a vengeance. 


‘¢ Costs in the Cause.” 


A poor woman near Sheffield has just been fined 6d. and 9s. 6d. 
costs for having no home. ‘lhere seems a great want of economy 
somehow about this; and the question naturally arises, If it costs 
9s. 6d. to secure a fine of 6d. for having no home, how much would the 
magistrates charge providing they were to tine one another a halt- 
penny each for having no brains’ We do not guarantee to accept 
the lowest or any kind of tender or explanation; but there is a leather 
medal waiting here for the man who gets nearest the truth. 


In Statue quo, 

Mr. Gorst, M.P., is exercised in his mind about the statue of Queen 

Anne, which stands in front of St. Paul’s Cathedral. Her defunct 

Majesty is in a dirty condition, and her Parliamentary champion 

wishes her to be restored. Restore Queen Anne! In the name of 

the great army of sparkling wits who hang a sem) @‘ernal joke upon 
her deadness, we do protest. 


Proof Positive. 

A man named Looney has just been killed in a prizefight near 
Liverpool. It may be interesting to those who study these matters 
to learn that Looney is the slang term for an idiot. ‘here seems by 
this to be reason in the arrangement of slang, as well as in the roasting 
of eggs and the putting-down of pugilism. 


Ingredients. 


Ir is satisfactory to discover.that the man who got “ mixed up ina 
row’ succeeded eventually im recovering his identity. ‘The greatest 
difficulty was to find the fortyshillings. ‘The “ usual caution’’ was not 
nearly so hard to obtain. 


A Disclaimer. 
Tus Prefect of the Seine presents his compliments to Sir Fun and 





‘* GOLDEN opinions” are not convertible coin, though they are easily 

































































cabbage, a 


doesn’t seem to understand clearly, Jones, who prides himself on his mathematics, works out exactly what he wants on oneof the legs. [Exit Jones. 
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FISHY 

SCIENCE. 

A MORNING paper 
notices the arrival at 
the Brighton 
Aquarium of “nine 


specimens of the in- | 
teresting little boar | 


fish; also some very 
fine dog fish, which 
for size may be 
called sharks.” The 
boar fish bores us, 
but we feel the pro- 
foundest interest in 
any dog fish which, 
from considerations 
of mere bulk, may be 
called a shark—the 
same degree of in- 
terest that we should 
feel in an eel which 
for flexibility might 
be called a 
snake, 
which for brilliance 
might be called a 
diamond, a_ lettuce 
which for globosity 
might be called a 


which for extent 
might be called a 
mountain, a _ lake 
which for solitude 
might be cailed an 


rattle. | 
an emerald | 


valley | 


| 
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A PRACTICAL PURSUIT.—ONE FACT AND TWO SCENES. 


Scene 1.—A Village Tailor's :—Jones, who is rusticating, wants a pair of trousers shortened. Tailor is not at home, and as the boy in charge 
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NE 2.—A Country Lane, half a mileaway. Boy nearly exhausted and quite out of breath : 


©? 


—‘* Oy ZAY, ZUR, WILL ’EE "AVE T OTHER LEG DONE AS WELL, ZUR‘ 
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| island, or a handker- 
| chief which for abil- 
| ity might be called 
| a daily newspaper. 
| 
| 





Knowledge, but 
no Power. 


Tue Report of the 
| Foreign Loans Com- 
mittee is made. The 
truculent pillagers 
of widows and or- 
|phans, though 
| known, will of course 
/go unpunished. 
| Unpunished! why, 
some of them 
are looked upon as 
public benefactors, 
and are beslavered 
every day by those 
who should be the 
| first to denounce 
them. Oh, Enter- 
| prise and Finance! 
| to think you should, 
when conducted on a 
small scale, be 
known as Theft and 
Larceny! 
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THe IMPALPABLE 
| PicturED.—A 
| drawn bet. 
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DISCOVERY. 


ANOTHER ASSYRIAN 


Curious Tablet, Supposed to Represent the High Priest Ben-Dizzy sacrificing the Interests of his Country 


to the Great Grouse God. 
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PROPER PRIDE. 


My father was a baron bold, 
He dwelt beside the Rhine ; 

From crystal goblets chased with gold 
He drank the German wine. 

His trade was that of robber chicf 
fo make me one he tried; 

But I would not become a thicf, 
For I had proper pride. 


I came to London and began 
(Fulfilling youthful dreams) 
To benefit my fellow man 
By grand financial schemes. 

I feathered carefully my nest 
While all my clients cried— 
“for us he always does the best, 

For he has proper pride.”’ 





At length there came a day when all 
My castles came to smash. 

I'd speculated on the fall, 
And seemed to come a crash. 

The orphan and the widow came, 
And plaintively they sighed : 

I sympathised with child and dame, 
Displaying proper pride. 


The day has passed, and they are gone 
For ever from my view : 

Another tack I'm sailing on— 
l’ve shipped another crew. 

As millionaire I churches build, 
Fling bounty far and wide— 

A peerage soon my name will gild, 
And prove my proper pride. 


Foreign to our Nature. 


An attempt is being made to raise a sum of money for 
the sufferers by a recent earthquake in South America. 
The idea that we should interest ourselves on behalf 
of an English-speaking race is as impertinent as it 
1s preposterous. 





‘THE HIGHER EDUCATION.” 


@ 
. 


‘‘ AND WHAT MADE THE MASTER FLOG YOU, JOHNNY 


"CAUSE, WHEN ’E SAID I DIDN’T KNOW ANYTHING, I SAID 'E WOR A LIAR 
AN’ I CoULD LICK ’IM AT MARBLES—THAT’S ALL!” 


Wuart is the difference between the sailors’ M.P. and 
a thin Mary Ann ?—One is a Plimsoll, and the other's a 
Slim Poll. 





A BREEZE. 
JonEs, who his gentle spouse to Deal had taken 
One day, about some trifle, in a huff 
Administered (her conscience to awaken) 
Upon her damask cheek a playful cuff. 
‘You fiend !”’ she eried, ‘“‘ a woman thus to batter, 
¥ou call yourself a man! I say you've not one——” [elatter, 
“Pooh! Pooh!” growled Jones; ““my dear, pray cease your 
You came here for a blow, and now you've got one,” 


UNPROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 


Peorie in Society are like fish caught in a net, two thirds of them | 
are of no value whatever. 

No wonder that foreigners find the English a difficult language. 
How should a benighted barbarian know that “ off to the moors” con- 
stantly means “‘ going to Margate ?”’ | 

The lowest dresses are worn in the highest circles. | 

If you wish to make a bitter enemy, offer to be of assistance to aman 
in difficulties, and then—help him. 

If you want to be popular with women, get it spread abroad that | 
yea 00 a ‘‘sad rake.”” Jakes are the finest implements of hus- Enterprising Journalism. 

and-ry. te | Tue Daily Telegraph has taken the animal world and the weather 

Husbands are not easy to get, and the worst of it is that when got | under its saeaiale oe At present it is managing the Zoological 

women often have to “keep” them. om ; | Gardens, and issuing daily barometers. The report that our con- 
_ Women’s dresses at present, like a thrilling novel in a stupid maga- temporary will shortly open a fried fish shop and take Wombwell’s 
ZIN©, COVEF & deal of padding. | Menagerie round the country is vigoreusly denied by the offiee-boy, 

Carvers are self-reliant men; they can always “ help’’ themselves. who “ wouldn't stop an hour if they was to come eat * He 

If you are able to get round a man you can see through him too. | drawe the line at penny barometers game. 
And you'll often find there isn’t much in him. oli , 

Shaw and Sultan. 


The easiest pedestrian feat in the world is for two women to run | 
d ee a ae F ; | , 
: ove ae: .. They never tire—it is only the other’s reputation | ; We Joie x Sia, the M er of the South-Eastern Railway, has 

Wh ee . | been presen the Sultan of Zanzibar with a splendid dagger. 
they ey ati ae. oF Oe SNe TOR UAE Te ee ee he Sultan waa right in his conclusion that something killing would 

: be im @ railway official’s line. By-the-by, the phists inform 
usthat the sheath of the present was “ beautifully worked.” We 








To borrow money when they are hard up is as difficult to some men 


as it is to others to lend it when they are well off. ’ ae a. 
When a person tells you that he has an idea in his head he tells you | expect thet: “tesntifally ” here means “ satisfactosily. 
the exact truth. SO a | Bill of the House! 


Mr. Guapstons having forfeited his right to the title of the 
Peoples’ William, om account of retirement from active service, his 
A son of Joseph Arch has been charged with stealing watches. | frienda are endeavouring to find him another. We beg to suggest 
Where ought he to have been tried >—In the Court of Arches, of | that, em account of his skill in flaying his adversaries alive, he might 
course. | be called Vivisection Bill. 


An Arch Question. 
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AN HISTORICAL REPETITION. 
By Ovr Own anp Onty Lover. 


Ir wasa very wet night. One of the wettest 
that even Mr. Jeremy Jenkins had ever ex- 
perienced; and as Perpetual Primo of the 
Blatant Buffers, he had a rather extended ex- 
perience in such matters. I don’t so much 
refer to the rain, though that poured down 
rather heavily. What I mean was that the 
Blatant Buffers had been initiating a lot of 
new members, and that the gatter had been 
circulating freely. And Mr. Jenkins was 
pretty well soaked through both ways, as he 
trundled himself along Oxford-street, and at 
last stopped under the Marble Arch just to 
pull himself together, and eollect his faculties 
for the necessary divergence down the Edg- 
ware-road. For Jeremy lived at Paddington ; 
and somehow or other he ‘always found the 
greatest difficulty when he was the least bit 
‘ disguised "’ in turning off at the proper place. 
He had, after grand specia] meetings of the 
Buffers, been known to go wandering on and 
on down the Oxford-road until overtaken by 
slumber, or met by some friendly policeman. 
ut he was determined that nothing should 
lead him astray on this particular occasion, 
and so he stopped under the friendly shelter 
of the Marble Arch to wring the rain out of 
his hat, and consider what was the next 
move. | 

As Jeremy turned from the ordinary path, 
and stood by the great gates which lead into 
the Park, all was dark and still. Within and 
without there was nothing to be heard but the drip, drip, of the rain, 
unless it were the heavy footfall of some belated wayfarer, or the cry 
of the night-hawk as she took her way to the blissful banks of the 
Serpentine River, there to gaze on the beautiful barracks, and sing 
the song that soldiers love. All was silent as the grave; though I 
have known the gay to be equally silent, with half as much provoca- 
tion. And as Jeremy leaned against the palatial pillars of the majestic 
as well as marble structure, he almost forgot Paddington, while he 
mused with sweet sadness, and thought of the happy days when he 
was again a child. , Ah! let not the grown—the full-grown and 
adolescent—feel too proud of their happy position. There is some- 
thing in the time of happy childhood which will soften the stoutest in 
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hardbake, not to say brandy-balls, jumbles, and almond rock. Even 
stick-liquorice then has its charms, and the remembrance of ribstone 
pippins once more blossoms forth in all its pristine greenness. 

Such were a few of the reflections which ran through the mind of 
Jeremy Jenkins, Perpetual Primo of the Blatant Buffers; and he was 
just about to give way to the emotions which thronged thick and fast 
through his inmost soul when a hand was laid on his shoulder. At 
first he thought the interruption came from a policeman, and, being 
used to the infliction, was preparing to move on, when suddenly he 
was aware of the presence of several men clad in complete mail. 
There they were, armed cap-a-pie and hat-a-pie, as well as 4 outrance 
and 4 la mort. Some preferred to be ‘‘a-la-mode”’ and simmered in 


the moment of remembrance, and cause him to yearn for toffee and | their own gravy, and others sang blithely a roundelay. Many were 
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on horseback, and all were provided with stir- 
rup-cups. ’Ifackins, it wasa merry sight and 
a goodly, as these knights and men-at-arms 
adjusted their lances and commenced their 
prances, and then to the music of pipes and 
tabors, of muffled drums, and mops and 
brooms, proceeded to joustify all further 
proceedings. And what is most astonishing 
ofall, Jeremy Jenkins wasn’t a bit afraid, but 
felt as if he had been used to it all his life, and 
could draw a long bow with any one of them 
he saw present. 

All this while the hand remained on his 
shoulder. It might have been only a minute, 
or it might have been an hour, while J. J. 
was looking around and taking in what I have 
described ; but there was the hand ; and when 
my hero had satisfied himself that it was all 
true and correct, and had arrived at the con- 
clusion that he wasn’t a Buffer at all, but a 
new and noble knight with his hauberk 
shining bright, he turned round and beheld 
gazing at him, with an air of intense interest, 
a white-plumed warrior of noble mien, clad in 
complete armour, and with a barred visor, 
through which could be seen the marks of 
many a Paynim foe. It was evident that he 
had been in the wars, and that in his time he 
had crushed many an enemy and many a 
friendly flagon. He was undoubtedly a person 
in authority; for behind him were mar- 
shalled several knights in fantastic armour 
and faces to match, while esquires stood at a 
respectful distance, and basked in the smiles 
of their various employers, or wrote 
sonnets to their lights-o’-love, and _ set 
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them to the music of the fitful castanet. It was no longer 
night, nor was it wet; for a glorious golden sumset seemed to bathe 
everything in the light of other days, and all the world wondered. 
Not so, however, did Jeremy Jenkins, who, with the exception of 
feeling a little thirsty, was quite at his ease, and longed to follow to 
the field some warlike lord, even such as the one before him. As if 
divining what was passing in the mind of the Perpetual Primo, the 
warrior called for a horn of hippocras, which he emptied at a draught, 
and then, after a preliminary flourish of trumpets, he spoke. 

“Jeremy, long have I watched over you from a distance, and 
admired. Iam Richard Plantagenet, known to the vulgar world as of 
the Lion Heart,—and these are my friends and followers. Nay, gaze 
not thus sceptically, for though we are dead, and comfortably buried, we 
are occasionally allowed to walk this earth. This is our trysting spot ; 
and though it is not given to mortal eyes, asa rule, to behold us, we 
admire you so much that a special grant has been made by the 
nocturnal parliament, so as to allow of your joining us in our 
festivities. 1 will now introduce you.” 

With that, the monarch pulled a bugle from his waistcoat pocket, 
and the ‘‘ Wa-sa-hoa !”’ pealed merrily across the glades of Kensington. 
Then the halfpenny echoes took up the sound, and the air seemed 
full of music. Hardly had this dicd away when there came trooping 
from every angle of the dim vista of the past men renowned in song 
and story. Robin Hood, Little John, and Mueh the Miller were 
jostled by Friar Tuck and Isaac of York, while Maid Marian, now 
well advaneed in years and flesh, was especially cordial in her grecting 
of Mr. Jenkins, and expressed a wish that she could, for his sake, have 
been born in the nineteenth century imstead of in the days of chivalry. 
‘* Wear this,” she said, “in token of my esteem and tenderness.” And 
taking @ bee from her bonnet, she pressed it in his hand and passed on. 

What sounds are these that break upon the ear, and ravish with 
their duleet melody  'T'wo lovely youths of the period—troubadours, 
in fact—march past, and give off the vocal and instrumental music of 
which poets and historians have so often written. And following 
immediately in their wake come Quintin Matsys, the famous Antwerp 
blacksmith, and his less famous but still more formidable rival, Hal of 
the Wynd, the Gow Chrom of the City of Perth, which I may as well 
state is in Scotland. And all this while he of the Lion Heart and 
Curtal Axe stands by the side of Jenkins, and reeeives his share of the 
homage so well and so gracefully paid to true greatness. Alas! that 
modern misanthropy should have been allowed to interfere, and 
degrade with its interference ! 

* * * * * 

So far I have told the story as’twas related in my presence, omitting 
only those portions which seemed at all improbable. I have left 
Jenkins standing by the side of Richard Plantagenet, because after 
this his statements become rather doubtful, and possess a spice of 
romance which is hardly fitted for the sober chronicle of the police- 
court reporter. Yes, I grieve to say that the foregoing is the substance 
of a narrative told to the worthy magistrate by Jeremy Jenkins when 
he was charged with being drunk and incapable. The usual fine was 
inflicted, and the defendant left the court with his friends; but with 
the exception of some rather wild and rambling statements, which I 
have carefully excised, I am inclined to believe that the story is sub- 
stantially correct. And so, I feel sure, will the gentle reader. 


A TEMPERANCE ‘STALL.’ 


‘Tue head of the clergy has father’d a plan 

For restraining from liquor the labouring man. 

He’s a company ready to start in the street 

Stalls and barrows designed with the pubs. to compet>,— 
‘To cater, in fact, for the dram- drinking fools 

After strict Church of England and Temperance rules. 
Oh, pious philanthropists, why let us see 

That your charity’s tainted with £ s. and d. ? 

Of his hardly-won earnings the coster you'd cheat, 

And take to yourself all the trade of the street. 

Make the poor man your hobby, but don’t have it said, 
While you kept him from beer you were stealing his bread. 





A Theatrical Correction. 

Ir is not true that at a certain small histrionic club in the neighbour- 
hood of the Strand, actors and dramatic authors are specially retained 
to stand about the door and talk “ shop” for the benefit of the City 
gentlemen who are so cordially invited to enter, but who still pause 
upon the threshold. The mistake arose through a dramatic critic and 
a waiter having had a parting glass and a jovial conversation on the 
doorstep. It is ridiculous to think that any actors of position, or 
authors of repute, would exhibit themselves for nothing, or, at all 
events, without publishing “ the kind permission” of their courteous 
and respective proprietors. 





A Bopy Coacuman.—A hearse driver. 
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AN INTERMUNICIPAL SONG. 


Je suis le Maire de quelque part, 
What matters wo es ist ? 

Ici & Londres je suis une star 
Upon the civic list. 

J’adore this English land of thine, 
Ach ja ich lieb’ es sehr, 

And with the Mayors I came to dine 
Across your schrecklich mer. 


[ch habe gern your meats and drinks, 
Your banquet and your bell. 

You feast and féte me recht und links, 
J’aime beaucoup your Guildhall. 

Ah! comme leg dames sont bonnes et belles, 
Les ladies d’ Angleterre ; 

Nicht mehr, je pense, you love too well 
Your sisters ef vos méres, 


‘‘ Was ist the Deutsches Vaterland °” 
Und auch the “ Marseillaise,”’ 
Jc chante along the busy Strand _ 

And shout, “ Kep, Eep, who rays.” 
Chaque homme japelle ** mon vicux ami, 
Chaque femme j'apelle ‘ma chére ;” 

Kt quand they run me in je dis, 
Ich bin ein Foreign Maire. 








WANTED TO KNOW. 


Ir a wife is only called a help meat when she carves the dinner. 

If a theatre is called a temple of art because actors are such for ui 
people. 

If the report that the Prince of Wales is learning [indoostan 
has Hindoostance one to follow his example. 

If ladies wear tight riding dresses because they object to low 
habits. ‘ 

If Geranium Moore intends to behave better for the Fuchsia. 

If Bakers have more hours of knead than other mortals. 

If Mr. Plimsoll intends to abolish unseeworthy Bishops. 


If Sir Henry James has adopted as his motto—*‘*A Loan [ 
did it.” { 

Ifthe manager of the Brighton Aquarium says, “1 tank you 
when a new fish gets himself caught. ee 

+ ‘ : 2 6 wee +> 

If the coffee sold at the new temperance strect stalls is allowed t 
drunk. - 

If Kenealy’s cub when he puts up for Parliament is an Almid 


man in the field. 


Stone Jug-lery. 
Firreen sailors were the other day marched off to prison 1 
declining to sail across the Atlantic in a ship which was considered 
strong enough for anything. 


Just ‘to demonstrate their unreasonable- 
ness ’—the expression is not ours—a survey was made by a Board ot 
Trade official, who declared the ship was utterly rotten and unseawor- 
thy. Thenthe men who had been cast in a felons’ prison were released ; 
and, as things go, ought to think themselves very lucky indeed to get 
off so well. It is in the face of such events as these, and others which 
have far less satisfactory endings, that Mr. Disraeli boasts of the pro- 
sperity and satisfaction of the country. Maybe, though, his notion 
of ‘the country ”’ only includes two divisions—heaven-sent amstocrats 
and gentlemen who live by their wits—of which latter he is such an 
admirable specimen himself. 


More Kin than Kind. 


Tue magistrates of Leominster recently discharged a farrier wh» 
was proved to have used gross cruelty to a donkey, on the ground 
that ‘“‘ perhaps the donkey objected to be shod quietly.” Thoug 
they evidently possessed a thorough knowledge of the pecularities wt 
asses, it is worthy of remark that the usual fellow-feeling was absent 
Somehow or other, the “one touch of nature” had lostits cfiect. Ibs 
then familiarity always did breed contempt. 





: ‘¢ Blow it'” 


A GENTLEMAN named Blewitt applied the other day to the Lords 
Justices of Appeal for an order to conyict the Lord Chancellor for con- 
tempt of court. The ancient ditty which tells of Little Boy Blewitt. 
and advises him to blow on his horn, is likely to sink into utter 
insignificance before the new claimant, whose Blewmg powers are sv 


' much more novel, but who will probably have to pay quite alarming|; 


, oe for his whistle.” 
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First Son of Toil (to inquiring Stranger) :-—‘* Fust To TH’ RIGHT, MATEY!” 
Second Do. :—* No 1T AIN'T, YER —— ' It’s THE SECOND, OLE Buttrencrr!”’ 
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Third Do. :—** WHAT, AIN'T YER GOIN’ TO GIVE US NOTHINK FOR OUR TROUBLE, A ’OT DAY LIKE THIS ?” 








It was palpably clear, all the universe through, 


A LITTLE DIFFERENCE. That a four was composed of a two and a two ;— 


Mr. A. was astonished and grieved, but he thought 
Mr. B. could explain—as he certainly ought. 
Then the latter admitted the former was right ;— 
But Ae viewed the affair from an opposite light. 7 

It was hard, in a country ceil freo, That's the Ticket. 
That a pair of true gentlemen could not agree ;— 
So he merely remarked, as a modest suggestion, 


But, if poor Mr. A. felt a longing to doubt it, 
They'd better shake hands and say nothing about it. 





Ir is rumoured that our tramway cars are to be fitted with 
lightning conductors, the present race being found unequal to the 


‘That much could be said on both sides of the question. _demand made by traffic managers, or able to bear up against the 
| patent ticket punch. No alteration in the drivers is yet contemplated. 


Mr. A. had been always a champion of Truth, 
And a friend of the Right from the days of his youth :— | 3 
Which assertion impelled Mr. b. to reply | A Bank Holiday. 
That he shrank from a falsehood and hated a lie. 


Ar the earnest request of Sir John Lubbock, 


the Joint Stock Joke 


As the question in point (like a good many more) ‘Company, Limited, have consented that the day on which the London 


Had been thoroughly sifted and settled before, 
He believed they “had better take sides, now or never shall not be called a Bank Collie day. 


And make a decision at once and for ever 


Mr. A. only thought that the world would agree 
With his view of the matter against Mr. B. ;— 
But his utterance merely provoked the remark 
That the said Mr. A. must be quite in the dark. 


ERS QUININE W] 


Euphuistic. 





“ We can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard, 
“TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 


SOLD BY ALL GROCERS. — WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, Ky 





, and Westminster Bank commenced the prosecution of Messrs. Collie 


A man has just been imprisoned for one month with hard labour for 
being found in unlawful possession of tailors’ tools. Can this be con- 
sidered a new phase of the noble art of thimble-rigging 
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SIR PEACOCK PHRASER. 


Srr Peacock Puraser begs to state 
To whom it may concern, 

Some silly nonsense talked of late 
Has made his bosom burn. 

He’s heard it said by wicked men 
About a recent cise, 

That by its course the Upper Ten 
Are spatter’d with disgrace. 


Sir Peacock justly prides himself 
Upon his noble blood : 

His ancestors, in search of pelf, 
Came over with the flood. 

It is his duty to declare 
The rumour all a hoax, 

And that the implicated pair 
Are only common folks. 


Ane 


| Vesa 
tI 


Sir Peacock grants that arms and art 
May raise a man in time; 

Great learning, too, may rank impart, 
And skill in prose and rhyme. 

But when misfortune comes to pass, 
Or evil deed is done, 

The parties shan’t disgrace the class 
Of which Sir Peacock’s one. 

Sir Peacock Phraser likes to meet 


All people who're in luck ; 
With anyone he’s glad to eat 


| ADE 


Who leads the social ruck. AIRS i Sy 
But when about his former friend , an | ie 
There's scandal or a fuss, SO 





Sir Peacock cries, with nose on end, 
a Se eee : PROGRESSING BACKWARDS. 


Sanguine Papa :—“* Au, MY DEAR sIR, I ASSURE YOU THAT BOY OF MINER. HAS THE MOST 


A Barvtey Creprrte Removur.— That WONDERFUL TALENTs. HELL BE A GREAT MAN, SIR—A GREAT MAN!” 


Mr. Corney Grain is writing a cereal for Cunierl Friend :—“ Wet, OLD FELLOW, THEY SAY THE BO¥ IS FATHER TO THE MAN; 
the Cornhill. SO YOU'LL BE GETTING QUITE SENSIBLE YOURSELF, SOON!” 





attention of all the migratory tribes. Alas! that we cannot number 
ourselves among them. Yet, even if we could, the Lxrcursionist offers 

THE continuation of ‘This Son of Vulcan,” in London Soctety,is such an embarrassment of riches that we should very likely have to 
amusing, especially to those whose recollections of the’ days of pugilism stay in London from utter despair of making a ch vice. . 








SOME MAGAZINES FOR AUGUST. 


are in any way accurate. The sclection of real names and imaginary Mrs. Oliphant’s new story, “ The Curate in Charge,’ commences 
a eer eee ~ fistic ee - en Of in this month's Maemillae, and promises to be more than usually 
astonishment, were it no at those who pin their faith to * Fistiana”’ | :ntaresting Ihie isa hawever not ns eeedied an wee them @ Hen. 
and the sporting papers rarely or never read the magazines; which, for quige, for most serial’ novels, especially. the serial novels. written 
oe ot their moral and intellectual improvement, is to be regretted. ladiion in magazines, promise excee linely in their first numbers; but, 
kapler "18 sharper and better tempered than heretofore. ‘The S*. | ag a rule, the “ sustained effort” produces anything but a sustained 
James's seems pretty well devoted to serials and poetry, one specimen of interest. “A Chapter of University History” and “ A Dead Man” 
the latter being continuous. The work generally is good, but we | are the best of the other contributions. ‘ Cackoo” is rather silly 
trust Captain Boyton is not going to. run on in print for ever. La | verse, and therefore should be much praised by the reviewers. . 
Manche has been altogether very profitable to the inflater, despite the The Atlantic Monthly is as usual extremely attractive. In addition 
disappearance of the champagne. Tinsiey’s is a moderately good to a really fine poem by James Iussell Lowell, we find a continuation 
number, which might have been improved by the omission of Dr. | of Mark ‘I'wain’s “ Old Times,” which were to all appearance concluded 
Maurice Davies's “Status Quo,” and the substitution ot something some time back. ‘The humorist is at his best in this instalment, but 
more likely to interest the general reader. ‘That there is “nothing | eyen he and Lowell have to give pride of place to Oliver Wendell 
like leather this gentleman's contribution, though fairly enough Holmes, whose “ Old Cambridge’ only wanted to have been written 
written, pares for the 2-millionth time. : by an Englishman to become famous for all time. Serihner’s is full of 
Leah” and the novelties of fashionable life still astonish the good stuff admirably illustrated. The criticisms in both these 
readers of Temple Bar, which contains the first half of a good story | miscellanies on English and American art, literature, ete. are very able. 
called ** Bitter Fruit,” a title which, by the way, has been used under a. a os ; De 
various disguises before now. “Her Dearest Foo” is continued, and lhe two serial stories now running in the Gentleman's are about the 
the rest is fair enough if it is simply to be regarded as padding. But best things of the kind we have read for a lone while, and almost 
why pad? Being unable to answer, we turn tothe Arqvsy for inspira- co oo oo 
tion, and find it not. We find, however, what will do very well 
instead, a really good sixpen’orth. Henry Kingsley does once in a 
way as substitute for Johnny Ludlow, and the short poems have a 
pathetic feeling about them which compensates somewhat for lack of 
quality. By the way, we may as well ask here, Why is it the fashion 
now for magazine writers to make constant reference to George [liot ¥ 
Is it ‘by arrangement” or “kind permission?’ Anyhow, it is 


tinued” is quite enough at a time for one magazine. We are glad to 
note that the editor evidently thinks quality worth consideration in the 
selection of his contributions, a test so rarely applicd now-a-days that 
we had begun to fancy it was quite gone out of date. 

The Westminster lapers have lost their usual charm for us, t 
‘‘Pramatic Notes” being absent. The Sunday at Home and Le snre 
Hour are up to their usual high standard of excellence in the peculiar 
verv often. way they take, and a word of undilut 1 praise may at the same time 

The fashionable costumes in Le Follet are beautiful: so are the | be given to Golden Hours and its little companion, Sunsiine, tor their 
ladies who wear them. ‘The figures of the latter are, as a rule, | PUPS and extremely pleasant reading. 
suggestive of the extremely altitudinous society in which they move. We have also received:—Once a Week, Colburn’s New Month’y, 
Good Things 18 clever as well as good—the combination being } Penny Liiustrated, Hardwicke's Science CFO8StD, St. John’s Magazne fan 
sufficiently unusual to merit special remark; and the Gardener's | amusing little miscellany in its first No.), Journal of Horticu'ture, 
Magazine isindeed seasonable reading. Apropos of seasonable reading, | L7/e- Boat, Workman's Club Journal, Pavtographie News, Pictorial 
Cook's Excursionist, which we have not seen for a long time, claims the | World, etc., etc., ete. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Aug. 18, 1875. 


[CarToon. ] 


GIANTS AND PIGMIES. 


Kiicn meats, strong wines, a mansion fair, 
With flunkeys lounging in the hall; 
A carriage and a dashing pair, 
A butler grave, a porter tall: 
Of friends a vast and strong array, 
A song of praise from dulcet throats, 
A splendid dinner ev'ry day, 
A purse well lined with gold and notes. 
While, temp’ring all, there reaches to the sky, 
The widows’— orphans’—wild despairing cry ! 


Thus onward plods the giant thief— 
A thing of light, a joy for aye ; 
To him there comes nor pain nor grief,— 
His game is large—he finds it pay. 
And even should there come a crash, 
There's still a little private store ; 
THe merely moderates his dash, 
And lives contented as before. 
While petty thieves are made to weep and grieve, 
The moneymonger laughs within his sleeve. 


i 





Now that ve have at last arrived at the end of the Session, and have 
a little leisure for consideration, the position in which the people of 
ard to their pastors and masters might be 


England stand with reg: ’ 
made fair subject for disctissiou. Not only will the past six months of 


misrule in the House afford food for argument, but the conduct of 
those whom Providence has placed in other positions of trust and 
importance might be scrutinised with advantage. Providence must 
have been exceptionally thoughtful when decreeing that men should 


sit upon the Magisterial Bench whose knowledge of law is only paralleled for him, and, as a matter of course, he had to wait. 


by their ignorance of justice—such men as those whose latest act has 
been the punishment of a girl for being modest and virtuous. There 
is a consistency, though, about the acts of our great unpaid which 
possesses a ce rtain charm, and it would really seem wrong in any 
particular Bench to mete out justice and exhibit common sense to the 
express detriment of their fellow J.P.s in less enlightened portions of 
the country. Among other matters worthy of attention at the present 
time is that of a Judge who has been notoriously hard upon small 
sinners because they were members of the lower class, and who when 
he has a brutal ruffian of rank before him passes the most lenient 
sentence within his power; while, as he does so, his grovelling adula- 
tion of caste and its advantages is nauseatingly manifest. This must be 
remembered in fairness to those whose acts are so constantly the sub- 
ject of attention, and to whom we have just referred — the unpaid county 
magistrates. When these questions have been sufficiently discussed, 
and satisfaction with the present state of things is assumed, attention 
may be turned once more to the results of the recent Session, and the 
heaefits which are likely to accrue to the people therefrom. ‘The words 
of Mr. Disracli and his colleagues may, by inquiring minds, be com- 
pared with their deeds; and then—well, then, those of us who are not 
‘ontented with our present position, socially, morally, and politically, 
had better point out where a commencement should be made in the 
wavy of reform. Frankly, we could not ourselves decide, without 
more mental effort than is usual with us, where the first step is most 
necessary. 


A QUOD PRO QUO. 


KeNEALY thinks our judges fail, 
When sending men of mark to jail, 

To treat them like their poorer brothers : 
He thinks a culprit, though a “ swell,” 
Should make his bed and clean his cell, 

Ani do exactly like the others. 

We share his views, but beg to add 
A laugh within our sleeve we had 

When Dickson's arrow, shot at 1:andom, 
Taught Dewdrops witha vicious prod, 
He too has fared too wellin quod— 

Which was Quod erat demonstrandum. 


An Odyous Offence. 


Opy, a relieving officer of St. George’s, is doing nine months’ 


Mr. 


for spending money on himself that was intended for the poor. He 
much in demand among Uncharitable Organisation 


ought to be 
Societies when he comes out. He certainly understands the virtue 


upon which their officials prosper. 




















THE CRICKET OFF THE HEARTH. 


Or, Mice ANp Misery! A Moprern Nove. 





CuHartTenr I. 


WueEn John Smith came home to his tea that ev ening, it wasn’t ready 
John Smith wis 
a very patient man as a rule; and it had often been said of him that 
he rarely or never lost his temper, except when provoked. I can't 
vouch for this myself, except upon general principles, for I didn’t 
know John remarkably well. In fact, now I come to think about it, 
I didn’t know him at all, and am somewhat vague as to his name 
being Smith. But it was John anyhow, and, as has been already 
remarked, he was a man of extremely good temper, never flying in a 
passion unless there was some thing to provoke him—such as the pepper 
being too hot, or the vinegar too shi arp, or the salt too saline, or, as it 
might } be, the w: iter in which he was to wash too wet. All, as I take 
it, very good provocations too, and worthy of considerable attention ut 
the hands of philosophers. When John—yes, his name was John—was 
annoyed like this, he never allewed his passion to master him, and 
rarely went beyond the moderate act for a husband in these degener: ite 
days of throwing the offending things at his wife, or kicking the 
baby, or jumping on the lodger’ s hat and overcoat, which usually 
hung in the hall. This latter “performance ¥ was only ‘allowable when 
the lodger wasn't about himself. For John—I’m really now in doubt 
as to whether that is the right name after all—was not very quarrel- 
some, though as he said ‘himself as shouldn’ t, he had his little 
weaknesses, “and in the interests of common sense and the great British 
public felt obliged to give way to them. 

But we must go back for a time to discover why John—well, let us 
say John—had to wait for his tea. 


CuapTter IT. 


Mrs. William Brown was sitting by the fire nursing the baby. 
She was the wife of the gentleman mentioned in the last chapter, 
whose name was unfortunately stated to be Smith. The kettle was 
on the hob, and the bark was on the sea—I mean the dog was on 
the hearthrug; the baby was smiling in its sleep; and the cricket was 
on the hearth chirping away as it watched the muflins and crumpets 
being cooked for the tea of the proprietor, who was expected home 
shortly, quite unconscious of the fact that in the earlier portion of this 
veracious history his name had been tampered with. Of course he 

was a carrier;—he used to carry coals to Newcastle, pigs to Putney, 
to Barnes, hammers to Hammersmith, and whim- whams to 
Wimbledon. He was on his return journey now, and was expected 
to draw up his express goods van and tender every moment. And 
Mrs. John Brown—oh, what a nuisance—didn’t I tell you it was 
William Smith! —put on a fresh batch of pancakes, and gave the 
teapot an extra twist as she thought of the beaming face of her good- 
natured husband and his long and arduous voyages. 

Suddenly the cricket stopped and went to the. cupboard. Deprived 
of its cheerful voice, the lady of the house felt quite disconsolate. It 
was as if the one culminating point of the chief ingredientic portion 
of success were wanting ; and so she slowly, and in sorrow, followed 
to stir up the cricket, and discover why he was silent. But this 


deserves a chapter to itself. 
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Cuapter III. 


Mrs. Adolphus Robinson—I really must apologise, but after much 
investigation I find that that is the right name, and no other—opened | 
the door gently. Very. gently, and to slow music. 

Why does she turn ghastly pale ? 

Why does she shriek and fall to the ground, dropping the baby, 





thus giving the dog an opportunity of running off with the muffins | 


and crumpets, likewise the pancakes and the plate—of upsetting the 
teapot and the kettle, and sending everything to eternal smash ? 

Why, Oh why! Ochone, as well as w irrah-as-thrue ! 

Sitting bolt upright in the cupboard was a large mouse, with a circle 
of little mice round him, devouring the cricket, and evidently 
enjoying the repeat 

Oh horror! horror! Oh woe! woe! 

But it was no use saying woe, for they would not stay, and the | 
repast was more than half through. 

And the cricket was gone for aye and for evermore, and darkness | 
descended like a wet blanket on that devoted house, and on the grief 
and the grumbling within. 

And the landlord is of opinion that mousetraps might have pre- 
vented it, and a good cat would have been a dead certainty. 

While ‘the verdict of the pyblic was that it served the cricket right 
for giving up his natural and dignified position on the hearth and 
going in the cupboard. 
CHapter IV. 

After much investigation I find that the name of the sorely afflicted 
cricket proprietor was not as-given above. It was On second 
thoughts, however, I will reserve his right; name for a fortheoming 
novel of thrilling interest and.aristocratic tendencies. 


Tue. Enp. 











BIRDS. OF PASSAGE. 


By A Ne ERGOFARNORFORLONGFELLOW. 


Tue feathered songsters of the grove 
Are charming in. their: way.; 
Though:J prefer the birds that-rove 
The sea-girt: islea:of spray: 
The albatross, as Coleridge sung, 
Is monarch,.of them all; 
And dwells the-elements among, 
In sunshine and in squall! 


At Ramsgate youmay,;see the gull 
With angry, billowssfight ; 
At Brighton, too, and eke at Hull 
The storm-birds wing theircflight. 
But, oh! of all the tribes of air 
For swiftness when afloat, 
Commend me to the Osprey’s care— 
I mean the Woolwich boat ! 


Proof Thereof. 


At a public meeting recently held at Bedford to celebrate the 
release of Samuel Dawson, considerable disturbance was created by an 
individual who was immediately found to be insane. The rapidity 
with which a public decision concerning his mental condition was 
arrived at would be marvellous but for the fact that he upheld the 
treatment of Dawson, and praised the conduct of unpaid magistrates 
generally. Such proof naturally cut the throat of deliberation. We 
do not believe that his insanity was in any way connected with D. 7. 


Fit-ful. 

A MAN has just been sent to prison for “ scratching his wife with 
his finger nails.’”’ The wretch—thus to make a woman the sufferer by 
one of her own especial privileges! If he’d been a good man and true 
he would simply have knocked her down and then kic ked her. For 
this a fine of five shillings would have been very naturally considered 
quite suflicient, and he might have left the court and liquored “with 
his friends.” We are glad to note that now and again our county 
justices have some notion of the eternal fitness of things. 


— -- 


A Matter of Taste. 

A GENTLEMAN committed suicide the other day “ because he had 
money in the Turkish Bonds.’ This action, though prompt and 
decided, has in no way relieved the condition of the amount invested. 


Brown is of opinion that to commit suicide because you have money | temporal minds over spiritual matters. 


anywhere is a waste of energy. He only does it under an entirely 
opposite set of circumstances. 


* Brock OrnaMEnrs.”’—~Wool engravings. 
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| AN UPPER CLASS MISDEMEANANT. 


‘Corporat Butcuer, despite my efforts as an impartial judge, you 
been convicted of riding in a third-class railway carriage with 
The effect upon 
| your social and professional career will be agonising. The fat barmaid 
| at the Fife and Drum will cut you dead; you will be reduced to the 
| rank of a private and the pay of a pauper. In determining your 
| punishment I am not permitted by law to take these incidental griefs 
into consideration, nor have I the desire; but in the course of your 
trial I have observed that you beara small but possibly painful mole 
| on the salient angle of your nose. It is a mitigating circumstance 
| which I cannot overlook; and (casually explaining that if you had 
| been found guilty af/semeimpossible crime I should have mercilessly 
awarded you an inceneceivable penalty) I now pass upon you a sentence 
| appropriate to the- actual circumstances of the case. First, you are 
| fined £1,000,000, the court taking an I O U for that amount. 
| Secondly, you will be confined for one year in Buckingham Palace, in 
such a way, and under-such conditions, as will be most agreeable to 
youand your friends. And now, miscreant, begone!’’ 

With these terrible words ringing in my ears I bowed profoundly 
to the Judge, and left theCourt+room, A constable met me at the door, 
and seemed about to lay his dirty hand upon my shoulder, I stopped 
—I transfixed him with.a look! Slowly, icily, and with military 
hauteur I pronounced his.doom : 

‘‘ Get farther away—IL won't. have you so near!” 

Words fail me to deseribe the effect of this speech. Humiliated, 

| discomfited, dumbfoundered, and flabbergasted, that shrinking minion 
of thelaw: turned miserably upon his.heel, and slunk away, muttering 
that he had heard it before, 

Stretching away from, the door. of the Court-room—where a 
mysterious black dog had; now taken, position, and was clearing his 

throat-preparatory to executing the Dead. March in Sau/, a performance 
afterward favourably. criticised in a. daily paper—was a double row of 
helmeted caitiffs, extending to the of Buckingham Palace. ‘They 
looked like an avenue, of: poplars. in a Rrench landscape. Down this 
avenue I stalked with haughty, mien, my, soul aflame at the indignity ! 
I was wrong; either.they had been,put there merely to do me rever- 
ence, or they had heard, as by. electrical: transmission, my crushing 
reply to the myrmidon atthe door. Anyhow, they successively bowed 
with silent deference as I pasgedi Thee ffect was peculiar ; the bobbies 
bebind,and before stood in emphatic rigidity—those to the right and left 
bending. in explanatory, absequiousness. Moving, a parenthetical “ I,” 
down. this avenue of admiration. points, I arrived at the gates of my 
prison house. My subsequent fate may be best described in the words 
of the Court Newsman :— 

‘* Corporal Butcher was, in the first instance, placed in the throne 
room, and throughout his term of, captivity will be kept separate from 
her Majesty's menials, whose duty it will be. to wait on him. He is 
allowed to wear the royal robes, order his meals from the royal 
kitchens, dine off the royal plate, and use, if necessary, the royal 
appetite. The Governments of France, Spain, Portugal, and 
Germany have been requested to supply wines to his order, not 
exceeding a tun per day. He is not required to wash his own face nor 
trim his own nails, these services being performed by the Lord Cham- 
berlain, in the absence of a certain Exalted Personage. ‘lhe books in 
the British Museum and the pictures in the National Gallery have 
been placed at his disposal, and all Pickford’s vans chartered for their 
conveyance to the Palace. Ile may write or receive as many letters as 
he likes, provided only that he use none but perfumed ink and 
gilt-edged paper, and corearpone only with respectable people or 
members of the aristocracy. Lastly, he may have in as many friends 
as he may wish to see, with their wives, children, wet nurses and 
dead ancestors — the last in wicker coflins from the depot at Stafiord 
House.” 

Such, alas! is the hard lot of a railway passenger who sought 
accommodation of a class superior to that for which he had taken a 


ticket ! 


| rm ave 
| the intention of being a first-class misdemeanant. 


———— 


Rival Organs. 

Tue editor of the Norwich Dispatch has called the editor of the 
Norwich Argus“a musical bung,” and paid £20 for the privilege. 
Had he used the term ‘melodious lie”’’ instead the result would 
probably have been more in harmony with his feelings, and he would 
have got off with a lower note. 





caseaauieaaaaaiaizaiin 
| ‘‘ Milk for Babes.” 

| Mr. GLapsTone writes to a German author on the limited power of 
This is as it should be. 
Having settled the question of French wines along time back, Mr. 
Gladstone now turns his attention to German spirits. 


An Iptz Worsuip.—A citiaiie on his holiday. 





ne ae 
ess sss street 


ee steers 


| 
7~ 





Jagitt ih 








r 


Ah ny os 
. MM Me 


~—ieran © 
- . _ , 7. 
fAvevust 21, 1875 











Zz 


if Ye 
VAT 


Ww 







O ERIN, MY COUNTRY!” 


‘““]’vE NoT SEEN YOUR GRANDFATHER ABOUT LATELY, Buippy. 


Is HE UNWELL ? 


5 99 


‘Is IT UNWELL, YE SAY, MISS? SURE THEN, THE HEADACHE HE'S GOT IN HIS BIG TOES WOULD DO YOUR EYES GOOD TO SEB, LADY. 


Ilis SHUFFERIN’ IS 





THE FORCE OF EXAMPLE. 


Tur trial of Colonel Baker, or rather the shameless publicity given 
to it by the daily newspapers, has borne the fruit that might have been 
expected from so lusty but unwholesomea tree; already no fewer than 
four men have been arrested on charges of indecent assault in railway 
For these the public are undoubtedly indebted 


. ‘* 
Carriayves., ** cases 


but whether the accused have imitated Colonel Baker, or the accusers 
Miss Dickinson, we have not the confidence to say. <As the alleged 
oifenders are all in a humble way of life it is at least certain that their 
judges will not imitate Mr. Justice Brett. \ 
to gaol, form the habit and manner of their lives upon the model of 
* the first-class misdemeanant.” On the contrary, they will be 
aubstemious and industrious, shunning the society of their friends, 
rigidly eschewing the intellectual companionship of even the best 
books and finest works of art, and performing their own menial offices 
with meekest humility. In short, they will show by their general 
demeanour that, however weakly they may have acted in ** a moment 
of impulsive gallantry,” they utterly disapprove of the common gaol 
being degraded to a bower of bliss for sybaritic symposia. 
our contemporaries, we observe, do not. 


Morro ror Print Co__ecrors.—First impressions are best. 


to the stimulating effect of the famous tria] upon the imitative faculty ; | 


Nor will they, if they go | 


Many of | 


AWFUL, BUT, AS HE SAYS, HE BEARS IT FOR HIS SHINS, AND THE HONOUR OF OULD IRELAND.” 





‘“LONG TO RAIN OVER US.” 


In Phoenix Park Home Rulers lately met 
To hear their Butt old Ireland's wrongs review, 
But madly fled before the drenching wet, 
Which fell in streams and quickly soaked them through. 
"Twas ever thus, no ground can rebels gain 
Aguinst the influence of @ steady rergn. 





——_ 


A Vocal Cataract. 


As an example of elegant diction, nothing could be finer than this 
sentence from the Datly Telegraph's report of a mecting at Bedford :— 
‘“Mr. Bull followed, dilating on the geranium case, amidst a perfect 
cascade of hooting and groans.’ From the words ‘“dilating”’ and 
‘perfect cascade” we infer that the speaker was a swell, and his 
uudience’s vocal organs were consummately retch-ed. 





A Base Singer. 


A GENTLEMAN rejoicing in the name of Famero, who combines 
operatic chorus singing with wife assaulting, has had a duet with 
Mr. Newton to the tune of forty shillings or a month. If celebrity 
has tainted Signor Famero’s name he might appropriately reverse it, 
and call himself a hero de femme. 
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SPORT IN TH — FN 
E CITY.—A_ MISS-FIRE. hh 

John Bull:—“NEVER MIND, I MUST TRY AGAIN AND SEE IF I CAN’T BRING DOWN SOME OF THE CARRION. itt hi 
BETTER LUCK NEXT TIME.” ee 
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And by every | lan 


SONGS OF A SUBURB. lid that elderly man 


—— Attempt to astonish that neighbour, in vain, 


| No IV.—THE IMPASSIBLE NEIGHBOUR. Though he'd frequently cal 


— 


To him over the wall, 
When he'd make the disclosure again and again. 


Fiver scorning defeat, 
He would often repeat : 
‘* F will try till some sign of surprise he reveals.”’ 
And the gibbet he got, 
Which enlivens the spot, 
And he took and he hung himselt up by the heels! 
“T will feign to be dead!’” 
He triumphantly said 
‘* And my neighbour's surprise I am bound to secure! ”’ 
But the neighbour came out, 
And observed him, in doubt, 
Tr’s a fact. that a mind And ke punctured him through with a spike, to make sure. 
Even slightly refined * ° « e 
| Must wonder at greatly, as well as deplore, 
That a skeleton swings 
With the linen and things 
At the end of the neat little garden next door. 
By such an affair 
Being constantly there, 
I fancy the place's appearance is marr d ; 
Anda gibbet is quite 
An unusual sight 
For a villa to have in its little back yard. 
When you say, “ What the deuce 
Is the possible use 
Of that fanciful structure’s attracting the eyes r”’ 
Your ears they regale 
With the following tale 





i 
’ ! 





Of the Neighbour Who Wouldn’t Give Way To Surprise! | 
. « * * * 
When we'd people to tea, There s the skeleton yet, 
hued en eee’ t oaen Though the house has been let 
4 Os F rt. 4 
As to any amusement to keep us alive, To a number of tenants—too many to tell; 
e « . 4 ) , « ’ 7, . 
Ws aleave wenkd cond | But they all of ’em say 
: That “ it ain’tin the way, 


For our volatile friend 

At a thousand six hundred and seventy-five. 
We would practise the art 
Of affecting to start 


And there’s something uncommon about it, as well!”’ 


ttt 


| On detecting his smart little knock at the door ; CONSCIENTIOUS UNDER DIFFICULTIES. 
| And our bosoms were glad, ‘T'HOsE who are interested in the doings of juries may be satisfied to, 
| For we knew that he had , find that the good people of Gloucester can produce a twelve witha | 
.\ couple of little surprises in store. | density power which might fairly be registered at twenty even among | 
| On hearing him state provincial “ palladia.” An hotelkeeper brought an action against one | 
. He was seventy-cight, ; | of the sufferers by the Shipton railway accident of Christmas-eve 
We would greet him with eyes that were awfully big, | Iast—a lady, who, being an unwilling guest, naturally pleaded net 
| And we'd jump with dismay, indebted. The honest jurors evidently thought so too, as, after 
: When he'd suddenly =y— ; a hearing the case, they brought in a verdict against the Great Western 
‘Now you wouldn t believe that I’m wearing a wig - Railway Company for £100. On being reminded that the Great | 
- oa his Western Railway was not a party to the action they again retired, 
With expressions of doubt { and presently delivered a ‘rendio! for the defendant for £100.” 


2 S at we didn’t believe it, and stare ; ; 
{nd protest that we d t »é é they once more retired,to emerge with still another verdict, which 


And the party would stand 


} 

| 

| Tew ell it about : ‘gq dP ; 

| We would tell it ’ seing again instructed that the defendant did not claim anything, 
' 

: 

| incorporated both those already given, but which wound up with an 
' 


‘ii iis ete Se 1 intieneniae to the efiect that the judge was there to judge, and that he 
Oe i et Bae | ad better do his duty. If his lordship pleased he might alter the 

(An otetdlentone bore)— verdict as he thought fit. W e believe that Mr. Cross and the Lord 

Wienld amile with slelitite Giles « pig Chancellor, taking into consideration the worthiness of these men, and 
. : © ’ their fitness for advecating the true Conservative causc, are about to 


With no sign of surprise 


Ton tikes tesleneii aened consult Mr. Disraeli on the advisability of appointing them to the 


Commission of the Peace. And why not? ‘They would certainly 


When he told him this tale of the age and the wig! temper the high-class and educated zeal of such men as Moore, of 
Spalding, while they could never sink below the moral level ef such 


brainless inanities as the Morpeth muddlers. 





Dogged Determination. 

A boc recently entered the shop of a Nottingham baker and scizing 
a loaf of stale bread ran away. Being pursued, it sought sanctuary 
by squeezing itself into a drain pipe. The “ subsequent proceedings ” 
were of an uninteresting character ; but it was an odd thing for a dog 
to do—creep into a drain-pipe with a loaf of bread! We can think of 
but one explanation: the creature may have belonged to a maker of 
sausages, and having observed the ingredients employed in the manu- 
facture of those comestibles, thought it would make one, never dream- 
ing that anybody could have the heartlessness to molest a passive 
and unoffending saveloy! 
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THE BRITISH WORKMAN.—BY ONE WHO DOESN’T BELIEVE IN HIM. 
PHASE SECOND.—PIECE-WORK. 











“Wants a’ouse built?) Right yer are—you leave it to me.” ** No good ’angin’ about and! considerin’ with a jobo’ this sort, Git it done afore it spoils! ”’ 
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** Why, ’ere’s ’arf the day gorn, and on’y the second storey! Bina considerin’ too much!”’ ** Jest chuck the roof on, and there you are !”’ 
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** Now, then—whadjer want a-touchin’ of it afore it’s dry?” ‘“‘There now Wodder tell yer?” 
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A PORTER'S CONFESSION. 


I am a porter at Baker-stree ‘t Station. 

I bought a hap’orth o’ ripe apr icocks off a barrow last night, and 
I'm afraid something’s going to ’appen. 

I shouldn't like to die with anythink on my mind, and I should feel, 
maybe, easier like in my stummick if I made a clean breast of it. 

I’ve been porter on the U nderground, man and boy, these three 
years come next 2.45 main line express as ever is. If | wander a bit 
now and then put it down to them apricocks. 

Baker-street Station ain’t over lively—it’s dark ; and there's a smell 0’ 
lucifer matches about it as is irritatin’ to the system. Folks gits out at it 
what's going to see murderers, and Ke nealys, and kings, and other 
horrors, : and ¢ altogether t’aint the sort o’ place to see things cully der 
hose, as the swells say. I got on there well enough at first though. 
Sometimes there was a old gent coughed hisself into a fit with the 
sulphur, sometimes it was a old lady head over heels down them brass 
bound stairs of ourn; there was gen’rally something to amuse a fellow. 
I used to slam the doors loud and ji um the third classes’ fingers in, and 
altogether things was bearable. But arter we got that order it was 
the biggest spree you ever see. 

What order? Why, the order to chuck ’em in. 

You see, the trains ‘don’ t wait long on our line, and passengers is 
ockard —specially afternoon passengers, which is generally old gents, 
and kids, and women a-shoppin’. ‘The way they used to get one leg 
in the train and the other on the platform just as the train was st rt- 
ing was somethin’ offal! 

‘At first we used to hit em in the stummick and pull ’em back, but 
they was so ockard they'd tumble under the train, and them news- 
paper chaps, which is always a-hanging about for accidenks, used to be 
down on us in their horgins. 

So at last the governor—that’s Mr. Miles—he sent orders along 
the line that when we see a passenger a-hesitatin’ we was to chuck | 
him in. It was no good a-askin’ of ’em where they wanted to go to, 
"cos they never knew theirselves under ten minutes to a quarter. You 
never sce such a game as we had arter that. If them apricocks ‘ud 
keep quiet I could laugh at it now. 

We got such dabs at chuckin’ ’em in that ina month we could chuck 
in a dozen arter the train had started. 

We practised on the third-classes first, but the seconds was the best 
mark, ’cus they generally had parcels, and dropped ’em. 

But the offal part of it is—and that’s what them apricocks is a-makin’ 
my imind uneasy about—we never knew where half o’ the folks got 
to. When they got out at one station if they wasn’t pretty smart 
they got chucked in again, and tossed about from train to train till 
our ed superintendent couldn't a-told where they'd turn up at last. 

I see one old gent up and down the line over three weeks, and he 
must a got shifted on to the Districk, ’cos a month arter that I see a 
reward of £20 in the papers for his whereabouts. 

Some folks, they do say, used to get out up the line and settle there, 
and some o’ the old ladies got to the Manshun House and was took 
away in busses, and never heard on again. One of the guards told me 
one day as lots of ’em got shifted into Midlands and Northerns at 
Moorgate, and was in the workhouses and lunatic asylums o’ Bedford 
and Manchester, and such like places. 

At first the relatives used to goto the head office, knowin’ they'd 
been on our line, and make inquiries about ’em, and we used to let ’em 
stand at the stations to see if they would recognise ’em as the trains 
went through. Lut we used to chuck them in, too, or I’m afraid they 
didn’t find ’em. 

I know there’s many a empty chair in a’ome, the occupants o’ 
which is a-wandering house less over the railway system o Hingland 
through me a-chucking of ’em in, and it’s that what makes these 
apricocks so hard to bear. 

I should die happier if I thought some on ‘em ’ud turn up all right 
some day, and if anything happens to me, sir, ’praps you'd tell the 
governor that that order o’ his makes it hard for a cove when 
apricocks is a-working on his conscience! You will? Thankee 
kindly, sir. 


Foreign Intelligence. 


A REMARKABLE instance of sagacity comes from Belgium. An 
engine-driver died suddenly while the train was at full speed. The 


result might have been terrible had it not been that the engine seemed 
quite sensible of the state of affairs, and actually allowed itself to be 
stopped by an unfamiliar hand. The event has caused quite a commotion 
in the neighbour hood. ‘Ww eather wonderful. 





CUR LOST. 
OST,a SCOTCH COLLIE. Was last seen at Guildhall Police-court, 
4 where his tale and his marks were the subject of inquiry. Had 
a white collar round his neck, and answers to the name of Alexander. 
Whoever will bring him to C. Bailey, a/ias Old Bailey, will receive 
One ‘Thousand Pounds reward. 
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THE FAITHFUL MATE. 


‘Tue mate he stood and he grasped a cup, 
And his smile was light and gay, 

And he rolled a bit as his crew came up ; 
And the crew they said, said they :— 

‘* Prepared we be for to put to sea, 
And the captain's temper’s bad 

When he has to wait for his damng mate ; ; 
And you'd best look sharp, you had!’ 

But the mate he said, with a trembling lip, 
As he drained his goblet’s dregs, 

‘‘No! the mate will stand by the good old ¢ Ship.’ 
While the mate can keep his legs!” 


And the mate went in for to fill his-cup, 
With his quid between his teeth ; 

And the host was a-pumping somethink up 
With an engine, from beneath. 

And the host he saw it was bad for him 
For to have one drop more malt, 

So water, up to that goblet’s brim, 
He poured, with a ‘pinch of salt. 

That mate he took but a single dip, 
And he found it reether weak, 

And he said, * Ill be off from this ‘ere old 
As I find she’s sprung a leak!” 


‘Shup,’ 


So the'crew went off with an angry frown 
And a word we will not speak, 

But the mate he grinned, and the mate sat down 
(For his legs were dreadful weak). 

And the good ** Ship”’ closed, and the landlord dozed, 
And the silence round was deep ; 

And the pot-boy’s snore was heard once’ mere ; 
And the good “ Ship ’’ sank—to sleep. 

As he tapped in vain for a final drink 
The mate could only w vep : 

‘‘ When the good old *Ship,’”’ he eried, “ shallsink, 
Then the mate shall sink—to sleep.”’ 








‘‘The Noble Salvage.’ 
steamer Navarino has towed to Southampton the schooner 
Henry, which she had unfortunately run down and almost sunk. 
The master of the Navarino has been much applauded in benevo- 
lent circles for not abandoning the crippled vessel, and we believe the 
Royal Humane Society have it in contemplation to bestow upon him 
their gold medal for saving life. Before hazarding any of our own 
scanty stock of commendation upon this problematical benefactor we 
shall wait to see if he bring an action for salvage. 


THE 


_— 


An Impending Event. 

3eING arrested on a charge of murder the other day, Philip 
Goddard reflected for a moment, and then thoughtfully remarked, 
‘| suppose it will be a hanging match.’ Mr. Goddard’s notions of 
what constitutes a “match” are manifestly nebulous. Except m a 
homely familiar sense—from its having brimstone possibilitie 8 of fire 
at the end of it—this @vent can hardly be called a “ match,” for one 
competitor is certain to win by “a neck.’ Considering the admitted 
probability of his initiation, Mr. Goddard will, we are sure, pardon 
our use of a technical expression pertaining to the mysteries of the 


Turf. 


Class Legislation. 


Coronet Baxenr is styled “a first-class misdemeanant.” We pre- 
sume because his misdemeanour took place in a first-class carriage. 
Henceforward let the term “ first-class” be applied to anything 
that is the vilest of its kind. 


Another for Mr. Thoms. 
An old lady aged 103-has died from fallmg out of bed. It is 
probable that she was endeavouring to reach»her next birthday, and 
overbalanced herself. 





A ‘*Conn’’-undrum. 


Wuen Mr. Boucicault plays in the Shaughraun at Drury-lane, why 
will he be like both sides of a question ?—Because he'll be a Pro and 
Conn. 





Wuy does an Editor call himself “* We ’’~—Why, indeed! Because 


if he called himself “ I’’ it would be singular. 
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‘LIBERTY IS SWEET.” 
Devout Old Lady has offered boy sixpence each Sunday if he will go to 





I CAN EARN A ROB OUTSIDE! No, THANKEE, MUM; 
” 


THE BoB—and the tanner too ! 





DOTS AND LINES. 

Lorp Denszany, in the course of a placid conversation in the 
Upper House upon the Merchant Shipping Pill, proves that occasionally 
hereditary titles fit their wearers. Dunce-inaney or Dunce-any-amount 
might, however, be a slight i improve ment for present use. — Gentle- 
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generations. — Man fined for allowing billiards at an illegal hour. 
Was heard to siy that it was a mere bagatelle. ‘* Writ of error” 
consequent on the remark. = Two people at Brighton sent to prison 
for illegal sporting—gunnery without a proper licence. They had 
been shooting the moon. = Ryde Regatta. Ryding at anchor before 


starting is at this mastionlar regatta a special and peculiar feature. 
Technical aquatic reporters, particularly those on the Telegraph, 
should note this fact. — Morpeth magistrates virtually fine a servant 
girl £3 10s. for practising a virtue they couldn't understand. Per- 
haps, however, they wished to dic ourage such ambitious notions in 


rr 


excitement manifest, as the general inhabitants considered it only a 
miner matter. — Prizes just awarded for essays on the objectionable- 
ness of the ‘‘ damnatory clauses of the Athanasian Creed.” The right 








but LI’LL po IT FoR 


man decreed to be mad because he thought he had won £50,000 on the | 
Derby. And another £50,000 from an official of Marborough House. | 
This latter supposition was considered snitlicient proof for three | 


their own families. — Vitman kicked to death at Wakefield. No | 


| A CAUTION. 


Ou, swell on misdemeanour bent, 
Who helpless maidens would betray, 
Know e’er you work your fonl inte nt 
The price, if caught, you'll have to pay. 
If you the vilest outrage try, 
And means to “ square” oro be found, 
A gentle judge, with groan and sigh, 
Will fine you just tive bendy l p und. 
Think of it, think of it,—then, if you can, 
Risk such a punishment, dissolute man. 


A year in prison yon may get, 
Two private rooms will be your own, 
And by command of Justice Brett 
The best attention vou'll be shown. 
Your friends may eal and smoke a ‘ie , 
And join you ji a friendly glass 
And kindly warders duly fee d 
May e’en allow the fair to pass. 
Think of it, think of it,—then, if you can, 
Risk such a punishment, dissolute man. 


The daily papers cut and aired, 
The latest novels, plays, and mags, 
| Repasts, by chosen cooks prepared, 
Will cheer the time that slowly drags. 
Your boon companions, when they list, 
May spend an idle night with you, 
And play a dozen games of whist, 
Or have an evening's quiet loo. 
Think of it, think of it,—then, if you can, 
Risk such a punishment, dissolute man. 


And if perchance the army claims 
‘The bliss of calling you her son, 
‘The bravest men and fairest dames 
Will cheer your exile with * Well done !”’ 
Then, when your year of grief is o’er 
Acain mid f: ishion’ s pets you'll stand, 
| Your ‘ little scrape’’ dukes may deplore, 
And princes shake you by the hand. 
Think of it, think of it,—then, if you can, 
| Risk such a punishment, dissolute man. 
church. | 
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the Spout.” 


Boy :-—‘* WHAT, SIT IN THERE AN ’AVE TO LISTEN TO PREACHER WHILE | ; u ” F 
: | A Common Sort or Wartcu “ Movement.” —* Up 








to express adverse opinion as to dramatic representation is, however, 
strictly reserved by prize winners. = Midland Railway takes £50,000 
more than in corresponding half-year of 1874, despite the abolition of 
second-class carriages. Mr. Allport gets the merited advant age of 
both cash and credit. = Ju. liamentary roguery. Pro-roguery, 


A Gordon Kazaot. 


Master Ronert Gorpon, aged 10, who wis sentenced by a 
clergyman to one month's imprisonment and five years’ reformatory, 
is to be helped out of his trouble by the Hame Secretary. Robert's 
ofience was putting a pebble on a railway to hear it go scrunch. 
‘There is a great moral in the case: clergymen upon the bench are 
stones upon the rails of Justice, calculated to throw the train of 
common sense off the line. After recent exposures, the persons who 
continue to place them there should be as severely punished as was 
little Gordon. 


~ 


NOTICE '—On Wednesday next, 
THE HOLIDAY DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN. 


Prorvusety ILLusTRAtTeD.—Oxe Penny. 
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CADBURY’S 





| _ARE THE VERY BEST.’’ |i Se Lis 





from Dr. Calthrop, 4 Victoria- 
terrace, Hackney-wick, London. 


} ya ~ M bDiing. Produces sleep. Improves 
‘1 the Appetite. All Chemists, 
Ie. 1).; post free, f r stamps, 
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PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch, 
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Fiteswellington (who's nautieal or nothing) :-—* Monn’G; NICE FRESH MORN’G ? 


Jiottin in :—* "TIDE, SIR} WELL, IT'S PRETTY TIDEY, SIR, IF YOU 





A HOLIDAY WITH ROYALTY. 
(By Spectra, Rerorter, And Private Wine.) 
SukEFrIELD, Aug. 20th. 

I recetvep your note, and the information that this was to be a 
regular fashionable holiday number, which affected me considerably. 
At the word holiday, recollections crowded thick and fast on my 
haggard brow, and I thought of the time when the pursuit of pleasure 
had not sapped my vital energies, and, as it were, sunburnt my very 
soul. The happy days of childhood rose up before me, and remem- 
brance of the time when I had not achieved greatness, before princes 
of the blood and dukes royal basked in my smiles and asked me to 
remember them in my articles, passed as ina vision. Als! for the 
happy days of childhood; when I had not to be special and pictorial, 
and when life was not a continuous telegram containing private and 
exclusive intelligence! 

But knowing that, sir, my first duty is to you, and not to my 
recollections and reminiscences, I determined to take my holiday at 
Sheffield, and dazzle your readers with a description of the manner in 
which heirs to the throne and picturesque descriptive writers are 
treated in Yorkshire. So I sent off a message to Marlborough House, 
accepting the invitation which, under other circumstances, I should 
have scorned to accept, and made my preparations. I may as well 
tell you, by the way, that recently there has been a coldness between 
Wales and myself, owing to my refusal to accompany him across the 
briny. In the first place, I don’t care for party-coloured socicty, and 
secondly, I look to the shooting season to give me rest and peace. I 
am going downto Lord Vortcullis’s, there to make one of a_ battue 
which is expected to do great things. His lordship has had all the 
game, pigs, and poultry specially tamed, and with his patent swivel 
guns, sky-rockets, water-shells, and other novel expedients, he trusts 
to have neither a bird nor a beater left on the estate at the end of the 
I have particularly marked down one of the latter for my 
quarry, as I find that it is quite the aristocratic thing to pepper the 
plebeians, while it certainly insures you consideration among the 
high-bred patricians with whom you move, as well. Besides, in a 
battue it is best to show that you cin shoot something besides 


Seas m . 





MUST KNoW! 


COMMON FOLKS’-TONE. 


Tlow’s TIDE T DAY 7 


SoRT O' TIDE AS MAKES A FELLER ’ORFUL THIRSTY, SIk.”’ 














| what constantly perches on the muzzle of your gun or crouches urder 
| your feet. 
| But to return to my holiday at Shefiicll. Well, I met ‘he royal 
| party at King’s Cross, and so as to escape the observatics of the 
crowd who might have been impertinent in their questions abvut me, 
I took up my position under ene of the seats of the special carriage. 
Of course, this cost mea trifle extra, but then [ am aware thet you 
are not particular to a pound or two on such a special emergency. <As 
soon as we were started, I crawled forth, and we had quite a jolly 
time on the way down, I can assure you. ‘The prince had a flask, I 
had a paper of sandwiches, the princess had a packet of pastry ; and 
so with the merry jest, the jocund song, and an occasional dip into the 
cool cup which the railway authorities provided and transmitted 
from the guard’s brake by special communication, the time jxtssed 
right merrily, and in due course we ran safely into the good town of 
Sheffield. 

Shortly before we arrived tlere, however, I resumed my position 
under the seat, having shaken hands with the royal party all round, 
and received a special reminder of the next quiet night in Pall Mall 
before H.R.H. sets out. ‘Then I lent one or two of the equerries a 
trifle each; but as that will be found duly charged in my expenditure 
account, I need not refer to it further just here. Also there 1s a small 
item for my share of the shandygaff taken with some German princes 
at the departure station—and theirs too, as none of them had been here 
long enough to get any money. So of course I paid. But you will 
find all my allowance properly reckoned up in the enclosed statement. 

The success which has attended me deserves, I fancy, some lasting 
testimonial of your gratitude. Let other reporters tell of the Royal 
appearance, of the town, of the station, of the ball, and of the many 
other things with which a common, not to say general, public are so 
well familiar. Suffice it to say, sir, that to von, and you alone, 
belongs the honour of possessing a representative who rides with 


rovalty and yet retains his reason. And his return ticket. 
P.S.—Adicu! I have showna duplicate of this to the editor of a 
daily paper of wide world and high class circulation. Ile savs I am 


indeed worthy ; and has given me a special retainer, with unlimited 
licence in the way of yarn-spinning and expenditur 
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THE PURSUIT OF LUNGEVITY. 


Client (who meets his Lawyer “ quite promiscuous like”) :— 


“Ha! Run pown TO BLOW OFF THE COBWERBs, EU? ” 


Lau yer -—“ Just 80—JUST 80; OUR lung VACATION, YOU SEE!” 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

Tue danger of depending on entirely new pieces, which are likely 
to be expensive as well as doubtful, and the dearth of dramatic authors 
of excellence and ability, together with many other things interesting 
to the philosophical play goer, are shown in the production of Spectres- 
heim at the Alhambra. ‘This piece, originally called 4A Romantic Idea, 
was written by Mr. Planché a great many years ago, and having been 
very successful in town and country, was occasionally reproduced, 
notably in ‘67 at the Olympic, with Mr. Charles Mathews in the 
principal part. ‘There is little beyond the original framework in 
Spectresheim, the dialogue having been almost entirely re-written by 
Mr. Robert Reece. This patchwork is like cloth of frieze on cloth of 
gold, but fertunately incongruities are by no means opposed to the 
tastes and dispositions of Alhambra visitors. Besides, the mounting 
and scenery are admirable, and the dresses both gorgeous and in good 
tiste. The company, too, now depends more for success on ability 
than on cheek, or claque; and if only because of the improvement in 
the stage-management at this house, we should be inclined to praise 
Mr. Cave's latest effort. ‘There is, though, a good deal in Spectresheim 
worth hearing and seeing entirely on its merits, the latter sense 
having a decided call owing to the splendid costumes and scenery of 
Messrs. Maltby and Calcott, and the marvellously weird antics of the 
Majiltons. ‘These three grotesques are a treat of no mean order in 
themselves. 

Mr. F. Maccabe and his impersonations have been very popular 
during the past ten days in Islington, the Philharmonic being 
extremely well filled to welcome the “ wandering minstrel’’ home. 
Mr. Maccabe’s cecentricities are too well known to need, any descrip- 
tion at our hands; but we may as well remark that the vivacity and 
v>esatility for which this “entertainer ’’ was well known before his 
departure have not been left in America, but are as conspicuously 
present as ever. Mr. Maccabe seems to thoroughly enjoy his own 
fan, a peculiarity which should at once lead to inereased personal 
i isp ction—and infection. 

The series of Promenade Concerts usual at this season of the year 








is progressing very satisfactorily to all concerned. The people are not 
deterred by heat from visiting a place where their musical appetites are 
so well cared for, and are encouraged to attend by wet. The singers 
and instrumentalists are nightly in receipt of proof that their efforts 
are appreciated, the refreshment bars are well patronised, the “ front” 
| is.carefully tended ; and so harmony and success are supreme, even if 
| their authority be divided just now, at Covent Garden Theatre. 











A LAPSUS LINGUA. 


Tue Reverend Brown, in matrimony’s chains 

A pair uniting, gave a short address. 
Ile spoke of wedlock, all its joys and pains, 

Its power at times to curse as well as bless. 
When “ marriage blends two lives,’”’ he would have said, 
But slipped his tongue and gave out “ blinds”’ instead. 
No need, good sir, the blunder back to call; 
* Blinds ” is too oft the right word after all. 


The Very Thing. 

A rexociots contemporary thinks that Colonel Baker's crime was 
“almost deserving of capital punishment.” Well, if pleasantly- 
furnished lodgings, lots of nice books to read, good dinners, a pint of 
wine a day, and the society of congenial friends is not capital punish- 
ment, we should like to know what is. Fiat experimentum—— well, 
say on one of our numerous rejected contributors. 





A Bottle Imp. 


} 

| A GENTLEMAN of some three summers has drunk himself from the 

| cradle to the tomb out of his father’s brandy bottle. The verdict of 

| the coroner’s jury practically blames the father for leaving heeltaps, 

'and warns him to drink deeper for the future. Sir Wilfrid Lawson 

has dry-nursed adult teetotallers for some time; he might now try his 
hand at weaning babies—trom the bottle. 
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OPEN TO IMPROVEMENT. 


Mrs. Muagqins :—“ Now tTHen, Betsy ANN, FOR SHAME! A SUCKING OF YER MOTHER'S TREACLE LIKE THAT!” 
I9 , ’ 
B.A. :—“'Ow HELSE WOULD YER LIKE IT DONE! SHOW ME A BETTER WAY, AN’ I'LL WERRY SOON TRY IT; YAH! 


DOTS AND LINES. 
Prince or Waxes visits the town of blades. Perhaps he intends to | 
sharpen himself up before exhibiting himself abroad. = Duke of | 
3uckingham to be dined shortly. Doesn't a duke get a dinner every | 
day ¥ Yes, but it’s a great step from the county of Bucks to the 
empire of Bucksheesh. — Earl Russell writes to prove that Daniel 
O'Connell refused to encourage strikes or insurgency. Of course. 
Like all true patriots he objected to any movement which interfered 
with his own position or importance. — Health of the Pope consider- 
ably improved. Lord Oranmore and Browne considers this should be 
explained.— Mr. Joseph Arch goes to Paris shortly. As the English 
labourers’ representative of the proper Are de Triomphe. = Statists 
report that Mr. Joseph Cowen was the most regular attendant at the | 
House during the past Session. Naturally; isn’t he the “ Daily 
Chronicle” for Newcastle. — Execution of Mark Fiddler. Mr. 
Fiddler's last appearance was as a dancer as well. — Gentleman dis- 
charged from a Southern lunatic asylum “ cured.”” Proves that pre- 
vention is better than cure by attacking his wife with a poker as soon | 
ashe arrives home. Is to be * cured” a little more in the future — | 
Captain Webb will make another trial. Such a persistent Webb 
reminds one of the traditional spider. = Queen’s yacht runs down and 
destroys small vessel. General indignation that common people should 
dare to get in the royal way and be drowned. 


Mr. FLowenrs is becoming so brilliant at Bow-street that soon he won't 
be “asked down” there till after dinner. And then only on Sundays. 
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True Succes:. 

Wer have not been specially requested to contradict the rumour that 
the hold of the Serapis is to be ballasted with “ remainders,” unused 
and unrequired editions, and works of ill-done and neglected authors 
generally, with a view to making “ handsome presents to poor Oriental 
scholars.” Dut we do so in the interests of the trunkmaker and the 


| butterman, who were beginning to advance their offers in view of the 


anticipated general home dearth of waste-paper. The Prince is to 
select the books himself, and so scholars and men of most cultivated 
taste may rest assured that nothing will be chosen that is not at the 
very least—successful, as well as in good covers, and with gilt edges. 
Success, they may be very well sure, is always the Royal road to merit, 
or to the appreciation of it. 





Weather or Not. 


Rumour, which just now is regnant, as well as pregnant, in Fleet- 


| street, says that sealskins will be awfully dear next winter. Even the 


inhabitants of Greenland will, in future, have to be in verdure clad, 
the seals having taken the natural course of a stamp-edo, and left the 
wafering hunters undetermined whether to return home or continue 
their usual adventurous a-phoca-tions. 


A Dissolving View. 
Ir is confidently rumoured that the great Kencaly Magna Charta 
Association will shortly dissolve. Into Dewdrops, of course. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Aug. 18, 1876. 
[CarToon. } 
A SEASIDE HOLIDAY. 


Tue sea, the sea, the open sea— 
The shore, the pebbly shore! 
Ah, that’s the place for you and me, 
And many thousands more. 
So let us ride, and catch the tide, 
And ‘mid the festive throng be spied : 
Yes, let us go and gladsome be 
In Margate’s Hall that’s by the Sea. 
Away, away, let’s sport and play— 
At last we've got our holiday. 


The coast, tle coast, the breezy coast— 
The heath, the furze, the gorse! 
The town has given up its ghost, 
Fast speeds the iron horse. 
While on the rails we feel like snails— 
So distant sccm the spicy gales, 
The saline-smelling wondrous whiffs 
Which hang about Old England's cliffs. 
Away, away, so blithe and gay— 
At last we've got our holiday. 
— 

A Bisuop has just’ expressed his horror of the dreadful crime of 
newspaper reading onSunday. Being Bishop of Manchester, theinhabit- 
ants of which have little leisure indeed for reading during the secular 
portion of the week, the utterance of this Prince of the Church has 
peculiar significance. He states that on his way from Oldham to 
Stalybridge the other Sunday, he saw many men sitting at their doors 
reading newspapers, a species of occupation which, in the eyes of his 
lordship, seems to be heinous indeed. Sitting in a luxurious carriage, 
drawn by spirited horses, driven by a bewigged coachman, it must 
have grieved the Bishop indeed to find that there are men who despise 
the glorious country and the splendid spectacles to be found therein, 
and prefer home and the newspapers. Doubtless, too, his lordship felt 
like the full man who wonders how it is that the fasting can care so 
much for food. Having seen his morning and evening papers 
every day, and his weekly literature on the Saturday, he -must 
in his honesty of purpose have felt quite grieved at the manner 
in which the inhabitants of wayside cottages were surfeiting them- 
selves. ‘The kindly and patronising manner in which the Bishop of 
Manchester observed that perhaps it was not so very wrong to read a 
newspaper on Sunday, unless it contained sporting news, is also worthy 
of sincere consideration among common folk. Anyhow, it teaches a 
lesson as to the advisability of understanding a subject before 
venturing to give opinions on it. We are not likely to enter ona 
defence of the sporting press, or the sporting portion of the ordinary 
press; but we certainly must manifest a wish that there were no 
journals existent to outrage public decency or injure public morals 
more than the sporting journals do. They certainly do not publish 
long accounts of indecent assaults, brutal outrages, shocking murders, 
or even of unpleasantly personal utterances like those which the 
reverend candidates for Clerkenwell pastorship are daily giving off. 
From all this it will be discovered that even a Bishop may be mis- 
taken in his estimate as to the opportunities of the working classes 
and their right to dispose of them. A discovery which will probably 
surprise no one so much as the Right Rev. the Bishop of Manchester 
himself. 


A HOLIDAY EXPERIENCE. 


I, Mr. Darren Votva.r, salesman, with Messrs. Boltwhack and 
Tearsheet, linendrapers, had gone down to Stuckup-super-Mare for a 
lungful of ozone, and had met many friends. My condition may be 
inferred—I was overcome by excess of ozone. Endeavouring to catch 
my hotel I ran into a churchyard, intending to pass through and 
intercept the hostelry on the other side—head it off. Unfortunately 
I struck my foot against a tombstone—there were many stones—a 
numberless multitude of stones was in that churchyard—companies, 

ruadrons, and battalions, performing their summer manceuvres. 
They appeared to be trying to surround me as, lying flat on my back, I 
watched their little games. Sometimes they would circle about me so 
closely that I could almost decipher the inscriptions, and one porten- 
tous fellow, [ could swear, came and stood at my head, displaying my 
own name and age in insulting capitals; but when I turned to get a 
better look at the date of my death he was off. 

All this tine the earth was heaving and swaying unsteadily beneath 
me; and pretty soon it had so tilted that, looking down the declivity, 
I saw the beach at an immeasurable distance below, thronged with 
bathers, while the surface of the water was studded thickly with 
pleasure boats. I tried to speculate on the probable number of 
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drownings that would occur before nightfall, but the declivity between 
me and the beach grew so alarmingly steep that I fainted from fright. 

When my senses returned it was late in the afternoon. The earth 
had resumed its level, the tombstones had ceased their evolutions. 
Somebody was stirring me with his foot—a wild-looking young man, 
with an unholy light in the eyes of him. 

‘‘Tllustrious visitor,’ he said, as in response to a more than 
commonly vigorous kick I rose to my feet, “ fear not; I am a mortal 
like yourself. I am the Parish Epitaphist. Would you behold my 
work ?”’ 

I would behold his work. 

Taking me familiarly by the hand, he led me to the nearest tomb- 


stone. 1 bent, and read: 


‘‘ Tere lies the body of Jonathan Stout, 
Who went in the water and never came out. 
Supposed to be floating about.” 


“But” said I, “this isa bull! How can his body lie here if it is 
floating about ¢”’ 

My companion regarded me for a moment with a compassionate eye, 
then led me silently to another stone: 


‘* Beneath this stone reposes one 
Whom, when his task of life was done, 
We buried by the salt, salt sea, 
Which thoroughly had pickled he.” 
“This,” I flamed out, “ is atrocious !—this is intolerable! ‘ Pickled 
he, indeed! I will trust myself no longer with a man to whom 


'»? 


grammar is a tradition and a myth! 
He would not release my hand, and I followed him unwillingly to 
the next stone : 
** The lady who lies here asleep 
Was drownded in the briny deep ; 
She went a-bathing, but the damp 
Produced in her a sort of cramp.” 


“By Jove!” I thundered, struggling vainly to release my hand, 
“this is mere murder. Take my purse,my watch! Take anything I 
have, but let me go, I tell you! Ha! take this locket, containing a 
likeness of my wife's aunt!” 

He took me! ‘The next one ran thus: 

“ Little Billy Kember, 

Boating in a gale; 

Midland county Member 
Managing the sail. 

Midland county Member 
Didn’t look alive, 

2nd of September, 
1865.” 

I struggled no longer; my heart was broken in my breast, and the 
fiend had his will of me. The following “tributes of affection” are 
all that I can now recall: 


*“ Good Mr. Bloomer—seeds and flowers, Penge— 
Took tothe water out of sheer revenge, 
Because he'd quarrelled with the missus. Stark 
Naked he dived into the hungry- shark ! 
They caught that creature at the turn of tide, 
And laid him here with Mr. B. inside.” 


“ TIow sad alas! to think that Mrs. Nancy 
Was lighter in the feet than she did fancy! 
Down plumped her head, and in the wave she strangled. 
Her winding sheet was linen, nicely mangled.” 


“ Poor Jack (stretched here his corpus is) 
Went out in Harry’s smack: 
And Jack he fished for porpoises— 
Then Harry tished for Jack!” 

I could endure no more. “ Demon!” I shrieked, extricating my 
hand from his by a dexterous turn of the wrist ; ‘‘do you think these 
—these things !—these—these preposterous parodies !—these ghastly 
insults to the dead!—are funny? Do you fancy it wit to thus outrage 
the most sacred sentiments of the human heart? ‘Take that, you thief, 
take that!” And I struck him a tremendous blow on the top of his 
head. 

A moment later I was sitting up in that churchyard, broad awake 
and rubbing my knuckles, which in my sleep I had abraded against a 
tombstone. It was pitch dark, and I was dank with dew. Then I 





Bob-by. 
How to “square” a policeman.—Argue with him in a circle (/.¢., 
with a shilling). 
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THE CORPSE ON THE CAPSTAN. 


A Horninie LEGEND OF THE ENGLISH CLIMATE. 

HERE was a policeman sit- 
ting on a capstan at the 
pierhead, and his glassy eye 
was fixed on the grey mist 
of descending rain, in un- 

changing contemplation. 

It had been raining for 
eighteen years, and he had 
been the only person out of 
doors during all that time ; 
in fact, it was simply owing 
to his having gradually got 
inured to it that he could 
live in the soaked atmos- 
wel | | phere. There was so much 
tH | water in the air that any 

| 


To) | 


“Uys 
— 


other person venturing out 
would have been drowned; 
so much water in the air 
that there no longer existed 
any observable line of sepa- 
ration between the air and 
the ocean, and that police- 
man often strayed into the 
ae 3 We sea and wandered about the 
STD er bottom for hours before he 
found out his mistake. He was the only policeman at that 
watering-place, and his routine of duty was simply to walk about out 
of doors until the time came to report himself at the station-house, when 
he would merely show up fora minute, and go out again to his beat. 

All the male people (except him) in that place had been, for 
eighteen years, killing flies on the window-panes, and all the female 
people had been doing their hair on the first 
floor, and they were at it still; and that 
policeman was the only living object they 
ever saw out of doors. Now, that police- 
man had been for two years engaged ina 
desperate struggle with his convictions, 
trying to reason himself into disbelief of 
solid fact; but every day his opposition 
to his convictions got weaker, and every day 
he grew sadder. 

The fact was, the unchanging rain was 
working its effect: that policeman’s arms 
were turning into two long fins, and his 
legs were getting scaly; and one day when 
he went in to report himself to the in- 
spector, the latter observed him nar- 
rowly :— 

‘What's this nonsense?” he said; 
“you've gotatail! Where are your boots ? 
Come—none of this!” 

That policeman sat down and cried. 
“T can’t help it!” he said; “I can’t get 
my legs apart, and I haven’t got any feet for to put the boots on 
to. I've felt it a-comin’ on for a long time!” ‘Don’t tell 
me,” said the inspector; “go out on duty again, and don’t get 
coming back any more without feet, that’s all!” 

The inspector sat down to think it over, and seemed very puzzled. 
Hie couldn't find a precedent for the circumstance anywhere. 

‘‘ He's a-turning into a fish—that’s where it is!”” he kept repeating 
to himself; and he had just taken up a pen, with the purpose of 
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| to rain again, and it has been raining ever since. 
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writing to headquarters about it, when a wicked scheme flashed upon 
himand made him jump up. “ I can make a good thing out of this! ’’ he 
said ; ‘“*musn’t let him be out long enough to turn into a reg'ler fish, 
because regular fishes is ordinary things—let him go on till he's 
developed into fins and a tail, and then get him into the dry and charge 
a shilling each. It’s worth fortunes, itis!” Next day in came that 
policeman again. “I can’t stand this no longer,” he said; ‘I ain’t 
the policeman I used to be! I am a-turnin’ into an inhuman fish, I 
am. Let me come into the dry for a bit.” The inspector turned him 
round twice and wouldn’t. “No,” he said; “go out and find your 
boots —- and, here, take this to the printer.” And he gave him an 
envelope with some paper inside. Out went that policeman ; but before 
he'd got half-way to the printer s the wet had undone the gum on the 
envelope, so he took out the enclosure, and gasped as he read :— 

‘¢ \DVERTISEMENT..—Now on view at the Police-station, the Fish- 
tailed Bobby; being the most unnatural effort of Nature ever seen. 
No deception. Admission one shilling.” ‘ Oh, that’s it, eh!” he 
said, and tore the paper up, and went 
out and sat ona capstan at the pierhead 
and brooded. The next day when re- 
porting time came he didn't turn up, and 
the inspector got uneasy, because he 
couldn’t go out to look after him, as 
nobody but that policeman could live out 
of doors. A week passed and no police- 
man came, and the wicked inspector 
began to have doubts about the fortune 
he meant to make; when suddenly, on 
the eighth day, the rain left off for the 
first time in eighteen years. ‘The inspec- 
tor couldn’t believe it at first; he put his 
head out of window and found he could 
breathe, though he took in a good deal of 
water with each breath. “J 1l run out 
and look up that policeman,’ he 
said. And he went, and found his subordinate sitting on the 
capstan. ‘‘ Pretty way to behave, this is!’ he said; ‘‘ just you get up, 
and come and report yourself.” “‘ I can’t walk,”’ said the policeman ; 
“7 ain’t got no legs—its all tail with me now, and crawlin’ and 
flappin’!"’ ‘You'd better come into the dry you know,” said the 
inspector; ‘this wet ain’t good for no one; catch hold of my hand, 
and Ill help you a bit.””. That policeman caught hold, but he didn't 
attempt to stir. The sky darkened again ominously, and the air was 
getting damper. ‘‘Come on, I say!” said the inspector agitatedly ; 
“the rain’s beginning again, and I can’t stop here—it ain’t easy to 
breathe now!” But he started as he looked at the policeman’s face, 
for there was a ghastly smile of horrid determination on it that chilled 
his blood. The sky was getting blacker every minute, and the 
inspector struggled madly to break away, and turned pale. “ I've 
been very wicked!”’ he said; “I know it—do let me go—come 
into the dry and let's talk it over—I can’t breathe much longer. 
Where's _ that 
tract?’”’ The 
noise of the 
dense rain in- 
creased all a- 
round in one 
dull roar, and 
everything dis- 
appeared from 
sight again into 
the unchanging 
mist of grey. 
The gentlemen 
who were kill- 
ing flies on the 
window panes, 
and the ladies 
who were 
brushing their 
hair on the first 
floors, started 
and shuddered as a long gurgling wail, which sccemed to come from the 
pierhead, rose above the roar of the rain. Nobody could sleep that 
night for thinking about it ; but the rain roared on and the grey mist 
never changed, and the ladies and gentlemen resumed their occupations. 

It was, | think, some two years after this that the rain ceased once 
more, and a venturesome person went out in tarpaulin to have a blow 
on the pier; he came back to his hotel as pale as a ghost and sank 
into the arms of the inmates, who had crowded round to ask what it 
was like out of doors. He had seen the corpse of a drowned inspector 
sitting bolt upright on a capstan at the pierhead, and a horrible 
monster, like a fish with a policeman’s head, holding its hand, and 
grinning at it with a dreadful grin of triumph. And then it began 
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FACT AND FANCY, FROM A NEW POINT OF VIEW. 






























| Departure of some noble Sportsmen, who anticipate no end of slaughter on the Muvors, and who are quite contemptuous to these 
| fillow Voyagers only on pleasure bent. 
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BISMARCKABLE IMPER- 
TININCE. 


Ee —_ 


Wifey | WHITHER ? 


fy 


4) / 
St 








Whuewn the Session and the season fi 
I Far away are ftleetly flown, a 
Y }) | Who on earth for avy reason t 
44, |. Would be prisoned here alone? p 
UY) Let me turn the matter over I 
| Inmy vast and ready mind ;— fi 
| I my self would be a rover ¥ 
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A MouNING paper feels deepest com- 
miseration for Prince Bismarck, who 
is * pursued by indefatigable bio- 
graphers to whom nothing is sacred, 
and one of whom does not scruple to 
givea picture of the Chancellor, his 
wife, and family at the tea-table.” J } | 
Wicked indefatigable biographer! WG OSs Pisa =e) ay) HY a , Uy tf if, 
why violate the sanctity of private NYY ae VP rt ae 1a } Ne YY LY, . ; 
life in order to obtain particulars SP q ae eons om, Yh Vy EZ VY fy France is at my beck and call. 
which, after all, are baldly uninte- ¢ : ee =I MW eM LE Germany would well requite mo ;— 


fy ( : j Sth “ Se Yj / UA Z Y 
‘ Vi 0/7 Vi ‘4 7 Ae - we Th f 7 : aN, DV sti } i CY j YY 
“LN: HY gh £ Lee, 7, Yy iy 
resting 2? Why not do something in (2% LZ : AN M ee ‘4, ij : 7 ZF + | Switzerland would never pall. ‘ 
sismarck drove 3 BR : = Fe ‘| + - (a2 | 
. 
' 
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Like so many of my kind. r 


Spain and Italy invite me ;— 


this way ’—* Prince There be sights to see in Sweden 
out accompanied by the Princess, Greece retains a glory still ;— 
and attended by Colonel the Hon. Sicily is quite an Iden ;—- 

Fritz Schwackenheimer. Jaron | Etna something like a hill. 


' rv a A he - | mm; eo 
lumguddery, Q. K. X., had th ~ | This embarrassment of riches 


honour of dining with his Highness -% 5) sh - me ef itp | Ts a load I cannot bear 
and the members of his Highness’s _ | Bs ‘$ +. et if ff eo oF 7 a ie 
fami} The Prit eee ge | ae Fae Ev'ry clime inturn bewitches; 
“wmv. le Ince ines 11S ; . ’ 

_ a ' But I can't go everywhere. { 


garde ar The would be SOT thing 


Pt Mette Me Ae cect Is there much to do at Norway ?— g 
ee! something rc ie kwrning . 


‘ ne Any novelty in Rome ’ 
paper to which we have referred. . . 


Seem-ill-ia Seem-ill-ibus. Realisation of our Sportsmen's Anticipations. I shall simply stay at home. 
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A woMAN writes to a provincial 
paper complaining that the clergyman Bury Suggestive. 

does not visit “ when ill.” Perhaps A MAN has just been smothered * through falling down the 
the poor man prefers home-opathic | shoot of a flour-bin at the Bury Co-operative Stores.” There 
careers ones our —- a seems to have been much more of the bury than the co-operative 
ried Man avers that that 1s only bou is movement. erhaps. howeve y rec i , 
another name for domestic abuse. : : Settee re . i = vee ene eeons 2 ong 


A Soft Impeachment. 


Tue gentleman who loved his 
wife so much that he could eat her, 
has, out of consideration for his 
digestive organs, beaten her to a | 
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. a on ~ * *% ” t 
‘ | - P Pooh! I'll never cross my doorway. § 
{ 
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jelly. | 
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HARROWING HUSBANDRY. 


Spyfins, who has been induced to give the children a blow on the briny, can't understand why he should be the object of so much attention 
when landing at Margate. And he so ill too, poor man! 











A SERENE STATEMENT. ‘‘What of the Night?” 


A cuntous story is “going the rounds.” At one of those free Descrinina the luxurious appointments of the ship which it is 
feeds in the interest of puff paragraphs which are the life and soul of hoped! will take the Prince of Wales to India, the Daily News 
a certain section of the London press, a lot of hungry journalists had | mentions certain lamps and mirrors, the light from which “ will no 
to be literally ‘‘ turned off” a steamboat to make way for one of those | doubt add to the attractiveness of the long night-time peculiar to the 
petty German princelings who condescend to graze and fatten in this tropics.” If our contemporary is going in for the freshest informa- 
English land of theirs. A good many of the reporters, however, | tion with regard to tropical nights, it ought to call itself the Nightly 
finding desperation the better part of hunger, held on somchow, and | News. What it has imparted in this instance certainly is news of the 
were eventually rewarded with what was left after Serenity had most surprising sort, for it has hitherto been supposed that long 
regaled itself, and the promoters of the undertaking had done for him | nights were peculiar, not to tropical, but to polar, latitudes. 
what Lazarus had wished to do for Dives. It is further said that his - 
Serenity was very much exercised about the solo of a certain well 
known performing pecker, who wielded his knife and fork with an 
energy worthy of a better opportunity and a more first-hand feast. 
“T was not aware,” said his Highness, ‘‘ that he represents the largest | 
circulation, but he certainly exhibits by no means the smallest | ae ied on Ok coli ee ee ee, 
appetite.”” Thus does even so insignificant an institution as the press | + ee , 7 yt “d — a 2. 7 : id .' - t 1 — 
become occasionally worthy of attention from the intelligent, and We EQHEED 30-50 NP Comes Ene Sep ree toon Seer Sam Checrem SoC’) 

| 
| 
} 
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The Roi Material. 


A. Kriya has been sent to prison for a fortnight for assaulting an 
agricultural labourer. As the King in question was a farmer and not 


Seelienh. Rumaleenen which play so important a part in the British Justice of 1875. Yet 
’ re who shall say that his is a two week punishment? He might go 
farmer and fare worse. 


A ‘**Great Unpaid.” 

In the case of a man who recently died of starvation, it is stated 
that ‘he worked on the Shrewsbury and Holyhead Government road, 
and when he died his wages for three weeks remained unpaid.” If so 
trivial a circumstance as the death of a labourer is permitted to affect 
the minds of this man’s employers at all, they probably feel a tranquil 
satisfaction in having provided, with admirable forethought, a fund | to believe it would be, not perhaps grammatically, but anatomically, 
for the expenses of his funeral. If they had paid him weekly tho proper to address exalted personages thus: “ How’s your poor feet, 
poor fellow might have squandered his wage in bread, and been | jncluding the toes and crown?” 
buried by the parish. | 7 


Anne-atomical. 
We see it stated that in 1829 or 1830 the statne of Queen Annein St. | 
| Paul's Churchyard was restored, “the damaged portion being the 
head, including the nose and sceptre.” . After this we are prepared 
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Audi Alteram Partem. | A Neddy-fying Correspondent. 
Whuy should the evidence of a constable in the X division be | 


A CONTEMPORARY publishes a letter on an heraldic subject—the 
received with diffidence ;—Because it’s an X party statement. | Origin of the Thistle. It may be a mere coincidence, but the 
——————__—_—__—_——— | letter is from M. Jacques d'Anké. We should like to have known 

A Snowy Giri.—A circus columbine. his views on the Root of the Turnip. 
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BROAD® ACHERS. | 


TLedy:—* Weir, Bippy, AND HOW IS THE TOOTHACHE THIS MORNING ® ’ 


Biddy :-—“ les YouRSELF S THE RALE LADY TO THINK OF POOR’ OLD 
Brippy: nur suunr, ME LADY, THE PAIN'S GOT SO DREADFUL USED TO ME, | 
THAT | NEVER FEEL IT NOW AT ALL, AT ALL!” | 
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A FRAGMENT. | 


And manv a < pital joke ~~ hes 


Ile spoke of the victim's artful plot 


And told how his game was sto pp d. 
The hangman he listened with mien sedate, 
Ife pulled the bolt as the clock struck eight, 


And talked to the on ingman gay, are in great 


| 
| : saaakaniean trues 


A Lest Spperennsty- 
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hole maker, 


Ina kingly kind of way. is cagerly sought, 


omitted to write, 
Pur Marquis of Hertford has delivered an address, inauguralof the naturally to be 
| proceedings of the Dritish Archa ological Soci tyat Evesham. The. liner are in the habit of corresponding with their friends, who r 


"ERS QUININE W] 


“ Ws can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.’’— Standard, N 


“TI find it to be a very useful and excelle nt preparation.’ '— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 


SOLD BY ALL GROCERS, — WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 84, _EASTCHEAP, 
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SEA-SIDE DELIGHTS. 


'Trs sweet besidc the sea to sit, 


And watch the ships go sailing by— 
With bits of beach ‘tis nice to hit 
The dozing nursemaid in the cye. 
"Tis grand to mark the billows beat 
Along the shore with deaf ning din; 
Then : ice bar A babies off their fe et, 
And g¢ raity drench them to the skin. 


7 


love at eve to take my place 
Near where the jolting jetty ends, 
And gaze as with a flaming face 
Old Phoebus to the sea descends, 
But, oh! my bliss is uncontrolled 
Whe ‘n Brown, who's bent on hi 
With open hi ind displays his gol, 


ioral ps a qi tid bet yveen the e! ! inks. 


> 


J like to watch old ocean hurl 


Its thousand treasures on the beach— 
The winkle, limpet, and the pearl, 


It yields its proper share of cach. 
But wildest rapture o'er me spreads, 
From song and dance I scarce can keep, 
When cockney sailors bow their heads 
And give their breakfasts to the deep 


I laugh when whirlwinds wildly shrick, 
And tempests lash the sea to spite— 

The vengeance that a storm can wreak 
Doth till my soul with dumb delight. 

But, oh! “twas joy beyond compare 
When she beneath whose roof I stayed 

Went mad because her first floor pair 
Had gone and teft his bill unpaid. 


Ths Mead of Labour. 


mAN named Mead, who e njo yed life asa buttor- 
has been found dead in her bed from starva- 


Considering that by exercising her professi: 


could make sixpence in fourteen hours, she must 1 
erratulated upon dying quietly between the rags. 
her peculiar talent for making holes, ws 
she didn't leave 
“ei the water. 


Our Market Report. 


demand, and St. Leger prices are frequently qi 
l- the ’ an’ » ‘ . 4] ae ; 
He spoke of that gent] ins ‘ely trade, Several new companies have been floated at the sea-side, and thi 
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Sui prising. 
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With 


‘can only wonder 
the linen in disgust, and practise 


es Tue happy dénoucment of the harvest question 1 has sent everything 
lie monarch he stood by the gibbet's side / up. The funds are in capital condition, the thermometer is hich, 

"ha ha h: 1 of ra] -wW ’ vs > tie } i r ? 
While the hands of the traitor were neatly tied, the moon has risen, and snubs have an upward tendency. Pem 


ly ices 
voted. 


Treisa 
demand for money at all the fashionable watering-places. (rood 
and Fux is at a premium. ‘The rate of dis 
| remains unchanged, and so do several cheques drawn by Alexander 
lor vetting his lawful ruler shot. Collie. Inconsequence of the conclusion of the London season the 
Morning Post has discontinued its daily hop report. 


paper 


count 


And then the subject dropped. | Speaxinc of a man who was killed on the railway at Bath the 
other day, a contemporary informs us gravely that at the time 
inquest “deceased's relatives had not heard of his death, as he 
on purpose to surprise them. ’ 
presumed that all other corpses known to the local 


ot the 
had 


Krom this it is 


eCcelive 


omission in his specch of any mention of that queer old relic of ancient the communications as a matter of corse. Yet we have heard some- 
| barbarism, the Lord Chamberlain, was surely an oversight. wher ng oe men tell no tales—-a report evidently put in circula- 
: tion by the dead men themselves, to avert suspicion and prevent 

| A Birt “to Mear.’’—A butcher's. * surprise.” 
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Native :—‘‘ DRoRIN’ THEM TREES, SIR?” 


THE RIGHTS OF PROPERTY 


(A FACT). 


Artist :—“‘ WELL, YES—TRYING TO.’’ 


Native :—‘‘ AH, WELL, THE LORD OF THE MANOR’S A CLERGYMAN AND A JUSTICE 0’ PEACE—8s0 I’pD ADVISE YOU TO KEEP A GOOD LOOK 


OUT; ’E BELIEVES IN THE RIGHTS 0’ PROPERTY, ’E DOES, AN ’E "LL 
PERMISSION.” 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


SOON LET YER KNOW THE LAW ABOUT DRORIN’ ‘IS TREES WITHOUT 








| republication of Wayside Warbles (Warne and Son), by Edward 
Capern, once known as the Bideford Poet, but now of far broader 


A Wingless Angel (Virtue and Co.), by J. E. Muddock, has, if | fame and more extended recognition. Without belonging to any self- 


nothing else, the advantage of a thoroughly attractive title. It is 
also in convenient form, being in one volume, though really not much 
shorter than those productions which, by right, or custom, or the 
general desire to make much out of little, find their way into three 
separate covers each. We have often wondered why, now the old 
style of circulating library has been completely knocked on the head 
by modern progress and Mr. Mudie, that publishers care to persist in 
the old three-volume style, which has nothing whatever to recommend 
it in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, except so far as the paper- 
maker, the bonnet-box builder, and the butterman are concerned. Mr. 
Muddock’s book being printed in clear type, on good paper, and 
eccupying but one compact volume, should, therefore, if its other 
claims are worth considering, be acceptable at this migratory season, 
when people who read least when at home and at leisure could not 
possibly scramble about without a book “‘to look at.’’ The story of 
A Wingless Angelis wild and wonderful, and though the skein seems 
to get entangled now and again, all comes right in the end, and every- 
body left alive marries and is happy ever afterwards. Many a reputa- 
tion for sensational writing has been built on less solid foundation 
than 4 Wingless Angel. 

We welcome the handsome, yet unostentatious, reprint of Cosmo de’ 
Medici and other poems, by Mr. R. H. Horne (Rivers, Paternoster- 
row), a gentleman who has the rare fortune to live long without 
outliving his reputation. Mr. Horne, who was admired by Poe and 
contemporary essayists, is, while still in the flesh, almost an English 
classic. ‘The tragedy which gives its title to the book is entirely 
remodelled, several of the situations being completely altered, some- 
times not altogether to their advantage. The masterly dialogue, 
however, still remains; and the smaller poems will be found well 
worthy of perusal. 

While on the subject of reprints we should like to mention the 


VOL. XXII. 


| advertising school or clique, Mr. Capern has, by the pastoral outbursts 
| which stamp him at once a son of the people and a poet, obtained a 
| hearing for himself and a name which will be remembered when 
others which, thanks to puffery, at present stand high, will be entirely 
| forgotten. It is no stretch of fancy to say that some of the Bideford 
| postman’s efforts are worthy of insertion in any collection of ballad 

poetry. More; that no collection is complete without one of his 
| specimens of homely English song. 

The first volume of All the World Over (Thomas Cook and Son) is 
| to hand, and a very tempting little volume it is, too. Besides its 
| ordinary contents, which are varied and well-written, the book con- 
| tains half-a-dozen excellent maps, “‘ revised to date,” which of them- 
| selves gives one a pretty fair notion of ‘ all the world over.” 

Also from Messrs. Cook and Son we receive a pamphlet on Travelling 
and its Requirements, being a few words of advice addressed to ladies 
by a lady. This is a very amusing brochure, but it is hardly fair that 
unmarried men should be allowed to purchase it except at very high 
advance rates, as it contains secrets of the female toilette, for the dis- 
covery of which we and others had to pay the dreadful penalty of 
matrimony. 

Warne’s Shilling Atlas contains twenty-six maps printed in colours. 
| It has also some diagrams of geographical definitions, and is so com- 
| plete, that if the gentleman who bet the world was flat—and lost—had 
| but consulted it, he might have saved his £500 and much subsequent 
trouble to himself and family. This praise is, however, without pre- 
| judice to the Map of Fleet-street shortly to be published at this office. 

Please order early, as a large demand is anticipated. 


Judged by Philadelphia and its Environs, an illustrated guide we 


' 








have just received from Messrs. Triibner, the Quaker city is as full of 


beauties as its name is of brotherly love. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sept. 1, 1876. 


[ Cartoon. ] 


A JEREMIAD. 


‘“ Onxcr, once, I remember— 
‘h, happy time then! 
Beefsteak was at eight, 
And chops were but ten. , 
But now, this September, 
low dreadful’s the fix— 
Steak'’s double that rate, sir, 
With chops one and six ! 
_ hus spoke an old fellow, in ludicrous grief, 
As he oe pt o'er the famine of mutton and beef. 


‘ Just calmly consider 
How dreadful’s my lot ; 
Meat, meat, in the shambles 
And none in the pot. 
Though for steak Ima bidder— 
Ly steak, sir, I vow !— 
I buy i in my rambles 
‘ Block ornaments’ now.’ 
And then this old fellow, in save crief, 
Wept wildly for want of his' mutton and beef. 
—_ @--— 
Tue recent fatal collision in the! Solent seems to be taken very 
much to heart by certain newspaper writers, who by its aid have been 
enabled to blow off a little effusive servility, and to display a more 
than usual amount of the grovelling instinct which pervades their every 
utterance. It is not for us to discuss the merits of the case, nor is it 
our duty to decide whether fifteen knots an hour would, under 
ordinary circumstances, be considered a proper and safe rate of speed 
for a large and powerful steamer when making its way through a 
channel crowded with comparatively imeignificant sailine vessels. 
Neither does the question whether, im certain cases—say when special 
trains are waiting—steamers should expect sailing ships to get out of 
their way, come within our provinee. Lut we may fairly remark on 
what has already been written about this unfortunate occurrence. Of 
our loyalty there can be no doubt, for loyalty is not fitly displayed by 
slavish adulation ; and so we fearlessly say that no honest man, let him 
love his Queen as much as he may within fair and honourable hmits, 
could have read some of the articles published since the collision, 
without blushing for the writers. ‘The press has in several instances 
been simply degraded by an attempt to make the sufferers appear 
heinously culpable even before an inquiry had been instituted, or 
indeed before any of the circumstances of the collision were known. 
The deliberate attack on a dead man by the “leading journal” was 
only paralleled by the fulsomeness of other organs which quite ignored 
the sufferers, and only thought how shoc ‘king a thing it was that her 
Majesty should be put to such dreadful inconvenience. We should 
like to know too, while on the subject, whether it is at all likely that 
the many captains of the Alberta—acting, subordinate, super- 
numerary, and otherwise—would have been so ready and eager to 
accept responsibility, if the wgis of Royalty had not been interposed 
between them and the ordinary action of the law. These lines are 
written in no captious spirit—certainly with the most loyal feeling— 
for we think the Queen above the requirement of such sympathy as 
has been shown her. None the less, however, do such things as have 
been recently printed make herand her people appear ridiculous in the 


eves of those who look on from afar—and wonder. 





«MIGHT HAVE BEEN WORSE.’ 


Pat's dog, bereft of tail-tip, sought its master 

lor consolation in its dire disaster. 

Pat eved the trap that stole th’ appendage dorsal— 
Its steel jaws gripping still the tiny morsel — 
‘Sure, honey, ‘twas foine luck, if ve but knew it, 
To shpring it on’y when so nearly through it!’ 


Notes and Throats. 


We note that Madame Patti is to lay the foundation-stone of the 
new Throat and Ear Hospital in Gray’ s-inn-road on the 16th inst. 
Nothing could be much more in accordance with the general usages of 
this excellent institution, for with the famous diva as representative 
of the highest order of throats, the best of ears are bound to be at 
once brought to the “attention point.” If she could only manage to 
exchange some of her heh s for currency in _ interests of the hospital, 
to 1 annotate the circumstan 
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TURF TOPICS AND TIPPIC TROUBLES. 


Sir,—The turf situation may at the present moment be regarded as 
_ ical. Here we are, getting right close up to Back-end, with the 
Leger looming in front of us, the Cesarewitch and Cambridgeshire 
only waiting to have their winners spotted, the Prince of Wales 
anxious to be off as soon as he gets “the pieces,’ and the eyes of 
Europe turned full upon us; and yet the turf is not altogethera 
happy and prosperous institution. No, sir, the turf world feels that 
one of its lights has been put under a bushel, and that the glory 
has indeed failed to permeate the chinks of its novel, not to say 
unaccustomed, extinguisher. The turf world is no longer what it 
was, and if I could by any chance see my way to a living in any 
sphere other than that I now occupy, I would gladly embrace the 
opportunity and the living, or anything else that came in the way, 
and was worth annexation. 

Once upon a time it wasa great thing to bea sporting writer of 
eminence. The public used to venerate a successful tipster, and 
grateful backers were not above leaving an occasional reminder for 
him at the bar of his favourite pub., or sending him half-a-dozen 
Actors, even, would now and again descend from 
their pedestals, and, providing there was a cheap drink about, would 
shake the sporting oracle by the hand. But, alas! all that is now 


| past ; and the iron of the Admiral, to say nothing of the rest of the 


Jockey Club, has entered into the prophet’s soul. It has even been 
assumed that a turf writer has no soul; but sir, you can answer for 
me, I feel sure. Much nearer would it be to say that the members of 
the Joc ‘key Club, have no brains, for by their latest ukase they attempt 
to destroy the very foundation of the turf. Sir, they have actually 
declared that there shall be no more tipstering, and that owners shall 
in future have a tunnel built on Newmarket Heath for the purpose of 
trying horses without such useful members of society as your humble 
servant being able to sce what is going on. They will put a horse in 
at one end, amd a jockey at the other, the Hon. Admiral Rous will 
mind the gute and hold a handicap book and a stop-watch, the pnen- 
matic process will be turned on, and the result, if any, will be carefully 
entered in the minutes of the Club. ‘Thus by the process of exhaustion 
all winners will be known beforehand to the operators. ‘The exact 
manner in which horses are to be tried and timed by machinery 
in this tunnel is not exactly ascertained yet, but it is being thought 
out by aseleet committee at “ head-quarters”’ assisted occasionally 
by «a committee of ‘Tattersall’s, and the matter may be reckoned 
settled. It is said that whenever a committee of 'l'attersall's is caught 
sitting, nothing will be beyond its ken; so tipsters, tremble, and look 
out for the tunnel and the patent process. By them the exhaustion 
of horseflesh will be saved, and the highest possible rate of speed, 
according toa given minimum standard, may then arrive ata maxi- 
mum in the shortest allowable space—and the thing’s done at once. 
Meanwhile the turf is to be as exclusive as possible ; the proprietors of 
sporting papers are to be examined every week as to their temperature 
and I—well, pending further information and an appoint- 
I am still, yours very obediently, 


and morals ; 
ment as dramatic critic, 

AUGSPUR. 
P.S.—A fine tip for the Leger in my next, in spite of the Jockey 
Club. Iemember, my advice is, lay against everything, and go for the 
offehance. 





‘* Where Ignorance is Bliss ——. 

Mr. Commissioner Kerr has, according to the City Press, been 
weeping over the decay of our ancient institutions, and among other 
small matters the absence of which he regrets is the pillory. Ke- 
ferring to a defendant, the learned Commissioner said that in “the 
olden time’’ he would have been taken to the pillory and nailed to it 
by the ears—‘and a very good thing, too.” Just to show his im- 
partiality, we presume, Mr. Commissioner Kerr next gave some sound 
advice to a plaintiff who had accepted an improperly stamped 
‘guarantee,’ and now pleaded that it was not possible for him to 
know the exact law. The Commissioner stated that every man was 
supposed to know the law of England—that the law itself declared so, 
and was contained in thirty-eight thick volumes. To prove the 
correctness of his views, Mr. Kerr then nonsuited the plaintiff, but 
comforted him with the assurance that nobody, not even “the judges 
on the bench,” knew a tithe of the law and its ramitications. “These 
two statements taken together are suggestive of the usual procedure 


and persiflage at the City of London Court, the presiding de ity at 


which may, perhaps, have more reason to thank the judges for their 


| ignorance than he, in his joc ularity, for a moment suspects. 





A Spanish Union. 


King Atronso of Spain is about to wed a daughter of the Duke 

‘Montpensier. His Majesty’s dominions are at P resent so unequally 
| divi led bi tween himself and Don Carlos he thinks he can do with a 
! be tter half. 
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SONGS OF A SUBURB. 





No. V.—THE IDENTIFIED LODGER. 


As a nice old gent was a-going up stairs 
To his room on the nineteenth landing, 
And his legs were a-giving themselves such airs 
As there wasn't no understanding — 
(For the N. O. G. had been out to sup 
By particular invitation)— 
He met the pussycat half-way up 
In a state of tribulation. 


Tol-lol. 





She waggled her tail, and she tore her hair, 
As if from remorse’s bitterness, 
And it was altogether, I do declare, 
A pitiful sight to witterness. 
He hardly liked to inquire what cause 
Made her misery so effusive, 
Because he was only a-lodging there, 
And the house wasn’t his, exclusive. 
Tol-lol. 


So down he sat on the banister rail 
Till that cat got calm, comparative ; 
When, drying her eyes with her lovely tail, 
She embarked on the following narrative. 
** Oh, it was when my claws were but partly grown 
And my tail it was young and fairer, 
That an innocent babe was left alone 
In the middle of the Great Sahairer. 
Tol-lol. 


‘* Some sops there was in a chiney plate, 
In the handiest situation, 
Which was clearly intended to obviate 
Untimely annihilation : 
And I feel a horrible inward pain 
When recalling my heartless atrocity ;— 
I consumed that sop to its latest drain, 
And escaped with much velocity. 
: Tol-lol. 


‘Oh, I left that babe to fight it out 
With approaching dissolution ; 
For the air of the desert is bad, no doubt, 
l'or the juvenile constitution ; 
And it’s long ago since the crime I did, 
But my misery’s still increasing ; 
And the dismal ghost of that murdered kid 
Still haunts me about unceasing. 
Tol-lol. 


‘* But, oh, if the Count, its unnatural dad, 
Hadn't left it there a scorching, 

That assassinated babe would have lived, and had 
A particularly handsome fortching. 

Oh, I feel in my bosom a pitiless stab 
When I think it was left to smoulder ; 

And it had a mark of a four-wheeled cab 
In the middle of its left-hand shoulder.”’ 

Tol-lol. 





| 
| 
| 


But that gentleman found, extremely abashed, 





That gent be glared as a madman glares, 
‘And he knitted his forehead blackly». 

And he-dashed up seventeen hundred stairs 
In seventeen steps exackly ; 

And he sought his room, with puzzield frewn, 
Did that very astounded glarer-~ 

For.f4eit was who had been put.down 

In the middle of the Great Sahairer !!! 


Tol-lol. 


And his landlady’s ear he went to astound 
With the wonderful narration, 
And extremely touched she was when she found 
He was heir,to. wealth and station. 
And her manners grew, I am proud to say, 
So singularly complacent, 
That she married that lodger the very next day 
In a neighbouring church, adjacent ! 
Tol-lol. 


That his hopes of assuming his station 
Were (if you'll allow the expression) dashed 
For the want of substantiation. 
And his partner said that the lesson would rouse 
That gent to his sober senses : 
And she had him up for obtaining a spouse 
By means of false pretences. 
Tol-tol. 


That pussycat gave an. indignant start 
When taxed with the fabrication, 

And vowed it was all an integral part 
Of the gent’s imagination. 

That gent’s in gaol, but he says it’s prime 
And noway’s inconvenient ;— 

But then, you see, he’s a serving his time 
As a * First-class Misdemenient.”’ 


Tol-lol. 





--———— oo —-—— ne 





A Fluctuating Balance. 


Aw amiable being who for a wager tried to drive a horse to death, 
and for that purpose harnessed a cart containing two tons of stone to 
it, then set out right merrily, was arrested after a considerable 
portion of the journey was completed, charged, and fined £5. As the 
horse had to be turned into catsmeat before it would produce any 
portion of the fine, its driver thinks the law has been unnecessarily 
strained to annoy him, without doing anybody else any good. We 
think he is right, and that the easiest and most inexpensive way of 
meeting the ditticulty would have been to harness him to the two tons 
of stone, and let him pull his five pounds’ worth out of that. And 
keep him there until he had done it, or finished the original jaunt, 
as proposed by himself in the interests of. sport and love of horsetlesh. 
Let him not grieve, however; some one offending not half so much 
will be punished twice as heavily, and thereby prove the wondrous, 
as well as glorious, equality of the law, which balances itself after 
leniency to the guilty by a little extra hardness to the innocent. 
(N.B.—And be it thoroughly understood, when the latter are poor and 
unable to help themselves.) 
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EXACTLY SO. 


Annie) :—“ Yes, WE'VE BEEN TO HUNT FOR FossiLs.” 


'? 


Charlie (engaged to 
} LOOKING FoR AunT TaprtHa 





| CAPTAIN MATTHEW WEBB. 


Tue Ocrorvs’s CONGRATULATIONS. 
Bricuton, August 28. 







| - As.) THE EAR CAPTAIN 
| AOU ARI Uy N ws BB As low- 
a st 
PON OPEN on My eine were till 
just now, 


r= SUN JAXS). 
er 


jut your great feat is 
such a treat, 
It rubs off all my 





rust now. 

- To think that you, 
with legs but 
two, 

Should outrage ev'ry 
annal, 


And, spite of rules laid 
down by fools, 
Should swim across 
the Channel! 


A man of rank, close 
by mv tank, 
too weak, sir!” 

And sporting scribes, 


with jeers and 
gibes, 
Cned, ‘* Cross the 


Silver Streak, sir! 
no, you can't— 
that is, you shan t 
While we can write 
and doubt it; 


Oh, 


Said. ** Pho, he’s far | 
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Annie :— Don’? YOU BELIEVE HIM, MA”; WE'VE BEEN 


Mamma :—‘“ Aun! IT's ALL THE 8AMB, I DARESAY.” 








It cannot be, as you shall see— 
The Press knows most about it.”’ 


But, Captain dear, devoid of fear, 
You plunged in—best of swimmers ! 
The fools are down, you’ve won the crown— 
We'll drink your health in brimmers. 
From out these tanks accept our thanks, 
Do let us see you one day. 
Good human fish, pray grant our wish— 
And fear not Mrs. Grundy. 
Come when you can, brave sailor man, 
We don’t mind if it’s Sunday. 








Pour les Dames. 


An association has been formed, the hopeful object of 
which is to petition the Queen to compel railway companies 
to have compartments “for ladies only” attached to all 
trains, and compel “ladies only” toride in them. The 
latter compulsion will be the harder for Her Majesty to 
apply. We have long been convinced that when a “ lady 
only” makes a railway journey, she has no other object 
than to escape from the society of those intolerable bores, 
her own male friends, to that of those courteous and 
interesting gentlemen, the male friends of some other lady. 


_ We may be mistaken in this view, but we are proud to say 


it has the support of the fair creatures whose virtues adorn 
the domestic circle of which Mr. Fun is the hope and the 
pride. 


Rejected Contributions. 


Tue man who tooka dislike to another felt humiliated 
when it was “‘ handed” back to him with the simple remark, 
“Take that !”’, 
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LET ME GO! | 


On gloomy nights or gloomy days 
I hate the very features— 

The very looks—the very ways— 
Of all my fellow-creatures. 

T hate the style of living here— 
The circles I am thrown in:— 

I want a private hemisphere 
To play about alone in. 


When Genius rusts upon the shelf— 
When Talent vainly labours ;— 
When ev ry body loves himself, 
And nobody his neighbours— 
The land that once was very dear | 
I do but sigh and groan in;— 
I want a private hemisphere 
To play about alone in. 


| 
When only twenty-one or so 
I loved my country duly ;— | 
At forty, though, new longings grow, | 
And shortly grow unruly. 
For other climes I wish to steer, | 
Which I am now unknown in;— 
I want a private hemisphere 
To play about alone in. 
| 
' 
| 
j 





Fife for Shame. 


A HALFPENNY sheet, which, though not subsidised, 
is currently reported to be supported by Grant, informs 
us that recently “his Royal Highness Prince Leopold 
drove over to Braemar and partook of tea at the Fife 
Arms.” As loyal subjects, our pleasure would have 
been increased if H.R.H. had “ partook” of jam and 
‘* creases,” or winkles, with his tea; but we presume it 
was Fife o'clock tea. 


Mr. W. Fraser Rae is engaged on a work to be called 
‘George Washington and the American Opposition to 
George III.” This, we are told, is to be one of a series 
of similar works; so we warn Mr. Rae that we have 
ourselves registered the following titles : — “ Koffee 
Kalkalli, the Leader of Her Majesty’s Opposition in 
Ashantee,” and ‘“‘ Nana Sahib, the Head of the Cawnpore 
Conservatives.” 


Famous Politicians. 
BIG 


‘* DEAR ME, 
SERVANT?” 
‘“ Why, MY DEAR, LOOK AT THE SAVING! ONE BIG ONE EATS LESS TIL\S 


TWO LITTLE ONES!” 


——— oe = on ie os 


FEMININE PHILOSOPHY. 


Mrs. Sprices, HOW IS IT YOU ALWAYS HAVE SUCH A TA! 





ee rll 


DOTS AND LINES. 
Carrain WeExsB swims across the Channel in puris naturalibus. This 
is about equal to going from here to Australia in a Boyton suit. Yet 


he had no steamer full of champagne and specials ‘ mixed,’ and so 
perhaps he isn’t a hero afterall. — Murder of Commodore Goodenough 
by Pacific Islanders. They may be Pacific when all their wants are 
supplied, but it would hardly be Goodenough for us to do business 
with them. = There’s no mistake, niggers as well as “ Injuns”’ is 
** pison”’ out Santa Cruz way. Anything but a good cruise-way for the 
gallant Commodore. = New Khan of Khokand proclaimed. Chaldron 
would be a better title, and much more colourable. — Man sentenced 
to prison for three months for declaring himself single. As if being 
married wasn't sufficient punishment—for a soldier. (Or, as our 


special Benedict says, for ‘“‘any other man.’’) = Liverpool sweep | 


brings an action against a superintendent of police for false imprison- 
ment. Nonsuited because bound to admit that things “ looked 
black ” against him. — Datly Telegraph discovers a terrible horse 
disease in London. Only another name fora dreadful Mare’s Nest. — 
Boy ordered £5 compensation by Worship-street magistrate for having 
the sight of one eye quite destroyed—maliciously. Should like a right 
worshipful opinion as to the exact commercial value of the remaining 
optic. 


‘‘ The Great Unknown.” 

A DAILY paper, reporting a recent inquest, says that it was unknown 
‘‘ whether the deceased hanged himself and then cut his throat, or 
whether he was murdered.”” Nonsense! ‘The man who could accomplish 
a physical impossibility like that of which deceased is suspected would 
never allow himself to be murdered. Perhaps, however, he did, for 
the sake of puzzling the penny-a-liners. And up to the time of going 
to press, those useful but unsartorial gentlemen have been unable to 
settle the vexed question. 


; 


SHOP ! 
WHATEVER you sell, Sir—whatever you trade in— 
| hope I may mildly but firmly suggest 
That, as well as the time all your profits are mace in, 
Knough is allowed you for natural rest. 

No doubt the excitements of Commerce are thrilling 
Tis hard from such altitudes weakly to drop ;— 
But, at least for to-night, Sir—however unwilling — 
Dv put up your shutters and shut up your shop. 


You see, Sir, I too am a tradesman and brother, 
As greedy for gain as the best of my crew ;—- 
Only / offer one thing and you sell another, 
And neither imagines he’s worst of the two. 
Of course there is nothing of rivalry in it, 
Where each has a tree and inhabits the top :— 
Still, by way of a novelty,—just for a minute— 
Pray put up your shutters and shut up your sho» 


Just fancy the state of affairs at a meeting 
Of traders in ev'ry conceivable trade ; 
Oxe and all in a frenzy, with fury repeating 
The fact that their goods were the best ever made. 
A picture so ghastly should act as a warning.— 
This mercantile maundering try, Sir, to stop; 
And, until you get ready for work in the morning, 
Itease put up your shutters and shut up your shop. 


Great Improvement in Journalism. 


witty contemporary has refrained from any allusion to th 
, embrace of death under the Mistletoe, in connexion with 
sad occurrence. 


‘ . sorry + 
a recent 
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THE BRITISH WORKMAN.—BY ONE WHO 


PHASE 


FUN. 






DOESN’T BELIEVE IN HIM. 


THIRD. 





Enter No. 1.—No. 1: “ Leaks, do it 2, It ain’t to be wondered at. Putty fine job 
he’s made o’ this, whoever done it! Some folks does muddle!!”’ 


No. 2: ** Well, 1 am jiggered! Leaks? Well, somebody ’as bin a-bunglin’ at 
this! Lucky yer called me in.”’ 


CONDITIONAL EFFECT. 


Mr. Brown1na’s new poem, which will be out in October, is said to | 
treat of “the effect produced upon the mind by sudden loss of fortune.” | 
We will venture to forestall Mr. Browning, by explaining that the | 
effect varies according to circumstances, even in the same person. | 
When Brown lost his fortune by the great burst-up of the Central 
Sahara Ship-of-the-Desert Copper-Sheathing Company, he was very | 
muck distressed ; whereas he bore with cheerful fortitude the disaster 
which befell the Aérial Mining Fraternity, although that calamity | 
deeply affected a shareholder named Smith, who, in his turn, con- 
templated with conspicuous indifference the burning of the Messrs. 
Robinson's fire-proof-paint factory. Mr. Jones, who was garotted and 
robbed by Mr. Sikes, appears to be much more depressed by this 
‘sudden loss of fortune” than it is likely that Mr. Sikes is. We 
trust Mr. Browning will take as the motto of his book that condensa- 
tion of all wisdom into two words, applicable alike to a philosophical pro- 
position and a monkey hanging by the tail, namely—* It depends.” 


A Butcher's Shop. 


Tue name of the Bishop of Meath is Butcher. 
unnecessary *‘h’”’ in his diocese. 


Surely there is an 


| per annum.” 





[SsrTemper 4, 1876. 


“There now—fancy we've put that to rights. Nothink like a thurrer workman 


to git things square!”’ 


[Exit No. 1 complacently.—Enter No? 2. 


workman at once.”’ 
[Exit No. 2 satisfied. And so on. 


Thrown into the See. 


Forcettinc the old saw about the futility of going into mourning 
for milk that has returned to dust, the Morning Post, sorrowful, shows 
that the money expended on the Moody and Sankey mission “ would 
have paid the first year’s salaries of seven additional bishops, at £4,000 
Nay, more, it would have given one archbishop a 
handsome bonus of £28,000! Alas, that the means of doing good 
should be so improvidently squandered ! 





A Southsea Bubble. 


An inhabitant of Southsea advertises a reward for the recovery of a 
strayed “‘ Cooley” dog. Can it be that he has adopted this mode of 
spelling for fear his animal may be confounded with the other Collie, 
who, by a metamorphosis the equal of which is not to be found in 
either Ovid or Darwin, suddenly became a black sheep, and then just 
as suddenly vanished into thin air? ll replies to be post-poned. 





Gum-I’ll-ask-it. 
Tue following riddle is respectfully submitted to the Poet Laureate 
of the Moore and Burgess Minstrels. What is the difference, if any, 
between speaking gum-Arabic and making a stump speech ? 


“ There—that do look a bit more ship-shape. Nothink like comin’ to a good 
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THE AMBITIOUS BATHING-WOMAN. 
A Trvre Story or MareGare. 

Some seasons back a city gent and youthful Earl on bathing bent, 
towards the end of August went to Margate, on the coast of Kent; 
where dancing waves the breezes scent, and, heedless of the awful 
rent, down by the sca each pitched his tent.—Qh, tol de rol looral lay! 

The Earl, a youth of forty-nine, conceived a yxission all divine, for 
Mary Jane, a maiden fine, who gaily hung upon a line the clothes of 
those who sought the brine sea water does with sand combine. ‘To 
take her hand the Earl did pine, and whisper, ‘‘ Sweet, my heart is 
thine; your bathing-dress cast off and shine in higher spheres as wife 
of mine.—Oh, tol de rol looral lay! 1 

The city gent he loved her too; each day he hung about to view the 
lovely maid in serge of blue, who nimbly in her hobnails flew about 
among the bathing crew, and all the morn had nought to do but hang 
the gowns of varicd hue where summer winds might dry them through. 
‘The love of both that maiden knew ; but e’er she chose one sweetheart 
true, and to the other answered ‘“ Pooh!” she thought she'd try a 
little coup ; so wrote to each a billy doo, and sent it by a friend named 
Sue.—Oh, tol de rol looral lay! 

To each she wrote, ‘My dearest dear, I long have watched you wink 
and leer, and shake your danny from the pier, and strive by signs 
to make it clear, that you would wed me but you fear my manners 
might not suit your sphere. Your aching heart I now can cheer, 
and wipe away the scalding tear. My name is Mary Jane de Vere; 
J am the daughter of a peer, who lost a fortune brewing beer ; his ale 
was bad, his end was quecer—I changed my name and settled here, 
ana donn'd this strange unseemly gear to’scape the world’s unthinking 
jeer, and earn some twenty pounds a year.—Qh, tol de rol looral lay! 

The Earl he read her note and swore, and hallooed as his hair he 
tore: “ Of noble birth—oh, what a bore! In fancy I did proudly soar 
to do a thing ne’er done before by one who lofty title wore,—in honest 
wedlock to implore a maid who toiled from ten to four at drying towels 
on the shore. Alas! my dream of blissis o’er. Oh, cruel fate, my 

'” His heart was wounded to the core: he sailed away 


hopes to floor! : 
beyond the Nore, and ne'er was heard of any more.—Oh, tol de rol 


looral lay! 

The city gent her note survey'd, then o’er his face there crept a 

shade, and walking on the esplanade, his trembling limbs his grief 
betray’d. He was a true commercial blade, who always called a spade 
a spade, and so he wrote and called her “ Jade,” and said he really was 
afraid his cards would be but badly played to take to wife a simple 
maid, whose father’d sullied social grade by losing capital in trade. 
Had daddy been of that brigade who knee-deep in the water wade, 
and run to nervous ladies’ aid, he then an offer might have made. 
His head was turned’: he thrice hoorayed, then leapt from off the Grand 
Parade. His bones were in the churchyard laid.—Oh, tol de rol looral 
lay ! 
‘When Mary’s pal returned and said the Earl had packed his 
traps and fled, and that the city gent was dead, poor Mary shook her 
simple head; a bitter tear or two she shed, then rubbed her pretty 
peepers red, and vowed she'd seek old ocean’s bed; but changed her 
mind instead and wed a Margate boatman, known as Ted.—Oh, tol 
de rol looral lay ! 

The moral’s plain as plain can be: Oh, maids who toil beside the 
sea, and wish to.be the lawful she offshoots of some old noble tree, or 
‘cits’? possessed of L. 8. D.; remember if such bow the knee to 
one so humbly placed as thee, your only charm’s that low degree 
which suits you to their companee.—Oh, tol de rol looral lay! 

IF’rom all such pranks I pray refrain as marred the lot of Mary 
Jane, the lass who worked beside the main, and tried a husband rich to 
gain, but lost the lot she would attain, and had to take a humble 
swain, through giving wild ambition rein. If you the knowledge can 
retain that pride is ever beauty’s bane, and lying leads to grief and 
pain, I shall not then have rhymed in vain.—Oh, tol de rol looral lay! 


a & 


_ Accorpine to the Western Mail, of Cardiff, which has just been 
interviewing his Eminence, Cardinal Manning is going tu have a clause 
in his will stating that there is ‘‘no heresy which by reporters he has 
not been made to utter.” But why leave it to his will? Surely thet 
isnot his usual way. Brown, who will have his little joke, sa s the 
( saat desire is to make the utterance specially and douluy ez- 
ez ‘edra, 
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‘* From Grave to Gay.” 
Aw application was recently made to the Liverpool magistrates for 
« theatrical licence to the Ebenezer Chapel, Toxteth Park, which it was 
Proposed to alter and name the Prince Arthur Theatre. Sueh a pro- 
position was rarthur too much of a good thing, and the magistrates 
iaturally exclaimed, ‘* We Connaught grant your application.” 





LOD 


A DUMMY CAPTAIN. 


In distant climes there lived a king who often took a trip 
Across the waters of his realm, and kept a private ship ; 

He'd captains three to keep a watch and twenty men to steer, 
He'd brave commanders gaily laced to help the engineer. 

But over them there reigned supreme a boss of all the crew— 
His cousin-german, all Serene, the Primce of Cariboo. 


The captains they were nobodies, who merely did the work 

A salt of sueh exalted rank would naturally shirk. 

They only stood upon the bridge, and in a humble way 
Performed the little offices for which he drew the pay. 

lor years they safely took the ship across the waters bluc, 

While majesty sat tée-d-tée with Cousin Cariboo. 

When tempests rose, and waves were rough, his highness had to go 
And soothe his sev’ reiga’s agony on ws Gown below; | 
He held the basin, mixed the grog, assumed a cheery tone, 

And bathed his cousin’s ing brow with water of Cologne. 

Of helm, or spar, or rope, or of course he nothing knew,— 
That model naval officer, great Captain Cariboo. 


An accident one day oeceurred—they ran a schooner down ; 

Some folks in sight of Royalty were rude enouch to drown. 

The prince was ina ul state, until a captain said— 

‘‘ We'll have to let the public know the blame is on my head. 
Although yeu hold supreme command, with this you've nought to do, 
Your dolcefarnientiness, my Prince of Cariboo.” 


The captain kept his word and swore the prince was never known 
To interfere on board the ship supposed to be his own ; 

He merely held the highest rank and drew the highest pay, 

And hid behind the funnel when a boat got in the way. 

The natives heard the captain's tale and cried, “ If this be true, 

A real royal officer is Captain Cariboo!” 
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POINTEDLY WRONG. 

Descrinine the affair in which Commedore Goodenough lost his 
life, a morning paper says:—‘ The Commedore and his party were 
preparing to return to the vessel, when a poisoned arrow was 
discharged point blank at him.’ The writer who uses the technical 
term “point blank” in so accurate a sense, and with so definite a 
notion of its meaning, will perhaps inform us if he ever knew a horse 
to run winning-post up the road, or a ship to sail equator from, say, 
Southampton. Did he ever know a dog to fight bone of contention 
with another dog, or a bird fly nest about the countryside? It has 
not hitherto been known that the bow and arrow possessed such a thing 
as a “point blank ;”’ but if so, it is still a mystery how the arrow can 
be di-charged at it. If our contemporary cannet procnre some 
elementary work on gunnery we advise him to look up the tera 
‘point blank ’’ in some dictionary. ‘he one upon our table explains 
it thus: ‘* Direct, horizontal ’’—a definition so simply and. frankly 
senseless that it could hardly fail to give our contemporary keen 
delight and lasting instruction, 





‘*Special” Intelligence. 


A GREAT many contradictory reports having been published as to 
who is to go with the Prince of Wales to India, and who is not, 
as correspondent of cach of the prineipal daly papers, we feel it 
our duty to come to the rescue, and put the matter straight at onee and 
forever. Mr. Jones was to have represented the Srandard, but his 
boots have gone to be mended, and so Mr. Smith is to have the 
appointment. ‘The Telegraph would have preferred the services of 
Mr. Brown, but that gentleman has mislaid his dictionary of quota- 
tions, and is confined to his roomin consequenco, thereby giving up 
the chance to Mr. White, the rising junior. If the Dasly News 
cant have a ship and a Prince all to itself it won't send a reporter— 
it won't, there! And as for the Times, it is going to try its new patent 
self-acting automaton special correspondence machine, invented and 
} atented by the proprictor—the Hookey Walter—on this auspicious 
vpportunity. Meanwhile, the Echo is equal to the occasion, and thinks 
quite enough may be done for a halfpenny by quietly sharpening up 
the scissors, clearing ont the pastepot, and nuaking no fuss about it 
whatever. 





Mind Your Spelling. 
Dy Keneary says that “this is an age of locomotion.” 
low commotion. 


Tffé meant 





“Homixa’”’ birds seem able to hold their own with the telegraph. 
Are the messages they carry written in “I#iveon-English 7” 
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‘“SWEETNESS AND LIGHT.” 


Mr. Boozer :—“ I suay, SMITHSH, THERESH A FIRE SHUMWHERESH. 


WHAT A NASTY SHMELL; IT MUST BE A RAGSHOP A_ BURNING. 


POSHITIVELY FILTHY!” 


UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


_Tuar the Times considers the recent foundering of a schooner in 
sight of her Majesty an In-Solent affair. That the Bessemer has been 
dry docked in the Patent Museum, South Kensington. That his 
Serene Highness Prince Leiningen is to have supreme command of 
her while there, and that in the event of a visitor approaching too 
near he will telegraph Captain Welch for instructions. That Webb 
has offered to swim across the Channel and carry Boyton, his 
appeneine, public company, and all on his back. ‘That the Prince of 

ales will take a pack of cards with him to the East in order to have 
an India rubber. That ‘“‘The Convicted Murderer’s Complete Letter 

Writer, edited by a Gaol Chaplain,” will be the book of the season. 
That the Embankment, in front of the new Opera House, is to be 


Way, I7’s 
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THE CAMPERS-OUT. 


We're three uproarious campers out 
Beside of the rolling stream ; 

The rain is pattering round about, 
The meadows are damp, and steam ; 

The tent is wringing; the rugs are wet; 
The butter and ham perspire ; 

And not a man of our moistened set 
Is able to light the fire ; 

The twigs and fuel and box of lights 
Have lain in a pool awhile— 

Oh, yes! We're doing the thing to-rights, 
In thoroughly English style ! 


We watch the drizzle descending hard, 
And chuckle with lightsome glee ; 

The cheese and butter are mixed with lard 
And pepper and salt and tea; 

The jams have rallied and burst their skins, 
The kettle has come to grief ; 

The milk of Switzerland leaves its tins, 
And covers the boots and beef; 

The rats are up, and amuse our nights 
With many an artful wile— 

We're really doing the thing to-rights, 
In regular English style! 


Our boat (we notice with much delight), 
Containing our humble cheer, 

Has sneaked adrift in the silent night 
And quietly shot the weir! 

Some yards away, in a cheerful roar, 
Allowing his feelings vent, 

A bull we hadn't observed before 
Has suddenly seen the tent. 

That bull's intelligent eyeball lights 
With pleasantly playtul guile — 

He's bent on doing the thing to-rights, 
In thoroughly English style ! 


A Query. 


A vast number of men daily peruse the organ of 
Printing-house-square, and shape their commercial courses 
of action according to its counsels. Do they ever 
reflect that the people who constantly study our con- 
temporary are always behind the Times ? 


Ucu! 





‘¢The Old Original.” 
Tue Derby Mercury seems to think that a great deal too much 


‘honour has been paid Mr. Plimsoll, who is considered to be quite an 


| 
| 


scented nightly by Rimmel. That Colonel Baker is spending his even- 


ings in inventing a better means of communication between passenger 
and guard. That Mr. Disraeli says that when he has the gout it is 
the Premier pas gui coite. That the shareholders of the London and 
Westminster Bank are still suffering from Collie wobbles. That 


insignificant person when compared with the editor of this local 
luminary—by the editor, who lays claim to being the “ old and only 
original” establisher of the demand for justice to seamen, and regards 
the member for Derby as only an imitator basking in the reflected 
lustre of the Derby Mercury. It is really astonishing how many people 
find themselves to be the originators of things, after said things have 
decome successful and popular. We presume, even while admitting the 
present Mercury’s claims, that the editor is faintly aware of the 
peculiarities of the original possessor of the title, and is not too 
original himself to follow in the wake of one so deservedly famous in 
the way of appropriation. 


‘‘’Tis Meat.” 
“ Our cousin of Spain”’ is in difficulties with her butcher and baker, 
and the details of her kitchen arrangements have been published to 


Colonel Tomline has takena public-house in the interests of bar silver. | the world. Under existing circumstances crowned heads might be 


That if Cotton is the new Lord Mayor he won't beat all his pre- 
decessors straight off thereel. But he will. 


mas 


C. BRANDAUER & CO.'S New registered “ press 
series"’ of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 
ints being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
tationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to your hand. 
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CADBURY’S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION,—Is Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch 


pardoned if, by a slip of the tongue, they addressed the unfortunate 
Isabella as ** Ma cuisine.”’ 
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SEPTEMBER 11, 1875.) 


A LOST OPPORTUNITY. 


(A SEASIDE SONG.) 


I’ve wandered all over the town, Mrs. Brown— 
(Albeit my hunger’s acute)— 

Extending my quest to the east and the west; 
But there isn’t a lodging to suit. 

I want a magnificent suite, all complete, 
With furniture fit for a king ; 

And it struck me as quite on the cards that you might 
Have the very identical thing! 
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A dozen apartments of state, all ornate 
With hangings of value untold, 

With ebony doors and with porphyry floors, 
And with crystal, and marble, and gold. 

You'll give me an African slave when I shave, 
And twenty or so when I eat; 

And music to play all the night and the day, 
And exotics to strew at my fect! 
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You needn’t look savage and frown, Mrs. Brown; 
You needn’t turn barshly away : 

It’s weak to be vext, or to mumble, ‘‘ What next?” 
And “‘ Whoever's a-goin’ to pay? ”’ 

The doubt you unkindly suggest is confest ; 
I’ve only a ‘“‘ fiver”’ to spend ; 

Nor the fact do I mask, that the favours I ask, 
I request you to do as a friend. 

If the few little comforts I need you concede, 
Instead of revolving your thumbs, 

With praises profound I will mention you round 
To all my particular chums. 

But if coaxing won't soften you down, Mrs. Brown, 
You'll lose this desirable chance ; 

I'll cross to Dieppe (for it’s only a step), 
And I'll scatter my fiver in France! 


A Waif from the Solent. 


Ir is stated that the jury in the Alberta-Mistletoe 
case were discharged without giving a verdict because 
“‘they were unable to agree as to what form the rider 
should take.” It should have taken the form of a Royal 
Yacht, and then it would have ridden over every 
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BY JOVE! 








obstacle. First Swell:—“By Jove, Fwep, How AWFU'Y WE'DIC'UOUSWY THE 
WOMEN OF THE PWESENT DAY DWEsSS!” 
Boarp Waces.—Directors’ fees. Second Ditto :—‘ Ya-as, ny Jove!” 
and your splendid benefactions to the postal department. Through 


NOTICES TO CONTRIBUTORS. 


A Constant ReEADER.—You say Captain Webb was able to swim 
the Channel because he is Webb-footed. The notion is captivating | 
and original. We have made some small use of it, and are willing to | 
pay for it. Kindly call in cabs and receive your money, which will be 
paid over the counter by a corps of competent cashiers specially 
engaged for the occasion. The best time to call will be three o’clock 
on Sunday morning next, at which hour your presence in Fleet-street 
would least impede traffic. If you care to fetch along your wife we 
will endeavour to find accommodation for her in Salisbury-square, the 
Temple Gardens, and all along the Embankment as far West as 
Waterloo Bridge: the rest of the Embankment, we are sorry to say, 
we have been unable to engage, having been meanly forestalled by the 
publisher of a rival sheet. You had better leave the baby at the 
Crystal Palace, the managers of which have generously consented to 
receive the little darling on deposit; but should the capacity of their 
building prove inadequate, we cannot be responsible for damage by 
weather. Have the goodness to present our regards to Mrs. Constant 
Reader in the various modern languages, and believe us yours 
respectively. 

An ApMIRER oF ‘“Fun.’’-—We had previously heard that the 
Princess Louise was a “ maiden all for Lorne.” Indeed, unless we 
mistake, you have yourself employed your leisure moments during 
the past few years in considerately informing us that such is the case, 
and we congratulate you onthe possession of more leisure than any 
man we know; you must be very rich, and we honour you for it. 
The man whose wealth enables him to give up his whole life to the 
task of impressing some wholesome truth upon a single fellow- 
creature is entitled to the most distinguished consideration—and that 
without regard to whether or not he avail himself of his opportunity. 
We should respect you just as much if you had never taught us any- 
thing whatever. It is only just on behalf of the nation to gratefully 
acknowledge your truly imperial patronage of the stationery interest, 
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your desire to stamp in deep and ineftaceable characters upon our 
memory the fact of the Princess Louise being a ‘ maiden all for 
Lorne,’—and, as you sometimes thoughtfully add, (‘ forlorn’’)—an 
important industry has been put upon a footing of assured prosperity, 
and the national revenue unspeakably augmented. Accept the grati- 
tude of those who esteem without the desire to emulate. 
AMATEUR.—The anecdote you send we shall be happy to use if you 
will make the necessary arrangement with the publishers of Aristo- 
phanes; there is a question of copyright. Lf, however, it should 
appear that Aristophanes had the anecdote from Confucius, as is 
commonly believed, we will cheerfully use it, and let the gentlemen 
mentioned do their worst. ‘They cannot more than kill you. 


Peine Forte et Dure. 


A Sovtuport contemporary says, concerning some barristers 
exposed to the practical jocularity of a certain judge, that “ they 
relished the little joke of the learned gentleman about as highly as a 
dog undergoing the process of vivisection might remark of the opera- 
tor that it was all done ‘in the cause of science.’’’ A dog enduring 
the more intolerable torture of this writer's English would probably 
be less persuaded of the usefulness of whatever object the operator 
might wish to attain; and even Science herself would confess the 
triviality of the end proposed, as compared with the colossal agonies 
entailed by the means employed. 


The China Mania. 

Mr. Wane, the British Ambassador in China, is having a prolonged 
bicker with the Chinese Government. England is not likely to rush 
into war, but unless the complexion of affairs at Pekin be speedily 
altered, she will have to Wade into it. 





Tue “Spreap” or THE Sgason.—The spread of the cattle disease. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sept. 8, 1876. 
[CarToon. ] 


A RECALCITRANT MOVEMENT. 


Lorp Joun, to meddle you are prone— 
To muddle always frantic ; 
And people hardly care to own 
That they have avy feeling shown 
About your latest antic. 
But when they think of days gone by 
And how throughout the nation 
You caused a dread and dismal cry— 
They think the proper word is “ Fie!” 
And feel some perturbation. 
They can but think how altered are your dealings 
Since others had to suffer for your feelings. 
Go to! Lord John, your sympathy’s offensive ; 
Though, better that, than as it was—expensive. 


—_——— 


A case has just been heard'at Derby which, if it is to be regarded 
as a preeedent, will materially vffect the condition and stability of 
many houses of charity in and about the metropolis. Christians of all 
denominations who are not; bigots—aye, and Jews, too—have over 
and over again borne testimony to the amount of good work done for 
the sick poor, for the homeless and the destitute, for the widow and 
the orphan, by the various associations of Catholic nuns who devote 
themselves entirely to the cause of chatity—humbling themselves to 
beg of the afiluent for no purpose other than that of bestowmg what 
they receive upon the helpless and the afflicted. The unostentatious 
manner in which the good work is done, and the amount ef benefit 
conferred by the workers, age too well known to need recital here. 
Yet despite the fact that there could be no possible suspicion of 
vagrancy in their case, two poor sisters, who were soliciting subscrip- 
tions from house to house, were, under the Vagrant Act, arrested, and 
carried to the Derby magistrates’ court, where, although they received 
no punishment. they were very practically warned not to offend again. 
Doubtless, the head constable, who seems to be the promoter of the 
persecution, is a very worthy man, and was actuated by the best 
motives. Unfortunately, however, worthy men of limited compre- 
hension are always doing some evil to a good cause. Possibly the con- 
stable thought that no good could come out of anything conventual ; 
possibly, that the poor ought to be left to take care of themselves. 
But, however it may be, there is the fact, that for soliciting aid, not 
for themselves, but for others, the nuns were taken into custody. 
We should like to know, if this be the law, how far it goes; and 
whether, if a e ve-voce application be legal, an advertisement is right 
and proper. Because, if the great institution of advertising, as 
well as the small one of charity, is to be attacked, we may see in 
the columns of the daily press something beyond the scant and simply 
passing attention this little matter has so far received. 


‘THE FOOL OF THE FAMILY.” 
Since daily now some scandal comes to pass 
Which casts discredit on the Reverend class, 
"Tis time to change a saying once in vogue 
By dropping “ fool” and substituting * rogue.” 


Dux and Geese. 
Wantep particularly, the names and addresses of the seven thousand 
two hundred and eighty-one anonymous senders of a joke about Webb- 
feet, with which we have been driven to desperation during the past 
ten days. Our reason for asking is, because we see that Mr. William 
Waddell, of Mansion House Chambers, has started a ‘Testimonial 
Fund for the hero of the Channel: and we feel sure that corre- 
spondents who have been so lavish of their wit would not be sparing of 
their cash if they could only be brought to see the connection between 
Webb-feet and Waddell. We are afraid, however, that a surgical 
operation would in many cases be found absolutely necessary. Mean- 
while, we trust that both Mr. Waddell, who is well-known in 
connection with the London Athletic Club, and Mr. J. G. Chambers, 
of Land ard Water, may be successful in their efforts on behalf of one 
who is sotruly dur among swimmers. 





The Force of Example. 


Lorp Rvussevr having sent £50 to the Herzegovina insurgents, an 
individual named Hassan writes to the papers that he will present a 
similar sum to the first people who rebel against British misrule. If 
he keeps his word it will be a case of a Hassan his money soon 
parted. He might save trouble by leaving the half-century with us. 
We are game to qualify at any moment. : 
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THE PUBLIC SUBSCRIPTION MANIA. 
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(T1rpINGS FROM SHINGLEPORT-ON-THE-Bnxinyv.) 
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Wepnespay, Aug. 32, 1875.—A cloud 
of depression has been hanging over 
Shingleport-on-the-Briny ; everyone is 
low-spirited, as if labouring under a 
vague sense of some undefined want. 
There is a general, but inexplicable, 
yearning for relief, but nobody knows 
what is the matter. Half the shops are 
shut, and the band no longer plays on 
the pier during the afternoon; nobody 
flings any pebbles into the sea, or looks 
at the performing mice; there is an air 
of silent misery about the town council, 
and the mayor is positively heart-broken. 
It is most incomprehensible! 

* * * * 

Tuurspay, Aug. 33.—The mayor has 
suddenly found out what is the matter— 
there hasn't been a publie subscription got 
up for six weeks! 'The mayor (who is as 
energetic as he is intellectual) has imme- 
diately, and with great presence of mind, 
summoned the town council, and it has 
been decided to get up a public subscrip- 
tion at once. The inhabitants have 
brightened up immediately, and the town 
is quite gay; the band is playing waltzes 
on the pier, and the councilmen are 
dancing round. The mayor is throwing 
pebbles at the performing mice; tri- 
umphal arches are in course of erection 
everywhere, and there is a tremendous 
display of bunting. 

* & * * 

Fripay, Aug. 34.—A difficulty has 
arisen, and a consequent check has oc- 
curred in the festivities; the band is 
playing the ‘“‘ Dead March” in Sau/, and 
the people are conversing in anxious 
groups; the triumphal arches are left 
half-finished; the flags droop listlessly, 
and the sun has gone in. The difficulty 
is this. Jor whomisthe public subscrip- 
tion to be got up? It is absurd to think 
of giving the money tothe paupers in the 
workhouse, or to anyone else who needs 
it; to possess any interest, the subscrip- 
tion must be uncalled-for and out of place. 
** Couldn’t you swim across the Atlantic ?’” 
says the mayor (who is as fertile in 
device as he is fluent in conversation) to 
the fattest and richest councilman; ‘“ and 
then we could present the subscription to 
you.” But the councilman says he has 
other engagements. ‘I'he popular de- 
pression is coming on again. 

* * * 

Saturpay, Aug. 35.—The town of 
Shingleport has once more brightened up ; 
the triumphal arches are alive with work- 
men, and the flags flutter gaily in the 
wind ; the sun is blazing; the band on 
the pier is playing reels; the council- 
men are boisterous; and everybody is 
having something to drink. A solution 
of the subscription difficulty has occurred 
to the mayor (who is never without an 
expedient). 

A duke in a white hat has hopped 
round the parapet of the town-hall three 
times without falling, and the subscrip- 
tion is to be presented to him. 

* * 7. * 

The duke won't take it, and the town 
is in despair again. 
* * 7 ae 

Monpay, Aug. 36.—Once more all is 
happiness. The fattest councilman has 
discovered a _ bald-headed millionaire 
who has lost his bathing-machine, and is 
wandering about in the water. Here is 
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however, that the recent visit was merely a Teck-nickel affair. 


vexation because Webb has crossed the Channel. What nonsense! 
lhe American’s dress accomplished its mission when it floated a public 
company. 
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the very person for the subscription. The figures on the bathing- 
machine are being obliterated to prevent the millionaire finding his 
number; a deputation is about to wait upon him; the town is all flags; 
a covered way from the sea to the town-hall is in progress ; and every- 
body is having something more to drink. 
* ¢ * * * * 
Tvurspay, Aug. 37.—The misery of Shingleport is unutterable: The 
deputation was just going down to the sea when it was diseovered 
that the millionaire had escaped somehow. ‘There are general hne and 
ery and excitement; the band is all discord ; the triumphal arches are 
being torn down by an infuriated mob ; it is raining; the mayor and 
corporation have barricaded themselves in the town-hall, as their lives 
are threatened; the fattest councilman has fallen a sacrifice to the 
fury of the populace, and the duke in the white hat has climbed to the 
church weathereock for safety. A party with bloodhounds have gone 
in search of the millionaire. 
Windows are being smashed everywhere. Glass falling. 
* . * * . 


TO A LEADER WRITER. 


Str,—I have not the happiness to know you, but by the privilege of 
reading you I daily profit. Permit me to hope that you may live for 
ever, delighting, instructing, amd reforming the world. I now pro- 
pose to myself the grief of chastising you. 

In a newspaper, the name of which, out of respect for its general 
excellence, I ask the indulgence of not mentioning by name. an article 
of yours recently appeared on the election ofa Vicar in Clerkenwell. 
A good article, | grant you. In the course of it you speak— most 
justly—of the absurdity of the great body of parishioners d+ciding 
upon the claims of the two candidates without having heard the 
preaching of either. At this point you throw im the following ex- 
traordinary sentence :—‘*‘ When Ajax and Ulysses competed for the 
arms of Achilles they hadan audience of experts to decide between 
them.”’ Having thus broken the continuity of your remarks by a 
brief incursion into antiquity and a flying visit to the plains of Troy, 
you return, apparently refreshed, to the Clerkenwell of to-day. 

In conformity to what rule or necessity of art did you interpolate 
that preposterous “ illustration” ? Sir, have you the ignorance to 
suppose that the folly of deciding without knowledge requires to be 
made clear by an example of the opposite practice—an example, too, 
of which you do not even take the trouble to point out the signifi- 
cance? You areabsurd! But supposing an illustration required— 
must you search so far for it? Are there no ‘modern instances” to 
point the application of your remarks? You are blind. Will your 
readers accept your cheap and trite classicality as the mark of a 
superior mind? You have the honour to be an idiot. 

‘You only follow custom”? To that fact you are indebted for 
this letter. Ishould hardly have taken the liberty of censuring you 
for any private crime which you might have found it a pleasure to 
commit; the offence is general. No member of your tribe ever, by 

any chance, fails to commit it from three to ten times in the course 
of a single leader. Their illustrations, which do not illustrate, are 
invariably drawn from the ten-thousand-times rifled caskets of Greek 
and Roman literature. ‘They give us nothing else, for they know 
nothing else. In the Book of Knowledge they have perused but a 
single thumb-worn page—the only page at which, to them, the 
ponderous tome will mechanically unclose. Without instruction, 
they lack also the sense to abstain from emphasizing their lack of it. 
They twang always the single string of their intellectual harp, as 
evidence of the many melodies they could evoke if so minded. To 
pay you the compliment of being plain with you, sir, the class of 
which you have the good fortune to be a distinguished representative 
is largely composed of individual fools. 
Receive, sir, the assurance of my sincere regard, THERSITES, 


The mayor and council are holding a hurried consultation. “TI 
wonder whether J could swim across the Atlantic?”’ says the mayor 
(whose obesity is only equalled by his affability). ‘‘ Never mind,’’ he 
adds, suddenly, ‘‘I’ll accept the subscription without,” and he has 
ventured out on to the balcony and is attempting to address the 
riotous mob below; he has avoided several brickbats by ducking, and 
he has obtained a hearing. He says he will accept the subscription 
himself; and the people cheer boisterously, and hurl bouquets at him. 
There is an immense concourse at the doors below, struggling to 
subscribe; preparations are in a forward state for illuminating the 
High-street. The whole town is strewed with roses; the triumphal 
arches are being re-erected; the band cannot play fast enough; the 
duke in the white hat has come down from the weathercock and is 
chaired round, and it is unanimously decided to erect a sumptuous 
monument to the memory of the fattest councilman. Meanwhile the 
millionaire has been found concealed within a large buoy, and is to 
have a public banquet. 

Everyone is having something more to drink. Glass rising. 


A CANTANKEROUS CANTICLE. 


O swest the skankly skeesics are, 
Amongst the filking trees! 

But I’m too catawampous, far, 
For pollicods like these. 


The wangquang blossoms in the wood, 
The red scomadger glows ; 

To me their squallikack’s no good— 
I’m dead to things like those. 


Blue burns the zanicockle’s dot, 
And bright the josky’s gem; 
In vain! In vain! I seopple not 

To fangle sich as them. 


‘¢ Only Insane.” 


TureeE Liverpool policemen recently refused to take into custody a 
lunatic who was at large and violent. When asked to secure the madman 
they declined, stating that was the duty of the parish authorities. Of 
course, madness is not a crime, while idiotcy looks like being a positive 
virtue to a Liverpool policeman. But why didn’t those who were 
troubled with the lunatic charge him with being drunk? Perhaps 
because after the consequent hard swearing they would never have 
been able to prove him only mad again. 


‘‘ All Flesh is Grass,” 


Tue so-called ‘ practical man”’—who is usually a fool—has a simple 
and direct method of satisfying his mind on any disputed point which 
admits of ‘‘ actual experiment.”’ He does not waste his time balancing 
probabilities and calculating results from data already acquired by 
others. Not he! Ono! he tries the thing for himself, sir. Let us 
illustrate. At Wibsey, near Bradford, the other day, a horse was 
found calmly chewing the arm ofa small boy, who with much diffi- 
culty was rescued, or partly rescued, his preserver being himself much 
eaten in the struggle. ‘The animal’s owner having been informed of 
the carnivorous proclivities of his property, had his doubts, which, 
being a practical man, he proceeded to resolve in an eminently prac- 
tical way. Procuring another small boy, as nearly like the first as 
possible, he exposed him to the suspected brute, which at once settled 
the question by helping itself to a choice cut out of the poor little 
fellow’s back. It is much to the credit of the practical man that he 
afterward consented to the destruction of the horse, without further 
experiment with boys of different ages and with girls. 





The Correct Thing. 


Someman—presumably a parson—writes to a contemporary correcting 
a typographical error by which, in a previous letter, he had been made 
to say that he was willing to do a service—a form of expression which 
he calls a gross vulgarism. If, as we suppose, a religious service 
was meant, he is indubitably right, but if he meant some secular act 
beneficial to others he errs. It is perfectly correct, for example, to 
say, “‘ I will do you good service.” Wewish to add, however, that it 
is most injudicious, and commonly false. 


‘‘ Knowledge is Power.” 


A parLy contemporary in an enthusiastic article on small-fry fishing, 
says that ‘‘gudgeon are both gregarious by nature and also timid.” 
We should have relished this information much better if we had been 
informed which of the two was the more timid, and the process by 
which the philosophy of Peterborough-court discovered the fatal secret 
of the gudgeon famine. As gudgeon are not “ flat” fish, it is indeed 
strange that the writer should know so much about them. 


German Silver. 
tovanry has taken quite a fancy to Margate of late. It is rumoured, 


Killed-wick, 

Tue railway official who arranged a fatal collision at Kildwick 
because the wick of some tail lamps required relighting, deserves a 
medal at the hands of the G y Jokers’ Association. It would 
be detracting from his merits to urge that his victims were killed 
wickedly. 


On the Surface. 
TuEermare people who fancy that Boyton bites his toe-nails with 
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THE BRITISH WORKMAN.—BY ONE WHO DOESN’T BELIEVE IN HIM. 
' 





PHASE FOURTH, 





tee lias, 


Rat WES 3 eaten ee a a ee 


The foreman who saye,—Bless his soul! ought to be ashamed of ’emselves. Letting ’em know what’s what. 
Dirgraceiul! ain’t it ? he’ll let ’em know what's what. 
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MIND, IT'S ONLY THE ECCENTRICITY 


YOUR COUNTRY INTO FOR MY SAKE?” 
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How ABOUT THE CRIMEAN WAR YOU FORCED 


Ou, THAT WAS SUCH A LONG TIME AGO I’D QUITE FORGOTTEN IT. 
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A CHAN 


Sultan :—“ But, JOHNNY, YOU USED TO BE ON OUR SIDE. 


Johnny Russell :—‘‘ Dip 1? 
OF MY GREAT GENIUs!”’ 
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“NOTHING IN THE PAPERS.” 


Tue world and wife are out of town, 
We're in the silly season ; 

In vain we glance the journals down 
In search of sense and reason. 

To Times, and News, and Telegraph 
We turn to check the vapours : 

Alas, no wheat relieves the chaff— 
‘‘ There’s nothing in the papers! ” 


An accident or two a day 
On rail, or road, or ocean, 
A Turkish or a Spanish fray, 
A Stock Exchange commotion— 
There’s little else to read about, 
Except some rev’rend capers: 
Though hard for news the liners tout— 
‘‘'There’s nothing in the papers !”’ 


A brutal drunkard kills his wife, 
The French expel our Betters, 
The Queen takes part in Temp’rance strife 
And writes consoling letters. 
No rest obtain the writing men, 
Who toil by midnight tapers : 
Although this is the season when— 
‘‘ There’s nothing in the papers.” 


Rather a Novelty, 


Tue banks of Stockholm have issued 
a notice that they will no longer cash Bank 
of England notes in consequence of the 
numerous forgeries said to be in circula- 
tion on the Continent. The tourist who 
takes notes out will, therefore, have to 
bring his Stockholm again. 


WEBB AND WISDOM. 


TO THE EDITOR OF THE “‘ DAILY DREAMER.” 


Srr,—We are a great, an intellectual, I may say an insulated race. 
We are descended from the Thors and the Odins, the Duniewhassels, 
the Heptameters, andthe Heptarchies of those glorious days of old 
which have been so often the theme of song and story. We are in 
fact Englishmen, sons of Harold the Saxon and of William the 
Norman, of the Dane and of the Norwegian—of the Scythian and 
Scandinavian likewise. We are of the Sea-kings; possibly of the 
Sea-mews. In our veins there boils the lava-like torrent of the 
Patrician, while the Plebeian is also not unrepresented. Can we then 
forget what we owe to ourselves—to our ancestry? Perish the 
thought, and the thinkers. 

I feel, sir, that the agitation which leads me to write is manifesting 
itself in my letter. What I wish te say is this. Let some due token 
of recognition be given to Captain Webb. Let us not go in for paltry 
testimonials; rather let us show what can be done asa nation. I beg, 
therefore, to propose that Captain Webb be made Duke of Dover, that 
apartments be assigned him in the Castle commensurate with his rank, 
that the crew of the lugger which accompanied him be all knighted, 
that an obelisk with a suitable inseription be placed on each side of the 
Channel, and that the reporters of this great feat be made at once 
editors of their various papers. The present editors to be pensioned, 
and sent out with the Prince of Wales to India. I think this advice a 
good deal more useful than a mere subscription te a paltry testimonial 
of the money kind.—I am, etcetera, R. H. O’ Ryan. 


Srr,—When Captain Boyton paddled his own canoe across the 
English Channel all the world wondered, and the demand for india- 
rubber went up a hundred per cent. Shall the demand for a suitable 


memorial for our brave English sailor, who alone and unaided accom- | 
Let us hope not. I | 


plished a still greater task, be less manifest ? 


A VALUABLE SUGGESTION. 


Here you are, ladies! a light bamboo framework, and the panier will be available for a seat at 
any time. 


No expense or trouble of camp stools, §c., then. 


every day of their lives, and, as you must be aware, it is admitted on all 
anda that a fish is a very inferior animal when compared with a man. 
This I think should determine the question. When Captain Boyton 
crossed the Channel he did so “ in the cause of humanity ” and a suit 
which no fish could possibly have managed. ‘Therefore I admire him, 
and think that Webb ought not to have meanly attempted to rob a 
visitor of his well-won laurels. In fact, I think that all the money 
that has been raised for Webb should be given to Boyton—and more 
too. Yours very much etcetera, A Loeician. (U.S.) 

Srr,—It is all very well to talk about Captain Webb, and his 
undoubtedly able performance; but what I want to explain is this. 
How are we to know that the same thing has never been done before ? 
How are we to know that much greater swims have not been taken in 
those good old times when every man was his own athlete, and there 
were no newspapers to record the brave deeds by which the supremacy 
of Englishmen became wn fait accompli? Is it not fair to suppose that 
when there were neither ships nor rumours of ships swimming was not 
only the usual mode of communication between the British Isles, but 
between them and the Continent also? Certainly it is; and until it is 
positively shown that the Channel was never swum before, I beg to 
subscribe myself— Yours excessively etcetera, 

ONE WHO Is NoT TO BE ImMposEp On. 


are lots of fishes that keep on swimming for twenty-four hours of 


| Srr,—I venture to think that there are a great many people who 
| have never heard of me, and yet I have done a good deal to promote the 
| great deed of daring which is now convulsing the nation. I don’t want 
| to lay claim to an undue amount of praise, but [| certainly thmk the 
| honours of the recent exploit should be divided between me and the 
| Captain. Yes, sir, I am, more than usually etcetera, 

THe Man wuo rirst Discovered THE JOKE anouy Wexbs-l eer. 

[This correspondence must now cease.—Ep. ] 


think that if Captain Webb could be prevailed on to get himself | 


examined by some very eminent playsician his secret might be 
discovered, and a company be started to perpetuate the achievement 


and promote the breed of swimmers. It could be called the Patent | 
| that the weight of the paper used in producing a recent issue w7*8 


Lung and Porpoise Oil Company, Unlimited, and I should feel that I 
had done some good to humanity by preposing it.—Believe me to be 
—Yours very etcetera, Fieer Srreet. 


Srr,—Pardon my presumption in addressing you, but I wish to say 
that I for one don’t think anything of the great Webb feat. There 


‘‘ Weighting, my Darling, for Thee.” 
A Suerrretp “ daily” takes a pardonable pride in the circums*am® 


‘“* 5 tons, 0 cwt., 3 quarters, 21 lbs.”” The ewts. must feel considerable 

chagrin at not being represented in this magnificent total, though 
| they were probably absent through no fault of their own. At this 

time of the year it is less easy than at Christmastide to get together 
| afew hundred waits. 


| 
| 
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CHIVALRY! 
We have always 
entertained a con- 
siderable amount of 
respect for Mr. 
(harles Reade's 
ability, although Mr. 
Charles Reade seems 
to consider it his 
bounden duty to 
make everybody for- 
get his real claims on 
them by persistently 
parading himself, his 
crotchets, and his 
grievances. Mr. 
Reade's letters to the 
Pall Mali Gatette on 
“the mghts and 
wrongs of authors” 
were at first some- 
what amusing, owing 
to the peculiarities 
and personalities of 
the writer, even to 
those who do not care 
to have the main in- 
cidents in the career 
of Charles Reade set 
forth as a lesson and 
a warning to the rest 
of the world. But 
now Mr. 
Reade is fast becom- 
ing an unpaliiated 
bore, his song being 
constantly, ** Reade 
Reade, Reade, you're 
the fellow that can 
write, write, write! 
You're the 
whom 
wishes to despoil; 
the eves of Europe 
are upon you, and 
the hands of America 
are in your pockets! 
But you are not to be 
put down—you are 
brave and generous, 
and you are, above 
all other writers this 
world has produced, 
the writer who is at 
once an Oxford 
scholar,a gentleman, 
and a decider of the 
places to be occupied 
in literature by op- 
position fictionists.”’ 
Occasionally Mr. 
Reade patronises a 
brother of the pen, 
and in No. X. of his | 
long and discursive | 
letters to the Pall 
Mail, he takes up 
tenderly, and as a 
fellow sufferer, Mr. | 
Tom Taylor. This 


Charles | 


man | 
every body i 
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‘‘TO EVEN MONEY!” 


Teetotal Wife :—“‘ AN, WHEN THAT ’EVINGLY Sir WILFRID ’As ‘IS WAY, ELL PUT THAT 


NASTY BEER DOWN!”’ 


Irreverent Brute:—‘ Hopzk HELL PUT IT DOWN TO THE PRICE IT USED TO WAS— 


" . ae ” 
THRUPPENCE A POT. 
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portion of the argu- 
ment—if argument a 
lot of loose discon- 
nected statements 
can be called—is ex- 
ceptionally difficult 
for us to treat; but 
we may at once state, 
without fear of con- 
tradiction, that if 
there is any one man 
in this country who 
ought to be thankful 
for the present state 
of the law of copy- 
right it is Mr. Tom 
Taylor, who is cer- 
tainly the cleverest 
and best adapter of 
other men’s brain- 
work modern days 
have produced. Mr. 
Reade next raves 
about scansion with 
regard to some ad- 
mittedly hard treat- 
ment a piece of his 
and Mr. Taylor’s re- 
ceived in America, 
and says, ‘‘ Nowthere 
is no surer sign of an 
uneducated man than 
not knowing how to 
scan verses.” We 
cannot plead guilty 
to having ever read 
any of Mr. Reade’s 
verses; but he is 
singularly unfortu- 
nate in his claim on 
behalf of his friend 
and = collaborateur, 
who, according to 
Mr. Reade’s own 
dictum, must be 
ignorant indeed. 
We have no wish to 
be considered in any 
way inimical to Mr. 
Reade, whose power 
as a novelist we ad- 
mire verymuch. It 
is as well, however, 
to remark on the 
vagaries of one who, 
in the interests of 
the great copyright 
question, but venti- 
lates his own griev- 
ances, and shows 
once again how 
much - selfishness 
there is in the prac- 
tical chivalry of the 
nineteenth century. 


———___ 


ee 


ALL THE FuN or 
THE F'arr. — Flirta- 
tion. 








EDUCATED GENTLEMEN. 


Vicars and rectors, we observe, mean to employ tothe full the | 
extraordinary powers given, or confirmed, to them by the decisions in | 
the case of the Rev. Mr. Keet, if we may venture to call him so. 
public are familiar with the action of the Rev. Mr. Marriott in | 
refusing to permit a parishioner to erect in the churchyard a head- | 
stone without a cross on it. 
an address declaring that he will enforce the same regulation. 
impossible to say of these two clergymen whether they are actuated | 
more by courtesy in outraging the feelings of others, or by wisdom in | 
directing public opinion against themselves. 
about the * educated gentlemen in every parish,’’ but fromthe specimens | precautions. 


The | 


We mention them. 





The Rev. Mr. Whytehead has now issued | 
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| under consideration we perceive that education and gentility—like 
alkali and oil—may combine to produce something altogether 
different from either. While many a parish has had the good fortune 
to secure its educated gentleman, it is unhappily true that many 
another has to put up with that imperfect substitute, a knowing gent. 
We do not allude to the parishes of Horsemonden and Nunkeeling. 


Since the wonderful discovery of keysin the river near Windsor 
We hear a good deal | Castle, the guardians of the Royal residence have redoubled their usual 
They are always on the key vive now. 
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The Dook got over the hairpin, and lived for many years to console 
BULLY FOR HER. his master for the loss of a paltry wife. 


A Mopern Bomance, in Turer CHAPTERS. Morat. 

Until the higher education of woman is an accomplished fact, wives. 
will be fools enough to fancy themselves of equal value with twenty 
thousand pound Bulls. The lesson taught by an overstocked marnage 
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Cuapter I. 


Taar wheleslo gifer cf mountain dept ond Gyarcn speves, Dr. market and a rage for shorthorns is one every female child should 


Dan Phoebus, was doing a little job for the wood-crowned heights of 
Tode-in-the-Hole one eventful evening towards the close of the present 
century, previous to retiring to rest. 

The overseers of the parish, who generally secured for themselves 
any decorating or repairing that might be required in the meighbour- 
hood, bestewed not the slightest attention on this parochially 
unauthorised proceeding. And the reason was obvious. They were 
otherwise engaged. Was it not the appointed hour wher the Lord of 
the Manor, Sir Hubert de Boeuf, would bring home the Bull and the 
Bride he had purehased down South? Ay! Sang de Boouf, and, 
marry, it was. Sir Hubert had given twenty thousand for the animal 
and. his title fer the lady. The inhabitants of the ancient borough of 
Tode-in-the-Hole had: assembled to do honours to them both. 

“At Jast the Hour arrived; the Standard waved from the gloomy 
battlements of the castle, the Telegraph was busy wiring an account 
ofthe proceedings to the provincial papers, the fost of honour was 
taken ‘by the ae inhabitants, and there:was a Free Press in the 
rearto get a view of the approaching cavalcade. ; 

‘The village brass band had barely played ‘‘ See the Conquering,’ etc. 
twenty-four times, when. a pair of bellows announced the arrival of the 
thero of the day. Placing one hand affectionately upon his horn, and 
meposing the other artistically upon his tail, Sir Hubert presented him 
‘to the admiring throng in the following few, but well chosen words :— 

“Fellow inhabitants and gal inhabitants of Tode-in-the-Hole, I’ve 
ibeen and I’ve bought this here bull, twenty-fourth Dook of Juniper. 
I've given twenty thou. for him, and I'm proud of it. I meant 
to have introduced you to the missis at the same time, but ‘half-way 
here her cherry bonnet strings frightened the Dook, so I’ve left her 
behind to walk on. She’ll be here some time to-morrow if she meets 
a‘waggon. But never mind her, come and stroke the bull.” 

They went, and that night, over many a foaming tankard and flow- 
ing bowl, a shout went up in honour of the being who was hence- 
forward to shed renown upon the dwelling-place of the drinkers. His 
Twenty-fourth Grace of Juniper brought a wet night to Tode-in- 
the-Hole. 

Cuapter II. 

A fortnight after the events narrated in our last, Lady de Boeuf sat 
alone in the scullery of her, husband’s mansion. A philanthropic 
tinker had found her on the previous day sheltering from an inundation 
on a distant sign post, and accommodating her with a seat on his 
grindstone, had wheeled her home to her husband’s residence. 

My Lady had the vapours. Seated upon a coal scuttle in the afore- 
said scullery, thoughtfully darkening her eyebrows with a cinder, it 
occurred to her that it was about time for a row. 

Her lord and master was busily engaged in the drawing-room fitting 
up a rubbing post for the Dook, who had taken a fancy to the apart- 
ment. His grace being fond of the society of females of his own class, 
the dining-room had been turned into a boudoir for aristocratic cows of 
the neighbourhood, who might wish to pay their respects to him. 
The only room in the house at the disposal of her ladyship was one 
in which she sat at the commencement of this chapter. 

‘‘T’ll have a row,” she said—and she did. She went upstairs and 
annoyed the Dook by dropping hairpins in his fodder. Then turning 
to her indignant lord, she exclaimed, her eyes emitting sparks of 
woes indignation, “ Either that animal quits the house this instant 
or I do.” 

She did—for the intelligent Dook rescued his master from the horns 
of a dilemma, by taking the lady on his own and tossing her quietly 
out of the window. 

Cuarter IIT. 

Volcanic rage and despair racked the breast of the proud head of the 
ancient house of De Boeuf. His wife was lying in the front garden 
with a broken back, and his bull was lying on the drawing-room 
carpet with a hairpin stuck in his throat. 

The doctor lived ten miles east, and the “ vet.’’ lived ten miles west. 

There was only one horse in the stables, and every moment was of 
value in either case. 

It didn’t take the proud patrician long to decide. 

“Jim! he shouted down the stairs to his groom, “saddle Eclipse 
and ride like the —— for Thomson, the “ vet.” When you come back 
if the missis ain’t dead, you can fetch the doctor to her.” 

The dying woman, groaning on the grass outside, heard these heart- 
less words, and, crawling on her hands and knees, left the home of 
her wifehood for ever. For seven weary days and nights she crawled 
along the country roads until she reached her mother’s house in 
Seton ay on that mother’s breast she sobbed aloud her piteous tale 

ed. 
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SEPTEMBER IN TOWN. 


Summer is ended and Autumn is here— 

Though for the present we're not very far in it. 
Oysters are back again—awfully dear : 

Still they are back, for the month has an R in it. 
Leaves will be shortly beginning to fall 

Thick o'er the Parks as the snow onthe Jura lies 
When shall I fly—if I can fly at all— 

Far from the bricks and the mortar-to ruralise ? 


Nobody here to be‘met by or meet ;— 
Long have I grown of the terrible truth aware. 
Long have I wandered in square and in street, 
Desolate now as the walls of Balclutha were- 
Blame not the bard ifa desert so bare 
Pains him to think.of it—hurts him‘to speak of it. 
Pity the cry of his utter: ir ;>— 
“ Oh for the country, y a-week of it!” 
Barely a line in a day can I write ; 
Barely a line, either prosy or lyrical. 
Dozens, when London is full, Limdite— 
Pleasantly morbid or mildly satimical. 
Trained in ‘the country a poet should be;— 
Coleridge, and Wordsworth, and ever so many were. 
Why not at once make a poet of me ?— 
Somebody,—take me—dsrectiy—to anywhere 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue Charing-eross Theatre has once again reopened under the 
management of Mr. W. R. Field, with, as usual, a very attractive 
programme. Opera-bouffe forms the chief dish, and no one can 
grumble at the quantity of the seasoning provided therein. If any 
do, it will be because of surfeit rather than from desire for more. In 
fact, we are rather afraid that in their desire to please the frequenters 
of this bijou house, Messrs. Sellman and Green have “ made it rather 
warm’ for our insular tastes and proprieties. However, that is 
doubtless all changed now, and perhaps even as it was, for a piece of 
foreign origin, there was nothing so much amiss with Dagobert. The 
music is bright and sparkling, and the songs generally of a superior 
kind to that found in opera-bouffe—a fact which makes the 
divergence of the librettist from strict propriety the more noticeable. 
We are glad to see Mr. Odell back again on the stage, and trust, now 
he has recommenced, to find him before long in a part better suited to 
his abilities. Mr. Rosenthal does what he has to do artistically and well, 
and ae pode yoo — be said of Miss Burville and Miss Laverne. 
Miss Edi , well-known here, plays in the opening comedietta, 
which, if for that reason alone, sho Sol be sieaitid tenet search 
of amusement. 

On Tuesday last a special Police Féte was held at the Alexandra 
Palace in aid of the City and Metropolitan Orphanage of our blue- 
coated guardians. The performances were under the patronage and 
immediate direction of the most important of the Commissioners and 
District Superintendents, and the programme was fairly in ing, 
though, considering the occasion, rather commonplace. The cause is 
an extremely g one, and deserves to be supported, and so we 
venture to suggest that in future something moré hkely to attract the 
general public shall be provided. Colonel Henderson and Captain 
Harris might do a little ground and lofty tumbling, or show at some 
other congenial burlesquerie; Colonel Fraser might go round with the 
cocked hat of which he is so fond; and Superintendent Mott might 
show how battles are lost and won—at Epsom. A strategic movement 
to intercept burglars, and a deploying effort in the interests of Sir 
Wilfrid Lawson and temperance, might be exhibited by the humbler 
representatives of ‘“‘ the force.” drunkards and thieves to be 
provided, and all the accessories of real ranning<in to be shown. The 
rarity of this latter process, as regards the deserving, would be sure to 
loosen the shillings m the pockets of many thousands of curious and 
strangely interested spectators. 

On Saturday next, the 11th inst., the Carl Rosa Opera Company 
commences a short season at the Princess’s Theatre. It should be 
very successful, as among other well-known names that are advertised 
we note those of Signor Campobello and Mr. Santley. 
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| DOTS AND LINES. 


ArnivaL of September and partridge-shooting. Much easier to 
| arrive at partridge-shooting than to arrive at the shooting of part- 
| ridges. Friends at a distance will please, &c. = Mr. G. Cavendish 
Bentinck has been “ giving it to Plimsoll.’’ Of course in Plimsoll’s 
| absence. — Strange how clever this class of statesman is—away from 

the House. Why not keep away ? — Election of a vicar of Clerken- 
well. Holderness’s prospects by no means so couleur de Rose as he 
, imagined. Lesson of the election: ‘* How these clergymen love one 
| another!” — Her Majesty expresses her willingness to become a 
| patron of the Church of England Temperance Society. We’re not 
| sure if this society is for the promotion of temperance in clerical 
' 
| 


Scotch whusky is hourly anticipated. — Boston election inquiry dis- 
covers something. The way to the heart and vote of a Lincolnshire 
rough diamond is by way of a black diamond—“ and none of your 
slates either !"’ — Formation of a new Government in Servia. Trust 
it will prove more Serviaceable than the last. — Commencement of the 
| railway accident season. The enly solace of those who are obliged to 
stay in town. — Duke of Edinburgh accepts the freedom of the City 
| of Nishni-Novgorod. Anything in the way of freedom out there 
seems to be valuable. — Earl Russell presents £50 and ‘all his 
| sympathy” to the Herzegovinian insurgents. He evidently forgets | 
| that he is now opposing a cause in behalf of which he assisted | 
| to plunge England ina cruel war which cost us over two hundred 
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matters, or is a teetotal arrangement. but anyhow a fall in the price of 
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“ We can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.’"—Standard, 
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A MOURNFUL EVENT AT THE ZOO. 


Dedicated, without permission, to the gentlemen of the Press who tell such very remarkable stories about the establishment in Regent’s Park. 
almost afraid, however, that this sceneis not half so wonderful as some events at the Zoo described in the columns of the ‘‘ Daily Delirium.” 


We are 





millions. — Miss Beckwith swims from London-bridge to Greenwich. 
There is a tide in the affairs of women, then! It is an ebb tide, how- 
ever, and therein, we presume, it differs from the other. 


A Freak of Nature. 


Writine from Athens, a correspondent of the largest daily paper 
says:— Inthe death of M. , Greece has lost what she can ill spare — 
an honest and good man, of strict Conservative principles.” Not only 

rreece, but the world has an interest in the preservation of this rare 
and remarkable “type,’’ rapidly, alas! becoming extinct. Compared 
with so engaging a paradox as an honest and good man professing 
strict Conservative principles, the flying-fish isa dull creature, the 
ornithorhynchus a bore. 








An A-stone-age-ing Work. 
Some Frenchman has written an antediluvian novel, with the highly 
geological title of ‘“‘ Les Parisiens 4]l’Age de Pierre.’ An English 
version will probably appear entitled ‘‘ Parisians as Old as St. Peter.”’ 


A Coach-dog. 


An American “ showman ” is advertising, asa great natural curiosity 
‘‘a dog on wheels.”’ That's nothing; we have seen many dogs with 
weals. And, oddly enough, many a dog has both weal and woe at the 


same time. 
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A MORAL POET. 


I tone to claim a lyrist’s fame, 
For poetry enchants me. 
I woo the Muse, and don't abuse 
The privilege she grants me. 
I’ve written loads of little odes, 
And though they’re somewhat “ festive,” 
The strictest prude can’t say they’re rude, | 
Nor naughtily suggestive ! 


Oh, pray beware, all ye who dare 
To bring a “racy” book out 
Of any kind, for, bear in mind, 
Collette is on the look-out. 
Some men allure with thingsimpure, | 
Depicted with a s/y pen— 
Dut though it pays, no naughty phrase 
Shall emanate from my pen! 


I raise no blush with “ sickly gush,” 
My lyrics sparkle freshly ; 

J wouldn't sing the kind of thing 
Buchanan's christened “ fleshly ’’— 

The lays U’ve penned can ne’er otiend | 
With broadness slily hinted ; 

No moral laws they’ ve hurt—because 
They laven’t yet been printed! | 





‘‘ Words, Words!” 

Ocr respected contemporary, the Avening Stidard, 
rejoices ina‘ liner’? who does the like of this :—‘* The 
season, which at first, from an unusual absence of sun, 
threatened to be adverse to the profuse and unusual 
growth ot the year, changed during the last few wecks, 
and Pomona herself could not have wished for more 
satisfactory atmospheric influencesfor her productions.” 
Under more satisfactory lunar influences this writer 
would perhaps not need to put a pressure on the 
vocabulary in order to say that bad weather was fol- 
lowed by good. 


Matter o’ Money. 
Why are unhappy marriages like the Bank of Cali- 
fornia, and Duncan, Sherman, and Co’—Because they 
are United States Failures. 


SCIENTIFIC APPARATUS. | 

An exhibition of scientific apparatus is to be held at South Kensing- | 
ton early in the ensuing year. ‘The undermentioned scientitic 
appliances will be among the most remarkable on view :— 

A patent nayal officer ingeniously constructed to shield royal 
superiors from the result of their inefficiency. 

An ironclad built upon the most approved principles, and warranted 
to send portions of the British Navy to the bottom on every possible 
occasion. 

The Railway Directors’ Handy Smasher. This remarkable instru- 
ment will reduce fifty thousand travellers to pulp in an hour at the 
nominal cost of one tarthing per traveller. The expense and incon- 
venience of excursion trains, signal men, and defective tires will thus 
be avoided. 

The Levylightliteraturelongwordsleaderphram. Directions for use. 
Feed with 1 English dictionary, 1 French do., 1 Latin do., 1 police 
case or social scandal, 1 book of foreign proverbs, and a few leaves of 
Lempricre. Turn the handle gently until a sufficient amount of copy 
falls into the trough prepared for its reception. As this machine 
neither drinks, borrows money, nor bleeds advertisers, it must 
eventually supersede the clumsy contrivance now used by the 
“attractive” dailies. 

The Model Judge. Admirably adapted for the City of London 
Court. Goes by clockwork, and requires winding-up daily. Delivers 
judgment for plaintiff and defendant alternately, thus removing the 
long-standing slur upon British justice, that its course is uncertain. 
This wonderful invention must be seen to be appreciated. 

The Cab Caller. This ingenious and strictly scientific apparatus | 
consists of 24 bells, 2 large cannon, 1 thunderbolt, and 6 steam whistles. 
No one who wishes to get a cabman out of his shelter on a wet night | 
should be without this wonderful instrument. 

The Liberal Lever. The proprietors of this marvellous cnt 
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guarantee that in the space of six months it will raise this country 
from the Conservative slough of despond in which it lies at present, 
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A REMINISCENCE OF A RECENT 





THE MAN AT THE WHEEL. 


VISIT TC MARGATE. 


.9? 


‘* Ay, AY, SIR}; HARD DOWN IT Is! 








and restore it to its former position as an Europesn power. As an 


| enormous run is expected upon this appliance, early applications ar 


necessary. 








ECCENTRICITY OF GENIUS. 


‘‘ Your Sheffield iron work department will necessarily contain the most bar- 
barous abortions that human rudeness has ever produced with human fingers. 
The capitals of the iron shafts in any railway station, for instance, are things tv 
make a man with, for shame of his species, that he had been born a dog or a Lee. 


—Extract from a recent letter of Mr. Ruskin's. 
REMARKABLE Ruskin, it’s easy to see 
Why you wish you'd been either a dog or a bee. 
Both creatures their notions keep utterly dark, 
Expressing their anger in sting or in bark. 
The dog would, it may be, have suited you best, 
Since in howling at everything now you find zest; _ 
Though as bee you'd have given your waspishness reins, 
Without showing that study had muddled your brains. 
As a man be contented to let off your gas— 
lf you must be an animal—don’t be an ass. 








A Double Event. 

An army chaplain, ousted under some new regulation, protests 
that injustice is done him, he having acquired his post by purchase; 
that is, he had exchanged an advowson for it. ‘to our mind this 
appears an additional reason for putting him out. It is bad enough 
to purchase a position of trust and profit at all, but it is even worse 
to purchase it by simony. A man whose office represents the vices 
of both our military and our ecclesiastical system cannot be deprived 
of it too soon, and we are glad to see this gentleman compelled 
summarily to resign. It is right, however, to explain that this 
audacious ofiender was expelled on account of advanced age. 





. . » 4 > 
A NatvuraAL INFERENCE.— That all Servians are Slaves. 
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FEARFUL FOG. 


7 Per . 
lis said Britannia rules the waves 


ud 
And Brito neve! he slavas 
While they their | lean guard 
But that the first’s an « ter honat 
W is snown Cif } \ thre ly sh coast 
Was prove 1 upon the i: sara. 
| Ss § id the Iirse WA 7 ’ f r 
But (if on shore we're not agog 
The fog on board was greater 


The « iptain thought the ** coast was clear, 
7 4 } . . . 
And never dreamt t! ram was near 


To “ prod him like a ‘tater !” 


The Vang ward’ s not a private va 7 a 
The Iron Dude no Prince has cot 
To call hi 
And so, perhay s, for fear of shame, 
They'll someone get to bear t 
Of this, our latest naval game 
This blot upon our scamen’s fame, 
This ram and fog disaster. 


a, 


l’ropLe whose opportunities for, sclf-cultivation are limited almost 
heyond endurance, mainly bhecausé those who have all the week to 
themselves insist on the Sabbath being kept “ holy,’ must feel thank- 
ful to Mr. Roebuck for the manner in which he struck out at 
Sabbatarianism the other day. ;At the opening of Weston Park, 
Sheflield, Mar. Roebuck expr ssed his regret that the museum within 
the grounds would not be opened on Sundays, and he then made: 
most eloquent appeal to “ public opinion” on the subject. ‘The senior 
\iember for Sheffield aptly compared what working men do now with 
what they would do were they given the opportunities which fall to 
the more fortunate; and it is to be hoped his remonstrance will right 
edily bear fruit. What, asked he, will they see in the museum to 
nder aman less Christian, less good, less worthy « member of society ? 
lic begged those in power to give the working man a chance of being 
d and cultivated within his limited opportunity, and not to insist 


‘ 


on making his Sanday an excuse for drink, dog-tighting, and such like 
recreations only. We ar » often at variance with the opinions 


expressed by Mr. Roebuck. while we admire lis a ‘lity SO highly, that 
we are indeed glad to find him s ially sound on behalf of the people, 


ind of the Sunday which is their own by right. and which cannot muc! 
r be wit id from them, let intolerance and stupidity do their 
ry worst, In some future day, when it is told that, in the name ot 


Christianity, enlightenment and rational amusement were kept from the 


masses, While every opportunity tlmost every inducement— was he ld 
out to them inthe way of dissipation, it will require some record, like 
that just given by Mr. Roebuck’s speech, to prove to the people of a 
hay rt ts obstructions could bave been tolerated as obtain 
nh \ the latter portion of the \ lL nineteenth century 
We much regret to record the death of G. J. Pinwell, an artist 
who, until struck down by fell di ly and steadily making 
his way to the very foren rar 1 rn Enghsh painters. 
llow sad a fate is his who at 33, with prospect of greatness 
before him, had health but continued, fades out of life, a victim to con- 
imption! DPinwell’s first recognised work was in the Illustrated 
Gsoldsmith. Since then he has exhibited several very successful 
pictures, Which include among others * The Seat in St. James's Park,’’ 


L, ndlord and Lenant, and Lhe Urreat Lady two at least of which 
‘ , , yy . . » -« + ’ ¢ “y . . eee ) 
NN MOcIns on canvas. it is not ; nea loss to SOoTrowlng tTriends 


young and with their 


when such men as Pinwell and Fred Widker dit 
clally just now, when 


fneulties still green—it is a sad tlung 


‘ “fey ‘ + ° ce 4 ) 
\ l s such an ¢ pportumity for Pising Lisent. 


wre y > > , 
4 De Only Ir O ‘ 
4 — nilor ¢ hy ‘ » Poy a £ 4] 
i T i A or Lie iif a Wb Pi, iL Lad s { t ol Lii¢ l 
7 s , } > J ° - 
vii A i inh pata ‘ ss) At i Ue, be. « 1 > Veal 
Pin TRUS, ”;@iihe SBCCrCU Ot LOIILPEeVILV. > rin Aida iil lite, ana come 
I rtably “ Oli l re sno rea 1 \ tever way you ouldn’t 
} + +) ; . . , +7 eu, 9 > ees + } . a } , 
Must. UD the iHomsian theory, and ilve to a hundred, lt ever Wwe 
ret another coance, thats the sort of man we IL! be 
Sat-isfaction. 
. . : . : E 
Aw advertisement for a servants‘ates that * thr ? ds are kept in 
, . , , , ‘’ i, . , . . 
the kitchen under the housekeeper. We trust the good lady doesn t 
find it necessary to be constantly * sitti on them.’ But girls, vou 
k ‘ Y ' iy fe leg ’ .T) r = +} 1} ° 
il wa BO pisaat KCt Aiis Il VAelr PLACES ha wadayvs 
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| WHAT IT HAD COME TO. 


Tue last days of the nineteenth century were prostrating them- 
selves before the Juggernaut of Time, as an aged Pilgrim dropped 
lightly from a tlying machine on to the crumbling ruins of the Sou h 
Kensington Museum. 

Scrambling from the dilapidated roof to a small pile of petrified 
Bath buns which lay conveniently in the wilderness beneath, he 
bruised his knee against a slightly projecting sugar-plum, and then 
gazed around with mingled pain and astonishment. 

Far as the eye could reach he beheld nothing but ruins; palaces, 
| hotels, mansions, »nd desirable residences were sinking rapidly to 
| decay. ‘The strects were overgrown with grass; wild 
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ad norses, aogvs, 
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and cats were scampering in herds down the 
No Ve stige ot MAN was to be seen. 


} Pie “s ‘ ‘ r ; . i220 
| Picking his wav gingerly among the fragments of bricls and class 
which strewed the ground, the Pilgrim suddenly felt his fuot come 
. . . . ,* 7 4 7°? aan y ° ’ . ~ 
in contact with a yielding substance. ine yielding suvstance aprans 
° . ° as , 7 “7 =< . 7 a 
to its feet, its eves filled with the wild glare of sudden jo Its 


unkempt hair towered in towzled luxuriance above its wrinkled 
brow, and a voice, tearing itself from the cavernous depths otf an 
| evidently rusty stomach, creaked out, “Ha! I have found a Jcsuit 
at Jast; or are you Arthur Orton *:”’ 

“Good gracious!’’ exclaimed the Pilgrim; “why, it’s De 


os 
< 
‘ 


borough's own ’ 
‘“ You know me, then?” said 
| are you?’”’ 
| Listen, and T will tell you.” 

The yielding substance and the Pilgrim seated themselves comfort- 
ably upon the petrified pile of Bath buns, and the latter thus com- 
menced 

“Some thirtv years ago I set out from these shores a gay and 
happy Special Correspondent, with the credentials of an ambassador 
My destination was Spain, and | had 


. ~salaA? ~¥y hed : 
the vielding Suo0srance. 
J : 


}and the pay of a prince. 
| instructions to remain there until the civil war was at anend. [ leit 
' three days ago, because the only two inhabitants left alive had died 


from old age while fighting for the throne. Now tell me where the 
inhabitants of this once populous isle have gotten to.”’ 

| It's a long story to tell,” said the yielding substance. 

| ‘‘Sing it, then,’’ retorted the Vilgrim. 

“Forbear, irreverent wretch! for forty years I endured th 
jibes and jeers of the world. It is hard if in a population of two 
I am still to be the butt of its brutal wit.” 

“ Tell me, then—where is Her Majesty ?”’ 

“She left for Scotland twenty-five years ago, and has never been 
| back aga’n. She's afraid of being smothered under a load of virtuous 
| maidens’ photograp! s.” 
| § The Prince of Wales?” 


‘Never returned from India. Did as he hked out there, and 
. 1 
i 


| wasn't con ick again to be lectured by his mother, bullied by 
| Ministers and the press, and insulted by Bradlaugh.” 

“The Duke of Edinburgh fF’ 

“Taken ill in Russia after his 96th bread and salt. Czar wouldn't 


‘lish doctors should have some of his 
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| 
| 
daughter's dowry.” 


“The Duke of Connaught——Prince Leopold?” 
| “The guests of Scotch colonels, who once having got possession of 
real live priz , refuse to part with ’em at any price.”’ 
‘* The Prin s Louise r”’ 

“Correcting the proofs of Lorne’s million-line poem; she’s in 
Scotland, too. Lor:e’s keeping a sheep farm in Australia for the 
benetit of his health.” 

‘The British army?” 

“Struck, and Jeft the country. Pay got worse every day, so the 
line emigrated i body.” 

“The navy >” 

“Sunk « other ashipa week. ‘the last ironclad left was blow 
up through ihe captain dropping a vesuvian into the powder-ches! 

* The House of Lords?”’ 

** Abolished twenty years ago.”’ 

‘The House otf Commons; 

‘Members had a free fight over a question of Privilege, and swore 

° | 1 


thev'd never enter the Ilouse asain. Inept their word, all except 


Kenealy, and } was so busv huntine un the Magna Charta Funds 
} . ’ c 4 o.. : _ ail ; ~ at : } , } 
Laut he OnLV went o e TwUst tov pick up aby Loins that might have been 


dropped in the scufile.’ 
* And, to come straight to the point—where is the remainder of the 
English nation ¢ 
‘It went by degrees. A million people were smashed on the rail- 
way in a veur; the rest took to jumping off London bridge and 
swimming across the Cnannel, and bicycling through the Channel 


Tunnel. They all got drowned at ‘ast, and at the present moment we 
are the only human beings on the island.” 


* You lie!"’ exclaimed a voice close beside them. The yieldin 
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substance and the Pugrim turned hurricdly round, and beheld a tail 
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man with along beard waving a water-bottle anda “ Joe Miller”’ fran- 
tically above his head. 

“IT am alive,” shrieked the bearded one ; 
Permissive Bill. 
of a deserted butter-shop. 
of the dropsy.”’ 

As the speaker rolled heavi'y to the ground the yielding substance 
seized him by the beard, and exclaiming, ‘“‘ He must bea Jesuit or 
Arthur Orton,”’ fell in a comatose state among the petrified Bath 
buns. 

Finding further conversation impossible, the Pilgrim mounted his 
aérial machine, and went off to let the Royal Family know what was 
going on in their forsaken dominions. 


‘‘T have lived to pass the 


Ha! ha! a joke! Now let me die happy 


PLOT AND PASSION. 


I.—PL.or. 


Ou, I met all the critics one beautiful day, 

So I mentioned, en passant, I'd written a play, 

Which I candidly thought was uncommonly fine— 

And I asked them to come to my “ diggings”’ and dine; 
Which they did on the eve that precedes the “first night,” 
And they freely caroused till the advent of light. 

Then they up and they said with the Voice of the Press, 

‘* Oh, we feel that your drama must prove a success.”’ 


II.—Passion. 


Oh, I met all those critics the very next day, 

And they scowled and they growled in a hideous way ; 
Their eyes were all sunken, their faces all wan 

And they didn’t look well in the clothes they had on. 
For my meats were so good and my vintages such 
‘That they'd all of ’em gone and they'd taken teo much. 
And the outcome of Talent received not its meed, 

For my beautiful, beautiful, drama was “ dee’d !”’ 


THE ZSTHETIC WIRE. 


Ir the inventor of the electrical telegraph could have foreseen the 
dreadful consequences of his act he would have hesitated a long time 
before giving practical shape to hismovel creation. ‘The wire has gone 
in for picturesque literature, andmo man can say how it is all to end. 
Relative to the disturbances in Bosnia, a daily paper presents its readers 
with a “special submarine telegram ’’ which reads like a guide book, 
though rather better, being, for the most part, an eloquent description 
of the town of Ragusa, ‘at the foot of a great rocky barrier, with the 
blue sea stretching away to the westward.” “The “rocky barrier”’ 
is also described as ‘‘frowning cliffs,” and *‘ piled up masses of barren 
rock,’ which, however, the cable confesses produce “a sense of op- 
pression.”” The poor submerged thing feels its position keenly; it has 
‘‘a longing to climb up and out tothe very top, whence can be had a 
wider prospect of the interior.” ‘That cable should be vigilantly 
watched: we know it means mischief. The madness of the tourist 
throbs hotly initsiron heart: it has a soul above seaweed! We should 
not be surprised to see it come out of the water, make the “ grand 
tour’ of Europe, and afterward publish a book of travels, entitled 
‘* Sinuous Saunterings under Sundry Suns.” 





A Ship in Tears. 

A CORRESPONDENT of a morning paper thinks the ship Jron Duke 
was uninjured in her recent successful encounter with the ship /’ar- 
quard, for her forward bulkhead “ shows not the slightest weeping.” 
We should have thought it might at least have had the grace to shed a 
tear or two forthe injury done to the Va: guard, but a cynical con- 
tributor is of opinion that the weeping ought to be done not by the 
Tron Duke's “forward bulkhead,” but by her ‘*‘ foremost blockhead.” 
Being but indifferently skilled in the terminology of naval architecture 
we do not clearly know to what portion of the vessel the wretch refers. 


Two-Faced. 

Mn. Perer Rem, Bridge of Caley, Blairgowrie, writes to the 
authorities of the Mint, enclosing stamps for two pennies, which are 
to he made—if Mr. Reid’s wishes are regarded—in a peculiar manner: 
one iz to have two heads, the other two tails. These peculiarities Mr. 
Reid iders essential to success This is entire ly 
erroneous: a bull can successfully toss a dog, vet a dog has but one 
head, and in many cases no tail at all. 


in **tossing.’”’ 


a 


Combparatively. 
Aw American philosopher describes a bald man as one who combs 
his head with a towel. Our special married man _ thoughtfully 
remarks, that it is much better than having it combed with a chau 


I passed it half an hour ago lying outside the door 


MUN. 
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SONGS OF A SUBURB. 





No. VT 


-VIRTUOUS REFLECTIONS. 


ILL , over the way 
(As one of the lodgers of good Mrs. 
Todgers), 
Lived Woddia Cawlim, B.A. 


Among his remarkable traits, 
To shave himself cleanly, on rising 
serenely, 


Was one of his mad little ways. 


Now the mirror he used for his shaves 
Was crowded with wrinkles, all curl, 
(like winkles), 
And ripples like dear little waves. 


The curious way it was bent 
Imparted to creatures of commonplace 
features 
A beautiful smile of content. 


It hallowed his mind, as it should ; 
A smile so bewitching his features enriching, 
And kept him remarkably good. 


‘** With such an ineffable smile 
One’s bosom to soften ’’—(he’d say very often) — 
‘** One couldn’t be guilty of guile ! ”’ 


(His soul that he mightn’t besmirch 
With sinfulness), burning with virtuous year ing, 
He gave himself up to the Church. 


He showed such aversion to wro 
ed principles guided that smile had provided), 
Folks worshipped their curate ere long. 


When wickedness tempted awhile 
And wanted to mesh him, he found it refresh him 
To gaze at his sanctified smile. 


Now she whom he wanted to wed 
And idolized blindly, pooh-poohed him unkin ly, 
And married his rectur imstead. 


Still neither of them he reviled: 
In attitude saintly, while blessing them faintly, 
He stood at his mirror and smiled. 


The rector who'd stolen his dear— 
Unteeling transgression !—enjoyed the possession 
Of several thousand a year. 


‘To envy my rector were vile!” 
That curate would reason; ‘‘I couldn't do treason 
While wearing this beautiful smile !” 


So, hiding his mirror one day, 
Another he sought him, discovered, and bought him, 
Which rippled a different way. 


The way that it cockled and curled 
Undoubtedly gave him, as if to deprave him, 
The wickedest leer in the world. 


‘* Tn one with that wicked grimace— 

‘That crossness of vision,’ he said with decision, 
* Would virtue be out of its place!”’ 
‘With such an expression”’ (he said) 

‘“‘ It’s quite unavailing to shrink from impaling 
My reverend rector iu bed! ”’ 


lle finished him off with a tear; 
And got his Priscilla—his rectory-villa 
His several thousand a-year. 


That glass with the wicked grimace, 
His trespass deploring he bunished— restoring 
His sanctitied smile to its plaice. 


[t hallows his mind (as it should), 

That smile so bewitching his features enriching, 
And keeps him remarkably good. 
IIe lives in unqualified bliss. 

‘He's growing too stately to write to me lately— 
I think he’s a bishop from this.) 


A ssssssstesenessest a 








nee te ep tren 


FE Ta seibeeyie een gnpa-—napagrorne 2 





' 


ol 


>» 
a a 


ese nt i se 
Bo phn 
ee a ee 
- —_ a ree, em 


ew 
~ 


bag 


a ee 




































[Sepremper 18, 1875. 
' 
'} 
. 
PRACTICAL PHILOSOPHY. 
| “AH, WELL, Murs. JENKINS, THEM AS LIVES LONGEST SEES MOST; BUT AS I OFTEN SAYS TO MY OLD MAN, SAYS I, A KIND WORD’S AN EASY 
OBLIGATION, AND GOES A GOOD DEAL FURTHER THAN A HOBNAILED BOOT, OR A QUART por, says I.” 
For years he journey’d to and fro on ev'ry English rail, 
THE PILGRIM OF LOVE. And each invention duly tried, but all without avail. 
It was the gallant Thingamy, the Knight of Youknowwhere, For ‘‘ wilful damage” he was known on nearly all the lines ; 
He loved the Lady Whatshername, a damsel young and fair. His princely fortune went in costs and forty-shilling fines. 
Whene’er he met her gentle gaze his swelling heart would throb ; At last he travelled with a gun, and, loading it with lead, 
Alas, the lady much preferred the Duke of Thingumbob. He lodged a bullet neatly in the engine-driver’s head. 
Where’er she went poor Thingamy would follow her about— The train was stopped with such a jerk it split his guilty nob,— 
To garden party, skating rink, to polo match, and rout. Next day his Whatshername became her Grace of Thingumbob. 
In secret corners he would flop upon his knees, and ask, ——— 
That she, to prove his perfect love, would set that love a task. In Connu. 
The maiden heard the knight's request, with face behind her fan, Tue production of The Shaughraun at Drury Lane Theatre is an 


undoubted piece of policy. A play which combines Zhe Coileen Bawn 
and Arrah-na- Pogue with a deal of the brightness of London Assurance 
and the vivacity of many other things, is bound to suit London 
audiences of all kinds, and will doubtless run to the commencement of 
the pantomime season, for which some of its scenes will be a good pre- 
paration. We are informed that the word Shaughraun means ne’er- 
do-well. The specimen of the species at old Drury will prove once 
again there is no rule without its Conn-tradiction. 


And in her pretty head there popped a pretty little plan 
To rid herself for many years of this persistent snob, 
And flirt in peace and quietness with noble Thingumbob. 
2 ‘‘ Go forth,” she cried, ‘*O Thingamy, and spend your nights and days 
Within close railway carriages on England's iron ways ; 
: And if one single guard you make, by signal, understand 
You wish that he should stop the train, come back and claim my hand.” 





O’erjoyed at such an easy task, away her lover flew, 
And took a there and back again from London Bridge to Kew. 
‘ Off went the train; with joy he saw above him a machine 
For sending messages designed, himself and guard between, 
He smashed the glass and seized the knob, and pulled with might and 
main, o 


‘‘A Tale of Italics.” 

An unconscious humourist, who summarises ina weekly paper, 
refers in a peculiar manner to the late disaster in the Irish Channel. 
Says he :—* A terrible naval disaster ischronicled. The Vanguard has 
been run into by the Jron Duke and sunk in the Irish Sea. The whole of 
But as it wouldn't act, of course it didn’t stop the train. the five hundred hands on board were—saved.” After this proof of 
He thrust himself without, and tried the arm-at-window sign: the terrible nature of the collision, we have only to make the usual 
A sharp projection caught his head and chucked him on the line. | confession, which we do in all humility, that “ the italics are our own.” 
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. . 4 
Father Neptune :—I SAY—SHIVER MY TIMBERS!—COME, LOOK HERE, THIS LUBBERLY BUSINESS WON’T DO—AND ia 
BRITANNIA PRETENDING TO RULE THE WAVES, TOO! ai 
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A SPORTING STORY. 
WiutTH 


4 Morat ATTACHED. 





Once upon a time there was a young man who a he would 
like to be a sporting card, and as he was always in the habit of 
having his own way, he put his plans in oper ition at once. On the 
first morning after deciding to go in for sporting he devoted himself 
to colouring his meerschaum in true sportsmanlike fashion, and 
wondering what department of the pursuit would “= most likely to 
satisfy his tastes. Desides _ meerse = im he had a bottle of Irish 
and a jug of cold water, and when the tobacco was all | burnt and there 
was nothir 12 left of the whisky but ba water, he had arrived at the 

onclusion that shooting s] port was just his handwriting. 

So this young man the v ry next morning went out and boughta 
penny eun and rary A Bence of powder, and went up to 
Hi umpstead, just near the ponds, where he had heard there wasalways good 

sport to be had. When he got there he found that fishing was most 
in fashion, and so he gave away his gun and his powder, and a 
beautiful bright new shilling in exchange for a pickle-bottle, a paper 
of worms, and a rod and line. The rod was very convenient, being 
all in one joint, and the line was on the new humanitarian principle, 
as it had the worm tied on at the end, and none of your cruel 
torturing hooks to hurt the poor fish with. But for all that the poor 
fish wouldn't bite, and our noble and accomplished hero had to leave 
off when the shades of evening shed their darkness on the scene, and 
it was time that all good and great sportsmen should shut up shop and 


go home. 

Ifome accordingly then went our sportsman, and though he felt 

that cee is no royal road to success in sporting—by which he 
showed that he as yet knew very little about sport—he wasn’t at all 
put down. He determined to do or die in the good cause, and so next 
morning after he had coloured his meerschaum a little more, and the 
desire for sport was again triumphant in his bosom, he again set out. 
This time he borrowed an old jistol of his landlady, and went off 
quite brave, with the intention of making meat of whatever was to bi 
found between the railway station and the biggest of the ponds. 
The train was rather delayed, which annoyed him very much, as it 
hould, considering the import ince of his business; and so he rammed 
in an extra charge of powder to make up for lost time, as he rushed 
up the stairs at the Hampstead station. Dut, alas! he had lost his 
railway ticket, and there was no trigger to his horsepistol; so another 
day was ¢ ne, and the numerical proportion of the animal world, 
compared with humanity, remained, to our sorrow be it said, so far as 
he was concerned unaltered. * 

So diseusted was the hero of this veracious story with his attempts 
at the gunnery department of sport that he resolved to fall back on 
his fishing rod and line. After another turn at the monrecmanan -- 
it’s singular how that mee mennee will get in _ way y—he set off next 
morning, and recollecting the episode of the return ticket of the day 
before, he this time went by cuihan aang avery nice ride he had. 
But the "bus didn’t take him all the way, and so in crossing a field 

shortly before getting to Hampstead, he heard a peculiar noise, the 
ikea of which he'd never expe rie — before, and roe gr over the 
railings he saw a family of pigs, young and old and middle aged, but 
all happy and basking in the rays ‘a the sun. ¢ Jur man knew they 


horse] 





i not vet received 


every machine sold. 


' character in 


FUN. 





were pigs because he'd lived opposite a porkshop at one period of his 
life. But he'd never before seen them in their wild state, as they 4T© 
to be found near the heights of Hampstead. In fact, he’ , 
pigs alive . all before, lived at the East-end of 
and had only lately turned his attention to sport. 

A flash of genius ] layed across his noble features and settled down 
near his majestic mouth. ‘ At last,’ thought he, ‘I have seeured my 
sport. Perish the penny gun, the h rsepistol, and the return ticket 
here will I werent a sportsman of the proper kind!” With this, h: 
took out his rod and line, tied a particularly fine worm on at the end of 
the cotton, threw it over the railings, and awaited the result. “It's a 
jolly sight better to fish for things where vou can see ’em than to sit 
ilongside those ponds, and not know whether there’s anything inside.” 
{nd in his wisdom he actually got up and cast his worm in the most 
scientific and flyfisher fashion right under the old boar’s nose. 

Dut the boar wasn't at all tempted, and the young man remained 
holding the rod, and fishing grandly. And there he ~would have 
remained till this present day, if the proprietor and edi tor of a famous 
daily paper had not passed by just then — engaged him at an 
immense price to write sporting leaders of a unique and unequalled 
kind, to correspond with the une xampled circulation of their journal 

Thus are true greatness and origin: lity ever rewarded. 
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GAY. 


"Twas when the seas were roaring 
With hollow b lasts of wind, 

A stripling lay de ploring— 
All on the deck reclined. 

Wide o'er the foaming billows 
Ile cast a wistful look: 

[lis head was stayed with pillows 
That trembled as he shook. 


‘An hour is scarcely over, 


And, oh! what dreadful pain ! 
Why did I, daring rover 
Why did I trust the main } 
Cease, cease, thou cruel ocean, 
And let thy lover rest ; 
Ah! what's thy troubled moti 
To that within my breast !”’ 
All m ugar va ying, 
Thus wailed he for the shore : 
Repay'd aaa blast with sighing, 
Fach billow with a roar 
When o'er the bulwarks peeping, 
Ifis heart the | ier beguiled; 
Then, like a madman leaping, 
fie sprang ashore, and smiled! 
Logical. 
At the ong Sessions the other day,a bank secretary who was 
proved guilty of a long series of «mbezzlements, amounting to nearly 
three at pounds sterling, was reccommended to mercy * on 


in Which the affairs of the hank had been mis- 
next man convicted of murder by 
to plead that for some time befor 

c victim had been unconscious, and 
mdition generally. 


account of the way 
managed.” We suppose the 
kicking will take heart of grace 
receiving the finishing touch, his 
in an unpleasant c 


Ad Interim. 

A MAN named Dennie Slarne, who “had up” the other day 
for assault with intent to rob, and against whom ten previous 
convictions were proved, was described by the police as ** the worst 
Westminster.” The worst, we suppose they mean, 
Parliamentary recess. 


Was 


during the 


No English Nee i. Apply. 

speaking recently at Dover, remarked that he had 
a telegram from the Queen. ‘The captain forgets 
that his more favoured indiarubber rival has a mght to Koyalty—on 


CAapTAIN WeEBR, 


Wreckomended. 

Ir is still rumoured that the laneuard will have 
It is to be hoped the process will be tric don the ofticers of thé 
Duke tirst. 
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Water Calamity ! 
We cannot wonder at foreigners decrying our naval strength when 
our own seamen run our best vessels down. 
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| THE BRITISH WORKMAN.—BY ONE WHO DOESN’T BELIEVE IN HIM. 











PHASE FIFTH. 
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** Build yer a summer-house onthis ’ere lawo!? Hadu't yer Lettir ave a pigsty ** Mind, I don’t say asI won’t build yer a summer-’ouse if you’ve really 
Useful things pigsties !’’ set yer ’art onit. What I say is, pigsties is convenient.’’ 
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“What! ’AveadSwiss1oof! New you be guided Ly me, and ‘ave a dome ‘What ’ave I bin’ a-seitin’ ’ere two days for! Why, I’ve bin’ a-considerin’ 
with a weather-cock.”’ whether we wouldn’t like to make a pigsty of it arter all.” 
} | 
| | 
| 
| 

| 
| ; | 


“There yer see. I’ve built the thing so as yer can use it asa pigsty, if yer wants to.’’ 
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STRIKING EFFECTS. 


(IN THE Music or THE FurTvre.) 


Fir, fie, Mr. Mapleson, what a mistake !— 
This last is the worst of * sells.” 
What a chote e for a clever aenic ian to make 
Right under Saint Stephen’s bells! 
In the parts of the town which to non are dear 
There are miles upon miles of room: 
Say, why did you nestle so dre: .dfully 1 near 
To that horrible Dir. g-Dong-Boum ¢ 


To enliven the nights of our pillars of state 
That peal may assist sometimes : 

And Members, during a dreary debate, 
Grow fond of its cheerful chimes.— 

Are Verdi, Rossini, and Meyerbeer, pray, 
So dull and so filled with gloom 

That, in order te drive the blue devils away, 
You must bring in your Ding-Dong- Boum ? 


Ilow sweet, in some dainty cantabile air, 
To hear that absurd Big Ben 

Driving the singer to utter despair 
Decause it's exactly ten. 

Better by far to be hooted or hissed 
‘Than suffer the frightful doom 

Of an 0d64igato accompanyist 
Playing nothing but Ling-Dong-Boum! 





SOME MAGAZINES FOR SEPTEMBER. 


THoven it seems to have been generally settled by readers and 
reviewers that the one article calling for attention in Mvemillan this 
month is Colonel Chesney’s “ Military Future of Germany,” there is 
plenty other good stuff in the magazine, which has the additional 
recommendation of being much more intelligible to the majority than 
the military article. Germany and soldiering are both great things, 
and when conjoined must, to those interested, carry all before them ; 
but ‘‘ ‘The Children’s Bedtime” will doubtless be much more in the 
line of most readers, though, of course, they will be ashamed to admit 
it. This latter subject is prettily worked out, but the author's 
notion of what constitutes rhyme is peculiar. The everlasting 
“Queen Mary” is, necessarily noticed, and Richard Baxter receives 
seasonable attention at the hands of the Dean of Westminster. The 
Gentleman s, if it contains nothing particularly noticeable, maintains 
its recent high standard, which is a great deal during this dead season ; 
and the most interesting thing in the S¢t. James’s is the announcement 
of arrangements for the second volume of the present series. It must 
rather prejudice the chance of a venture to find that ‘Mr. W. A. 
Gibbs’s historical poem, ‘ The Battle of the Standard,’ will be continued 
from month to month until completed.’ Such an indefinite promise 
about so undefined a work is rather depressing to those who have 
tried the earlier portions of this novelty in the way of even magazine 
poetry. 

The most noticeable thing to us in Seribner’s is an extract from one 
of our * Little Johnny” compositions. The editor thinks it good 
enough to insert and praise, but probably considers it below his dignity 
to mention the name of Fux. We are not inclined to quarrel with 
Seribner’s about a trifling omission, but it is about time we remarked 
on the wholesale ransacking of our columns in America, for which we 
receive not one word of acknowledgment. In almost every trans- | 
atlantic *‘ exchange”’ we find something or other of ours, but we 
cannot at present remember to have ever seen the source recognised. 
Perhaps American editors may have similar grounds of complaint— 
but notagainst us. In this particular we object to being made pay 
for the sins of others. Still, it may be better after all to be robbed | 
by foreign 
our best things 


treatment now and again almost reconciles us to the usage of our 
cousins * over the water. 

The Atlee Month/y is as good as usual—we can't say more than 
that. * Old Woman's Gossip,” by Frances Anne Kemble, will be 
very attractive to those who look on actors and actresses as of the 
divine order; and if the same people can appreciate good verse the 
subject of Mr. Aldrich’s poem should interest them. ‘The other articles 
are of the high standard peculiar to this serial; the reviews and art 
and musi¢ notices being exceptionally good. 

The Argosg@contains a “ Johnny Ludlow” this month; Zemple Bar 
has a sketch called “ Smith at Trouville, ” which we commend to the 
perusal of travelling Americans; “This Son of Vulcan” and “ West- 
end Notes” are the best things in London Society; and there is by far 
too much of the serial element in Tinsley’s. ‘* Famous Bohemians ” 
is, however, almost good enough to make up in itself for other short- 


ners than to find, as we so often do, dullards at home taking | 
and crediting them to higher-priced—therefore, to | 
their poor comprehension, more important—contemporaries. This 


| ** fallen among thieves. 


| comings. Je Follet leaves us quite incapable of deciding which are 
| the prettier, its costumes or the women who wearthem. A contributor 
of ours has determined to woo and win one of these ladies whenever 
he meets her in the flesh. We fancy the poor man is likely to die a 
| bachelor, which is a pity, for, like all the writers on Fu», he is young, 
handsome, accomplishe d, wealthy, and notoverdone with a sense of his 
own importance. ‘The stories in Once a Week are very good reading ; 
and the merit of both art and literature in the Leisure Hour and 
Sunday at Ilome must be admitted even by those whose tastes are not 
of the kind peculiar to these two miscellanies. 


World, Penny Iliustrated, Golden Hours, Photographic News, Gardener's 


Gossip, Journal of Horticulture, Nautical Magazine, Colburn’s New 


Monthly, ete., etc. 


AUGSPUR AND THE LEGER. 


Srr,—I suppose you'll be very much ammoyed if I don’t give you a 
tip for the Leger, and so I endeavour to write one. I have, however, 
been so hurt and distressed by the action of the Jockey Club, which 
has passed a law putting prophets outside the pale of civilization, and 
warning them off Newmarket Heath, that I hardly know what I am 
about. This is the reason why I haven't written to you before, giving 
my usual exhaustive summary of the prospects possessed by the various 
candidates for the great Doncaster event, and positively settling the 
chances of all those that aught otherwise have done well. When I 
think of all I have done for the turf, and how I have made the Jockey 
Club known in quarters previously inaccessible to them, I feel that 
their behaviour to me and my brethren is such as words alone— such 
as are fit for your admirable paper—will not describe. But never 
mind; as the proverb says, Ingratitude, thy name is Legion, and 
| there are as good men in the sea as ever came out of it. 
| I trust you will find the enclosed verses acceptable. They contain 
| a seasonable combination—the outpouring of my heroic soul on the 
side of the touts against the Jockey Club, and at the same time a tip 
for the great Doncaster St. Leger. 

Although upon Newmarket Heath 
They meanly bar the door ; 
We'll laugh in Jockey ( ‘lubmen’s teeth 
On Doncaster ‘Town Moor. 
We'll sniff the balmy Yorkshire breeze, 





While on the Yorkshire worse ; 
Then on our inspiration seize, 
And name the winning horse. 


Should Earl of Dartrey win the race, 
Or Balfe bear off the bell, 
Or Gilbert take the foremost place, 
You'll say I’ve written well. 
There's only one beside these three 
I’ve any cause to fear ; 
A foreigner of rank is he, 
That’s called (I think) St. Cyr. 
—AUGSPUR. 
After reading such a specimen of sporting poetry as the foregoing 
even members of the Jockey Club might feel mollitied. 





‘‘The Quality of Mercy.” 


Tue justice of our Excise laws was seriously exemplified the other 
| day at Abergavenny when a farmer was fined £5 for picking up a 
| sick woman on the road and driving her to the infirmary. The 
| defendant was told that he was only allowed to have a trap without 
| a licence on the understanding that he would not under any circum- 
| stances drive persons who were not members of his own family ; and 
| at first it seemed as if for his act of charity this enormous offender 
against the Excise regulations of his coun try would be fined £20. 
History, we know, is constantly repeating itself; and we have here a 
sequel to the parable of the Good Samaritan. With this exception. 
That in the present case it is the Samaritan himself who seems to have 


” 


A Double Discharge. 
M. Savvestre, a well-known literary man and manager to a firm of 
publishers in Paris, has been shot by an employe whem he had dis- 
charged. A fair exeha nge—M. Sauvestre gave the sack and got the 


bullet. 


Ice Sea it! 
Tue first letters to hand from the Aretic bound ship, the Diseorery, 
are dated Disco. A very appropriate port for the vessel to put m 
at—a Disco-very appropriate port! 


Tue First Company EVER “SuccessyeLLy FiLoarep.—The Noah's 


Ark Company, Limited. 
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We have also received :—Good Things, Westminster Papers, Pictoriad 


Magasine, Sanitary Review, London and Brighton Magazine, Science 
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TAYLOR'S PATENT 


(SeprrmBper 18, 1875. 





“LOR. 


go in before breakfast, you know.” 
thinks these new notions come expensive. 


"A MUSSY!” 


Jones, to counteract the evils of a sedentary occupation, buys a ** Pocket Gymnasium.” 
Its influence on his muscles was not, however, half so great as its effect on his landlady’s nerves. 


He fires it to the wall overnight, so as to have a jolly good 
Jones now 








DOTS AND LINES. 


Tur 7’ mes takes a rise out of “ Dog Tear ’em.”’ But gets a heavy fall 
in return. The member for Smokery may be compared to a dog, but he’s 
a good wholesome specimen. There seems to be more “small beer” than 
“thunder” just now in Printing-house-square. = Formation ofa Church 
Burial Society. Why not call it an Earthquake Association ? — Pilgrim- 
age to Lourdes. Heavy affair naturally. — Celebration of independence 
at Rio de Janeiro. The inhabitants seem to be “ nuts’’ on the freedom 
of Brazils. — Execution of murderers at Liverpool. Marwood is not 
likely to mar work. = Irish lady at Hammersmith Police-court con- 
founds purgatory and perjury. Well, bigger mistakes have been made 
by cleverer pe ople than that which only confuses positive (purge) and 
comparative (perjure).—Daily papers full of plans, from people who have 
never seen a ship except in a shop window, for the raising of the Jan- 
guard. If it could only be made as empty as proposers’ heads it would 
float immediately. — The Holderness party show anxiety to recom- 
mence hostilities in Clerkenwell. Cannot the Church Burial Society 
commence operations with this clerical candidate for “a fixed 
ponent ‘"’ == Daily papers report some misdoings of “ an idiot named 

Collette.’ We think, however, that the Athexn@um has been before- 
hand with them. At le ast, we're sure we read something /:de the 
words just quoted in that celebrated weekly some time back. — One 
policeman gets six months’ for assaulting another. And serve him 








New Improvements recently ad‘ed ! 
Bee the Machines, or send for i" 


SEWING 
MACHINES 


Pr epectus to 07, Cheapside, London, 
or Great Driffield, Yorkshire. 


‘ARE THE VERY BEST.” 


Zotac | 


Cuaes Heapaces (instantly), 
Faintness, Ne: vousness, Trem 
Diing. Produves Sleep. Improves 
the Appetite All Chemists, 
1s. 1§4.; p st free, f r stamps, 
from Dr. Calthr.p. ¢ Victoria. 
terrace, Hackney-wick, London. 








| “‘out” rage on a good many British subjects. 


Reckitt’s| 


Paris Blue: CADBURY'S” 
creates COCOA ESSENCE 


LAUNDRESS 
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right, too, for striking a comrade, while he could have had his pick of 


so many “ civilians” if he —* felt inclined for mischief. 


Oh! it was s Spitiful. 


Tue Herzegovina gentlemen, to whom Earl Russell recently sent 
his pocket money, are reported to have roasted several Turkish babies 
on a spit. It is impossible for us to stigmatise as inhuman a pro- 
ceeding which our countrymen will probably imitate before the year 
is out. To roast young Turkey—ay, and to eat it too—is a time- 
honoured English custom at Christmas. 








An Oversight. 


A CAB-DRIVER was recently found dead on his box. Colonel 
Henderson has ordered an official inquiry to be made into the conduct 
of the policeman who didn’t charge him with smelling strongly of 
drink. 


The Outing Season. 
Tue papers are making a great fuss about an outrage on a British 
subject. Ifthe present fine weather should continue, there will be an 


Morro ror Dainkina WIrE-KICcKERS.—No heel-taps. 





PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION,—I/ Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition ef starch, 





RR al $a arc aOR. 


St aa 


at 


LL ecg ene ce neeetassesreeesssemenssiasheitenenegptnstnaenebitaaeeemsementmemenenmen-en 


rc 





SEPTEMBER 25, 1875.] 


A TRUE LADY. 


ExcrUCIATED with a sense 

Of horrid feverish suspense, 
With pulses palpitating ; 

IT listen for the dreadful bell 

The awful porter rings, to tell 
‘The table d’hote is waiting. 


Of tables @hote, I beg to say, 

In any ordinary way, 
I’m not among the haters; 

I think it is the best of jokes 

To eat with crowds of other folks, 
And call a lot of waiters. 


But there’s a dreadful dame I’ve seen 
At each hotel to which I’ve been, 
With bodice fashioned lowly ; 
She has an eye that’s grey and cold, 
And double glasses rimmed with gold, 
And glares about her slowly. 


Whenever I descend to eat, 

‘That English lady’s in her seat ; 
And when I see her fumble 

To find her glass, I tread on thorns 

And bungle over people's corns, 
And then the people grumble. 


She'll watch me while I take a chair, 
At each uncompromising glare 
My anguish getting greater. 
She'll calmly stare, without a wink, 
And notice what I eat and drink, 
And how I call the waiter. 


The little hope I held so dear, 
That somehow I'd escaped her here, 
Has met annihilation : 
To-day the dame who galls me thus 
Alighted from the omnibus 
That brings you from the station! 


At last the signal clangs and booms, 
And people leave their private rooms 
To go and take their places : | 
I’ll have a little drop to drink— | 
And if she glares to-day I'll wink, 
And nod, and make grimaces! 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


THERE is very good reason why Mr. Hollingshead should be proud 
of having just commenced the third season at his theatre, the Gaiety. 
In the first place it gives him a good opportunity of playing the 
genial Pharisee, and showing that he is not as other lessees and 
managers; and in the second he has the pleasure, and a pleasure it 
always must be, of re-introducing Mr. Charles Mathews to a metro- 
politan audience. 
much his own as are the pieces of most modern English authors— 
Mr. Adonis Evergreen titly and favourably resumes his ever popular 
position before a discriminating public. Surely no man ever remem- 
bered his own attributes more fitly when giving himself a nom de 
circonstance than this perennially youthful and beautiful actor has in 
the present case. If, too, Mr. Mathews has given what some purists 
may consider a spice overmuch of the French in his French piece, it 
may be remembered that when we borrow from a foreign source it is 
as well not to forget what the original claims on notice of the original 
play were. By a careful ignoring of these primary considerations, 
and a wholesale sacrifice of everything to insular decorum and pro- 
priety, some stupid gentlemen, whose only reason for being authors is 
that they can read a piece “in the original,’ have succeeded in 
reducing brilliancy to their own level. Mr. Mathews has steered 
clear of this fault, and as we havea salaried official to guard our 
morals there is no fear for results; although recently, and at another 
house, it seems that a duly licensed piece drove respectable people to 
seek shelter in places where the dialogue was inaudible. In My Awful 
Dad at the Gaiety, Mr. Mathews delights his listeners very much, and 
we trust that, long as the seasons are under Mr. Hollingshead’s 
management, Mr. Evergreen will always be ready to inaugurate a 
fresh one when required, and that there will among these same seasons 
never be a winter, so far as frosts go, for either himself or his 
energetic lessee. 

On Monday the hundredth representation of Hamilton’s ‘‘ Excursions 


VOL. XXII. 


j 
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In a piece of his own—that is, in a piece about as | 










TWO QUOQUE. 


Thin Gent (to ditto) :—*I say, DEAR BOY, YOU ARE ABOUT THE THINNEsST 
FELLOW I EVER saw!”’ 


Ditto :—“ WELL, Now, THAT'S STRANGE; I was 
COULD SEE THE SUN SHINE RIGHT THROUGH YOU ON TO THE PAVEMENT! 


To say I 


¢ 


JUST GOING 








to America and back” was given at St. James’s Iall, Piccadilly- 
Hamilton's is an entertainment which should flourish in this age of 
education, as it offers in the short space of two hours an amount of 
experience not to be obtained by other means in the same number of 
years, nor without many hundred times the cost and trouble. Vic- 
cadilly and Regent-street seemed as if we hadn’t seen them for ages 
when we came out from listening to Mr. A. Matthison, whose journey is 
performed in such a realistic manner that even Messrs. Cook and Son 
must yield the palm to him as a personal conductor and preventer 
of undue expense and outlay. 

At the Globe The Brigands, with Mr. H. 8S. Leigh's well-known and 
equally well-written libretto, has been produced. This runs well and 
merrily, and should draw good houses. A preceding piece, which is called 
a comedy-drama, and which contains everything inane in general and 
nothing good in particular—which is, in fact, more nondescript than its 
title—is not likely to add to the fortunes of this fluctuating esta- 
blishment. 

Those who are content to condemn music-halls without ever con- 
sidering it necessary to see for themselves, may perhaps alter their 
opinions somewhat if they will call in for a casual half-hour at the 
Oxford. Provided our recommendation does not lead them to expect 
too much, we can promise at least a moderate amount of amusement, 
combined with some instruction. 








In Lux Way. 


AN illuminated address is to be presented to Mr. Gladstone by a 
body of well-wishers. Notwithstanding its character, we are sure that 
the ex-lremier won't make light of it. 





The Main Point. 
No French horse could expect to win the Leger after crossirg the 
sea. Such a victory would have been a feat of Leger de main. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sept. 22, 1875. 
(Cartoon. ] 
HIGHLY RECOMMENDED. 


Srrenest Hicuness lately seen, 
Great Cousin-German Prince, 

You'd make a splendid Horse- Marine, 

With scarlet hat and goggles green: 

One such as never yet was seen, 
Before the Flood —or since. 


Our Horse-Marines have laurels won, 
Have laurels yet to win ; 

‘There’s hardly once a yarn been spun, 

But Lorse-Marines have made the fun : 

They'd vet improye if you were one— 
I'en Germans then would grin. 


A captain of that famous band, 
You need not fear the foam. 
Seasick no more, upon the land 
You'd show how ¢ accidents”’ are planned, 
Or navigate upon the sand, 
And hold command at home. 
Go then, great Prince, this very day ; 
On shore take future trips. 
Of course you'll always get your pay, 
To that small Germans ne’er said nay. 
Go then, and make no more delay: 
To those who grudge expense we'll say, 
“ You'll save it all in ships.” 
a 


(cnrostty has recently done something to recommend itself to the 
consideration of the British public, and to prove that it has some 
claims as a virtue after all. We have long been of opinion that too 
much obloquy has been cast on the actions of the inquisitive, and that 
curiosity, instead of being objected to, should be promoted and 
fostered. To inquiring dispositions we owe whatever benefits we 
possess in the way of enlightenment, but it is customary to despise all 
that, and in our schools the only practical way of becoming informed 
on interesting topics is not only ignored, but positively denounced. 
Yet this is wrong, as even preventive fiction shows when read 
properly. It is evident that the intended moral of ‘ Blue Beard”’ 
is directed against female curiosity, but in effect this same quality is 
made to expose a miscreant, and lead to his death, with the subsequent 
happiness of all the other actors in the drama. Passing by the 
numerous proofs of more modern days that curiosity should always 
be gratified whenever practicable, we come at once to the recent 
terrible discovery in Whitechapel, and ask at once what would have 
been the result if the principal agent in the discovery had been of the 
high-minded and noble kind who live in books, and prefer death to the 


dishonour of looking at things not intended for their gaze? Somuch, 


then, for curiosity, which is likely before long to be “highly com- 
mended,” instead of being, as heretofore, rebuked. The advocates 
of the theory that murder will out have a good time over the 
Whitechapel venture, though for the matter of that we fancy that 
they would have had small show indeed if the murderer had been satis- 
tied to send for his cab, and not make assurance doubly sure of the right 
one by going himself. We must admit that curiosity is again upper- 
mast in our mind when we think of the feelings of those active and 
intelligent ones who refused to entertain the story of Stokes, and 
therein acted in the style of stereotyped stolidity peculiar to the 
London constable when anything in any way out of the ordinary 
course presents itself to what in “civilians” is called compre- 
hension. And lastly, curiosity is again prevalent, when we think of 
the four-wheeled cab which drove through the crowded streets with its 
dreadful load, and we wonder who has ridden in it since, and whether 
the riders dreamt for a moment what it had contained before. 
And whether, in fact, riders in four-wheeled cabs generally would care 
to know who or what had been before them. 


The Warrior Queen. 


Aw addition to our naval strength, the Doadicea, is to be launched 
on the 16th of October. Under existing circumstances we can but 
chronicle the fact with regret. If we wish to preserve our ships of 
war they should only be allowed aflozt one at atime. Besides, con- 
sidering the conduct of that Queen to herself and her connections, 
the name of Boadicea is surely one of ill-omen just at present. 








Wanted to No? 
Ii men say no in Sano Corpore, what's the name of the place where | 
the women say ditto: 


[Sepremner 25, 1876. 


TOBIAS’S TOMBSTONES. 


a 


SSS SSS MSR HE Rever- 

SS end Tobias 
Drown was 
quite con- 
fident as to 
the welfare 
of the souls 
of those 
happy 
enough to be 
buried in his 
churchyard, 
so long as all 
their tomb- 
stones were 
uniform. On 
that one con- 
= @€«6 dition he in- 
, = ——— sisted; he 
would wot have any variation in the size of his tombstones— 
nor in their colour, nor in their shape, nor even in the inscrip- 
tions upon them. To attain this end, he refused to bury in his 
churchyard anyone whose name was not Brown, though he would 
not insist on his having the name of ‘Tobias as well. He 
never allowed any Christian name to break the uniformity. The 
inscription— even in the case of ladies—always ran thus:—‘ To the 
memory of Brown.” To carry out this neat little plan he had 
removed all the old tombstones and filled up their places with new ones, 
after the regulation cut. Of course all the people interred there for 
generations back had not borne the name of Brown, but he put them 
all down as Brown—for what did it matter ? 

As he was sitting by the fire one evening, gloating over his act of 
uniformity, up came the housemaid, very pale. 

“* Please, sir,” she said, “ there’s the ghost of a hold lady outsiae ‘as 
says she can't find her tombstone.”’ The Rev. Tobias went out, 
shivering, and there was the old lady's ghost. ‘I don’t know what's 
the matter with those tombstones,” she said; “‘ I’ve been buried these 
fifty years, and never lost myself before. They scem to have become 
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all alike!”” “This is very unfortunate, Mrs. Brown = ie 
name is not Brown,” said the spectre; “ it’s Green, and I can’t find it 
anywhere.” After much difficulty, the Rev. Tobias found out where 





| Mrs. Green’s tombstone had originally been, and conducted her to it; 


but the next night, up came that old lady’s ghost again with the same 
complaint. 

‘* Bother these new-fangled tombstones,” she said ; “ I’ve lost mine 
again!’’ ‘The Rev. Tobias was annoyed this time, but he found the 
grave once more, with a parting request to the old lady not to lose 
herself again ; but the next night she did, and every night, until the Rev. 
Tobias nearly lost his wits. ‘* Couldn't you cut just a little notch in my 
stone; ’’ said the old lady, “and then I could find it.” ““ What!” said the 
Rev. Tobias, nearly fainting with horror, ‘‘ destroy the uniformity of my 
tombstones by making a little notch! Such sacrilege can’t be thought 
of!” It became unbearable. When the Rev. Tobias gave a party 
that old lady’s ghost would sit on the doorstep and frighten the guests 
into fits; the servants all left; and the spectre wandered round the 
house night and day, till it so worked en the Rey. 'Tobias’s mind that 
he at last meekly consented to have the notch made, and off went the 
old lady’s ghost to get it done. 

She was no sooner gone than a sense of the awfulness of what he 
had promised burst upon the mind of the Rev. Tobias at once; he 
couldn't sleep all that night for it; half a dozen times he was on the 
point of getting up to save his pet tombstones from sacrilege, and at 
six o'clock in the morning he was in such a state of frenzy that he got up 
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and rushed off to the graveyard to prevent the thing being carried out. 
But he was too late; the sexton had been there already, and there 
was the notch in the tombstone. With a grim determination in his 
face he went to that sexton’s lodgings, found him in bed, smothered 
him with a pillow, and hid him away behind the stove-ornament; and 
the next time the Rev. Tobias preached, his congregation noticed that 
his sermon was a mere concatenation of sounding phrases, which 
wouldn't bear analyzing. They noticed, also, that he made an excuse to 
litigate on the faintest pretext ; that ne generally managed to cause a 
disturbance when anybody was to be buried, and did other eccentric 
things. 

' evident from these signs that the Rev. Tobias had brooded 
about his tombstones until he had become an idiot. Oh, he was so 
changed. 


GOOD RESOLUTIONS. 


At a meeting of newspaper proprietors and journalists recently held 
at the Hotel, the following resolutions were proposed, seconded, 
and carried nem. con. :-— 

1. That the best thanks of this meeting are due and hereby tendered 
to the captains of the Alberta, Vanguard, and Edith for their kindly 
forethought in creating attractive matter for the reading public 
during the present dull season. 

2. That a fund shall be raised among the present association and 
placed at the disposal of Earl Russell, that he may forward bank-notes 
and letters of sympathy to all quarters where such a course is likely 
to lead to animated public discussion. 

3. That Messrs. Roebuck and Ruskin be respectfully requested to 
oblige again. 

4. That in consideration of a recent event in Whitechapel, an 
illuminated testimonial, signed by the whole of the newspaper fraternity, 
be presented te Mr. Stokes for his kindness in preventing a thrilling 
and attractive mystery from wasting its sweetness on the desert air. 





The Cloak of Charity. 


Tue promoters of the Saturday Hospital Movement are having a 
nice little quarrel among themselves, and one of them has found his 
way into the police-court. We cannot, of course, give an opinion on 
the merits of the case as it stood before the Marlborough-street 
magistrate—not being so clever as that worthy gentleman—but we 
may remark that the garment which is said to cover a multitude of 
sins has been worn pretty threadbare of late by those who have 
donned it ostensibly in the interests of the public. So thin has it got 
that in the event of the public cleansing which threatens being carried 
into effect, it is likely, so faras the Saturday movement is concerned, 
to be washed away altogether. 


Special. 

Ir has finally been decided that none of the ‘“ newspaper fellows” 
shall be taken to India in the Serapis. It will be bad enough for the 
Prince to have his footsteps remorselessly dogged across the Eastern 
Empire, but it would be an awful thing for him to be shut up on 
board ship with six specials, each trying whe could get most copy 
out of him. As our Leicester-square reporter remarked when he 
heard the news, ¢a sera pts que all. 


A Wrong Empression. 

Tue Empress of Austria is always distinguishing herself on horse- 
back. She has recently varied her exploits by falling off. The report 
that she is henceforward to be known as the Empress of Horsetria is, 
nevertheless, devoid of foundation. 


THE BEST JOURNAL TO ADVERTISE ABSCONDING DEFAULTERS IN.— 
The Levant Herald. 
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MY FELLOW TRAVELLER. 


I’ve met a million ugly men 
[In going east and going west. 
I've met, it may be, nine or ten 
More ugly than the ugly rest. 
But never gazed I anywhere 
Upon a face—until to-day— 
Distinctly qualified to bear 
Lhe palm of ugliness away. 
These lines—my beautiful, my own— 
I write for you—and you alone. 


At Hammersmith I caught the train, 
And sought my lowly second-class. 
All suddenly a window-pane, 
Revealed your visage through the glass. 
I oped the door—I know not hew— 
Perhaps I seemed abruptly rude ; 
But inly I had formed a vow 
To come and share your solitude. 
These lines—my beautiful, my own— 
I write for you—and you alone. 


I’ve read a very ghastly tale 
About a very ghastly man 
Who hid himself within a veil, 
And went about in Khorassan. 
He came to grief, unless I err ; 
And in a cauldron took a dive. 
Believe me, I am happy, Sir, 
To find that you are still alive. 
These lines—my beautiful, my own— 
i write for you—and you alone. 


I felt within my bosom rise 
A pleasure not unmixed with awe, 
When slumber closed your leaden eyes 
And sleep unlocked your nether jaw, 
I give you, for your own sweet sake, 
This proverb—new, and rather deep ;— 
True Ugliness, when wide awake, 
Is pale by Ugliness asleep. 
These lines—my beautiful, my own— 
I write for you—and you alone. 


We flew along from place to place ;— 
You never moved and never woke; 
While, gazing on your placid face, 
I smoked a philosophic smoke. 
At length we came to Charing Cross ;— 
How brief, alas! the journey seems. 
I left you then—and felt the loss— 
But I regained you in my dreams. 
These lines—my beautiful, my own— 
I write for you—and you alone. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Gipsy sentenced to three months’ for “ telling’’ fortunes. As she 
said she saw good luck in the eyes of the girl whose fortune she pro- 
fessed to tell it is evident she did not see the truth, for herself, reflected 
there. — Railway porter endeavours te “catch” an express. ‘The 
result was of exactly the opposite description. Inquest. = Great 
meeting of conscientious Conservatives. At least four people present. 
= Tichborne mania breaks out ina fresh Claimant. Declared to be 
insane. But why one should suffer for the lot we are, unfortunately, 
not told. = Maybe the new Roger may form the nucleus of a 
Bethlehem batch of which Dewdrops and the Peterborough Person 
may be the final ingredients. ‘‘ A consummation devoutly to be 
wished.’”’ — Sir James Elphinstone informs his constituents that he 
went to school once. Profound sensation. — New patent to prevent 
seasickness just exhibited. Singularly enough the inventor's name is 
Walker! = Dreadful persecution of Jews at Bagdad. The Gentile 
denizens of this salubrious place have evidently been studying 
Christianity. — Right Hon. W. E. Forster says that if he were a 
working man he would become an Odd Fellow. Strange that he 
should want to begin the operation all over again. — ** Crown of 
silver” deposited on the tomb of Michael Angelo during the recent 
celebrations. ‘‘ Well, they might have made it ten shillings,” said 
Mrs. Pralamop, “if they think so much of him; but them furriners 
allus was mean.” — Decision of the St. Leger. Augspur right again. 
(At least, he would have been if he had known what he knows now.) 
= General dearth of intelligence. Consequent natural preponderance 
of idiotcy. 
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KING PARISH. 


‘King Pantsn, King Parish, the banquet is spread, 

And the table awaits its magnificent head. 

All the choicest of dainties that money can buy 

‘The ends of your realm have been searched to supply.— 
Great King Parish.” 


** (ne moment—your Majesty’s pardon I pray; 
There's a man at your gates and he won't go away ; 
. Halt-dead on the doorstep, your shelter he craves.”’ 


‘‘ Oh, a curse on such pestilent vagabond knaves,”’ 
Growls King Parish. 


arte 
~~ 


“It’s a scandalous thing that from morning till night 
I am plagued by gaunt wretches in pitiful plight. 
Go, tell him I'm dining and can't be disturbed ; 
It is good for impatience like his to be curbed,” 
Quoth King Parish. 


fl ‘* King Parish, King Parish, a wife at your doors, 

With tears for the aid of your doctor implores ; 

She's run all the way, and she’s panting for breath, 

For she fears that her husband is taken for deatkh.— 
Great King Parish.” 

“The doctor's my guest at the banquet to-night 

I can’t talk of business to folks I invite. 
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HONEST PRIDE. 


Grandfather :—“ Au! CHILDREN, IT's A FINE THING TO SEE YOU ALL GROWING UP SUCH FINE GALS AND BOYS. 
MANY A DAY; NO, NOT SINCE I WAS CHIEF FOLLOWER AT YOUR POOR OLD GRANNY’S FUNERAL, AN’ HAD A NEW BLACK HAT FOR MYSELF AN A 


T AIN'T FELT SO PROUD 


The best thing a pauper can do is to die. 
Go, tell her the doctor shall come by and by,” 
Quoth King Parish. 
‘‘ King Parish, King Parish, a crowd in the street 
Are groaning and crying for something to eat: 
Your aid and assistance they claim as a right.” 
** Go out with a horsewhip and put them to flight !” 
Yells King Parish. 
‘* My ministers soon will be growing irate ; 
Already is dinner full five minutes late. 
(co, make all the miscreants take to their heels: 
A fine thing if beggars come spoiling the meals 
Of King Parish.” 
‘** King Parish, King Parish, with menace and curse 
I have frightened the wretches who'd prey on your purse.” 
‘*Then bolt up the palace, that, snug and secure, 
We may feast with the money we keep from the poor,” 
Quoth King Parish. 


Nothing Wendture, etc. 


Prince Bismarck’s eldest daughter has been betrothed to Count 
Wendt zu Eulenberg. German punsters of Romish tendencies are 


| requested to abstain from calling the young couple a wendtzursome 


pair. 
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THE SECRET OF SUCCESS. 

Lona years ago when green and young 
I thought to make a name, 

And place my humble self among 
The glorious ones of Fame. 

I fancied it was quite enough 
True talent to possess, 

To grasp o'er head of fool and muff 
The secret of Success. 

Alas, Attainment failed to crown 
The flickering flame of Hope, 

And cold Experience kicked me down 
Sharp Disillusion’s slope. 

Too late I learned that in the race 
No chance has Worth, unless 

A certain something helps to trace 
The secret of Success. 


Oh, ye whom wild ambitions fill, 
Such stuff as Merit spurn ; 
That ne’er can take you up the hill 
For whose green top you yearn. 
Well armed with Bounceand Brag, arise, 
Then onward boldly press. 
In Impudence alone there lies 
The secret of Success. 


Advancement of Art. 


An illustrative contemporary is about to issue 
sketches of all the places in India which the Prince of 
Wales will visit, and give anticipatory descriptions of 
the entertainments to be held in his honour. This is 
taking time by the forelock with a vengeance, and opens 
up anew field in enterprising journalism. Anticipa- 
tory pictures of the Prince’s Coronation, the Queen’s 
Funeral, and the Duke of Cambridge’s gallant conduct 
at the Battle of Constantinople in 1900, would take well, 
and there’s nothing like being first in the field. Opposi- 
tion pictorial contemporaries are welcome to the hint. 


Warranted Fresh. 


A CONFECTIONER, who has just been reading Shakes- 
peare in the intervals of business, says it’s all nonsense 
for the Bard to talk about custom staling anyone's 
infinite variety. It’s the lack of custom which 
would do that. 

RUT THE 


Rack (and Rvury) Rent.—The rent in the Vanguard. MISS. 





A SERENE CUSTOMER. 


Ir was a blazing hot day in London. The perspiration oozing 


the brows of panting pedestrians rolled like a stream of hot lava | 


down their faces, fizzing and crackling, and leaving blackened scars | 
behind. 

Sparrows dropped from the trees, roasted, upon the pavement. Pigs | 
in their styes rubbed the crackling off their backs against the bars ; 
the mud bubbled like boiling jam in the gutters; houses were rapidly 
shrivelling into carcases of charred wood and molten lead; St. Paul’s 
guttered like a farthing rushlight. 

It was a day when a corpse laid out for burial would kick off its 
sheet and howl for a drink ; it was a day whena cat would creep into | 
a hot oven to be cool. The world of fashion had taken refuge in the | 
refrigerators attached to their mansions; the few aristocrats who had | 
calls to make were pushed from house to house on large blocks of ice; | 
the policemen on duty in the streets sat in friendly coal-cellars, their | 
heads protruding from the shoot holes, where friendly cooks chucked 
buckets of water over them below. 

The smell of singed horse and roast cabman hung heavily in the air. | 

And amidst it all one man kept cool. 

Of evident German origin, his features wore that expression of | 
vacant Serenity characteristic of his nationality. His dress betokened | 
a high position in the British Navy: the insolence of his swagger and 
the bumptiousness of his general appearance bespoke some close con- 
nection with Royalty. | 

Amid the universal prostration of London’s inhabitants and the incan- 
descent state of the metropolis itself, this man stood thoughtfully and 
Serenely picking his teeth with a fork, not a suspicion of moisture on 
his brow, not the faintest flush upon his muddily Teutonic cheeks. 

Panting upon a freshly imported iceberg in his drawing-room in | 
Park-lane, the Duke of Dashshire observed the phenomenon, and | 
shouted to him for the secret of his marvellous coolness. 


| 
| 
— | and munching it at intervals, thus replied :— 
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CONSCIENTIOUS. 


Maiden Lady :—“ Wet, Patsy, HAVE ANY OF THOSE WICKED BOYS BEEN 
TRYING TO ROB ME SINCE?” 


Custodian—“* THAT YOUNG 


SMITH WAS ABOUT HERE THIS MORNING, MISS, 


MINUTE HE CLAPPED HIS EYES ON ME HIS CONSCIENCE STRUCK HIM, 


AnD so pip I, miss, HARD!”’ 





The person addressed drew a Brunswick sausage from his pocket, 


‘“‘T am a German nayal Serenity who was once hissed through the 
streets of a populous seaport. I had such a hot fortnight of it about 
that time, that a day like this doesn’t affect me in the least.” 

‘“‘ Now I understand this weather,” exclaimed the Duke. ‘“ Follow- 
ing the example of popular opinion, the meteorological authorities are 
trying to make this country too hot to hold you. Do you think they 
will succeed ?” 

The Serene sailor placed his fingers contemptuously to his nose, and, 
spelling “cousin” in the deaf and dumb alphabet, strolled off to 
cheapen a dish of sauer-kraut in the neighbourhood of Soho. 





Lynch Law. 


Tue other day an Irishman named Lynch travelled express to 
Balmoral to lay before the Queen an invention for rendering railway 


| collisions impossible. He was peremptorily refused admittance. If he'd 


been a Frenchman with a performing dog, a Scotchman with a new 
bagpipe solo, or a Yankee with an india-rubber plaything, history 
warrants us in assuming his reception would have been a different 
one. While Royalty reaps from disastrous collisions the fulsome 


adulation of the Press and the “ heartfelt sympathy”’ of the people, 


it will have little interest in preventing them. Those “ womanly 
letters’? must never be burked by an inventive Irishman. 


Bitter Experience. 

CoMMENTING upon the attempts now being made to raise the Van- 
guard, a special reporter says,—“ A heavy swell sadly interfered with 
much progress being made.’ The usual custom of heavy swells this— 
especially where ships are concerned. 
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ORGANIZA- 
TION. 


An undoubtedly 
able andtrustworthy 
firm of London ac- 
countants has taken 
the trouble to go 
carefully through 
the Charity Organi- 
zation Society's own 
published reports, 
and to circularise the 
result, which can 
hardly , fail to open 
the e, es of those 
who have been led 
into the belief that 
the home _ where 
Charity so tradition- 
ally begins is best 
to be tound at the 
offices of this * Or- 
ganization’”’ Society. 
We learn that in the 
past four years, of 
£45,321 8s. 5d. re- 
ceived, £27,304 4s., 
or over sixty per 
cent., was absorbed 
in expenses of ad- 
ministration.’ That 
is, it costs twelve 


shillings to give 


eight away. ‘his 
arrangement must 
certainly commend 


itself to those who 
are always railing 
against promiscuous 
charity, which has 
the decided disad- 
vantage to commer- 
cial and organizing 
minds, that the 
recipient obtains all 
the advantage to 
himself, and there 
is no allowance for 
balance-sheets and 
general expenditure. 
—without which lat- 
ter item the pursuit 
of true charity will 
never commend it- 
self to philanthropic 
minds and organiz- 
ing dispositions. We 
trust that in future, 
when folks have 
more money than 
they know how to 
dispose of them- 
selves, they will at 
least see that for 
every pound they 
have to give the 
poor get certainly 
half of it. ‘That is 
as much as_ those 








A Newtonian Theory, 


Mr. Newron, though an administrator of the law as it applies itself 
to the minds of metropolitan magistrates, seems to have a sneaking 
regard for the Jer talionis, for in a recent kicking case he expressed an 
opinion that if he had seen the performance going on he should have 
joined in, and kicked the kicker. 


| ca Ww Y \" » 


FAIR DIVISION. 


Trish Builder (to Labourers aloft) :— How MANY OF YEZ IS UP THERE?’ 


Labourers (in chorus) :—“ Tourer!” 


Trish Builder :-—“ Suvure, THAT's TOO MANY; half oF YEZ COME DOWN AT ONCE!” 


We have every respect for, and all 


sympathy with, Mr. Newton, but we are afraid he miscalculated his 


powers. 


We wonld bet on the professional kicker against the 
magistrate, could a morning performance be arranged shortly; but in 
the event ofa subsequent bout at butting, or any other athletic pursuit 
which Mr. Newton might select, and which would practically illustrate 


a Ruskin. 
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whose only claim is 
one ot poverty have 
a right to expect; 
but they have that 
right, and we fancy 
that even an Or- 
ganizer will hardly 
in future be able to 
deny it. 


Dash it! 


Tue old story of 
a gentleman who 
threw himself off 
his horse and escaped 
unhurt, while the 
lower animal con- 
tinued to descend 
the usual precipice, 
and was dashed to 
the general number 
of pieces—has been 
revived in the in- 
terests of the Silly 
Season. It is said 
that Sir kh. Temple 
has just performed 
this meritorious, 
though at the pre- 
sent time of year 
not particularly re- 
markable feat. 
While congratulat- 
ing Nir hk. Temple 
on his escape it may 
be as well to remind 
him and all future 
emulators that in the 
interests of both fact 
and fiction it will be 
necessary one of 
these days for faith- 
ful chroniclers to 
kill the rider, if 
only by way of a 
change, and to give 
the horse fair play. 
So all concerned had 
better take care. 


A New Defini- 
tion. 


Tue first month 
of married life is 
called the Honey- 
moon, because honey 
is sipp¢d in by the 
Bees, and the other 
B's (the Bride and 
the Bridegroom) 
generally find the 
sweets of matrimony 
insipid. ‘The moon- 
ing part of the busi- 
ness, anyone who 
has been a DB ean 
easily compre- 
hend. 








the use of a good thick or hard head, we would place our bottom 
dollar on his worship. While taking much interest in the cranial 
callosities of our worthy magistrates, we are not sorry to find, from the 
most recently noticeable utterance of one of the body, that there is even 
a remote chance of these dense protuberances being put to some 
practical, or at all events to some pleasurable use, before long. 


In our first childhood we believe in a rusk, in our second we believe 
Something crusty and easily made soft suits us best at 
both periods of our existence. 


nt estes 
Sen 




















SEPTEMBER 25, 1875.] 








AN AUTHOR AT WORK. 
(CoMMUNICATED BY AN IncauTIous INTERVIEWER.) 


I surrose, Mr. Editor, you are aware that I have often in your office 
met representatives of the rank and talent of journalism, and that I 
have admired them much. I adore ability, and have repeatedly gazed 
into the lambent blackness of the present light-weight champion 
verse-writer’s orbs, and become lost in a misty murkiness of modest 
thought. Far be it from me to compare my lucubrations with those 
which hebdomadally appear in your excellent publication ; but, sir, 
since you have allowed me the run of the office, and the sight of an 
occasional Bard or Bacchanalian, I have improved considerably in 
my poetic tastes and faculties, and am able to tell a good glass of wine 
or spirits with anyone in Fleet-street or the Strand. 

I am still a true and fervent admirer of the talent which is so 
apparent in your pages, but I am no longer desirous of possessing any 
of it. In fact I am not sure now that I do not possess it, but far be it 
from me to wish to penetrate too deeply into the mysteries of literary 
lore. Hitherto I always thought that to the really clever man clever- 
ness was easy. I fancied that the champion producer of vers de 
société had only to take pen in hand, dip it in the ink, and that poems 
were naturally rattled off with the easy flow and graceful metaphor 
for which that writer is justly celebrated. But, alas! my opinions are 
changed indeed. I now sce that any man may have ability if he will 
only torture himself into its development, and that there is no reason 
why a writer who can bear the agonizing throes and aching 
accessories of literary labour should not be a poet. 

I had often been asked by the gentleman to whom I have just 
referred, whose name, as you are well aware, sir, is Smyth—Steelpen 
Stylus Smyth, author of ‘Songs of a Schoolboard,” ‘ Carols and 
Coronachs,”’ ‘‘ Peawits and Persiflage,’ ‘‘ Bumptiously Battleaxed,” 
and many other well known works of a similar kind—I had often been 
asked by him, I say, to call at his house. The other morning I did 
so. Oh, sir, I will not say how much better it would have been for 
me if I had stayed away. I will leave that to you and your appre- 
ciation of me, and the sentiment which has hitherto been my chief 
recommendation to you, as a kind of mild exchange after the desperate 
battles you are always having with the talent that so constantly sur- 
rounds you, anxious to know why it has been omitted, amended, 

Cer otherwise unduly interfered with. 

I will admit that I was wrong in my selection of the time, but that 
was not my fault altogether. Steelpen—for such he always allowed 
me to call him—had said, ‘‘ Come at any time, dear boy; always glad 
to see you.’ And so at last I determined not to wait for a more formal 
invitation. I knocked at his door, then, one morning, when | thought 
I should catch him lightly dallying with the Muses, playfully penning 
his poetry, planting puns in the curiously correct copy he cuntributes 
to your journal, and otherwise amusing himself in a light and graceful 
manner. I will also admit that I was anxious to see him at his 
work, and join him in the joyous jubilation to which it would of 
necessity give rise. 

The servant who admitted me said she didn’t know if Mr. Smyth 
were in or not. She seemed much distressed, and her comfort was not 
increased when a heavy boot was violently propelled from over the 
banister, and struck her in the back, while a voice roughly exclaimed, 

**'You jade, you know I am not at home to anybody! ‘Take that!” 

I didn’t know whether to retire, or to say who I was, and that I was 
sure he wouldn't mind me, when the same voice, hoarse with passion, 
shouted, 

‘“* What the deuce do you mean, sir, by coming at this infernal time 
of day, and disturbing a man in his work. Be off, or I'll send for the 
police.” 

Then there was the fall as of a heavy body, followed by groanings, 
gaspings, and stifled ejaculations. Fearful that something must be 
wrong with my fricnd, I questioned the now tearful slavey, who 
deprecated any attempt on my part to fetch a doctor or a lunatic 
attendant, and said that her master was always like that when he had 
work in hand. 

“Lor, sir, I thought all poicks was the same. 
you're not a poick.”’ 

I was about to humbly confess my small claim on the title, when 
suddenly a whole avalanche of pails, brushes, bootjacks, shaving 
materials, and general household furniture fell upon me from the 
vantage-point of my friend above stairs. My hat was broken and my 
temper ruffled, my corns were violently hurt, and my clothes covered 
with dirty soapsuds. I was about to go up and remonstrate, when a 
lady—Mrs. Smyth—came slowly down the stairs, and said, ‘“ Don’t 
mind him, sir, it’s only his way when at work. I’m obliged to 
lock the children away, and fasten him in a chair when the poetic 


But there, p’raps 


affatus ison him. But he’s nearly all right now; the work is done, 
and he will be down directly.” 

“Don’t tell lies, or I'll smash you. There’sa bit I’ve forgot. As | 
for that beastly little Green there, I'll kill him if he dare come up | 
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| here.’ And I was immediately struck on the head another violent 
blow with some missile hurled unexpectedly at me. 

Begging I would wait a bit, the lady of the house handed me into a 

room adjacent to the street-door, suddenly turned the key, called | 
| out that she did it for my safety, and hurried away. 

I will not attempt to describe the next half-hour. There were 
| groans and lamentations, declamations and shrieks, sounds as of the | 
| smashing of furniture, and, over all, the recital of measured and 
| correctly cadenced verse. I tried to escape by the front window, but 
the area was too deep; by the back, but a savage dog at once joined 
in the general riot. So I assumed a calmness I did not feel, and 
waited as in a dream, now and again wiping off the marks of my recep- 
tion. At last the noise ceased, and presently I heard my late friend's 
voice, now as di.icet and smooth as ever, close by the door. The key 
was turned, and he stood before me. 

‘Ah, Greeny, old boy, how de do? Couldn't get down before, as I 
had some work to finish. Been hard at work on a couple of little 
things for Fun, which I’ve just knocked off, and will now read to 
you!” 

Sir, I listened no longer. Horrified as much by the sudden change 
as I had been terrified by the previous assaults and insults, I fled 
through the now open door, to the apparent astonishment of Steelpen 
Stylus Smyth, and was soon a mile away from his residence. Ii, sir, 
you miss me from the hall of dazgling light where you receive 
occasional and regular contributors—as I trust, for the sake of auld 
lang syne, you will—think of me as one who mistook incautiously a 
politely given invitation, and who had miscalculated the power of 
talent at the moment of possession. 

[We are much afraid our correspondent is too particular.—Eb. ] 





MY LOUISE. 
I Love Louise with all my might ;— 
I’ve breathed my love with all my main. 
One fact I mention with delight ;— 
The darling is intensely plain. 
Why seek for loveliness, I pray, 
Or charms or graces in a wite? 
Deceptive Beauty flies away, 
But Ugliness is ours for life. 
Of Jealousy I’ve read and heard— 
A monster with an eye of green ; 
To me ’tis nothing but a word, 
I know not what the thing may mean. 
Louise is mine, my very own— 
Of that I’m pretty well assured ; 
If I’ve my doubts when I’m alone, 
On seeing her my doubts are cured. : 


A lover fond will oft compare 
The object of his love and rhymes 
To Venus or Diana fair, 
The goddesses of heathen times. 
Such flatteries the present bard 
Has never penned, and never will; eed 


For Fable I’ve a deep regard— a 


For Truth I have a deeper still. 


Naval Novelties. 


A RETIRED captain and ex-officer of H.M. yacht Victoria and Albert, 
writes to a contemporary in reference to the recent collision in the 
Solent, and the unpleasantnesses arising therefrom. Witha weather- 
eye on the future, this gentleman makes a rather curious proposition. 
He thinks that somebody ought to go on in front to clear the way for 
the Royal yacht ; and, of course, to do what running down is found to 
be necessary. ‘There can be no other reason for such an avant-coureur, 
which would save dummy officers and distinguished visitors a deal of 
inconvenience. We think, however, that a still better plan would be 
to have the new eighty-one ton gun fitted in the bows of the Alerta, 
loaded with eighty-one ton shot if possible, and fired at intervals of a 
minute, as a kind of notice that something important was coming 
along behind. ‘This would have the effect of keeping a clear course ; 
but there is just one obstacle to the arrangement at present. Unless 
the gentlemen placed in charge of the gun were a good deal more 
expert than those at present in charge of the vessel, the chief 
sufferers might be found, not in the pleasure yachts at all, but | 
among themselves, their privileged passengers, and extremely Serene 
commander. Anyhow, the great gun would be found extremely 
useful, in conjunction with the Queen’s communication, in warning 
travellers off the hallowed track. The Royal letter, we may remark, F 
seems to have been extremely ill-judged. ‘The privilege is not even 3 
given to Royalty of adding insult to grievous injury, or of transferring 
the well-found charge of lubberism from most worthy shoulders to : 
those which have already borne so much uncomplainingly. | 
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FIGURATIVELY SPEAKING. 





Inspector of Schools (to Sc ripture class) :—‘‘ FIRST ROY, REPEAT THE PARABLE OF THE LEAVEN.” (First Boy does so glibly enough.) “V ERY 
Goop. NOW, WHAT is LEAVEN?’’ (Noanswer.) “ Next Boy 7” Next Boy :—*’ Leven, str?’ Two sTRoKES ON YOUR SLATE, SIR!” 








UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. of presenting strangers with bread and salt into this country. ‘“ T's 


such a cheap. way of giving ’em something, you know.’ 
Tuat when Mr. Ruskin sees a weathercock he wishes he'd been ic caaleeecindeeaaiade el aaeaeetiiale 


born an alligator or a laughing hyena. ‘That the Queen has written | my Black ail aia 


miles of the Royal vessel, Prince Leiningen ‘ll be into ’em. That From a letter in The Times we learn a fact more than usually 
the raising of the Vanguard will be a long job, for divers reasons. interesting at present—that Royal steam-tugs, oven, are anxious to 
That the Prince of Wales has requested that the climate of India | have a turn at the general ramming and running down which seems 
may be specially iced and disinfected for his reception. That Earl | to be about the only thing at which naval officers are now expert. 
Russell has sent fourpence to the Magna C harta Association. That | The Carron, engaged about the wreck of the Vanguard, ordered a 
Lorne’s poem will be published anonymously as “The Lay of a Grass | small yacht in Kingston Harbour out of the way, and the master 
Widower.’ That it will be adapted for the Ra and that Mr. | refusing to alter his course, ‘the tug ran straight at and only just 
Irving will “create” the author when the Macbeth bony business is | missed her. We think this spirit of emulation ‘highly commendable, 
over. That the London and Westminster Bank have purchased the | and can quite appreciate the feeling of humble’ and respectful 
Collie-seum for a branch oftice. That Captain Webb has been made a admjration with which the commander of a steam-tug regards 
Grand Cross Knight in recognition of the night of the Grand Cross. | his superiors in rank, and the desire he has to do doughty 
That the man who was knocked forty yards by the buffer of an deeds similar to theirs. Indeed, the only surprise we now 
engine has been summoned by the railway company for travelling | have is, that our Royal vessels don’t hoist the black flag at once, 
without a ticket. ‘That the new fog-glasses for the navy are collide- | and, protected as they are by perhaps the most insolent circular 
scopes. ‘That the mincing of ballet-girls is to be the mania of the that has ever emanated from the Crown to the people during the pre- 

month. That in consequence of The Times leader writers’ facilities | sent century, not only destroy the lives of common folks, but just help 
for arriving at an instantaneous decision in all cases of felony, themselves to a little of their property. As, according to the signs of 
collision, and murder, trial by jury is to be abolished. That any _ the times, there is nothing to prevent them doing so except their own 
penny paper prejudging a case will be prosecuted for contempt of | good nature, we have doubtless much to be thankful for, if we only 
court. That the Duke of Edinburgh intends to introduce the custom | knew it. 


















"QUININE W]. 


“ Waxcan bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.’’—Standard, 
“TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 
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INTRUSIVE IDEAS. 


Onk morning out of town there went 
A clever literary gent ; 
He put his brains upon the shelf 
(If I may so express myself), 
And—speaking pretty—spread his wings, 
And flew away from books and things. 
Ife said, “I'll put away my wit, 
And bothered if I'll think a bit! 
‘You just mistake if you suppose 
I mean to spend my leisure time 
In writing nasty rhyme and prose— 
In writing nasty prose and rhyme!” 


He struggled vainly for a week 

To bathe in Lethe (so to speak) ; 

He tried to banish far away 

‘The Muses nine (as one may say) ; 

He tried, till he was half ‘‘ insane”’ 

To drive out notions frem his brain— 

He couldn’t get them when in town, 

But now they kind of weighed him down. 
Now everything, from pigs to pots— 

From pigs and pots to gipsy tents, 
Suggested incidents and plots— 

Suggested plots and incidents! 


Well, just as he was going mad, 
He came across a bumpkin-lad 
Who didn’t look as if he ought 
To suffer much from thinking thought. 
‘‘T wish these thoughts,”’ that writer said, 
‘Would go and bother him instead’ — 
And then he was surprised to find 
A sudden easing of his mind! 

‘That bumpkin stared with all his might; 


And then he drowned himself with fright— 
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And then with fright he drowned himself. Lge aN) CAC 
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An Astronomical Revolution. ¢,* 


THE Zodiac, a splendid vessel, has been burnt at sea. 
A few charred timbers are now the only signs of the 
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He scratched his head that bumpkin elf — | hk 
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‘“PAST SPOILING.” 


“edna. Young Lady:—“No, I von’r tutnx I sHaty patue, Mrs. Pottarn; it 


Faith and Fatherland. 


Wuart an appropriate name for a pig-headed Lord 
Mayor— MeSwiney. 


DRAMATIC ON DITS. 


Ir is authoritatively stated that the proposal to call the new play at 
the Lyceum, Macbeth ; or, Shakespeare Kilt and Murdered, did not 
emanate from Mr. Irving. 

It is rumoured that the forthcoming comedy at the Prince of Wales’s 
is by a well-known novelist. The title is Alcohol; or, Publicans and 
Sinners. ‘The scenery will be intensely realistic. The bar fittings 
have been supplied by a well-known manufacturer, and the customers 
will be recruited from well-known East-end places of resort. An 
anticipatory description of the pewters, beer-engines, and corkscrews 
may shortly be expected in the Datly Delirium. 

A farce, forwarded to Mr. Chatterton from America, entitled 4 
Fig for the Chamberlain ; or, Georgey Porgey ran Away, is under con- 
sideration at the Adelphi. 

An English translation of the Shaugraun may now be had at Drury 
Lane and of all theatrical booksellers. p 

Mrs. Rousby is shortly to appear in London in the Critic. A gentle- 
man from Zhe Times office has kindly undertaken the part of 
Puff. 

Mr. Buckstone, jun.’s, farce, My Bloomis’ Guv’nor, has, we under- 
stand, no connection, either in plot or dialogue, with Charles Mathews’s 
Awful Dad. 

Mr. Phelps is announced to play Cardinals Wolsey and Richelieu 
once or twice during the season for the Saturday Half-holiday people. 
Mr. P. regrets that his inexperience, youth, and short connection with 
tragedy will prevent him “ creating”’ the characters. 

That talented and rising young comedian, Mr. Cuff Shooter, is 
organising a Shakespearean company upon an entirely new system. The 


dramas will be played in evening dress, and Mr. Cuff Shooter, who | : a 
Russians are a grateful people ; the English are not. 


will “lead,” has touched up the dialogue and improved the situa- 
tions. 
Free list is suspended at the Vaudeville. The draught at the back 


of the dress-circle has compelled several gentlemen to pull the list | 


VOL. XxX. 


} 
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SPOILS MY COMPLEXION!” 
Mrs. P. :—“‘ Spots YOUR COMPLEXION, MY DEAR; WHY, I'VE BEEN IN THB 
WATER ALL MY LIFE, AND LOOK AT MINE!” 


down and nail it round the doors. As it was always more free than 
welcome the management have declined to prosecute. 

Mr. Mac Irving has entirely re-written Queen Mary to suit his 
view of the character. 


Ducks and Beaks. 


Mark Twarn’s frog story has been outdone by a Nottingham 
collier named Dore. This estimable gentleman, having two live ducks, 
wagered that they weighed eight pounds. When tried in the balance 
they were found wanting; whereupon he gave the voracious animals 
some old nails and a few crowbars, which brought them overweight, 
and Dore won his wager. His success was, however, somewhat 
qualified by a fine of three guineas levied by the magistrates. 


Refined Cruelty. 

A patty contemporary suggests that the Prince of Wales should be 
accompanied on his Eastern tour by philologists like Max Muller, and 
scientists like Forbes, who could explain to him the history and 
importance of every step of his journey. What has the poor young 
man ever done that he should be subjected to such torture? Fancy 


| taking a holiday with a Scotchman at one elbow anda (German at the 
| other! We had always thought the Prince was especially desirous to 


go to India in order to get away from both nationalities. 


The Orlov Trotters. 

Avexis GricorrevitcH OrLtov TcHEesMENsKy is to be presented with 
a statue at Moscow for importing trotters into Russia. The old lady 
who sold them for years in Drury-lane is still in the workhouse. ‘lhe 


WHuy ARE SHIPWRECKED CONSERVATIVES LIKE Recrors’ Hovses ?>— 
secause they are wrecked Tories. 
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A WORD OF ADVICE. 


+ 


Racr of the British Isles, 

Born of old Ocean- 
Swimming in many styles, 
Swimming for many mil 
Swimming in stream or sea, 
‘Thames or Tyne, Dart or Dee, 
Now causes you to be 

Much in commotion. 


Sons of the British soil, 
Swimming’s the rage now. 
One day of Channel toil, 
Battling ‘mid wild turmoil, 
Made Webb a people's man— 
Made all those swim who can, 
Made all who swimming plan 
Teachers engage now. 
Dwellers on England’s ground 
Listen to reason. 
Don’t off the bridges bound, 
Nor in the Thames'be found. 
If you'd Webb emulate, 
Run down to Dover Strait. 
Our advice, though; is, ‘* Wait— 
Try it next season.”’ 


Gone, 


Tur “ misadventure "—we suppose that is the word that must be 
used—which cut short the lives of half a score marines at Plymouth, 
was in itself, we should think, suflicient for the inhabitants of that 
seaport. Coupled with other events which have taken place recently, 
it was more than sufficient for the general public, or for any member 
of it who takes an interest in the way our army and our navy are 
commanded. But the “ misadventure” at Plymouth has led to a 
supplementary horror, even worse, if possible, than mere death— 
which is, of cottrse, as has so often been taught them, all that common 
soldiers have a right to expect—that is, if they insist on their rights. 
We are told that, after dragging for several days, three bodies were 
found, and towed to a public en place, preparatory to conveying 
them to the mortuary, there to await inquest. But although dragging 

operations had been in request for some time, routine had not pre- 
scribed any decent and orderly manner of disposing of the bodies 

when discovered. The consequence was both shocking and dis- 
graceful. There being no ambulance or covered conveyanee of any 
kind provided, the bodies had to be taken, one at a time, on a 
stretcher, each ghastly burden being hawked through the public 
streets in broad day. But this is not all. While the first body was 
being carried away, the remaining corpses were left exposed to the 
gaze of a crowd, among which were relatives of the dishonoured dead. 
‘Then but one was left ; and finally that, followed by a yelling mob, was 
deposited in the charnel house. Tt may be thought that this phase of 

a clomid accident should be lightly touched on. We think 
differently. At the present moment it is more than ever necessary 
that the shams, blunders, and generally miserable inefficiency for 
which we pay so dearly as a nation should be exposed. We regret 
indeed to have to record this scene. But the record is necessary. 
We think it should be known that not only are our soldiers drowned 
like dogs for want of the commonest precautions, but that the treat- 
ment of their bodies after recovery is of a commensurate kind. It 
only now wants the gentleman who is responsible for this to receive a 
ring or some other regal compliment to make the story—and the 


parallel—complete. 


| 





LITERA SCRIPTA MANET. 


Tue best of Queens at times may err, 
Mistakes the brightest reign may blurr 

(The thought has long been latent). 
No more the fact can be concealed, 
Since now, alas! it stands revealed 
by oe Letters Patent. 


Rare Birds. 


A pentist, who has evidently cut his eye teeth, acknowk dges some 
an onymous partridges, giving in the advertisement his full name and 
address. However much he may have “stumped up” for these 
ornithological emanations of extraordinary gratitude, he has certainly 
identified them with his business, and so they must have been doubly 








toothsome. 




















THE EAST-END MYSTERY. 
(Condensed from the “* Daily Dustpan.”’ ) 
LATEST PARTICULARS. 


Tue greatest excitement still prevails in the neighbourhood of 
Bishopsyate-street Within, and even the adjacent thoroughfares feel 
the effect of the settled purpose of the police to do or die in the 
execution of their desperate duty. Small boys are no longer allowed 
to loiter on their way, wasting their masters’ time, which, as a true 
philosopher has remarked, is money. Girls nursing babies are at once 
moved on, and the numbers of crawling cabmen are constantly being 
taken. But still the doubt as to who is missing and who is found 
remains unsolved to the moment when a breathless but ever- 
willing messenger departs with this despatch. The young man whom 
I have engaged to go backwards and forwards to your oftice is, though 
a native of the East-end, somewhat civilised and quite peaceful. He 
also is much interested, poor child; asa distant relative of his once went 
to the City of London half-price, and now feels it much. Everything is 
quiet, but a mystery seems to hang over this part of the town, and if at 
any moment a ghost or an earthquake were to happen, or the universe 
were to suddenly come to an end—pots and all—it would not aftect 
the nerves of your correspondent, or surprise him, so intent is he on 
obtaining the latest intelligence concerning the missing clue. 


ADDITIONAL INFORMATION. 


It was rumoured at an carly hour this morning that a witness had 
come forward to settle the question of identity. “Your representative 
was immediately on the spot, and scanned the busy scene with his 
utmost attention. It was, indeed, grievous to think that, in a 
Christian country, inhabited by Jews as well, and not unknown to 
Gentiles, bright Sol should have shed his glorious beams upon the 
scene of murder. But there he was, high in the heavens, and here 
below him was the East-end ; and, as I said to Inspector Intelligent, 
than whom a more conscientious officer the Force does not possess, can 
such things be’ ‘The witness was taken down verbatorially by Sergeant 
Active, who cross-examined her in a manner which does honour to 
the division of which he is so able an ornament. She was at first 
very confident, but the withering power of the Inspector, aided, 
as it was, by a few admirably forensic observations of the Sergeant, 
soon disposed of her opinions, and when at last she was led out to the 
cells, there to take a slight and not unnecessary lesson in temper and 
forbearance, she was not nearly so positive, and will, doubtless, in due 
course conform somewhat more to the views of the admirable officers 
whose names I have mentioned. Meanwhile, the interest by no means 
subsides, and drinks between drinks go on with great rapidity. You 
may depend on the ability of your correspondent in this particular 
direction. It is truly shocking to think that in so remarkably 
hospitable a neighbourhood crime should have taken up its abode, and 
remained unsuspected so long. 

ANOTHER ACCOUNT. 

It is not true that Mrs. Brown has been recognised. The witness 
who suddenly appeared and gave the name of Jones, on being warned 
that what he said would be taken down and used in evidence against 
him at his trial, seemed struck by remorse, and vacillated considerably. 

Said first that deceased’s mother kept awake all night with a kettle of 
boiling water in bed with her, so as to be ready to make a cup of tea 
should the truant return. Then said he meant that the old lady 
always extinguished her light with the last train from London. 
Became incoherent, and was thought to say that Stokes ought to be 
returned to Parliament for Whitechapel. Would not swear that Mrs. 
Brown used to wear baby’s socks, or that she could not get bunion 
plaisters to fit her. Thought that if Dr. Kenealy and Magna Charta 
were allowed to have their own way there would be no more murders. 
Believed firmly in the identity of the Claimant with the lost Lord 
Tichborne until a fortnight ago, when a new and Doughty aspirant 
for honours appeared, and behaved “ just like Roger.” Fancied that 
the Jesuits would be found at the bottom of all this mystery. (The 
witness was here warned to keep to the point.) Had never seen 
deceased in his life, but fancied he could identify her becauge of the 
descriptions in the papers, and because he was anxious to know 
all about it. Was sure that the case was in the best possible hands, 
and that Inspector Intelligent and Sergeant Active could be depended 
on to discover all that was to be discovered. (Witness was here com- 
plimented on the manner in which he had give n his evidence, and the 


station-house was at once cleared.) 


Up to the time of our going to press no further particulars are to 
hand, but special supplements will be issued upon the arrival of any 
interesting or particularly ghastly information. 





Our Zoo-illogical comtemperery- 
THE sea-serpent has turned up again with a larger tale than ever. 
The creature's proportions are of the most acc ommodating kind, as he 


daily fills the space at the Editor's disposal. 
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He showed how strength is only got | 
' 























































By boating in a chimney-pot ; 
And how a stiff unbending pair 
Of canvas ‘ducks’ you ought to wear; 
Ile proved it very clearly : 
“In strength you'll ne'er exceed the midge 
Unless you boat from London Bridge,” _ 
He added most severely. 


SONGS OF A SUBURB. 





No. VII.—OUR WONDERFUL PROGENITORS. 


With “ pshaws!”’ and “ tuts!” he mentions “ guts 
(A word it’s not polite to utter) ; 

With sneers he treats of “ sliding-seats,”’ 
And jeers the very name of * Cutter.” 


LL IR ee ete ER er eI race te este 


Our Suburb felt it touch its pride, 

And was extremely mortified ; 

And ev'ry day its pa appeared 

Upon the towing-path, and sneered, 
And used satiric diction ; 

Until his offspring, much distressed, 

With great humility confessed | 
His absolute conviction. | | 


“The Bridge I'll seek of which you speak ; 
To row in canvas ‘ ducks’ Ill learn : 
And beaver too, if you will do 
One little favour in return. 





Our Suburb, I regret to state, 
Is awfully degenerate ; 
With plans its worthy father tried 
It is no longer satisfied, 

But takes to innovation ; 
And when you go discarding so 
The things of fifty years ago 

It shows degeneration. 


a a i 
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When it can stray in such a way, 
Our Suburb must itself agree, 
It never can become the man 
Its worthy father used to be! 


a 
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Its worthy father was a gent 
Of every accomplishment : 
It paralyzes me or you 
To hear the wonders he could do 
(We have his own assertion). 
The wildest feats you could devise 
Of superhuman enterprise 
He’d do without exertion. 


In feats of strength he reached a length 
That beat Goliath out and out: 

And here we seem to reach the theme 
I purpose to discourse about. 


Our Suburb always took a pride 

In getting on the river’s tide, 

Aas making all its muscles strong 

By rowing little boats along 
(Enjoying it supremely). 

It’s father, one eventful day, 

On happening to pass that way, 
Derided it extremely. 





“T’d simply have you get afloat 
Aboard my silly little boat.” ; 
The father tendered his consent 
To pay the little compliment 
And in he got, elated. 
‘“‘ Your thorough waterman can row 
In any blessed thing, you know.” 
He very often stated. 


Sie 


Oh, fathoms deep he sleeps his sleep, 4 
Beneath the river’s muddy channel ; i 
The wager-boat was found afloat— 
And stili that Suburb rows in flannel. 
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QUOTATION MADE EASY. | 


A GENTLEMAN who writes a weekly article all about himself in a 
pictorial contemporary relates with great glee how once, when he 4 
edited a paper, he completely bothered his political opponents by the i 
use, in his leaders, of ‘‘Greck and Latin quotations.” In the same i 
article he says,—‘* Where I now write, thirty miles only from London, i 
I know several people who have never been to London, and who pro- a 
bably never will. If they did, they would say,” etc., etc. That is, 





there are people who never will been to London, and if they did been 
would be able to speak in Latin. They are made to in the article 
before us. This may seem a trifle, and probably is one, but it is | ; 
one of a bushel of similar specimens. In the interests of our . 
mother-tongue and those who are content to use it, we feel compelled 
to protest against this so-called scholarly writing, which airs its pre- 
tensions everywhere, and which consists mainly of blunders in English 
of which a schoolboy—in a private school—would be ashamed, tricked , 
out with well-worn “ quotations” fromthe ancients. Besides, there is 
a moral in the matter. While the English is, as a rule, wile, the quota- | 
tions are fairly correet. This is because, in the one case, the scholarly 
writer depends on himself, and, in the other, he goes to his handbook. 
Mr. Bohn and other enterprising publishers have, unfortunately for . 
scholars, made the “ quotation”’ kind of scholarship extremely easy of ma 
attainment, and cheap withal. an 





er 


‘‘ Well, here’s a joke!” its father spoke 
(While inwardly he seemed to gloat) : 

“You think you know the way to row, 
And use that silly little boat!” 
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; THE BRITISH BUMPKIN.—BY ONE WHO HAS MET HIM. 
oe = PIASE FIRST. 
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be goin’ ’oam this waay myzelf.”’ 
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light fur thaat sort—we gets moastly wurzles an’ turmuts an’ that.” Whoy didn’t yer zay as this wur whaat yer waanted ? oi could a toald yer then! 
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‘‘ Alas, Macbeth!” the Dane replied, ‘‘ no balm can I bestow ; 

AVENGED AT LAST! | I’ve heard it whisper'd that the play is like to prove ‘a go.’ 
Twas in the land of Vanished Souls, beyond the realms of space, _ But oh, my friend, prepare yourself—as sure as ‘ eggs is eggs,’ 
A ghost was walking to and fro, with terror in his face ; | He plays his own idea of you, and shows his wondrous legs.” 
His hand was on his jewell'd dirk, his cheeks were red with shame, 
And oft he mutter’d to himself a well-known actor's name. 





The Thane of Cawdor shrieked and fell—out ran his wicked wife, 
With cap and gown and candlestick, as was her wont in life. 

Macduff and Duncan joined the group, and all with one acclaim, 

In northern accent asked Macbeth, ‘“‘ Hech, mon, and what's your 


y? 


“Oh, Fate!’’ he cried, ‘‘ you might have spared thie bitter blow to me ; 
Ten thousand ghosts of murdered Scots to this would nothing be. 

If all I’ve heard from Charles the First be true about his legs, game 
Uh, now from Retribution’s cup I drain the deepest dregs. Then Hamlet struck an attitude, and rolled his idiot eye, 

_ And told what horrid doom had wrought the general's fearful cry. 
His scarlet robes, like petticoats, he dragged about the floor ; | When Duncan heard the Prince's tale, aloft his crown he cast, ™ 
And Hamlet, since he saw himself ‘ created’ by the chap, | And cried aloud with baleful glee, ** My death's avenged at last ! 
Has eursed and cried his days away in fair Ophelia’s lap.” | Se 

A tear-drop trickled down the cheek of Cawdor’s bloody Thane; | Preventive Service. 


1j : -and saw the Dane.! 288 Howard Association has just issued some able papers on crime, 
A light hend touched bis teawny erm; be turned, ané saw the Dane. | and one of them deals particularly with the effect of imprisonment on 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
; | 
“ Du oi knoaa Villuj carled Moodslarp? Noa, zur—oi caarnt zay as oi du—naart ’ereaboute.’’ ‘* Preaps yer moight find ut zoomwhere down ’ere; oi 
| 
‘Old Richelieu kicked up fuss enough, and positively swore ; 





“Oh, Hamlet,” cried the kilted one, ‘‘ from earth hast any news ? young children. This Society actually believes that prevention i 
Say,—has he had the decenc le in trews ¢ ee se ee eee ee ee, ee, 
= oe © decency to play the part in trew better than cure, but finds it extremely difficult to induce similar 


‘You know the man who libelled you now crawls about the stage, Opinion in the minds of those whom Providence has plased in a posi- | 
And plays your luckless friend to suit the notions of the age. tio. to send grown people to prison and children to the “ reforma- 
Oh, by the anguish that you felt when vow his victim were, 'tory.”” Which is perhaps why it is called the How-’ard Assoeiation. | 


Some word of comfort, if you can, to ease my wild despair.”’ We know of no other, and can imagine no better, reason. 





| 
¥ 
“ No, eaarnt zay as we du get many é#wriets out this waay—soil’sa bittew ‘“ Whaat? This be Moodslarp—be it? Whoy, oi bin’ a livin’ ere this thurty year. 
| 
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AND THAT WAY!” 


UP THE MEDITERRANEAN, 
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Swimmeress :—“* THAT’S NOTHING! 
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MAKING THE BEST OF IT. 


Tue end of the season’s approaching— 


The days of our freedom are o'er; HHT WANG 


And Winter, already encroaching, ay 
Is calling us homeward once mere. 
Our faith in the Summer is shaken— \ 
It seems as though squandered in vain, 
As desolate, sad, and forsaken, 
We hasten to London again! 


But what is the good of repining, 
And dreaming of ocean and foam? 
The year, as we know, is declining— 
We'd better, by far, be at home! 
Farewell to the cliffs and the clover, 
Adieu to the moors and the main; 
Thank goodness, our holiday’s over— 
Hurrah for old London again! 


THE GOOD-NATURED FOOL. 


Goop-NATURE has been my undoing — 
In life, and in love, and in gold. 

In childhood, in mauhuvd, in wooing, 
I’ve always been terribly ‘“‘ sold!” 

I was bullied and fagged by my brothers— 
I lent all my money at school, 

And often was punished for others ! 
I was such a good-natured fool! 


I joined the “‘ 202nd,” 
And got into more than one mess; 
For “ backing”’ their bills I was reckoned 
Quite safe, as I always said “ yes.” 
And when the time came for the paying, | 
I found it was ever the rule | 
My pocket the sum was defraying— 
I was such a good-natured fool! 


By people who made me their prey ; 
The purest of pleasures I’ve tasted 

Has been losing money at play! 
I think of what time has bereft me, 

And sit on Repentance’s stool— 
And swear, for the time that is left me— 


So far all my life has been wasted | 
| 
I'll x0¢ be a good-natured fool! | 





_...-HE INSURRECTION IN HERZEGOVINA. 


From Ovr Spectat CorrEsPONPENT. 






CORRECTLAENESS| + RR 


Customer :—‘‘ LOOK HERE, THIS PHOTO'S ABOMINABLE! 
ME A PERFECT FRIGHT!” 

Young Lady :—‘‘ BEG PARDON, SIR,—RBUT WE THOUGHT YOU WANTED ONE 
OF OUR GUARANTEED CORRECT LIKENESSES ?”’ 
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QUITE CORRECT. 


You'’vE MADE 








| and water with the Persian, sherbet with the Eskimo, mutton broth 


| with the Patagonian, and claret with the Northpoler: but in all my 


experience, dans toute ma vie, I never travelled on such a disreputable 


It is recorded in the archives of Greece that when that celebrated line as the State railway between Khokand and Bosnia. Messeurs les 


the Andes on business connected with a very high potentate’s financial 
difficulties, that I came upon a venerable Koptic chieftain, whose 
flowing white beard reminded me forcibly of that vieuwx bonhomme, 
Maitre Francois Marie Arouet de Voltaire, that dilapidated old heathen 
whose cynical cacklings still bring a wicked smile to the lips of les enfants 
de les Boulevards. Ah! those children of the Boulevards: who that has 
seen the tiger-half of them could believe so much of the monkey lay 
hidden beneath the sandy fur. O tewpora, O Moses! ‘The gilded 
gondolas of Venice, the art galleries of Florence, the marble mansions 
of Milan, the beerhouses of Berlin, the booths of Nishni-Novgorod, 
rise as in a fantastic dream before the eyes of the European pilgrim— 
rise and ‘‘ pale their ineffectual fires” before the gilded dome of the 
Invalides. When Achilles plunged the youthful Romulus into the 
Tiber for the purpose of fortifying his system against “‘ the slings and 
arrows of cutrageous fortune,” the mailed hero forgot to wet the baby’s 
head first, and the result is known to every student of Athenian 
history. Ah, che la morte! and mortifying it must have been to the 
becu sabreur to find his cold water cure gut fur nichts, as my beer- 
imbibing friend, Herr Wilhelm Meister, has it in his famous farce, 
Weisst thre Mutter das sie sind aus. I fancy Signor Petrarch found 
Laura rather a convenient Aunt Sally at which to chuck his poetical 
sticks. ‘‘Six sonnets a penny and a cokernut if ye hits the old gal,” 
may be taken as a pretty free translation of P.’s publishers’ terms for 
his jingle. I have seen thesun set in the four hemispheres; I have 
drunk rum shrub with the Dane, ccd liver oil with the Turk, gin 


general, Hermotimus of Clazomenz, wished one day to indulge in a 
savoury dish of tripe and onions, he was compelled to forego the pleasure 
because Madame Glycera Cheremocrates, his bonne amie, was waiting 
to receive his chaste salute. I remember, some years ago, when crossing 


Etrangers have much to answer for ; but, parole d’honneur, “ this bates 
the tarnation lot,” as Scott observes in Handy Copperfield. With 
regard to the insurrection here, we are quite in the dark until the 
English journals arrive. If there’s anything special in Zhe Times | 
shall Telegraph or Post the News. 


Words of Wisdom. 


Birps of a feather flock together, but, if you like a comfortable bed, 
prefer feather to flock. 
Honesty is the best policy, but it is not honesty’s policy to “ best.” 
A prophet has no honour in his own country, but profits are con- 
siderably honoured in this. 
One man’s meat’s another man’s poison, and one man’s meteor’s often 
another man’s vesuvian—especially when the one man thinks he has 
discovered a new one. 


Special Note. 

CORRESPONDENTS who keep constantly suggesting the connection 
between fowl play and the ‘‘ Hen and Chickens”’ so recently made 
notorious, are kindly requested to desist, as the post of ‘ obvious 

| jokist’’ on Fun is at present well and worthily occupied, and our 
waste paper basket is quite replete. 


| Follow my Leader. 

Tue essays upon current events which appear in the daily ‘papers 
| are called Leaders. Judging from some recent specimens, Mis-leaders 
| would be a more appropriate title. 
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“ONE GOOD TURN DESERVES ANOTHER.” 


Usually indulgent Parent (sadly, to I.corrigible, who has scored his third window this week) :—“You kNow, ToMMyY, THAT IT HURTS 


o” 


ME MORE THAN IT DOES YOU; BUT 


Tommy : 


DOTS AND LINES. 


AMERICANS compare their criminal statistics with ours. Balanee 
decidedly in their favour. We can’t even make a show against them 
at sinning. — Mother gives her child soothing syrup. Wanted some- 
thing of the kind herself after the inquest. — Sensation-novel reader 
at Nottingham makes experiment in the way of romantic suicide. 
Succeeds beyond his most cherished hopes. = Woman in Manchester 
fined £560 for possessing a private still. Ought she to have given him 
up before ? — Perkins walks eight miles in the honr. 
thus much by himself, what wouldn't Barclay and Perkins do together ? 
Horror of Sir Wilfrid Lawson. — General mix-up of trains near Bark- 
ing. Nothing of importance; only an excursionist killed anda couple 
of dozen ‘* ordinarys’’ injured. — Arrival of the Great Sea Serpent. 
Gigantic Gooseberry expected next week, unless Whitechapel can 
come once more to the rescue. — Commencement of cub-hunting. 
This isa sport which might be profitably pursued in London all the 
year round. — Explanation of the recent royal circular by General 
Ponsonby. We ‘“ wish he would explain his explanation!” — Editor 
of the Germania sentenced to five months’ imprisonment for publishing 
an article objectionable to Prince Bismarck. True paternal Govern- 
ment, that in the Fatherland. — Two persons killed by lightning 
while in church on Sunday evening. Unfortunate that they should 
have been there—for them, and for the otherwise obvious moral to be 
deduced from the occurrence. — Quarrel between Lord Mayor of 
Dublin and the Freeman’s Journal referred to Main Drainage Com- 
mittee. An ‘unexceptionable reference,’ as the advertisers say. 
Arbitration on such a question must prove a labour of love toa sewage 
committee. — Proposed banquet among the remains of the Balaclava 
Six Hundred. It is to be hoped their host will not charge them like 
they did the Russians; yet * turn and turn about” is only fair play, as 
all the world knows. But where's Royal munificence * 

— 


Wuy 
Because it’s duty on Beat-route. 


If he can do | 


} 


‘ 


1s A Poriceman’s WorkK LIKE A TAX ON VEGETABLES [— | 


‘WELL THEN, FATHER, Ir 7 LET you OFF THIS TIME WE SHALL BE FYENS AGAIN.” 


‘‘“WONDERFUL THING STEAM, SIR!” 

On Monday last an exhibition of railway ouriosities was opened at 
Darlington to celebrate the jubilee of the iron horse, great interest 
being excited by the following unique specimens :— 

MecuanicaL DEPARTMENT. 

2765 (in the catalogue). Practical illustration of the perfect block 

system. An excursion train following a mineral ditto, with the flying 


express behind it and all signals clear. 
3001. An apparatus for yorventng communication between pas- 
senger and guard. Warranted to “knock into smithereens” any 


impertinent traveller trying to give notice of danger. 
3002. A dividend that would have been received by shareholders 


if the receipts had not been swallowed up by damages and costs. 
3003. An engine driver who is always punctual. 
(This lot, although duly entered in the catalogue, did not arrive in 


time for exhibition.) 
Finzg Arts DEPARTMENT. 


99. ‘Asleep on Duty.” Subject: a signalman after twenty-two 
hours’ continuous labour. Dedicated to Sir Edward Watkin. 

162. ‘Grand Allegorical Tableau.’ James Allport, as Jove, 
hurling arithmetical thunderbolts at Edward Baines in the character 


of (Leeds) Mercury. 
—— 
Oh Massa! Massa! 


In consequence of a reduction in wages, 15,000 operatives have 
struck work in Massachusetts. The ‘bone and sinew” of that 
delightful district refuse to let Massachusetts own rate of remunera- 


tion. 


A Paradox for Ponsonby. 
Once, when the Queen did write—she did wrong. 


Tue Pace trHat Kitits.—The Solent seventeen miles an hour. 
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AN UNWARRANTABLE LIBERTY.* 


Stnce I came back from Doncaster I have not been idle. 
blame not the bard if his copy be late; his fortunes are hard, and 
the settlers won't wait; they hang round his place and they clamour 
for gold—he can’t show his face, nor his story unfold. Oh, blame not 
the bard if he prophesied ill, his fortunes are marred and his muse is 
quite still; his ink is all dry and his paper all torn; he’s piping his 
eye and looks haggard and worn. No longer the Augspur so dashing 
and gay, no longer the fellow who's got “‘so much say ;”’ no longer the 
man who can’t do what is wrong—he mumbles and mourns with a 
face a mile long. His post at ‘the Corner”’ will know him no more— 
his settlement’s wrong, and he’s sick and he’s sore; his rhymes and 
+ reasons zre over and done; he’s left—and for ever—the columns 
of Fun. 

There, sir, that’s the sort of man I was last week. That’s just a bit 
of a long farewell poem I intended to administer to you and your 
readers. After the publication of it I was going to seek some foreign 
strand, there to hide my diminished head, and weep for Albion’s sea- 
girt shore. I was despondent; but who could fail to be otherwise 
under such a set of circumstances? I had been wrong in my prophe- 
cies, but that didn’t annoy me much, for others suffered most over 
that. I had also been unfortunate in my speculations, and therein lay 
the unkindest part of the business. To think that, of all the horses 
that I had chosen to lay against, the very one should, just asif to 
injure me, go and run in first! It was positively shameful! But I 
will make a long story short. 

They say that when luck is‘at the worst it is always ready to turn. 
I daresay you have heard of Mr. Turnagain Whittington, about whose 
history there is a good deal that should encourage the young who are like- 
wise impecunious, and doubtless would, if you could only get them to 
believe in it. Well, I was sitting in my lonely chamber—lonely only 
for the: moment, as many men kept coming for the money that was not 
there, and it grieved me, oh so much, to hear the bad language they 
used—thinking of Whittington, and wondering whether my luck 
would everturn. I knew that if I wrote to you I should receive 
relief and assistance; but I felt almost ashamed to trouble one to 
whom I was-so much indebted, and whom I had so neglected in the 
days of my prosperity. But tothe truly great all things are easy ; and 
so bracing my nerves and washing my hands, I made a step in the 
right direction, and mean, sir, never to departfrom it any more. I called 
all my creditors together, gave each of them an order on you for the 
amount due, and having done so, feel a glow of honesty and conscious 
rectitude long a stranger to my defaulting breast. At the same time 
I give you full leave to do as you please as to the mode of payment— 
notes or gold, cheques or post-office orders, all will be as cash to the 
gentlemen who are speedily to wait on you. Please be sure that you 
keep the accounts against me, and one of these days when money is 
again plentiful I shall have the pleasure of settling with you—perhaps 
in full. Meanwhile you will have the satisfaction of knowing that 
you saved a valued and valuable contributor from the depths of 
despair, and from a dishonour which would not have been without its 
effect on the position of your paper. Perhaps you didn’t think I 
was aware that it wouldn’t do for you or for the journal to have a 
defaulting contributor! But you do now, don’t you ? And maybe you'll 
remember how often you have remarked that “the interests of a paper 
and its contributors are one.”’ I have taken ¢hat lesson, at all events, 
well to heart. 

Since I have once again felt the blessings of freedom, I have been 
about a good deal. I have seen Perkins walk eight miles.in the hour, 
and have gambolled upon the green at the London Athletic Club 
Sports. Iam blithe and bright again now, I can assure you. Shall have 
atip for the Seizerwitch shortly—but mind, no deductions. Like the 
famed and fabled old woman with the new frying-pan, I mean to 
begin all overagain with a clean slate, and shall neither grant favours 
to, nor receive them from, any man. And in the hope of a speedy 


remittanee and a cordial understanding, I am, yours trustworthily, 
AUGSPUR. 
















To Parting Partners. 


AmonG other business inscriptions on a travelling photographic van 
up Hampstead way is the following touching apostrophe :—‘‘ What an 
alleviation in absence is a shilling likeness!” After this we tremble to 
think of the anodynic properties of a guinea photo, with expensive 
mountings and etceteras. The possessor might doubtless feel so very 
much alleviated that he would prefer to remain separated for ever. 


Parochial. 
Gvuarprans of the poor frequently pass a man on from parish to 
parish in order that he may find and know his “ proper place.” Their 
motives in such cases are, of course, pass-him-on-ious. 
* "The Editor considers it only fair to Augspur and himself to state that this is 


not the original title of the communication. The sporting correspondent of /un, 
with characteristic coolness, called it simply, ‘‘ A Timely Transfer.” 


SAR TRAM aa 


fUN. 





Oh, | 
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RIVAL KITTYS. 


Pussy cat, pussy cat, lie still and purr to me, 
Driaging, my whiskered one, visions of jer to me, 





| 


Lifting my soul from its desolate vale. 
Ah! would you scratch, while you're singing your song to me ? 
ry’ . ”* © 
Think you that Kitty would do such‘’a wrong to me? 


Back to the hearthrug, and play with your tail ! 


Pussy cat, pussy eat, arching your back again, 

Placing your mind upon jealousy’s rack again, 
Why, when I mention my love, do you spit ? 

Sweet is my Kitty, and dainty to gaze upon, 

Yet you would fly fromthe hands that she lays upon 
Shoulders where you are accustomed to sit. 


Pussy cat, pussy cat, maybe you're right about 
Her whom I[’m'thinking and dreaming to-night about. 
Judging perchance from your own pretty paws, 
You, when my Kitty is softly caressing me, 
Loving me, kissing me, daintily pressing me, 
Spy ’neath the velvet her sharp little claws. 






























La Reine le Veut. 

Ws have not received authority to state—but we do so nevertheless— 
that General Ponsonby, like Mr. Midshipman Easy when he kicked 
the purser’s mate down themain hatchway, has displayed “‘ too much 
zeal.” His letter to the Marquis of Exeter was written many years 
ago, when yachtsmen, and other people too, used to crowd about the 
Queen with really inconvenient loyalty. But even then it never 
meant anything, and was never intended for publication, and merely 
bore the name and address of the Sovereign asa guarantee of good 
faith. Most especially her Majesty did not intend to cast a slur on 
the.seamanship of the R. Y. S., but she still thinks that if his Serenity 
of Leiningen is to go blundering about the Solent, it will be wise to 
give him a wide berth. Finally, this explanation is not published in 
answer to a very dccidedvexpression of public epinion—ot course not 
—as it was prepared some time last century, but was delayed by 
circumstances over which nobody had more control than Captain 
Welch had over the Adéerta when he ran into the Mistletoe. 


The Church Militant. 

Joun Tuompson, describing himself as a clergyman of the Church 
of England, has been found guilty of assaulting a ham and beef 
merchant who refused to cut him a sandwich for three-halfpence. ‘This 
clerical method of beating a man down was not adverse to the 
inventor, for it brought in extra Coppers to solve the difficulty, and 
gave him a night’s lodging gratis. ‘The reverend gentleman was 
presumptuous in wanting his board half-price from a sandwich man, 
and it is probable that the desire fora cheap blow-out will have the 
effect of keeping the Rev. John from a good living for some time 


to come. 


What's in a Nomen? 

Tue gentleman who fell asleep the other day while reading the 
Foreign Intelligence, woke up again with a vague idea that the 
Skuptschina of K jeratz, attired in a Pljerlje Prjepolje, had been 
struggling with Abdurachnan Autobadshi for the thrones of Herze- 
govina and Khokand on the neutral territory of his stomach. 


His Way of Putting It. 

Tue Marquis of Hartington assures us, in his recent speech at Not- 
tingham, that there is an alliance between the seats of learning and 
the centres of industry. We can quite believe it, for university men 
are remarkably prone to sit upon people engaged in trade. 


The Reward of Merit. 

Tue Queen has presented the commanders of the A/herta with a 
ring and a pin set with precious stones. Tombstones would have been 
cheaper, and more in harmony with the past which suggested the 
present. 


A Cross Purpose. 


Tue Home Secretary has been delivering a stump speech upon 
education. No one, he ventures to suggest, can make a great man 
unless he ean read and write. Perhaps not—but any ignorant duffer 


can make a Cross. 





Torchured. 


Tax good people of Rostock gave the Emperor William a torchlight 
procession on the eve of his departure from their town. They were 


bidding him tar-tar. 
a ac a a a 
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HAVING HIM ON THE ’IP. 
Old Party (who stammers, eomes in for some ipeeaeuanha) :—“‘ On, 1F YOU P-PLEASB, YOUNG M-MAN, I W-WANT SOME 1P-IP-iP-IP ”’ 
Festive Assistant (fired by recent reminiscence): —‘ HuRRAn!” 
SUSPERCOLLATIVE SUSPICION. COUNTING THE COST. 
AmonG the many specimens of linage let loose which have been | “ ” I] to. 
accorded a grateful public by the daily papers lately is one referring | ee ee me “$0-<ing 
to the purchase of American oil-cloth by the man Wainwright. We | Four shillings each—come ahh d’ ye say, — 
are told that the two yards of stuff were bought ata shop in Whitechapel ; no” , ' 
; 7 Shall we go down by one? 
and then comes the extraordinary information that ‘‘no suspicion was | ee co 
created in the mind of the shopman.” ‘The reporters of the Telegraph | “ Four shillings,’’ answers Jaok, his friend, 
evidently can’t understand how anyone could wish to expend a couple | ‘Is cheap I must confess ; 
of shillings on furniture, all at once, without having some dreadful But when my days I wish to end 
object in view. Doubtless, such an amount spent apparently on table | Pll do the job for less. 
covers alone must seem to them suggestive of the extravagance which 
comes of guilt, and ought to have caused the Whitechapel shopman . 
to at once denounce the murderer. In future, the proverb will read a Taken at his Word. . 
to us, Suspicion ever haunts the oil-cloth mind. And when we have a| “SEND me,’ said the Editor to his most obedient contributor, 
dining-table and can afford such luxury asa cover, our dealing will | ‘‘ anything that may strike you.” But when the M. O. C. forwarded 
be in napery only. Yet even in that word there is an uncomfortable | his chief the chimney-pot which shortly afterwards fell upon_his 
suggestion just now. | head, and omitted to pay the carriage, the chief was riled. The M. O.C. 
erase | has since been requested to confine his jokes to the columns of the 
A Question of Styx. paper. 
A Rvssian correspondent speaks contemptuously of the Duke of | : 
Edinburgh, the newly launched ironclad, as “ merely a shell.” If the | From our Diary. 
: Russian ships of war are shells, ours are coffins, and, when a man| Sir Epwarp Warkrw has returned from the Erie Railway business 
| walks aboard his long box, the thickness of the sides makes very little | in New York. This is the only return from the Erie Railway busi- 
5 | difference to his case. ness English shareholders may expect for some time to come. 
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OUR OUTING. SO RN Aare Z 
At last we've escaped from the fetters that bound us, | 
And fled far away from the town and its noire : 
With nought but the beauties of nature around us QOS ANS: LON ; 
We'll revel awhile in sweet holiday joys. a Ee ei SRA ERY NY WX HF SQ’ Ss 
We've eagerly longed for “a day,” little treasure, | ee QA RRA WF ; Ss 
‘lo gaze on the sea with its emerald sheen, 
But still there is ove thing detracts from our pleasure— 
We've got to return by the “ seven-fifteen !”’ 
How pleasant it is on the beach to be straying, 
To list to the prattle of innocent lips, 
To note how the children are gleefully playing 
With sixpenny spades and with ninepenny ships. 
While some in the water are timidly wading, 
And loungers are reading with indolent mien, 
It's cruel to think, when the daylight is fading, 
Weld have to return by the ** seven-fifteen.”’ 


Kind nature already her glory discloses, 
I:nchanting our senses with scenery bright, 
Your cheeks, dear, again are bepainted with roses, 
Your eyes are aglow with a joyous delight ; 
Your hair, disarranged by the sea-zephyr’s toying, 
Has made you appear like a fairyland queen— 
Iiow happy we are! But, alas! how annoying 
To think we must go by that “ seven-fifteen !”’ 


Bright Phebus is setting —he’s going off duty, 
And tinging the West with a radiant hue ; 
So now to the sea, with its marvellous beauty, 

Together we'll bid a regretful adieu. 
Tarewell to its murmurs, deliciously blended, 5 

l‘arewell to each rural enjoyment serene ; r 
Ah, me, little sweetheart, our holiday’s ended,— 

Fate drags us away by the “ seven-fifteen !” 


Matthews at Home. 


CHARLES Matruews, suffering from delirium tremens, 
appropriately appeared before Mr. Lushington, and 
excused an attempt to kill himself on the ground that he 
was afraid of losing his situation. His plan of keeping 
it was certainly original, and deserved better recognition 
than it received. 


on ae 





WEATHER OR NOT. 


Bystand2r :—* KBEP THE LID ON, OLD MAN, OR YOU'LL MAKE IT WEAK!” 
THe Marinwearinc Cotiection.—Our ships at the | Milkinan :—* NO YEAR; RECKONED ON RAIN, AND BROUGHT IT OUT OVER 
bottom. The main’s wearing them fast enough. | PROOF.” 





Visitor (frowning). That’s very dreadful. Is this the new list’ 
Thank you. Ah! here’sashipnow. The Vanguard. 

J. L. (red in the face). You're unfortunate in your selection again. 

Visitor. She isn’t at the bottom of the sea, surely ¢ 


SEVENTY YEARS OF PROGRESS. 


EARLY one bright September morning, in the year 1875, the blind 
crossing sweeper in front of the Admiralty was astonished to see an | 
elderly gentleman, mn eccentric naval attire, hobbling towards the | J. L. (recovering official dignity). I regret to say that she is. 
principal entrance. Something in the old fellow’s appearance piqued | Vistror (with sundry ancient nautical exclamations). Odd—very ! 
the sweeper’s curiosity. A cocked hat was stuck resolutely upon his | y>.3) \We’}] ane third try. Let me see the Dryad. 
head and a pigtail adorned his back ; bat his features and his dress a . Well, I'd rather you picked another vessel. Her boilers 
were so begrimed witi: soot and dirt that it was impossible quite to |), .¢ just burst and killed several of the hands, and I should like you 
make them out. And yet, the general outline was familiar te the | 4, 206 our men-of-war at their best! Try again. 
gentleman of the long broom, who, prompted by a sudden idea, glanced |“ Vistror (rising). No, I thank you; I'm perfectly satisfied. 
hastily in the direction of the Nelson column. Seventy years ago, sir, we were behind you in many things. My lord, 

fis summit was tenantlese, Science has since given England a fleet where she never had one 


. . ° : ° before 
Half-an-hour after the discovery by the police of a crossing sweeper = | Where's that ? 


in a state of jabbering idiotcy, the elderly naval gentleman was seated =, .:7on. At the bottom of the Sea. And now one word before we part. 
in the principal room at the Admiralty. ‘ ' . . Give my compliments to the gentlemen in command of your ironclads, 
A wash and brush up for twopence had considerably improved his | 474 gay that Saas Nelson’s d—— d glad he died before such lubbers 
appearance, and he was chatting affably with the Junior Lord who | were allowed to wear the uniform of the British Navy. (Good 
happened to be in when the nguished visitor was announced. morning ! 
Having explained that vague rumours had from time to time come up | ° 
the column to him as to the marvellous improvements which science | ee 
had effected in naval matters since his death, he confessed that a Phizzic. 
natural curiosity had compelled him to come down and see things for; Ar the last moment we are informed it was discovered that there were 
himself. ‘‘ Where could I see one of your splendid vessels now *” he | no pints of champagne on board the Serapis. Seeing that the Prince is 
asked abruptly. | going all the way to India to show the natives his Phiz, this oversight 
The Junior Lord hem’d officially, and ah'd nautically, and handed | was instantly remedied to prevent disappointment. Who was respon- 
his visitor a list of ships to choore from. | sible for the omission? The Quart-ermaster ? 
Juntor Lorp. We shall be happy to show you any of these, if | 
distance is no object to you. 
Vistror. No object at all (looking down list). Well, suppose we say | 
the Captain. 
J. L. (stammering). Dear me, I must have given you an old list. 
Visiror. An old list? I suppose she’s in existence still ? 
J. L. Oh, yes; but, unfortunately, she’s at the bottom of the sea. 


Ce 





Lex Talleyonis. 


| Mrs. Praramor is delighted to hear that Talleyman’s got twelve 
'months. What with sellin’ articles ruination dear, and a ‘ticing 
| married women into gewgaws unbeknown to their husbands, one less 
| of ’em’s a real blessin’ to I O Umanity. 
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THE BROKEN-HEARTED GUN. 
; NE day g 
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clad Smasher 
was lying at 
anchor, up 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Oct. 6, 1875. | 
[Caxtoon.] | 
MACCROSS, THE COMPELLER. | 
Vr. Fs , in all humble deference; utterly at a loss to find words 


of his own to express the magic conversion of Mr. Ex-Conservative 
Cross, on the extremely unconservative principle of Education; and 
fully sensible of the great modern power of the Genius Adaptation ; 
begs to preset a little attack of his own on the National Bard which 
the right hon. gentleman's speech has called forth. 


Maccxoss. Is this a Schoolboard that I see before me 
The schoolboys toward my hand? Come, Ict me test thee. 
I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 
Art thou not, Liberal vision, sensible 
To reason as to sight’ or art thou but 
A Schoolboard of the mind, a false creation, 
Proceeding from the Home-Official brain? 
Thou marshall'st me the way I was not going 
And Forater’s instruments I now must use. 
It is no Tory business which informs 
‘Thus to mine eyes. Now, o'er the one half world 
Boys run unlearnt, and wicked stories tell 
To stay from school; twaddle celebrates 
The unsessioned season ; and mudbrained Tories 
See not the danger which doth stand before them. 
Isut, oh, alas! my party I'd forgotten.— 
Hlear me not, Forster, when the truth I tell: 
Your work's so good,— would we could do as well! 
0 
A Scun-Ixspreton of Factories has endeavoured to do his duty, and 
has consequently been snubbed in reward by one at least of his 
superiors in oftice. The Inspector, to whom the report of a most 
terrible state of things existent in the well-named Black Country was 
made,, took upon himself, before sending in his account to his 
superiors in turn, to excise nine-tenths of it, and then muddle up a 
kind of lame apology fer what was left. Surely this is carrying even 
gentility to an excess! And, though we feel very much for the poor 
(Commissioners who were compelled to wade through just a tithe of 
Sub-Inspector Brewer's statements of horrible and degrading fact, 
it isnot hard to suppose that, having once entered upon the matter, 
they might have had all of it laid before them. The report bears 
upon the wholesale and unwholesome employment of women in the 
nail and spike-making trades peculiar te the mining and hardware 
districts, and shows that there is the most stringent necessity for 
Government interference. All the worst evils, which we had hugged 
ourselves into believing were eradicated, are, it seems, flourishing 
vigorously—as vigorously in fact, as ill weeds always will flourish if 
left undisturbed. There is no need to catalogue the offences against 
common decency—against humanity—which are to be found in these 
manufacturing centres. ‘The reader has only to 1magine to himself 
wives earning the family food at the forge-fire, while the husbands 
drink and gamble, to picture to himself the other constituent 
portions of the scene. Even what is left of Mr. Brewer's account is 
very horrible, or to use the apologetic words of his chief, ‘* sensa- 
tional.” The action of this same chief should be made the subject 
of inquiry, if not of condemnation, unless indeed, as we should 
suppose, he is a gentleman who depends on interest rather than on 
ability. In which case of course he can do as he pleases without much 
fear of rebuke. On the whole, perhaps, he should be complimented, 
as his officiousness has really caused extra attention to be directed to the 
condition of those worst of Black Slaves—Black-Country Slaves. 
It may doubtless puzzle him to understand how such common 
business can interest his masters, but there is every reason to suppose 
that he has plenty of leisure, and a slight employment of brains may 
relieve him from the ennui of office routine, evenif no other good be the 
outcome of such unwonted occupation. 








RINGING THE CHANGES. 


Wun first we met, my wife and I, 
My suit | urged with groan and sigh, 
Until she gave me leave to buy 

The ring her hand to deck with. 
The years have flown with rapid wing, 
And now— (what changes time can bring !)— 
‘The hands her finger that did ring, 

I long to wring her neck with. 

Alas! No. 
No one can accuse our naval officers of wreckless conduct. 
the reverse. 


Quite 
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| I've bin’ obleeged to leave the shell half in and half out. 


came Dill, 
the gunner, 
looking very 
surprised, 
and touched 
his hair to 
the captain. 
(Nevermind 
the inter- 
vening of- 
ficers—I am 
not going to 
pay a dozen 
extra  cha- 





racters to stand about in my story, like supers, and get in the 
way of the plot and things.) “Sir,” said Bill, “ you know the big 
gun?” ‘What, the gun that weighs three hundred tons, and 
has the one turret all to itself—in fact, the only gun the ship carries ?”’ 
said the captain, screwing up his eyes to remember. ‘Oh, ah, yes—I 
know.” ““ Well, sir, it’s begun a-talking, that gun has!’ The captain 
was very much surprised; but he had always had implicit faith in 
Bill, who was his pet gunner, and knew he wouldn't tell a lie on any 
account. “It's quite cut up in its mind about them rams, as it says ‘ll 
soopersede it. It says ¢¢ can’t sink a ironclad at one try, and it hasn't 
got no power at all, and nobody won't take no notice of it now them 
rams has come up. It won't let anybody load it—not even me; and 
You just 
come an’ see for yerself !”’ 

‘This is very incredible, Bill!” said the captain; ‘only I know 
you wouldn't tell a lie.” And off he went to the turret to see for him- 
self; and there, sure enough, was the shell, half in and half out, which 
convinced him. ‘It doesn’t talk »ov, Bill,” said the captain, trying 
to ram the shell home with his pencil case. ‘‘ Oh, it’s so fitful; but it 
says if we try to load it any more it ’ll go off wrong!” ‘The captain 
sneaked out of the turret, and right away to the very end of the bow- 
sprit, and sat there. ‘Could that Bill be deceiving him ?’’ he asked 
himself a hundred times. But he repudiated the idea with horror; and 
next day up came Bill to the end of the bowsprit, very pale, and 
touched his hair again. ‘ That gun’s a-going on unbearable. It says 
‘at it ain’t o’ no use to the Guvment as ‘ll be taking to rams; and as 
we'll very likely get rammed by accident some foggy night and go to 
the bottom, it means to spend the rest of its sooperseded days a pri- 
vateering—so I expect we'll have to humour it.”” “ What!” said the 
captain horrified; ‘‘a British captain go privateering in a British 
man-o’-war! OQ, Bill!” 

‘*‘ It says if we don’t begin sharp it ‘ll go off wrong and bust—that’s 
all,” said Bill, nervously; ‘it’s all along of its jealousy about them 
rams being more powerful than it is. Come and see for yerself.” 
Dut the captain didn’t care to go and see for himself. ‘ Well, Il never 
should have believed all this!’’ he said; “but if we must go 
a privateering, you had better begin and get it over.” And he buried 
his face in his fingers and sobbed; and off went H.M. ironclad 
Smasher, privateering. 

Whenever they sighted a merchantman, up would come Bill to the 
‘aptain at the end of the bowsprit, and dismally tell him how the big 
gun insisted on being fired at it, and the miserable captain would give 
the order to fire, and begin sobbing again; and in the course of a 
month they had sunk a dozen big ships, and Bill had saved a lot of 
valuable things out of them; but all their crews went to the bottom ; 
and Bill had only to use one shell for each ship. It was about this 
time that the Smasher was requested by the Admiralty to return home, 
as foreign nations had been making a fuss about the affair. ‘‘ Bull,” 
said the captain, ‘‘ hadn't we better return home?’ ‘ We'd better 
not let that gun ketch us returnin’ ’ome, or it ‘ll go off wrong,” 
said Bill, turning very pale; “you come and see for yerselt.” 
‘ Bill,” said that captain, “this is wearing me away!” The Ad- 
miralty did not send any more requests to the Siasher to return home, 
but they sent out the British fleet in fighting order, and that miser- 
abie captain guessed it. ‘ Very dreadful all this, ain’t it *’’ said Bill, 
“‘to be tyrannised over by a inanimit objec, and ’ave to des-teroy all 
this "uman life, and collar all these jules and things! It's a-wearing 
me away! Now there's the British fleet in the horizon, and we ain’t 
got no time to get away.”” “ Dill,” said the captain, in a weak voice, 
‘this isa crisis!’’ ‘I'll go and see what that unnatral gun's got to 
say about it,” said Bill.” Back came Bill. ‘“ It says we're to get it 
ashore, and pint it at this ’ere wessel, and fire it; and then the crew 
won't blab about nothink, and we can git away.” 

‘It's very queer for a gun to say all that!” said the captain, witha 
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momentary doubt, but he knew his pet gunner was truthfulness itself ; 
“but I suppose we must, Bill.” 

That night the captain got tremblingly off the bowsprit and lent 
Bill a hand in getting the gun ashore, and then they fetched’ the 
valuables out of the ship. “ That gun would go off wrong as soon as 
look at yer,” Bill explained, ‘if it didn'tgetits prizes. Now you jest 
let it off; it wants to see if it..an sink a ironclad afore it busts.” 

‘“ But won't this be manslaughter ’"’ said the captain, piteously. 
“ Oh, well,” said Bill,“ manslaughter’s an ’ard word; but if you don’t 
look sharp that gun ‘ll take it into its own ‘ands, and go 
I'll be back in a minute,” and William disappeared for @& moment 
inte the thicket (with the valuables.) The captain hesi 


no 
longer; the dreadful threat rang in his ears: he let that. gumoff—andi 


when the smoke cleared away, he couldn't tind any ironelad. , 
He couldn't find the valuables— nor Bill. “I do be-lieve,” he said, 


FUN. 


| 
| 
j 
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' 
wrong | 


{ 
: 
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slowly, and struggling against conviction, “that gunner Bill has been | 


deceiving me all through!’’ And his heart was broken, and he 
miserably loaded that big gun and crept into the muzzle to wait till it 
went off—and when it did go oft it woke him; and’ he thought it was 
the help putting down his sponge-bath outside the door, and he was 
late at his desk in the City that morning, and was fined ninepence. 





A TIP FOR THE CESAREWITCH. 


Ir Peeping Tom can stay “‘ two mile” 
And then go in and win, 

Methinks it must be worth one’s while 
Te put on him one’s tin. 

But, oh! the course is “ awful long, 
And welters fade away, 

While up at finish, fresh and strong, 
A lightweight gains the day. 


But still ’'ve got a fancy yet, 
For Tom who peeped and pryed, 
And think he may. be first to get 
Where post and judge decide. 
Distinction is the next in ken, 
And Lacy gets a place; 
If I am wrong I'm right, for then 
A lightweight wins the race. 


9 


—AUGSPUR 





' Decidedly Eccentric. 
A natty paper remarks that Blackburn “ was:one of the illustrations. 
of the eccentrie Conservative reaction which placed Mr. Disraeli in 
power nearly two years.ago.” If this be so, the reaction must be even 


more eccentric than we have ever believed, as, at. the general election, 


Blackburn, for the first time for very many , returned a Liberal. 
Had other towns performed their duty as. Blackburn did we should 
hardly have seen Mr. Disraeli in power atall. But this is how history 


is written, 


New Catechism for the Naval College. 

Wart is the first duty of the captain of an English man-of-war ?— 
To catch slaves. 

What is a slave °—The Ward of his master, who ie his natural 
guardian. 

If the slave escapes how should he be recovered ?—By a Ward Hunt. 

Is there any penalty for running down a yacht ?—Only a running 
down in the press and a letter of thanks from the Queen. 


Wuar's the difference between the National Debt and the report of 
a gunpowder explosion? One's a nation’s debt, and the other's a 
detonation. 
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A SERIOUS CHARGE. 


PRELIMINARY EXAMINATION. 


Yrstarpay Mr. Enery Ramshanks, describing himself as an actor- 
student and creator of tragedy y was charged before Mr. Proper 
Opinion with wilfully and ciously slandering the memory of a 
deceased Scotch general, and’holding lim up to public contempt and 
ridicule, Mr. Philo Dramaticus, instructed by. Mesers. Common Sense 
and Co., proseeuted, and Mr. Fitz Hazlitt. de Venal Paffer, instructed 
by Messrs. Toady and Claptrap, appeared for the defence, 

Mr. Popular Indignation was the first witness called, and stated that 
from information received he visited the Royal Buncombe Theatre, and 
saw the defendant on the stage. He was rushing about, alternately 
yelling and sinking his voice to.an undistingnishalle whisper, Was 
told by afriend that the prisomer pretended to be a famous Seetch 
general, and declared he had.awthority for behaving in that manner. 
Had no objection to state that Mr. Shakespeare was the authority 
mentioned. Knew Mr. Shakespeare well, and was certain he wonld 
never have sanctioned such a preposterous performance. Had brought 
this action on public grounds, as he was informed efforts were being 
made in influential quarters to hush the matter up. 

Cross-examined by Mr. Puffer. Had paid for his seat. Had: never 
been struck off the free list because he wouldn't praise Mr. Rumshanks 
in a newspaper with which he was connected. Knew as much about 
the deceased general’s character as even Mr. Puffer. Yes, had 
read Hazlitt and Schlegel. The general was a brave man, and not a 
whining, blubbering, miserable: ceward, who imitated the Polish Jew. 
Didn't believe that a bad conscience ever made a man walk like a 
tom cat ina temper. No, he wasm’t a friend of Signor Italini. He 
was an Englishman, who claimed the right to think for himself, and 
wasn't going to be bamboozled by a sycophantish elugue. His only 
object in bringing this, action was to expese one of the greatest 
delusions of the age. 

Mr. Pitgocr was then called by the prosecution, and corroborated 
the evidence of the: last witness. Was. certain if such performances 
as this were allowed to pass unpunished, the impudence ef the 
defendant would know no bounds, Considered a disgraceful attaok had 
been made on a dead man, who with all his faults was a brave general. 
Paid his money at the doors and was sorry he had. He'd seem better 
performances:in the street, . 

‘Lhis witness was not cross-examined, and along conversation ensued 
between counsel as to the, advisability ot allowing the defendant to 
make a statement. ‘The magistrate having at lasticonsentedto hear what 
he had to say, the defendant struck. an attitude, and with many gasps 
spoke as follows :— 

**'Th-o-o-u 
POT ¢ cima Ss been deieivi-ied 2 2... eee oh te os 

As this speech took some time, the Court here adjourned for luncheon. 
On the resumption of the case, the defendant continued :— 

‘“W-h-a-a-t b-l-o-o a 

The magistrate accidentally shookkhis head, and the dcfendant,arching 
his back and glaring at the Court, exclaimed :— 

‘*N-a-a-a-y..... NB-0-0-¥aOor.” 2... (Long pause.) 

It being now four o'clock the Court adjourned. It mm understood 
that the defendant intendsto request.the magistrate uot to shake his 
gory locks at him. Further particulars.in future editions. Specials if 


necessary. 
—_—— ee 
When Greeks join Greeks, 

As the. Greeks in London are about to establish adlub, calling it 
after Byron, it is only fair the poet should provide them, witha motto. 
His pages furnish a plentiful choice. Forinstanee, “ Whatavailed the 
club ¢’” would not be bad. Orasa certain wealth in proverbialwiles and 
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ancient craft,” for which alone Byron declareg, the. subtle: Greeks to 


be renowned, makes it difficult for them to obtain admission: to, other 
clubs, nothing could be more appropriate than, “Qh, Greese! they 


love thee least who owe thee most.’ 





‘*See-Saw, Frasery Juw.”’ 

Tw Bishop of Manchester declares that he: finds himself * sec-saw- 
ing about in. politice—now Conservative, now Liberal, now ladical.”’ 
It would not, of course, be possible to believe Dr. Fraser failed to 
understand his own opinions because he wished them (with himself) to 
be. translated to some other see he saw more valuable than that of 
Manchester. 


Trite—but True. 
‘The world knows nothing of its greatest men.” A fact which 
sufficiently explains the familiarity of most Englishmen with the 
names of Captains Dawkins, Hickley, Welch, and last, but not least, 


his Serene Highness of Leiningen. 





Femarg Brrcuery.—The Ladies’ Selling Stakes. 
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A PAIR OF COURT CARDS. 
SHORTLY TO BE SEPARATED. 
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SIGNIFICANT SIGNS.: 
An Avtumn Dirce. 


Sere and yellow leaves, 
Winds that blow so shrilly ; 
Misty morns and eves, 
Bitter nights and chilly. 
Constant rain and slow, 
Swallows south’ard flying ;— 
All these signs foreshow 
That the year is dying. 


Thespian halls ablaze, 
Tourists brown and ruddy: | 

Gaslight in the haze, 
Miry reads and muddy. 

Cheerful tires aglow, | 
Tea and toast implying : 

All these signs, you know, 
Mean the year is dying. 


‘‘Church and‘ Queen.” 


In consequence of the wet weather 
Her Majesty did not attend divine service g 
at the parish church during her stay at 
Inverary. ‘Great disappointment was 
expressed by a very large congregation.”’ {J 
The snobs who went to church to gaze | 
on Royalty had to endure a Scotch sermon | 
for nothing. We do hope it wasa long 
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A Novelty. 

“A crIPPLED lady” advertises in a 
journal devoted to the Sex: ‘“ Great 
Curiosity ; an antimacassar made wit hou 
hands or feet.”” We'll buy the first one 
she makes with. 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


_ Tue Royal Aquarium and Summer and Winter Garden Company 
is making rapid pregress with its works in Westminster, and we may 
expect that this most requisite of recreative establishments will soon 
be open to an appreciative public. Last week a semi-private 
inspection of the works took place under the guidance and direction 
of the Managing Director, and if the present plans are earried out in 
their entirety, the place will be without a rival in the kingdom. Of 
course we are not able to tell whether the project of bringing seawater to 
London and keeping it there will prove thoroughly successful ; but as _ 
it has already been tried in smaller degree elsewhere with satisfaction, | 
and as the gentlemen who find the money, and the other gentlemen | 
who supply the brains, view the project wath calm comtent, we should 
be hypercritical indeed to object. In the eourse of a speech made by 
the chairman at a subsequent chaudfroide-—ae quote from the menu— 
coliation, we learnt that a sudden and gomewhat unexpected oppo- | 
sition to certain plans is anticipated from the elerical forces whose | 
headquarters are at the neighbouring Abbey. We presume this 

was simply a postprandial joke, or that the opposition will be only that 

of the vergers and other showmen—not that of the Dean and Chapter. | 
Otherwise we shall feel tempted to ask those in power what it is that | 
a properly licensed, well-regulated establishment can do in the way 
of offending their reverences that will be one-fiftieth part as bad and | 
as immoral as the Tothill Fields nuisances which they put up| 
with so cheerfully, and which, so far as they are concerned, would be | 
continued now had it not been that a railway company required the 


plague-spot. Honestly we can’t believe, knowing what we do about | 


Westminster as it was, that Westmonasterians of position could fairly 
oppose the pleasant progress which is now being made therein. 


To admirers of photography, as well as to lovers of art in general, 


~~ 


A 





Zam aie Sil 7 \)\ NZ ea) 
A NON-CONDUCTOR. 


Old Lady (gasing impatiently at Cabman’s Shelter for the twentieth time) :—‘‘ Dear ME, 
WHAT A LONG TIME THAT ‘BUS IS STOPPING, TO BE SURE.” 


SEASONABLE. 


Tue milkmaids twitter neath the eaves, 
The nut-brown swallows sing ; 

The barren rocks sprout out with beeves, 
Their flight the reapers wing ! 

The birds pace sadly to and fro, 
The wind sits down and weeps; 

The monumental meadows low, 
The sanguine sausige sleeps! 

The Vanguard dances o’er the wave, 
The mackerel blithely winks ; 

Wild vergers waltz about the nave, 
And Whalley thinks he thinks! 

The lion warbles as in pain 
To ghoules who gladly gaze. 

The Silly Season’s here again. 
These, these are happy days. 





Who Cares ? 
Dirtomatic troubles with France and Spain abeut a guardacosta 


and a smuggler, the rising in the East still unsettled, Russia pushing 


forward in Khokand, and war imminent in China. Notwithstanding, 
“Lord Derby has arrived at Knowsley, where he will remain till 
Nevember.” Why have a Foreign Minister at all ? 


The Mould of Form. 
A FASHIONABLE journal assures us that “‘ women’s dresses are to be 
worn flatter and more tight-fitting than ever.” Beauty, we know, is 
only skin deep; the ladies «re determined to teach us that decency is 


we candidly recommend a visit to the Exhibition of the Photo- | jts rival in the matter of thickness. 


graphic Society in Pall Mall. The progress made every year in this 
curious mixture of art and science is simply wonderful, the enlarging 
processes being especially worthy of mention. There are also some | 
very beautiful examples of portrait photographs, both home and | 
foreign, as well as several splendid landscape studies. We have 
refrained from particularising, because, where everything is so good, to | 
mention any one specimen would seem invidious, and we have not space | 
to record a tithe of the good things the exhibition contains. | 
lO 
Tue Trapesman’s Hanpicap.—Cap-itaL | 


| Sheerness-essity. 





Sheer off. 
Tue elements recently had the audacity to compel the Russian 

yacht, with the Duke and Duchess of Edinburgh on board, to lie off 

Sheerness all night. The sea was so rough that such a course was a 


Plain as Too-Toos. 


Tur Church Herald is dead. In an age when every clergyman blows 
his own trumpet the Herald will not be missed. 
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LOTS AND 
LINES. 


Telecraph receives 


j 


news from Stanley, | 


but postpones pub- 
lication because of 
contract with New 
York paper, which 
divides expense. 
(;ives marrow of 
letters, however, and 
keeps its conscience 
intact ! — Capsizing 
of Lord Crichton's 
yacht. This  sea- 
manship is far from 
Admirable,  Crich- 
ton. Epidemic of 
destructiveness on 


Hi.M.’s steamships 
goes on. Dryad 
contributes an ex- 


plosion and five | 


deaths to the general 
naval misfortune 
fund. 
punishment of Jrow 
Dukes crew. Are 
to be, or have been, 
turned over toa com- 
plete hulk, which 
has to be towed 
about. Quite right— 


won't be able to go, 


ramming at random 
in future. Retribu- 
tive justice for once 
in ofticialism. — 
Man behaves mest 
brutally to a cat— 
oils and sets fire to 
it. I ined forty-five 
shillings. Magis- 
terial severity must 
not be wasted on 
hardened offenders. 
The next juvenile 
sinner will have an 
extra dose to make 
up for this. — Goods 
train takes fright 


and runs into a 
ene near 
Bradford. Railway 


Jubilee going on 
close handy same 
day. Appropriate 
contribution to fes- 
tivities. = Critic in 
iD). T. blames the 
audience at Mirror 
Theatre for not un- 
derstanding Self. Is 
this supposed to 
balance the whole- 
sale condemnation 


of really good work | 


that has from time 


Tus late Wm. C. 


Aw INN-DEPENDENT GENTLEMWAN.— Boniface. 


Dreadful | 


Ralston, President of the broken bank of Cali- 
fornia, is having his memory defended by friends from the slanders of 
enemies. One of the former, summoning poetry to his aid, exclaims -— 
Th’ infernal efforts of a treacherous crowd 
Have rent thy noble heart in twain. 
Have laid thee in death's ghastly shroud, 
And_set on fire thy very brain. 
An enemy would shrink from suggesting that a man was suffering 
a post-mortem combustion ; a frien 
to——well, the realms of perpetual cremation. 

















































































THE PENALTY OF SUCCESS: A HANDICAP. 


French Master to Youthful Pugilists :—“ Au! c'est TRES MAL, MES MECHANTS. You RAD 
CHILDS; IF I pO 8EE ONE &8UCH ANODER TING HAPPEN AGAIN, I VILL CANE BOF ZE victors !”’ 





The Poetic Fire. 


least bit astonished. 


sees no harm in consigning him| 4 yf. THomas Gates, of Live 





A Striking Similarity. 
1, has been sent to prison for 
beating his son with a red-hot poker and a knotted cord. 
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to time appeared in 
that paper’ — Gal- 
lant capture of a 
slave dhow on the 
African coast by 
three “ blue jackets.” 
Subsequent repri- 
mand of them by 
their captain. This 
is but natural after 
what we have lately 
learnt of the present 
race of naval officers. 
= Sir Wilfrid Law- 
son takes the chair 
at a champagne lun- 
cheon, and proposes 
‘“healths.’”” Whata 
practical joker the 
man is, to be sure! 
== Sheffield paper 
says the “ best part” 
of the English nation 
is Teutonic. All 
Serene! sut this 
will be news to what 
we consider the 
‘best part’’ of the 
English nation—the 
people. = Captain 
Dawkins sentenced 
to be dismissed his 
ship, the Vanguard. 
We thought the 
ship took the ini- 
tiative, and dis- 
missed him. — Daw- 
kins seems more able 
asa critic than asa 
captain. This by 
his own showing. = 
More clerical 
squabbles threatened 
for Clerkenwell. 
Mr. Holderness 
having been bufteted 
on one cheek is 
anxious to “ get it”’ 
on the other. And 
he will. — Prodgers 


again. ‘By this 
book——.” 
Reely. 


Tue Lord Mayer 
elect has intimated 
that, to avoid con- 
fusion and jealousy 
in Manchester, he 
will not refer to the 
City in his speeches 
as Cottonopolis. 





Tue West-END 


MvutiiatTion Case. 
— Macheth at the 
Lyceum. 


A Piscatorial Novelty. 

Some papers seem astonished at the capture of a jack in the Thames 
near Chertsey, ‘‘ weighing over fourteen pounds.” ; 
easily surprised, for it was only the other day we saw a Jack-in-the- 
water, near London Bridge, who must have been more than that 
number of stones—and nobody seemed one penny the worse, or in the 


They must be 


In the 


excitement of the moment he forgot to explain that he was training his 


boy to be a newspaper proprietor at eighteen. 
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SET 


THE MIRROR THAT WOULDN'T BE TRUE TO NATURE, 


ACT I.—A Huunted Castle on the Bagdad Coast. 
Enter the Turee Witcues from Macbeth in Modern Male ture. 


I'irst Witcu. When shall we three meet again ? 

Seconp Wirtcn. Oh, blow that! Sink the shop,and tell us what you 
think of the MacIrving. 

Tuirp Witcn. You forget that the audience here don't know that 
this is a haunted castle, and whoever finds the ghost becomes heir to 
ten thousand a year. (Ghost leard outside sayirg, ** Booh!”’) 

Fixst Witcu. Florence is late, and as she is the heroine, and 
possesses the ten thousand a year now, she is probably drowned. Or 
why are we here * 

Enter Furonence and Martua in Riding Habits. 

FLorence. Not dead yet, old scissors. We have only been swimming 
along the coast in obedience to the prevailing fashion. But ah— 
where—ah—is my diamond cuff-stud. (Slow music, flashes of dimes 
light, howls of wind by the scene-shifters, and tea-tray thunder.) 

Mantua. I saw it when you were in the sea. The sea, the sea, the 
open sea. Oh, woe is me, and a well-a- day. 

Finst Wrren. Have you looked in the stud-book ? 


Enter Guost with Candlestic/.. 


Guost. I'm not a real ghost, you know, as you can tell by the smell 
of my cigar. ( Puffs atin yt? uw ealthy lady’ s face, and then looks at other 
lady.) Ah, ha! my wife who wanted me to drink champagne ! 

Wire. My husband! (They dissemble.) 

Enter Mr. Carew-AbuertTon (la‘e of the Lyceum.) 

Mr. Carew-Attrrton. I have lately been devoting my attention 
between Captain Webb and Mr. Irving. While copying the former I 
found this diamond cuff-stud floating on the waves. /Turns to 
Flore:ce.) By bringing it here, and presenting it to you, I am now 
enabled to show my imitations of the latter. (Groans much, and 
emitates Mr. Irving generally.) 

Guost. As this is a ruined castle, and there are, of course, no bed- 
rooms, it strikes me everybody should go to bed. (Everybody takes a 
candle and retires to slow music and tea-trays as before, except FLORENCE 


and CaREW-ALLERTON.) 
Mr. Carew-ALLertTon. The wind is a-cold, and has blown the door 


to, and turned the key. (Tries the other door.) It has also blown the 
handle off this one. (Js struck with a brilliant thought.) Ha, ha! I 
must either get away somehow or stay here all night with thee. Iam 
in the habit of descending from windows, so give me the curtains, and 
I'll tothe Hielands away. / Wind, like cats on the tiles.) 

FLorence. No; what is a widow’s reputation toa damaged window- 
sill? Have I not ten thousand a year and all teld? You shall stay. 
(Mk. CakEW-ALLERTON casts a luminous shadow on the wall, and stays.) 
ACTS II and III.— Hound sditch, near Homburg. 

Enter Guost, as Clown. 
Ah, here we are again. (Hides behind curtain.) 
Enter First Wirtcn, as Pantaloon. 
Don't know what I want here, so I'll hide. 
Hollo, what are you doing here? 

Guost. That's what I want to know. Comealong. Let's go and 
find out. [ Exeunt. 

Enter CAKEW-ALLERTON (” evening dress and entire state of idiotcy. 

Mr. Carew-A.tierton. Ha, ha! and oh my poor mother! likewise 
my aunt and my female relatives generally! What would they say 
if they knew that I could cast a luminous shadow on the wall at a 
moment's notice ? Evening parties attended. See, there’s no decep- 
tion! (Turns off thegasat the main and casts his light-head d r+ flection.) 
Why should I babble when I can do this? Besides, am I not secretly 


GHOST. 


(Goes 


First WItTcu. 
to hide and finds Guost./) 


married? (Turns on the gas again and extinguishes shadow.) 
Enter FLORENCE. 
Frorence. Ah, my husband! But why have you got your evening 


dress on? 


Mr. Carew-AtLerton. Because it is necessary to disguise the fact 


that we are married. You have ten thousand a year, and I am but an | 


Earlswood outcast. FLORENCE, evident/y disgusted, 


retires.) 


(Weeps bitterly. 


FUN 








| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


Enter Mr. Vincent as a fanciful combination of Green Jones and | 
Melter Moss, without * the kind perimission’’ of Hevr y Neville, Esq. 
Mr. Vincent /to C. A.) I've a little bill againsht you matear. Tree 


I ll wait outshide for it, ash I don’t feel at all com- 
( Makes faces, and exit. 


hunder poundsh. 
fortable on the shtage. 
Mr. CarEw-ALLELTON 





. Ah, my poor mother and my aunt, to say | 
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nothing of the rest of them! But, ha, my shadow! 
with the gas turned down again.) ‘The diamond cuff-stud! (Calls 
in FLonENCE, who allows him to take the stud and pretends not to notice 
tts abstraction.) [ Ezeunt. 

£y ter Guost asd Mantua both in evening dress aiso. 

Guost. What a pity it is we're married! It’ssuch a bore to be tied 
to amyone you really care for. Besides, it’s soawfully moral. (There 
being notming more to say, they go off) 

Enter Mx. Carew-A.Lexton with more evening dress and idietey than 
ever. Enter Fuornsnce as well. 

_Fuorsnce. Ah, coward! traitor! wretch! You never came home 

till six o’elock this morning. You didn’t think I heard you cembing 

yao the knocker and cleanin your teeth on»the seraper. 

Fiend !:murderer! There! Thusam [ avenged! (Sess ore to the 
room én several places at once, and then faints away.) 

ACT IV.—Anywhere. With Mountains in the Background. 
Eater the Tures Witenes from Macbeth. 

First Wires. That wasn't a bad bit of fire, was it ? 

Ssconp Wircu. No, but as neither Florence nor Carew was burnt 
what was the use of it ¢ 

Tuirp Wirtcu. Oh, 


it's all right. ‘They couldn't die with the 
curtain down, could they ‘They're coming out here to doit,and then 
we get the ten thousand a year. I don’tknow why, but we do. 


To prove this more positive/y, enter Ban-servant connected avith the ten 
éhousand a year estate, who firstorders them off to make aeay for the 
double death-scene, and then drive them. When they are gone, enter 
Guost and Mr. Carzw-Aterwon. Zhe latter is in a decent open air 
costume, consisting of shirt and wromsers only. 

BM. Carnew-AtLerton (to awliexee). Ha,ha! you sneered at my 
evening coat and waistcoat, and made light.of my best crush hat, so 
Tl die without them. 
ar who has come out to do ditto in her nightedress and the epen 

*, and insists on being first.) 

" icce. Ah, ha! I slew him because I loved him, and because it 
was mecessary to bring this business toamend somehow. He says he 
isn’t dead, but who could believe whathe says? So now forit. (Dies 
in the course of the next ten minutes with much troulle and slow music.) 

Mr. Carnpw-ALierton (who has been going through a course of solitary 
gymnastics). My turmnmext. (Des all at once—anv A GOOD JOB TOO.) 


CURTAIN. 


(The production of such a piece as Self, with the name of the chief 
critic of the leading daily journal attache d to it, is in itself a lasting 
satire on what it isthe fashion now-a-days to call dram: atic criticism. 
Perhaps a more hopelessly dull and incomprehensible piece was never 
put upon the stage, unless .f Dream of ive, which ran for five or six 
nights at the Opera Comique some three years ago, can claim the 
unpleasant preference. Mr. Wigan's plan of se Jecting critics as his 
dramatic authors seems to be at best unsuccessful. He deserve 13, how- 
ever, some credit for the brave way in which he battled a gainst the 
storm on the first night of Se/f—and so do all the members of his 
company. but the best endeavours must perforce fail when they 
have such poor material to work upon. It is unfair to blame Mr. 
Allerton for failing in a part which would have sorely tested the 
popularity of an established favourite, or to think Mr. Wigan might 
have done more than he did with such materials. We trust he will 
try a dramatic author next and be nee 


Marine Matters. 


Tue following we have been informed, from private and utterly 
untrustworthy sources, are to be some of the questions and answers 
at the next competitive examination of candidates tor the Royal Marines 
(Horse) :— 

In what part of a 
In the focustle. 


ship ought a photographer to feel most at home *— 


And he ns ¥ as iv oe In the hatchway. 
And pigs? a <i ~s ‘The hammocks. 
And We Ishmen ? as a sa The ‘laff-rail. 
And oxen? .. - a rae The bulwarks. 
And ravens? .. a The hoarsers. 
And big guns? Pe ‘a .. The stun s'ls. 


The cab in. 

The pumps. 
Coughin’ shi 
The Funnel. 


And a cab hor se 7 
And milkmen ? : 
And asthmatic patient ee ics ee 
And his Serenity; .. ie < 


Shocking Ignorance, 
se declared he had never heard 


A WITNESS in a recent libel ef 
and he, a member of the School 


there was a potter in Stafigrdshire— 
LDoard, too! 





(Consults shadow 


(Prepares to die, but desists on the appearanee of 
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GOOD REASONS. 


MecPihiere un :—* Good MORNING, SANDY; 
MON?” 

Sandy MeGrooocr :—* Na, NA, MON; 
HAD TWA MUTCHKINS A READY.” 


IT'S OWER AIRLY YET. 


ADVANCE NEWS. 


FoLLowincG the brilliant lead of an illustrated contemporary, we have 
arranged, at great outlay, for advance information of events likely to 
occur within the next six months. The following important facts are 
to hand at the time of going to press :— 


London newspaper Specials being required elsewhere. 

The statue of Prince Leiningen has been unveiled at Portsmouth. 
The Prince is represented as asleep behind a funnel, and the inscrip- 
tien at the base of the statue runs thus: “ Little he'll wreck if they 
let him sleep on.” 

Mr. Stanley has discove re ‘da region of trunkless elephants on 


behalf of the Dail ly Tel eqra; h. 
The Prince of Wales has rivalled his fiddling brother and 





156 FUN. 


WILL YE COME AND DRINK, 


Besipges I've 


astonished the natives of India by his musical proclivities. The | 


moment he landed he called for his Bass soen. 

A woman has been discovered in Whitechapel terribly cut up. 
Her husband went out of town fora fortnight and left her a sove- 
She has discovered it’s a duffer. 

The pig presented to the king 
It is only a temporary 


reign to spend. 

lhisorder is reported from Greece. 
by the Prince of Wales has the measles. 
breaking out. 





‘WATERS out QUININE W IN 


“ Wacan bear personal testimony to its value as a tozic.’’—Standard, 
“TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 





SOLD BY ALL GROCERS. — WHOLESALE, 
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THE ENTERPRISING EDITOR. 


(By our Lunatic LAvREATE.) 


In the dump-creating gloom of a paper-litter’d room 
That had never seen a broom, sat the chief. 


Or an accident to fill 
Hearts with grief. 
Not a telegram came in with a tale of shame or sin 
And the editor grew thin with disgust. 
Half in earnest, half in fun, said he, ‘‘ Something shall 
be done 


Ere the setting of the sun ; 
For it must. 


If no evil-minded cit will a deed of blood commit, 
Just to make a little bit of a stir, 
I myself will do a deed, and the horror that we need 
For the world to run and read 
Shall occur.” 


+ * * * * 


The editor put on his overcoat, 
Went down to Norwich and bought a vote. 
Was a week at sea in an open boat, 
And forged a million pound bank-note. 
He tried from here to the Pole to float. 
He hacked at a ballet girl's dainty throat, 
‘Then chloride of limed her corpse in a moat, 
And a graphic account of all he wrote 
| To his popular daily paper. 
In a yacht he flew o’er the crowded main 
And cut all the boats he met in twain. 
Then wrung his hands as a sign of pain, 
And begged that they wouldn't offend again. 
He played the part of a murd’rous thane. 
He smashed a heavy excursion train, 
And sent a list of the hurt and slain 
To his popular daily paper. 
. “ * 


* + 
Once again within his chamber sits that enterprising 
chief, 


And he whistles Madame Angot with an evident relief. 

He has filled his gaping columns with the accidents and 
crimes 

Which, if spieily narrated, suit the palate of the times. 

Now the moral of his story’s—‘“ If you'd make a paper 
do, 

Have an editor who never such a thing as conscience 
knew.” 


Found at Last. 


In an anticipatory account of the wonderful news to hand from Mr. 
Stanley, the Jail, Telegraph promises that their African Commis- 
sioner s narrative shall include ‘‘ wonderful stories of dogs as big as 
donkeys and regions peopled by dwarfs.” | Our contemporary’s 


The insurrection in Herzegovina has ceased, in consequence of the | Special can indulge i in dogs and dwarfs now to his heart's content, but 


he has had to get over land and water to do it safely. If Mr. Stanle Vv 


is empowered to name any of his newly discovered regions, we would 
suggest that one, where he found the dogs and the dwarts, should be 


called Hanley. 





‘“When the Cat’s Away 


Tue arrival of Dervisch Pasha at the scene of the recent disturbances 
naturally accounts for the latest telegram from the East :—*‘ Boss near 
and the Serviants quiet,” though there seems some muddle about the 





Verba-toryial, 


A NEw novel entitled, ** A Long Madness” is announced. [Report 
says that it deals with recent Conservative reaction in England. An 


admirable title under the circumstances. 


WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, 
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"Twas the silly season still, not a murder came to thrill, 
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A REAL TREASURE. 


I WANDERED with my love upon the strand, | 
Over the rocky pools and seaweed slimy ; 
It was so slippery she clasped my hand, 
And had to be held up from falling by me. 
Oh, I would thus support her all my life, 
And carry her o’er ev'ry dirty puddle ; 
But I can’t ask her to become my wife, 
For my finance is in a precious muddle! 


We rested on the shingle by the sea: 
She talked of polypi; I thought if Polly 

(Her name was Mary) would but stick to me 
Like polypi to rocks, it woudd be jolly! 

She talked of seaweeds; and I pray’d that Time 
Would cast no widow’s weeds upon her sorrow. 

(At least, were J her husband—but then I'm 
Not likely—with a bill unmet to-morrow !) 


We rode about on horseback on the Downs, 

And there it was my woe and love were spoken. 
None loved, I said, or suffered Fortune’s frowns 

As I, since love was made and hearts were broken! 
But darling Polly took away my care, 

And with her heart and hand made all things sunny ; 
And as she turned out rich as she was rare, 

Our lives will never want for love or money! 


BENIGHTED. 


I've missed the path, and cannot get 
An inkling of the way ; | 
I’ve half a mind to wait, and yet | 
I hardly like to stay. 
The night is dark, and dank the mist— 
Besides I’ve far to fare; 
Though as for bogies, thieves, and—hist! 
There’s something over there ! 


A nasty creeping, crawling thing— 
Inspiring fear and dread ; 

ken now it’s crouching for a spring ;— 
I would that I had fled! 

. * * 

I reeled and sank beneath the stroke, 
‘The monster swore and spat ; 

Half dead with fear and rage I woke ;— 
‘* Confound that horrid cat!” 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


THERE are a good many reasons for congratulating the Haymarket 
management just now; despite what may be said by youthful critics 
who would consider themselves entitled to veneration if they could 
only concoct one of the jokes or epigrams with which Mr. Byron 
actually bubbles over. They kindly pat that author-actor on the 
back, and tell him he'll be able to write tolerably one of these days. 
Married in Haste is a splendid success. Granted the plot is 
slight, but it is enough for the purpose; and there can be no 


JH PSL TE) MR AG/T T/A AL A * 
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doubt that those who now grumble at the want of story would | 
be the first to object to “‘the tendency to exaggeration” possessed | 


by Mr. Byron if there were more. 
and pleasanter prospects, disguised as a gentleman, falls in love 
with a young lady. The parents at first object, then relent; the 
young couple are married; difficulties and doubts ensue; an old uncle 
cuts up rough, then comes round; general reconciliation and happy 
ending. ‘These are a few of the main points in the piece, which trips 


A young man of pleasant mien | 


along without let or hindrance to a running fire of laughter, checked | 


now and then by a touch of pathos, to be again aroused and more 
demonstrative than ever a moment afterwards. 
term disguised as a gentleman advisedly, as it is only in the very 
early portion of the comedy that Mr. Warner either behaves or looks 
like one. Mr. Byron, fed with questions, gives off the usual marvellous 
and manneristic replies. Similar as are the characters he has played 
during the past half-dozen years, it must be admitted that the repetition 
is in appearance only; his dialogue is as fresh and as forcible as ever. 

But this is by no means all. Married i» Haste introduces us 


to two specimens of acting which may not be “creations,” but which 
will not soon be forgotten by those who are satisfied to believe that 
histrionic art should be but the imitation of poor humble human nature. 
Mr. Vezin, who, with undoubted ability, taste, and feeling, has hitherto 
failed in making a decided impression on the general public, has at 

last been fitted with a part which, to use the vernacular of his own | 
countrymen, suits him down to the ground. 


In future, chief among 
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GRATITUDE. 


Smith (who has kindly been sitting in costume for his Irish Friend) : — 
“ WeLL, I pon’T THINK IT MUCH LIKE ME!” 

Lrish Artist:—“ Nor LIke YE! AND WHO WANTS IT LIKE YE? 
THINK HIGH ART IS TO BE TROUBLED BY THE LIKES 0’ YOUR UGLY FACE?” 


D'yvez 








the portrayals of unheavy old men our modern stage has produced will 
rank the Percy Pendragon of Mr. Vezin, whom we expect never again 
to see as the rough soldier or the youthful democrat. Of Miss 
Addison we can say nothing we have not often thought before—often 
when the place she would have filled so well has been occupied by one of 
the ‘ladies’? whom it is the unfortunate fashion now to call actresses, 
and whose impositions have seldom or never been challenged by those 
critics who consider it their duty to dilate on the shortcomings of 
sterling merit. We have seen it stated that Miss Addison showed 
unexpected ability ; this is generally the reward of those who, having 
been passed over and ignored for a period, at last get their opportunity. 
They are told, when recognition can no longer be withheld from them, 
that they have developed unexpected ability, the fact being that they 
have only received unexpected preferment. 

At the Philharmonic Les Georgiennes, adapted by Mr. Sheldon 
Wilson, is the novelty. It is neither better nor worse than the 
majority of vehicles for legs and music which at present do duty for 
theatrical entertainments in this country. The plot bears a striking 
resemblance to that of a well-known knife-grinder’s story, the music 
is catching, the jokes are far-fetched—some of them from the 
distant days of Joe Miller—the dresses are bright, the ladies are 
clever and handsome, and the gentlemen are mildly funny and intensely 
respectable. ‘The adaptation is certainly well done, and care has been 
taken that nothing bordering on vulgarity or indecency shall mar a 
humorous libretto. If the management can tone down a certain 
chick-a-leary lady, give Mr. Cotte more to sing, and clever Miss Rose 
Bell less to say, there is no reason why Les Georgiennes should not be a 
genuine success. The present programme includes the Zoo, a piece 
which was noticed in this column on its first production at the St. 
James's. 

Mr. Charles Sleigh, the manager of the new School of Dramatic 
Art, has given his pupils another opportunity of showing the benefit 
to be derived from efficient training. A recent performance of S¢:// 
Waters Run Deep left little to be desired. Many of the ladies and 


_ gentlemen have “ futures” before them if they persevere. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Oct. 13. 1846. 
[Camroon. ] 


MR. FUN'S PARTING WORD. 


| Aprrv, adieu! old: England's heir, 
my Mind how vou cross the sea ; 
Of wrecks and rammings pray beware, 
And from all harm rest free. 
Remember that the specials wait 
To note each word and deed : 
Whate'er you do, as sure as fate 
They'll write that we may read. 
So mind your p's, be careful of your 4 s, 
And make “ those writing men "’ retail sood news. 


Farewell, old England's future King! 
- Speed well upon your way 
And when you've had your royal fling, 
Come back quité fresh and gay. 
The money yon have got to spend 
Will last the journey o'er ; 
And when your way you homeward wend, 
Then—we must/find some more. 
Long live the Prince! long live our future King! 
He'll spend our pieces while we pans sing. 
0 
Tur Lord Chamberlain seems at last to have discovered that his 
y office may be used not only for the annoyance of managers, lessees, and 
authors, but occasionally for the benefit of the public. He has even 
discovered a way by which both purposes may be served, and so for 
ence our sympathies are enlisted by this generally fossilised fanc- 
. tionary. His remarks with regard to those abominations of the play- 
goer, stall-chairs, are so much required, and at the same time so 
unexpected, that we eannot help imagining some junior official 
from the Lord Chamberlain's office has had to pocket hs dignity and 
encumber the “ gangway”"’ when visiting a house making the best of 
its fleeting tortunes. But we mustn't look too closely at the cause when 
the effect is so truly gratifying, and so we will accept what we can 
| get—and hope. Vossiblv some dav the organised bands who charge 
| down on the unwary plavgoer, taking away his clothes and his um- 
brella, thrusting programmes and books of the words upon him, and 
i: all the while crying, Give! give! will receive a check at the hands of 
| those officials who now and again bestow on the public a thought as 
they draw the public money. When the happy time arrives— when the 











! fact of having purchased a stall will entitle a purchaser to take 
peaceable possession— we chall hegin to believe in the regulation of 
amusements by the State, and shall think that the much talked-of 
regeneration of the drama has at last commenced. 

0 --_— 

Mr. AtpFrvwAN Corton, having been elected Lord Mayor, very 
naturally thinks that such an occasion as his entering upon office 
onght to be pec ‘uliarly signalised. The Ninth of November is always 

4 lord Mayor's day, and there is always a Lord Mayor fresh and rosy 

; as the dawn— the dawn of office—re ady and waiting; there have even 


been Lord Mayors teeming with the magnificence of a second vear; 


; but this is to be a Ninth which will put all other Ninths in the shade 
—vea even as nine hundred and ninety times does nine. There have 
heen—there will be we hope and trust— many Lord Mavors of 
London; there is, however, only one Alderman Cotton, and he, at 

least, is sensible of this fact and its significance. ‘Therefore he has 

devised, of his greatness, that upon the day of high and mighty acces. 

d sion— upon his day—the peonle of England shall learn something. 

; ‘They shall see sights which will strike them educated, and send them 


home dissatistied with their positions, and anxious to become Lord 
Mavors also. This is kind; but if the Lord Mavor elect fancies that 


r the crowd which lines the street on November Ninth represents the 
: people of England, he requires some slight “technical” education in 


that direction himself. Rolling along in his gingerbread conveyance, 
Mr. Cotton will doubtless imagine that he is astonishing Fur vs 
whereas, in real downright sober earnest, he is only finding Seven Dials 
food for lauchter. 
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Blow, Gentle Gals. 
‘ Tur inquiry into the recent hostile meeting between Fdit/, and the 
3 Dueless of Sutherland has terminated, and the former gets all the 
 } lame. Shortly after the welcome news was published the Duke left 


for India with the Prince of Wales. 





ainst the vice of those who 
and fondly dreams, it kills 


Ick Creamation.—The Lancet howls ag 
love the penny ice; spreads wild alarm, 
ia cream ices with high sereams, 


FUN 


| band, defensive as well as offensive, 


a 


| Gobbler hurried to headquarters at once. 


| said a voice from behind the m: isk of a cloaked figure. 
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THE PERFIDY OF PRODGERS. 


Cuapter J. 


Severs. centuries ago—it boots not how many, since nobody of 
that date is alive to reward the teller of this story or to prosecute the 
| publisher for libel- human nature was very much the same ar at 
present. People followed trades and professions, made snd spent 
money, married and died, loved and hated, and all the rest of it, much 
as we do now. In those days the boundaries of the metropolitan 
district were not very clearly defined, and the cabmen of the 
period had many a serious altercation with and about their fares. 
The result of ‘his was a perpetual check upon the population and a 
constant dem»nd for young men to fill the ranks of the cabbies. A 
Jaw having been passed forbidding the wearing of arms or the using 
of spiked legs among civilians, the cahmen formed themselves into a 
In the chair at the first meeting 
was young Gurth Gobbler, the pride of the profe-sion, who was unani- 
mously elected perpetual president. Little did he think how dearly 
the dignity would cost him, though he had been strong in support of 
the main resolution—that any member demanding less than double 
fare should be at once put to death at a meeting of committee, any 
member of which could on such occasions form a quorum. 


CuapTer II, 


For a f rtnight Gobbler attended to his duties, and extracted double, 
treble, and quadruple fares from many hirers, like a brave youth 43 
he was. But he was not happy. He was in love! madly, devotedly, 
and with a beautiful unknown. A week azo he had driven her seven 
miles, and accepted half.a crown; the next day he drove her ten, and 
took a two-shilling piece. with a beating heart; the third she went 
fifteen, and tendered a shilling. Convulsively he pres-ed it to his 
boom, and said, falteringly, ‘* Lovely lady, pray keep it for my sak-. 
“That's your fare,’ replied the beauty hanghtily; ‘here's my 
address’ And s‘e disappeared within the portals of a lordly castle. 
He came, at what he supposed was her invitation, the next day, not to 
ask for lucre, but to declare his love; and, sad to relate, the pampere 1 
menials turned the hose of the garden engine upon him, and he 1}+ft 
her mansion damp, but more devoted than ever. He remember «l 
that he was an accomplished musician, and a poet of no mean ord:r, 
as all cabmen were at that time. So he went under the wall, and «t 
once struck up a 

SERENADE. 


I love you, T love you; your cabby, you know, 
Who is ont in the bleak blowing air: 

He has carried you over the ice and the snow, 
And always took less than his fare. 


Pray tell to vour minions that rains and that snows 
Ne'er k: pt him from carrying you, 

And thus you'!l] prevent them directing the hose 
In the face of your lover so true. 


In the chill of the evening he’s twanging his lyre, 
Your favour he earnestly waits ; 

If you won't ask him in to your supprr and fire, 
Pray drive him not forth from your gates. 


I love you, I love you; your cabby adores 
One only, and lovely is she; 

And if she rejects him, he'll fly from these shores, 
And be druwnded at once in the sea. 


Hie ceased! and, like Brutus, paused for a reply. It came,in a soft, 
female voice. ‘ What's yourname and number ?—quick!” ‘ Gobb'er, 
No. 1,000,003,’" he whispered, with a hopefol heart. ‘ All right,” 

responded the voice; my name Is Prodgers. Now leave mo; you shall 
hear from me soon.” Filled with anticipation, he went on his way 
rejoicing. 

Cuapter III. 

He knew her well by reputation. The highest in the land had 
sovght her hand in vain. And now she would be the bride of brave 
but humble Gurth Gobbler. Alas! 

As he mounted his box next morning he was greeted by an Exempt 
of the Cab Committee, who gave him a summons—and awayed 
The brethren were seated 
in solemn conclave. Said the chief, ** Gobbler, No. 1,000,003, you 
are accused of having broken our strictest rule,—nay, more, of having 
taken /ess than your legal fare. If this is true, you must prepare to 
die.” “ Who is my accuser ?” asked the undaunted cabby. ‘*I am,”’ 
‘* And you 
uttered the figure, throwing aside 





are ” «The Lady P:odgers,”’ 


' the cloak and mask, and standing before him in all her marvellous 





*“ You swindled my cousin, whom [ loved, out of four times 
your lezal fare. He committed suicid», and I swore to be avenged ! 

‘Tis too true,’ muttered Gobbler. These are the hitherto fergotten 
| last words of a heroic but misunderstood London cabman. 
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SONGS OF A SUBURB. 





VUOI.—THE “TRAVELLED” YOUNG MAN. 


JOLLY young party, who went away 
A-holiday-making, inspires this lay. 
They'll also discover who read this 

song, 
Some passing allusions to far Boo-long. 





The merry young party fof whom I 


speak, 

He otf and he stayed at Bouloan a 
week ; 

Which certainly gave him a splendid 
chance 


@& learning the lingo employed in 
France. 


For all of us now that at far Boolone 
The language:of Albien’# quite unknown ; 
There isn’t a-perter,. ’ ve-often. heard, 
Nor even a waiter,, who: knows:a word. 


My jovial hero: liad thus, you see, 

On many occasions tx answer “ Wee,” 
Morever he'd frequently murmur “ 
(For such is tite Lingo of far Bhoulong). 


And owing to being compelled’ to»speal 
The tongue of the foreigner all the week, 
He found, on returning his friends among, 
He'd nearly forgotten his native tongue ! 


While talking serenely with English chaps 

He'd mingle his grammar with French, in scraps: 
‘“ Whenever my grammar,” he said, ‘“ goes wrong, 
It’s ewing to living in far Bullong,’ 
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‘lhe cooking of Britain he could not bear, 

But dined at a café in Leicester-square ; 

His shoulders he'd shrug to a mad degree, 
And ever would mention the French as ** We.” 


He'd sit in the gallery’s foremost bench 
Whenever a company played in French, 
And grin at the passages most sublime ; 
But never could manage to weep in time! 


Our Suburb, with enmity most unjust, 
Reyzarded his doings with much disgust— 
Condemniny his grammar with needless heat, 
And cruelly calling it “all conceit.” 


Their chuckles of irony, loud and long, 
Whenever that innocent youth said ‘* Nong,” 
Were equalled alone by their fits of glee 
Whenever that innocent youth said ** Wee.” 


Moreover, our Suburb began to plot, 

And entered unblushingly into what 
Deploring morality could but deem 

A wicked, unscrupulous, heartless scheme. 


Ransacking Alsatia’s vilest slums, 

They chartered a villain for awful sums — 
A person of cunning, to whom was known 
r ‘ © . ; 

The dialect common in far Bhoolown. 








_ advantage of ‘* us eliete old’uns 


In fact, I am told, by the strangest chance 
‘That singular man had been born in France! 
(A county wherein, | may briefly state, 
Boulowne is believed to be sit-u-ate.) 


He came to the stripling, this child of wrong, 
And talked in the lingo of far Boulhong: 
The whole of the Suburb a-standing by 

To hear that unfortunate youth reply! 


But oh, that unfortunate youth got red, 
And never a word in response he said— 

But stared as he might if he had not known 
A word of the lingo of far Boolown! 


They rallied. and gibed him to that degree, 
The whole of the Suburb (including me)— 
That, rather than suffer the grievous wrong, 
He's gone asa waiter to far Bhoollong! 





SOCIAL SCIENCE CONGRESS. 


Avrren Lord Aberdare—in the place once occupied by Brougham !— 
had diseoursed for nearly two hours on most of the subjects he knew 
nothing about, including the suppression of crime and common 
sense, the Congress joyfully broke up into sections on social gatherings. 

Section A.—President Edwin, Vice-President Angelina, sat on the 
pier and discussed ‘ Optics,” with special reference to the “ light that 
shines in lovers’ eyes.” 

Section B.—‘‘ Harmonic Ichthyology,’ 
Lee, went to the aquarium. 

Secrion C.—* Economic Science ’”’ went to dinner, and grumbled at 
the bill. Miss Pecker read a paper on ‘Ihe Comparative Merits of 
Bloaters at three-halfpence, and Salmon at ‘T’wo Shillings a Pound,” 

Secrion D.—* Warming, Ventilation, and Lighting: Papers read 
on the ** Nocturnal Emberheated Pan,” ‘ Draughts in Theatres,” and 
* The [lumination of Ball-rooms.” 

Section k.—* Domestic Appliances and Economic Apparatus.” (We 
reserve particulars of this section until we have been communicated 
with by tradesmen in want of a puff.) 

Section F.—‘ Food and Clothing.’”’ Papers on “ Cold Mutton for 
Husbands,” * Five o'clock Teas,” ** Ball Suppers,” the “ Perishable 
Nature of Shoe Leather,” and“ The Best Methods of Cutting Down 
Last Year's Dresses for the Children.” 


presided over by Henry 


The ‘‘ Queen's” English. 

Mrs. Rovsny has been rushing into print recently—and unadvisedly. 
She refers in her advertisement to a postponement at the Queen's, 
which seems to have affected her so greatly that, following suit, she 
indefinitely postpones the last purt of her announcement. Evidently 
the gentleman from the Zime. office, who has done so much for this 
lady, doesn’t write her preliminary advertisements as well as her 
favourable notices. 


A Long Way Behind. 

Tue spread of civilisation in Fiji is very well shown in the fact that 
an ex-king was lately charged before the magistrates out there with 
stealing a pig. One of these days, when our enlightenment has also 
progressed, certain serene little privil-ges here—such as homicide, 


_ incapacity, purblindness, and the like—will be regarded as repre- 


hensible. In this particular, so far, the Fijians have already the 


Justice to Ireland. 
It was an Englishman, a ‘‘ horrid Saxon,”’ who, walking through a 
friend's garden, said he had never before seen white scarlet-runners. 


See 
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‘TRAIN UP A CHILD—.” 2a 


Bertie (who has a difference with his sister about a story) :—“ You arg wreng, Katigz; nut I won’T ARGUE WITH YOU, BECAUSE PAPA 
. - , - . . ” 
SAYS IT'S WRONG TO ARGUE WITH A WOMAN—AND I CAN'T CALL YOU A FOOL, BECAUSE THAT WOULD BE BELOW THE DIGNITY OF A gentleman. 








THE REASON POUR QUOI. 


Scene: Leicester-square. 


First Foreicngr: Tell me, Alphonse, why call they the British 
ships-of-war a fleet ? 

Seconp F.: I know not, my friend; but to my pocket dictionary I 
will refer. [ Refers. 

First F.: Have youit? Ah, yes! “ To fleet.” Read to me what 
it says. 

Seconp F. (reading) : “To fleet—to pass away quickly, to disappear.” 

First F.: Ah, now understand I it quite well. ‘Truly these 
English are in their terms appropriate. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Speaker of the House issues a writ for the election of a new mem- 
ber for Armagh. It of course commences Armagh virumque cano. = 
Common Council about to take steps for the suppression of unwhole- 
some literature in the City. Praiseworthy; but more the work of an 
Uncommon Council. By the way, does unwholesome literature | 
include ‘“‘ bad paper”? — Church of England Congress at Stoke- | 
upon-Trent. And neither Dewdrops nor any member of his happy 
menagerie was invited! Shame! =<. Man challenges a policeman toa 
duel on Wimbledon Common with sticks, pistols, Fraser guns, | 
weathercocks, sugarsticks, ropes of onions, bread-and-treacle, two- 
handed swords, pancakes,—‘ or anything.’’ Policeman thereupon 
charges him with being mad. Alas! the days of chivalry have indeed 
departed. = Newspaper paragraph says that “Sir Alexander Cock- 
burn is yachting round the South Coast.” After him, Leiningen, and Tur New York Herald indulzes the hope that a reform is about to 
avenge the ‘“ unhappy nobleman” now in Portland! = Progress of | tayo place in American politics, and that honest men only will be 
the Balaclava Banquet movement. If these men were only members | app inted to positions of trust. In support of its theory our trans- 
of the German Legion what a Royal repast they would get! = Not | atjantic contemporary mentions that “ Mr. Edward Tobey, a gentle- 
to be outdone by such boys as the Balaclava heroes, with their dinner | man of high standing, has been appointed post-master of Boston.” 
and other junketings, 2 Waterloo veteran, nearly ninety, gets married. | T) Kick out thieves and appoint high Tobeys in their places is a con- 


Misguided youth ! — Proposal to have commissionaires sent out cab- Hon of political ref it thv ofa Yankee journalist 
driving. Thought we bad too many “ old soldiers” already licensed. SOptTOn OF PORN Senne Glee etens <P4 mo 


Another Jew roasted to death—this time at Hamadan. Supposed b ‘ 
some to be the same one that was killed at Bagdad. rust the The Cemetery of Expression. ae 
question will be settled to Ais satisfaction, at all events. = Govern- | A LARGE meeting of railway servants has been held at Woking. 
ment withdraw their un-English Slavery Circular. This is the real | The appropriateness which suggested the necessity of a burial ground 
Conservative reaction. = Sir T. Chambers discourses on loyalty. | for such a gathering culminated in the choice of Colonel Beresford as 
Seems somehow to confound it with idiotcy. About as near, though, | Principal speaker. 

as anybody would have expected him to go. — Commander-in-Chief 





The ‘‘ Tobey lay.” 





at asham-fight. Vindication of the “ eternal fitness” doctrine. Ripe. 
oe Tue Lord Gage, who has been writing letters about strikes and 
Why? unions, is over eighty years old. Anything but a green Gage 


ridently. 
A conTemporary states that Mr. Jefferson Davis “ in his declinin os 2 
years” is in personal need, Then why make these his declining | THe Most Appropriate Sona ror A Miver Key.—“ My lodging 
years ? | is on the coal'd, coal’d ground!”’ 
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A PARTING WORD. 


Mrs. Britannia (to Hopeful) :—‘NOW, BE A GOOD BOY, DON’T BE EXTRAVAGANT, AND YOU SHALL BE ALLOWED 


TO DO AS YOU LIKE FOR A LITTLE WHILE WHEN YOU COME BACK.” 
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A DAY-DREAM. 


T nap a day-dream ; in the realms of air 

I saw a phantom flitting here and there,— 

A vision more ethereal by far 

Than any of our Dreamland fancies «re. 

And oft its erring course it did retrace, 

As if it sought in vain some resting-place ; 

Old Time observed it, wond’ring more and more, 
For he had never seen its like before ! 

And Time addressed it as it floated by, 

And to his question thus it made reply : 


‘‘ Vainly my race and place you bid me show, 
For these are things I long have yearned to know : 
Sprung from a charitable lady’s brain, 

I strive to find my destined sphere in vain. 
Alike in earth, and sea, and fire, and air 

“The Lapy-Hetpr”’ the only name I bear. 
First, Charity, presiding at my birth, 

Long sought a resting-place for me on earth: 
But Custom found they strive in vain to shirk 
A menial's grade who do a menial’s work, 
Although romantic Charity may wage 

A war against the Spirit of the Age. 

So stern Reality, whose sway’s immense 

Upon the earth, has hurled me roughly thence. 
Since then I’ve wandered, homeless and alone 
A thing too wild for Fiction’s self to own!” 


‘“ Never,” said Time, “in this long life of min: 
Hlave I observed so strange a formas thine! 
Yet, let me think—to me it surely seems, 

Thy fitting place must be the Land of Dreams.” 


Thus spoke old Time. The phantom left his sight 
And into dusky Dreamland turned its flight : 
Where wild Imagination, from her throne 
Descending, quickly claimed it as her own: 
‘There was its seat—among the dreams of old, 
Beside the stone which changes things to gold. 

Before it bowed — (less fanciful, in truth!) — 

‘The Magie Mirror and Perpetual Youth. 
A dream the * Lady-Help ’’ must ever be— 
A dream of dreams,—a wild nonentity ! 





Sighatica! 
Tne young lady who is consuming for love was, 
when last heard of, residing in Heigh! Ho !-burn! 


A FRAGMENT. 


“ You must cut it down,” he said. 
remonstrate, modestly reminding him how I had already eliminated a 
thousand lines or so, he pulled my nose, assuring me at the same 
time there was “no alternative.” 

This was too much for even me, an outsider, to stand, and accordingly 
I sat—not upon my editor, but on the point of a jagged pen some 
humorous member of the regular staff had playfully inserted in the 
seat of the only contributorial chair their miserable den of an office 
contained. The result was startling beyond expression, and witha 
cry of agony I fled. 

Years rolled on, and in the course of time I myself became an editor. 
Never shall I forget the exquisite sense of relief I experienced as | 
took possession of the commodious chair prepared for my reception. 
It seemed as though an eternity of care and suffering was removed 
from my shoulders, as I rolled in its luxurious and roomy depths! 
No more omissions, amendments, climinations, or rejections need 
trouble me, so far as my own copy was concerned. No, my contribu- 
tors would have to Tear all these torments for the future. I even 
drew up an elaborate code of torture, whereby I could alternately 
raise and depress their spirits at my will. Dut my keenest enjoy- 
ments were derived from the agonies of suspense I inflicted on my 
outsiders. Even as I write this, an editor, I feel some relief from 
the terrible agonies I myself have undergone by recalling the mental 
anguish I inflict weekly on many a struggling aspirant in literature. 
Deaf to their appeals, I invariably pull their noses, assuring them at the 
same time there is ‘“‘no alternative.’’—{/ This man is discharged, and the 
money for his contribution impounded for the good of the staff.—Eb.] 


4 











Current Events. 
Captain Boyton is performing his feats on the Rhine. The disin- 
terested hero is at it again for the sake of humanity—and the 
Kthine O! 


| 


Mamma :—‘‘ Wuy, WHAT HAVE YOU BEEN DOING, FLosste ? 

Flossie :—‘*‘ 1 coULDN’T REMEM-REMEMBER MY PR-PRAYERS, SO—sSO0—so— 
sAID, ‘ Tom, ToM, THE PIPER'S SON, STOLE A PIG AND AWAY HE REN.’ 
—NURSE SAID I WAS A VERY NAUGHTY GIRL—AND WICKED! ” 





And then, when I ventured to | 


| 


' human fountain. 
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A MATTER OF OPINION. 


Flossie (earnestly) :— Ou, Mamma! amI such A NAUGHTY, WICKED GIRL? 
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‘‘ Why these Weeps ?” 


Ir is singular that just about the time Mr. Bates was weeping over 
the aspersions of Mr. Plimsoll, the people of San Francisco were 
horror-stricken about an investigation made with regard to one of his 
“left off’’ steamships out there. When Mr. Bates was weeping his 
second weep, a second ship belonging to the same firm was causing a 
second similar sensation. If Mr. Bates doesn’t shed another public 
tear after reading what has been written about these events in the 
Morning Advertiser and Svefiela Telegraph, Mr. Plimsoll ought to be 
arraigned for having seared a living soul and dried up a splendid 
We are not aware that any one of the ships 
belonging to this eminent firm is called the Crocodile, but should 
think one of them might be rechristened with something like 
advantage. 


Ex Cathedra. 


Ir is not generally known that Aristophanes, Juvenal, Montaigne, 
Pope, Churchill, Byron, Voltaire, Victor Hugo, and Charles Keade 
should be classed among persons devoid of “literary culture.’ Yet 
there can be no doubt about it, for we have just been told from the 
Episcopal Bench—and bishops always tell the truth—that “ literary 
culture allays the heat of partisanship!’’ After this what becomes of 
the quarrels of authors? And are we to believe that only the ignorant 
and the uncultured are warm believers in their professed opinions : 
If so, how about the bishops ? 


Rambiguous Terms. 
Ir is stated that all her Majesty’s ships are to be provided with 
rams. Another excuse for the foreigners who calls our vessels 
‘* sheeps.”’ 


Woman's Work xn tue Cuurcn.—Scrubbing the floors and 


dusting the cushions. 
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THE BRITISH BUMPKIN.—BY ONE WHO HAS KNOWN HIM. 
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‘ 
: 
: ** Yer ain't neer a one, arv yer, heered of nobbody o’ the naame o’ Joiles, ’av yer? Noa? Oh, well; ** Whoy! Paarson says as moi naame be Joiles, and now 
: paarson’s shewer tew knoa.’ acoom to think abaart it, a du beelieve utis! Well, 
' this ’ere be a goa!”’ 
. A FELLOW FEELING. Cats not in the Cat Show. 
py Tue obscure critic of a more than usually obscure monthly—a Tue old cat who lives next door to our married man, and puts his 
monthly of the monthly nurse kind—thinks it hard that any refer- | wife up to “his dodges” over the garden wall 
fi ence should be made to Mr. Irving's legs. ‘This same reference 1s The old Tom which is the only thing “as is any use to Mrs. Jones, 
characterised as “ revolting snobbishness, a trait not uncommon in the | when she ’aves them awful spagms.” 
. world of literature.” This is not a bad way of teaching dramatic art The young puss who wheevles papa out of a new bonnet every 
' and the proper use of adjectives at one and the same time. We have | time he goes down Regent-street with her. 
im always oa that a ce “er necenney. oan, > ne - | The lodging-heuse cat whose weekly consumption of soap, candles, 
ey soon as it becomes revolting,— but we apologise. ith regard tothe | meat, whisky, sugar, and tea so greatly astonishes the bachelor 
t ; legs we have not much to say—the subject being of the most meagre: tenants. 
tea 3 but that it can be ee a. on such remarkable shanks The cat that was going to make wife-kicking as uncommon in 
‘ie their owner persistently obtrudes them, passes comprehension. 1S England, as a fact-respecting Conservative in the House. 
i critic might just as well object to our noticing his ideas, because they 
also are of the most attenuated, and therefore sympathetic, descrip- | 
tion. | A Physicker. 
‘* Enigmatical. | “ Wonper,’” said Brown, as he tried to swallow some statements in 
a Ma Menem Ot: Be ae his favourite daily, ‘“‘ whether Mr. Potter, of Hanley, is a friend of 
wee il Saas ‘bin >: tok a ms ted ae tale we . 2 sirkat’ thie Brummy’s. It would bea pity if two gentlemen living so close, and 
p93 a ceed za oe oS : . sake clea poner es et perm a | "8 both so useful at serving a special purpose, should have missed 
sentence means 18 not quite clear, unless Mr. Norwood’s colleague j-nowing each other.” And he still wonders. 
explained it when he said that many lives had been unnecessarily 
lost at sea, and many vessels were afloat which ought not to be so. 
Ps Perhaps this means that more lives would have been saved if these Mr. Hersert Tayior Ussuer has been appointed Consul General 
1 ae vessels had not kept afloat. at Borneo. Isthis Ussher the famous ‘ schoolmaster abroad.”’ ? | 
; : 
: bs i 
t at i 
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THE PRINCE’S JOURNEY. 
(By Ovr Poetic Srectat.) 


Mr. Eprtror,—Sir, 

You will doubtless infer, 
From the date of the letter now under your eyes, 
That your special has quitted the land of dull skies ; 
And that over the ocean he joyfully sails 
Tothe realms of the sun with his Highness of Wales. 

You may possibly reckon, on board of the Deccan, 

Contented with common reporters he sits, 
And scribbles his notes in hysterical bits. 
Now for once in your life, my good sir, you are wrong. 
As your Special declining to herd with the throng 

Of the droners of prose 

Whom nobody knows, 
Aloud o’er the rest of ’em gallantly crows, 
For as poet of Fux he with Royalty goes. 


We were ready to start, and my wife, bless her heart, 

Was choking her sobs in a gooseberry tart, 

When up with a bustle, comes great Dr. Russell, 

And calmly declares, without moving a muscle, 

My presence on board of the ship was a slight 

To the paper for which he’d the honour to write. 

And he showed me a letter in black and ina white, 

Which, for reasons I don’t think it fair to recite, 

Agreed that he only should sail in the ship, 

And of all the royal movements should have the first tip. 
When he'd done I exclaimed, 
** You are not te be blamed 

For expecting no paper could hope to compete 

With your Royalty-slavering ‘threepenny sheet, 

But believe me, dear Russell, the making a fuss’ll 

Avail you but little. I’m not to be done. 

For the men of three coppers invent your grim whoppers, 

I’m here in the interests of Truth and of Fu.” 


When I mentioned the name of our journal, my chief, 
The great man gave vent to a sigh of relief, 
And, hoping I'd let animosities sink, 
Led the way to his cabin and stood me a drink. 
O’cr a quart he explained 
Trat his folks had been pained 
At the way we'd pitched into their leaders of late, 
And expressed his conviction their joy would be great 
If by telegram he were enabled to state 
The result of our quite unforeseen (é’e-a-/éte 
Was a warm metaphorical shake of the hand 
"T wixt the two greatest newspapers known in the land. 
Need I say I agreed ? 
And that over a weed 
We arrangd that together we'd listen at doors, 
Together we'd peep thro’ the chinks in the floors ; 
But that he for his facts on his fancy might draw 
While I was to stick to the things that I saw. 
For though we be read by the few or the many 
We'll stick by the Truth if we are but a penny. 
Adieu for the present, we're taking it easy 
Until Albert Edward arrives at Brindisi. 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


Tue History of Music (Reeves, Fleet-street), from the time when 
that heavenly maid was in her youth until the present period, is told 
in an ordinary volume of about five hundred pages, by Mr. J. L. Ritter. 
The most exacting of critics will, therefore, be compelled to allow this 
gentleman the merit of conciseness, no matter how and in what degree 
he may differ from him in other matters. In the space at his disposal 
Mr. Ritter has done much. It cannot be expected that elaborate treat- 
ment should be given to every minute detail; still, it is only fair 
to say that it would have been easier to omit much than to place more 
in the book. From the institution of the Gregorian chant, by way of 
the great master’s masses and oratorios, taking opera in its course, the 
history arrives at the time being, when music is considered in many 
places only an accessory to the twinkling of lasses’ legs. The music, 
as well as the composer, of the future is not neglected, and altogether 
Mr. Ritter is to be complimented on the manner in which he has 
performed a difficult and not immediately remunerative task. 


The Handbook to Southern Italy (T. Cook and Son, Ludgate) will 
be found almost invaluable to those who get so far away from their 
native isle, whether personally conducted or otherwise. Even those 
who stay at home, strong in the belief that there is no place like it, 
and regard the natural boundaries of Albion as proper limits put 





by Providence on an Englishman's line of travel, may discover by 
means of this handbook that there are places and things which would 
be well worth seeing if they could only be brought over here. We must 
confess that after reading a portion of the plan for a tour of Southern 
Italy we were fain to lock the book away, lest its influence, added to 
the inducements on touring held out by a scolding wife, half-a-dozen 
howling infants, quarter-day, an infuriated landlord, two tax gatherers, 
a water-rater, a gas cutter-off, and last, but not least, an infernal 
instalment of winter, would be found too much for even its reviewer's 
tranquil nerves and patriotic sentiments. 

Boston Illustrated (Triibner’s) is a practical description full of cuts 
of the great transatlantic city known to its admirers as “the hub of 
the universe.’ It has nothing whatever to do with the recent election 
inquiry in Lincolnshire, though considering the position held in 
London by one or more of the ons most interested in that affair, the 
title, Boston Iiiwstreted, would not have been amiss for a full and 
particular account of the Bribery Commission. New York I//ustrated 
is a marvellously complete little work of the same kind, and comes, 
we think, from the same London firm. One of these days, when our 
ship comes home, and is going out again, these books will beamong the 
treasures we shall consult previous to setting sail for that Wondrous 
new world which scems so near and yet is so far, so very far, away. 

Spirit Peop/+ isnothing to do witheither whisk y-millers or 354 “gongs 
is not about Nicholson or Kinahan, Tanqueray or Dunville, {It is, in 
fact, “a scientifically accurate description of manifestations recently 
produced by spirits,” by the Editor of the Spiritualist, at the office of 
which newspaper it is published. The writer is to be complimented 
on the moderation of his statements, which might, if we Were not 
otherwise informed, be fairly considered as in the spirié of true 
burlesque. Some of the statements are of the most wildly absurd 
nature, and if the whole theory and practice of spiritualigm are not 
intended as a huge joke by their promoters, we should reeommend 
them to look well to Mr. Harrison, the writer of this brochure, who is 
unconsciously doing for them about as much good a# Mr. Winkle did 
for his friend in the famous trial of Bardell vereus Pickwick. Those 
who would be convinced that spiritualism exists out of the heads of 
ardent spiritualists, simply because of the statements made in this work, 
would believe anything on the smallest provocation. We should have 
a much higher opinion of a victim to the ordinary confidence-dodge, as 
worked by itinerants, who lest his money only, than we should of 
one who was led astray by such shallow pretence of spiritualism, and 
allowed himself to be robbed of his brains. 

Three little books issued from the Country office, 32, Wellington- 
street, are especially worthy of praise. These are Villa Gardening, 
Rose Budding, and Rose Growing for Amateurs. They are thoroughly 
practical, a recommendation on which too much stress cannot be laid 
now-a-days, when ignorance is, by many publishers, considered to be 
a special recommendation when selecting authors for works of a 
technical character. 

“ Friends” in Council is an attempt to commemorate, by means of 
lithographed drawing and descriptive matter, a meeting of Quakers 
held some little time back at Darlington. We have a faint suspicion 
that the author intended to be funny. As he has directed what he 
considers to be his abilities against a harmless and inoffensive religious 
movement, it is, perhaps, as well that his failure is most decided. 

Lacontcs, a handy little compilation containing “ good words of the 
best authors,” introduces us to the indefatigable Mr. Tegg once more, 
both as author and publisher. This would be a handy volume for 
those who like to appear well read, but who are not particularly 
“nuts” on reading. ‘ Nuts’’ is, we think, appropriate to the occasion 
and laconic withal. 

Merriment and Modes is the title of Messrs. Lynes and Son's winter 
issue. There seems to be a good deal of mode about the merriment. 


For his Namesake. 
A Cryton paper reports a breach of promise case between Kan- 
davalagey Issohamey and “a respectable looking individual named 
Kudakananamalageyapposinho.” The jury naturally thought such 
a promise more honoured in the breach than the observance, and, 
reminding the plaintiff that single blessedness was better than so very. 
much marriedness, gave her merely ‘‘ nominal” damages. 


Floating Capital. 

Tue Captain Webb india-rubber tobacco-pouch is advertised. Put- 
ting this and that—the advertising and the india-rubber—together, 
we fancy that not Webb, but another of the Capting kind would have 
been more worthy of the testimonial. 


—— — 


Eye, Eye, Sir! 
A ronrcer that would soon see through the Whitechapel mystery :— 
The Eyerish Constabulary. 


A Frxz Vorce.—The Monday magistrate’s at Bow-street. 
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he prefers taking a little Duck to pitching into Turkey. 


Seamanly Not. 


A saiLor on board a brig is not necessarily a robber because he’s a 
brig’and. 


1 TAYLOR'S PATENT| 
| New Improvements recently ad ‘es ! SEWING 
MACHINES 


a. “ARE THE VERY BEST-” 
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: vr Great Driffield, Yorksh: re, 
Cuass tisapacus (instanily), 





Faintness, Ne: vousness, Trem. 

biing. Produces Sleep. Improves 

the Appetite. All Chemists, 

1s. 1§4.; post free, t r stamps, 

trom Barclay & Sons, 05. Par- 

ring ion-«treet, E C., and Sanger 
& Sons. 150. Oxford-street, W. 
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ECHONOMICAL. 
; Hekker :-—“ Wy ‘avg I sucn niack ‘’ANDS? IF you WANTS TO DO WELL, ALWAYS "AVE DIRTY BLACK 'ANDS, COS THEN THE 
SWELLS DON’T LIKE A TAKIN’ THB ’APE'NY CHANGE.” 
; 
UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. Better than Bladders. 

Tuat the Prince of Wales bought a dozen boxes of vesuvians| Tue “authorities ’—save the mark !—have decided not to use 
outside Charing-cross as presents to native princes, in exchange for | Cork in raising the Vanguard, principally, we believe, because 
gold and precious stones. That the specials on the Deccan knocked her | Queenstown is still required by the American liners. It is thought 
screw overboard in order to write about something and earn their own. | that if two or three of the “‘ authorities’’ could only be persuaded to 
That the Lyceum Macbeth has been sent to Macbethlehem Hospital. | go down to the depths below and fasten themselves to the Vanguard's 
That the Editor of the Echo feels co'd at night since hé’s been reduced | decks, a /a Tite Barnacles, their heads would at once float the missing 
to a single sheet. That the youthful editor of the Englishman strained | monster. Even if they didn’t, there would be some satisfaction in 
himself trying to look back another forty years. That the variegated | knowing that one loss had more than compensated for the other. 

‘ boy recently discovered in America turns out to be 2 Maple son. That | We trust the experiment wil be tried, and will guarantee its 
: the newspapers recently called the Rev. R. Duckworth ‘Colonel ’’ | being a success one way or the other. 
because he'd something to do with a Canon. That the Emperor viene IN TRIE 
| William is going to Italy to apologise to the Pope for Bismarck's bad | Wade, and Not Found Wanting. 
| behaviour. That the Queen has not presented diamond rings to the | Mr. Wade's ultimatum has settled the Chinese business for awhile. 
officers of the Jron Duke because nobody on board the Vanguard was | Qur difficulty with China is to keep it whole—Mr. Wade's difficulty 
. killed. ‘hat a collection of H's dropped by preceding Mayors will | goems to be to keep the peace. 
4 be among the novel features in Lord Mayor Cotton’s reformed Nint | ee aaa 5 EE EE ee ee 
; of November procession. That Prince Milan has got married because NOTICE !— Will be ready with the November Magazines, 


TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1876. 


Epitgp ny Henry SAmpson. 
CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Full-page Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 


| CADBURY’S ° | 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch 
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QUESTIONABLE PROCEDURE. 


Johnny (reaching over table) :—“I WANT A PEAR!”’ 
Johnny (considering) :—* WELL THEN 








Father :—“ Haven't I OFTEN TOLD YOU NEVER TO ASK FOR THINGS? 
PLEASK, PAPA, MAY I HAVE ONE WITHOUT ASKING?” 


“9 


[Fond mamma thinks he should have two for that. 





AUGSPUR ON THE PAST AND FUTURE. 


‘** A lightweight wins the race!’’ 
AvuaspurR’s last words in last article. 
Srr,—Your question as to why I did not prophesy the winner of 
the Cesarewitch shall not be met in any evasive or shifty spirit. I 
feel so grateful that you did not ask me a word about second or third 
as well, and your courtesy and consideration in sending me my cheque, 
as you yourself express it, ‘‘ just the same,” so overpower me that I will 
for once try and tell the truth. Iam aware that if I do this [ shall 
be scouted by my brethren of the prophetic pen, and that I shall at 
once and for ever be warned off Newmarket Heath; but what care I! 
Secure in the possession of a clear conscience and an engagement as 
dramatic critic, I shall grieve not if I never see another race meeting— 
no, not if I give up touting and tipping altogether. I should, sir, 
very much like to know why it is the ambition of all sporting writers to 
become dramatic critics ? I suppose, though, I had better rest satisfied 
with the fact that I have succeeded where so many others have failed. 
But as in future I give you in an account of the doings of the 
thespian cracks, and a description of the actors in training, I shall 
never be above remembering my old occupation. As a great sporting 
and dramatic writer once said, ’tis better to know what we are about 
than fly to others with which we are not acquainted. I trust this will 
be borne in mind by those for whom it was intended. And now for the 
confession. 
The fact isI did not know Duke of Parma was going to win, 
and so I selected another animal. Nothing could be easier: you pay 
our money and you get your prophecy. All great things are said to 
ts extremely simple when you know how to do them—witness the egg 
of Columbus, the ale of Columbia, the reaction of the Conservative 
Ministry, the back action of the Foreign Office, the encouragement of 
Sir Walter Tarleton, the friendship of the Admiralty, the Serenity of 
the Dummy Captain, the disgust of the Nation, and last, but not 
least, the confession of Augspur. But hush, we are observed ; so let us 
dissemble! I mean, of course, to say—But this is a digression ; only 
the new dramatic element is strong within me, and I almost feel inclined 





VOL, XXII. 


{ ” ° *“,* * 
| to become a “‘ creator,” and advertise my own criticisms on my own 


‘* creations.” 
| Confidence begets confidence I know; and I feel sure, after this 
| exhibition of the strength ofa real great mind in the midst of misfortune, 
| my readers will be anxious to hear from the only man who can tell 
| them with anything like certainty what is to win the Cambridgeshire. 
| Hark! I hear an inspiration sing! It is the new man to whom I pay 
| the magnificent penny-per-line . sporting verse with a correct tip 
given in, and as he enters the room, and waves his magic wand, he 
chants forth the following mystic, and therefore bound-to-be correct, 
prophecy :— 

‘“* Coomassie is a courser fleet, but Pageant is a fleeter 

(Hi've been a-watching on ’em all, and so hi oughter know). 

Grey Palmer he’s a neatish chap, but Sutton’s far a neater 

Hi ’id behind a bramble bush, an’ saw the beggars go). 
I think among these four you'll find you’ve got the blanking first'un 
(An’ yet to leave old Kaiser out ’ll seem to me a sin) ; 
At least, you'll have some “ placers”’ if I’m not a blank accurst’un 
(But if yer wants my private tip, wy Leveret ’ll win).” 

There goes eightpence all in one pop. But still, talent will have 
its price, and prophecy and poetry taken together cost, as you see, a 
lot of money. Don’t forget this when the time comes round for the 
annual testimonial to the true, the brave, the bounding, the free, the 
only AvuGsrUR. 


P.S.—I have just discovered that I did give the winner after all, as 


you will see by the quotation slipped in above. But no matter; 
humility always well becomes the truly great. 


‘¢Qui s’excuse, s'ick-cuse ?” 
Can an excuse onthe score of ill-health be termed in-valid: Only 
an anser will attempt a reply to this question. 


ADVANCES NOT TO BE Dispainep.—The Russian advances in 
Central Asia. 
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Conservative reaction— 
That fiction of a faction— 
Is like to pnowea bitter truth—a truth that burns like flame. 
A backward way most wilful, 
Mostvhelpless and unskilful, 
The-Tortestrace—and) England now begins-to feel her shame. 


In ev'ry rank and station 


* 








The people's indignation 
Hiemaderiteelf full manifest, Ward Hunt eats humble pic : 
| But if our lost position 
, We'd vain, let’s show contrition— 
| Turn*these boobies out of office, and as Britons live anddie. 
o 
| 


Season. 





price from evem money to an extra farthing. 


2 


MP ae 


luchardson’s latter qualifitation. 


whom they so earnestly wish to benetit. 


“Pa 


| picture of the most complete misery. 
i would be bound to suffer from 


taught makes him superior to the angels 


would be comfortable in the island of Hygeia. 
that those who are themselves least like the general run of men should 
be most given to the notion of reducin z mankind to one common level 
and set pattern. 


a 


A PART-SONG. 


To Calais with her lord she goes 
To bid the last adieu : 

A nation shares the wifely woes 
Of one so fair and true. 

He tlies in spite of cheek that puies, 
And eyes with sorrow dim; 

So o'er the midnight sea she sails 
And takes French leave of him. 


Kissing the Rod. 

Ture Edinburgh Conservative Working Man's Association 
presented the Home Secretary with an address on his passage through 
the town.” Why not an address on his taking off his boots or parting 
‘+ his hair, or reprieving a more than usually murderous—but perhaps 
murderer, or compulsing education: The first time one 


‘have 





Conservative 
' his carriage to this oflice, where we have a case ready for him—-the 
of the ‘Tory reception of the Sailors’ Preservation Dall. 





ArpnopriATE NAME ror THe THOROTGHFARE LEADING TO THE 


Bankrurrcy Court.—Bond-street. 


FON. 


| FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Oct. 20, 1875, 
: i | (Cartoon. ] 
; Re 
oN Mr. Fun thinks that as the only true specimen of ability shown by 
." yj the Tories is to be found in retrograde movement, the Ministry had 
é i: better continue to retrace their steps until they find things once more 
3 as they were, and themselves out of oflice. 


Dr. Rrew*nnsent has come nobly forward on behalf of the Silly 
‘This bade fair, as things were going, to dwindle down to the 
commonplies, and be hut as other seasons, despite the resurrected sea- 
serpent, the Prince of Wales's departure for India, the Whitechapel 
mystery, andother little arfangements of which London editors and 
sub-editor#*have made'so much, and which have gone’such a long way 
towards thé glorification. of penny-a-lining and the upheaval of the 
Dr. Ri¢hardson himself 
we believe to bé-thoroughly in-earnest ; and for Dr. Richardson in his 
capacity of emittent physiciany discoverer, and I. R.S., we entertain 
the highest respeet) as°we know him: to-be as sincere: and humane :s 
he is eminent. ‘lhe letterpaftéer hismame—which are hardly sufficientdy: 
understood in these days; when one sect of initiale*seem as» gdodias 
anothery irrespective of thei# origin—settle ths quéstién-of Dr: 
But for the Soeial Science paper 
we should have’ no ‘féeling bufione of ridicule, if this saméspaper did 
not go far to teach the serious lesson, that really great and clever 
men are apt to misunderstand not only themselves, but the people 
1 The attempt made is to paint 
a land where everybody is happy and healthy, whereas the result is a 
The inhabitants of Hvygeia 
that most fearful of all diseases, 
chronic ennui, while happiness would be absolutely impossible in a 
realm where everybody would be compelled to live by rule and line, 
and where the greatest blessing of mankind—that which we are 
free will, is denied him. 
Directly the slightest practical test is applied to this plan for 
arranging «ll men’s minds, manners, and customs, according to a regn- 
lation pattern, the scheme crumbles to pieces; and perhaps the 
strongest proof of this is that, by his very reading of the paper at 
: Brighton, Dr. Richardson proves he is of all men the last who 
It is very singular 
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GREAT DRAMATIC “REVIVAL.” 


Wes understand that the name of “ the absconding bank clerk” who 
was instantaneously converted by seeing a performance of Ze Ticket- 
of-Leave Manis Swindleton Fauntleroy. But it is not of the least con- 
sequence. He is a person whese origin is not only plebeian, but shady ; 
and it happens that this conversion has since been eclipsed by far more 
illustrious examples. By the kindness of the management of the 
Olympic Theatre we are permitted to publish the following letters, 
which ought to convince the most sceptical of tife«moral influences of 
the modern drama. 




















From Dr. Kenraty. 

To Neviinz and Fow1rgsr.—I dropped into the Olympic the other 
evening, only too glad to forget for an hour or two Cockburn, 
Levy, Morley, Bradlaugh, Hawkins, and’ all such mangy and 
abominable scoundrels. What a change from: the sordid and corrupt 
world outside to the purifying morality of the dramatists’ creations! 
I was deeply moved. Long before the-startling reappearance of 
“Hawkshaw the Detective,’ I had firmly made: upmmy mind to go 
down to Guildhall and eonfess that J clone wrote: that attack on poor 
Potter, and that I did-meanit to apply to the editor of the Beehive. I 
had even a mind to say that I thought it a shabby dodge to transfer 
the copyright of the Evglishman to my son, aged 17; and‘ between you 
and me if I allow that unhappy youth to go to the House of Correction 
for my misdeeds, I fear [ may forfeit my old reputation for 
tenderness towards my offspring. I am almost ashamed to tell you 
that on my way home to rejoin my numerous and beautiful family in 
Gray’s Inn, these good resolutions entirely evaporated; but you 
would not wonder at this callousness, if you knew the feelings engen- 
dered by the persecutions of the impious and loathsome: gang, who, 
under the leadership of the truckling, toadying, perjured villains 
above named, have succeeded in reducing our once ** Merrie England ”’ 
to:‘her present pitiable position among the nations.—I am)Xc., 

: E. V. Kenegary. 
From tue Rieur Hont B. Disnarm, M.P. 

Mr; Disrasli presents his compliments to Miss Fowler, and begs to 
inform! her that the: statement ‘that’ he-wase* profoundly touched” 
while witnessing the: performance of? Zhe Ticket-of-Le.ve Man is 
calvulated té convey an’ exaggerated: impression. It is not, how- 
ever,.wholly devoid of aceuracy. Mr: Disraeli will probably not 
be expected to refer here particularly to any practical consequences of 
his visit to the Olympic Theatre, which may, or may not, be traceable 
in the measures which his Government will have the honour of 
submitting to Parliament during the next Session. He has, however, 
no objection to say that he deeply regrets that the pressure of 
public business prevented his seeing that humane and thoughtful 
production before the unfortunate Cabinet Council at which it was 
resolved to consign the lives of our seamen for another winter to the 
tender mercies of British shipowners. 

From GENERAL Ponsonsy. 

To Henry Nevitrr, Esa.—Sir,— I am commanded by Her Majesty 
to inform you that, although she has long discontinued the practice of 
visiting theatres, she was favoured by His Royal Highness the Prince 
of Wales, shortly before his departure for India, with a very full 
description of the plot and dialogue of The Ticket-of-Leave Man. Her 
Majesty received from the beautiful sentiments of humanity and 
justice which characterise that delightful drama, a deep and 
lasting impression. I am commanded to add that Her Majesty has 
since privately acquainted the families of the unfortunate sufferers by 
the loss of The Mistletoe with her intention to allow them annuities for 
life; and has also given instructions to the commander of the Royal 
Yacht not to proceed in future at the rate of more than ove snot an 
jour while traversing the crowded waters of the Solent. I have the 
honour to be, &c., Henry F. Ponsonny. 


Fron tHe Ricguxt Hon. W. E. Granstonr, M.P. 

To Henry Nevitie, Ese.—Dear Sir,—-Although I do not, as a 
rule, go to see any actor except Pennington (who is, I understand, 
still ready to play Brierly against you, at any time or place you may 
appoint, for £100 a side), I am tree to confess that I have seen Zhe 
Ticket-of- Leave Man at the Theatre Royal, Olympic. If a pamphlet 
which I have since been writing on ‘‘ The Verjuries of the Papacy” 
shall be found to breathe a purer philanthropy and a finer spirit 
of toleration than some of my writings have done, Whalley 
will no donbt fancy that he discerns a dangerous leaning towards a 
certain Religious Society; but you, sir, being acquainted with the 
above circumstance, will at once be able to attribute the fact to a 
nobler influence and a more generous impulse.—I have the honour to 
be, <e., W. E. (7LALSTONE. 

From THE “* OntGIvnaAL AUTHOR.” 

Dear Exrty,—I don’t wonder that Kenealy, Dizzy, Gladstone, 
and even more distinguished persons, have been a little touched 
in conscience by The Ticket-of-Leave Mav. I shall never forget 
the feelings with which [ myself witnessed the first performance of 


my own (ahem!) play. I had not said a single word in the bills 
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about having taken it from the French, and I blush to confess that | 
was secretly cherishing a hope that nobody would ever find me out. 
But as I listened to our dear friend Neville’s hearty Lancashire tones, 
an overpowering feeling of honesty stole (the term is ill-chosen, but let 
it pass) upon me. The sresult was that in the very first published 
edition (though I said<méthing about the improved French version 
entitled Léonard) I frankly acknowledged that the source of my 


“new and original” play was “a I'rench dramatic tale, Le Retour de 
Melun, by MM. Brisebarre and Nus. ‘This ought effectually to silence 


those clever peoplewsho are in the habit of making sneering observa- 


tions to the checktaker about the ‘‘ absconding clerk's’ confession. 
Ever yours, Tom Taytor. 





THE SCAPEGOATS. 
A Martrer-or-Fact Battan. 


Ye gallant men of Albion who still to justice eling, 

And dread the scandal to its name which Tory dodges bring, 
Come lend your ears a moment while a story I repeat, 

To make each honest Briton spring in anger to his feet— 

A story which to one and all a specimen affords 

Of how affairs are managed by the Admiralty Lords. 


This is no Silly Season tale, dished up with careful art, 

When scraps of:news, like angels’ calls, are few and far apart. 
Here in this boasted land of ours was wrought the deed of shame,— 
Two guiltless men were crushed to earth to save another's name. 
Dismissed, disgraced, they hide their heads on whom the verdict fell, 
While scatheless goes the guilty one, ‘‘ because he’s such a swell.” 


Too well ve know how, fathoms deep, beneath the ocean's crest, 

By someone's blunder, rammed to death, the Vaquird lies at rest. 
That someone was not hard to find —slight knowledge did it need 
To sce the mischief first arose from Tarleton’s reckless speed. 

Right through the fog he drovehis.way, and, worse the mess to make, 
Gave clumsy signals.to the ships:that followed in his wake. 


A court was held:upon the case, and Dawkins got the sack, 

For all the blame was laid-upon the Vanguard captain's back ; 
Although the fact could not. be burked, ’twas only by a fluke 

His ship it was that came .to grief, and not the Iron Duke. 

The public heard ‘the‘Court’s decree with temper and dismay, 

And wondered what 6f ‘Barleton’sshare my Lordsywwou!d have to say. 


My Lords in solemn.eenelave met, their navalithumbs they twirled, 
Made mad remarks: ypenithe-case, and gave them to the world. 
That Dawkins was the guilty man they one and all azreed, 

And then they touelked the ugly fact of Tarleton’s stupid speed ; 
But as he was a friend of theirs, of course it was absurd 

To fancy it could be:through him the accident occurred. 


O'er all the damningifacts revealed my Lords did lightly trip— 
No doubt. they thought it most disereet such painful things to skip ; 
They held their peace about the mess—the stupid engineers 
Whose ignorance of naval art had raised a nation’s jeers. 

But as they feel that some one else should have a stern rebuke, 
They sacked a poor young officer on board the Jron Duke. 


The gallant Tarleton once, you know, a colleague was of theirs, 
And so the Board for auld langsyne his reputation spares. 

No flag he strikes, but leaves the Court without the slightest stain : 
Throughdensest fogs he’s free to fly ten knots across the main, 
Ah! Dawkins, had you beenlike him, a Tory high in place, 
¥ou would not now be crushed to shield the guilty from disgrace. 


A Nursery Tale, 


A crass is shortly to be opened in London for the instruction of 
nurses having the charge of children. Hygiene and Physiology are 
to-helectured upon by Doctor Hoggan, but “ the art of telling stories ”’ 
will be onewf the principal items of nurse education. Considering 
that a disregard fortruth his lone been the distinguishing characteristic 
of the elass, we should think that, part of the scheme might advantage- 
ously.be omitted—or that the nurses might teach the teachers. 





China Service. 


A GENTLEMAN writes to the Times advising immediate war with 
China, as the winter will freeze our men-of-war out of certain Chinese 
which it is important they-should enter. The gentleman for- 


gets to-strengthen his argument by mentioning the evident fact, that 


the sooner we start-our ships of war on foreign service the more likely 
we are to have a few to start with. 


A Strep From THE Suntime.—The Porte’s decree respecting its Bonds. 
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TRIAL BY PRESS. 


YESTERDAY John Smith was charged in the smoke-room of the 
Paste and Scissors Tavern with Wilful Murdegs As this was the first 
trial under the New Act, which leaves justice entimely in the hands of 
the Press, great interest was manifested in the proegedings. 

Mr. ‘Times having elected himself judge, Mr. D. Telegraph ap- 
pointed himself counsel for the prosecution, and Mr.‘Q@bserver kindly 
undertook'the defence. Mr. Standard, Mr. D-N Mr. I. M. Gee, 
and others were present in the room, and f interrupted the 
progress of business by advancing theories of ¢i6ir.@wn upon the 
various points of evidence. Immediately after a few collisions and 
deaths from staryation had been discussed and di of, Mr. Tele- 
graph rose and briefly stated the case. The prisaner chad been found 
in possession of something unknown, and refused to -aay%hew he came 
by it. Up to the present there was little evidence to prove that he 
was actually.a-criminal, but the speaker's seryants had intervieweth his 
relatives and friends, and had done their best to weave a ‘h n 
collar for his neck. Every portion of the prisoner's past life had Been 
diligently raked up and circulated broadcast through the land with 
the opinions of the speaker's clever young men upon the case. There 
was no doubt that a murder of a most remuneratively sensational 
character had perhaps been committed, and Mr. T. hoped the 
gentlemen present would hang the prisoner and get him out of the 
way before the busy season came on, and time as well as space got 
valuable. He did not propose to call witnesses. His young men con- 
sidered prisoner guilty, and therefore he ought to beenvicted. 

Mr. Observer, rising for the defence, was understood to say that 
nothing more disgraceful had been witnessed in journalism for years 
than Mr. D. Telegraph's attempt to prejudice the public against this 
unhappy man. He (Mr. D.'T.) had let loose anarmy of sensation-mongers 
upon the principal witnesses in the case, and statements made over 
pots of beer and bottles of gin had been garbled and published to the 
world by him at a time when it was impossibletthewhoele facts of the 
case could be within anyone's knowledge. Net.ome of these statements 
was made on oath, and yet they were alloweditopweigh heavily against 
a man whose life and death were in the scale. 

Mr. Times, speaking from the Bench, interrupted Mr. Observer, 
and said there was no necessity for him to «say anymore. ‘He quite 
agreed with his expensive friend that the impudence of the gpenny 
people was:unbounded. He had heard that there was a tacit agree- 
ment between ‘Mr. LD. T. and Mr. O. ‘that one should go fer the 
prisoner's immocence and the other for his,guilt. He trusted, ifor the 
credit of journalism, that this was untrue. However, he had arrived 
at the conclusion that the prisoner was innocent, and therefore he was 
discharged. He wasn’t going to agree with penny persons, so Mr. 
Smith was at liberty to leave the court without a stain on hiseharacter. 

Mr. D. Telegraph, protested against such a course. He had been at 
great expense in collecting evidence to hang the prisoner, and he 
wasn't going to spend his money for nothing. 

In the midst of some confusion Mr. Times was observed to hit Mr. 
Telegraph in the Special, and call him a Hanley humbug. Mr. T. 
retorted with a smart blow inthe Money Article and shouted, “‘Grant!"’ 

Personality being thus introduced into the proceedings, our reporter, 
according to our previous instructions, rescued his hat and withdrew. 





Ata time when writers are unable to agree as to the merits of the 
“creation”’ at the Lyceum, when leading newspapers contradict —we 
will not say stultify—themselves, and when dramatic critics, as well as 
dramatic criticisms, are suppressed, it is, indeed, kind for a thoroughly 
impartial person, of undoubted experience and admitted judgment, to 
step in and settle thedispute. Mrs. Bateman begs to state that Macbeth 
‘is a marked and complete success,’ and also adds her unprejudiced 
testimony as to “ the-originality of treatment,the poetic sympathy, 
and the earnest thought bestowed by Mr. Irving on-this production.” 
As her motives are so pure and her criticiam so complete, we need 
only remind other managers that now’s their time, a shilling a line and 
no interference. In future, we shall look for the only decided opinion 
of our great daily teachers ir the advertisement columns, and give 
now and thena glance ameng the “ puff paragraphs.” 


A Byder. 


Dvrinc a recent performance of Macbeth at the Queen's Theatre, 


the hero offered a pound to anyone who would turn an unruly “ god”’ 
out of the gallery. The desire to get-rid of a sovereign was evidently 
doubly strong on Mac that evening. 





Amewsing. 


Wuen a female cat feigns slumber to decoy a mouse what /ijveur 


does the action resemble —Chatteruse! Of course this only applies 
to French cats. 
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THE BRITISH WORKMAN.—BY ONE WHO DOESN’T BELIEVE IN HIM. 
PHASE SIXTH. 
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though. It’s all alongo’ this ’ere brush.” 


A \ 2 ee - 
. oY ae JA 
y | j \ ’ ¥ ‘ his /\ 


ah \Y Th “a 
7 o \ y 


: SYP DLN 


/ Wy MY | 
1 


~ 
J 


ti 
jj 


SS 


p 


RE A ee 


es 
Cc 
“ 





U/i//, 

‘/ 
/ fy, YY 
Yf y ftp 
WY) I 
NYA, 


MOR) 
Yi 
Vii Uj y 
ff 
Wifi if, 


i 
aut 


// / 
AY 


j / \ / 
y 


—— 










- 








; a eee ae \A . wo 
6 ain’t no ’angin’ ennythink right-way-up with these yere brushes. ‘* Putting the paste onto the wrong side of the paper, am I? Well it ain’t to be 
Maddennin’ they are! ’’, wondered at with thisher brush—but it’ll soak through all right.” 


\ \ . ae 





1875. 


U N <—OctToBER 23 


Ee 


SM \\ 
Kae 


i HH 
MT) 
a Hy | 


/ 
| 
| 
i 
yr iy 
/ A / 
UAT 
Ay) y / 
Wi Fi i] 


et 


WML = 


"4 


J c 


a 
“ ’ / ff 
My {//) /)/ 
YM 
Py ‘/ ¥ / “I 


/ 
// 


| 
Uf 
De age ee 

Z ZY ZB Y) “lie V ha } 
Mb jpsipteoee pene 


YB MILEY fo 


YY) 
i Wl 


Zi - 


OA LL hkank ll 


sf 
i: q / 
Yj YI 
Y Y y y/ . 
y, y | Yy y/ \ 


i] /f/ fy i / i) 
/ y Y/ 
/, f, Z 
; f y, 
4 
{/ 
y 


cage nn, = 2 
= SSR 
=~ ee SN 


Se 





STRAW, 


NOW YOU PUNISH THE WRONG MAN FOR THE LOSS OF THE } 


ARE OVERBOARD THE BETTER FOR OLD ENGLAND!” 


THE LAST 


:-—“YOU TORY JONAH, GET OUT! 
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THE SINGLE-HANDED NIGGER. 


On, dismally descending was the melancholy rain, 

As, one among a multitude, I waited for the train ; 

On ev’ rybody’s countenance sat misery and hate, 

Because the train:we contemplated riding in was late. 

‘Bhey treated asan enemy, that melancholy throng, 

The single-handed nigger who was singing them a song : 
His swallow-tails were drooping, and the black upon his cheeks 
Was washed away by rivulets in dirty little streaks. 

And futile was his melody, and profitless his wit, 

For nobody encouraged him or noticed him a bit. 

He tried to win their sympathy by singing “‘ Uncle Ned,” — 
By playing on a eoffee pot—by standing on his head— 

By working his extremities in cellar-flaps and jigs— 

By imitating babies, and the squeak of little pigs: 

But ev'ryone regarded him with such an angry eye, 

That suddenly that single-handed black began to cry. 


‘“‘ Oh single-handed Ethiop,” I said, ‘‘ this musn’t be, 


Though all the world be slighting you, please come and sing to me; 


For, though I am revoltingly and hideously plain, 

I loved you when I noticed you a-singing in the rain.” 
It evidently comforted his single-handed heart ; 

He came to me, that African, and sang to me apart. 

I said, ‘‘ It must be sad to bea nigger, I should say, 
A-trying to be funny, with the odds the other way; 
A-singing to an audience who chill you with a glare ?’’ 
That single-handed African admitted that it were. 

‘‘ I’ve never sung to anyone,” that nigger said, said he, 
‘So ready to appreciate my jovey-alley-tee ; 

“Tl stiok 

I told him, if it comforted his bosom, that he might. 

With all his negro might and all his single-handed main 

He sang’to me, a-journeying to Euston in the train; 

And, simply that he mightn’t be dejected or confused, 

I artfully pretended to be mightily amused. 

With boundless generosity exceeding any price 

I gave him consolation and an ocean of advice. 

I taught him many proverbs, and I showed him it was vain 

For single-handed niggers to be funny in the rain. 

But oh, my heart was blighted, and quite suddenly it fell, 

On finding that he wanted some emolument as well! 

[ rose in indignation, and I took him by the tails— 

I put him through the window, and I dropped him on the rails ; 
And then a parliamentary proceeding down the line 
Approached him unexpectedly and chopped him very fine. 

And I'll never, never, never, though I live to twenty score,— 
No, I'll never love a single-handed nigger any more. 


THE CHANGEABLE OLD LADY. 
>) 


whose queer name was Mrs. 
Public O’Pinion, and she was in 


the habit of reading all the news- 
papers regularly. One morning as 
she was looking through the 
‘Police,’ she came upon the ac- 
count of an individual who had 
taken it into his head to murder 
his wife, his grandfather, his seven- 
teen offspring, all his servants, 
twenty-five of his neighbours, and 
three policemen, and carried out 
his plan to the letter, and then es- 
caped through the chimney-pot 
and eluded the vigilance of the 
ge“ constabulary. That old lady's 

= disgust was indescribable. She 
brooded over the affair, and worked herself up into such a state about 
it that she determined to write to the papers on the subject ; and she 
wrote long letters about the unpardonable incapacity of the police, 
and the utter helplessness of the bystanders, and the uselessness of the 
laws, and the unreasonable size of modern chimney-pots, and the 
blindness of the Government, and the turpitude of everybudy. Then 
she requested that the whole police-force and the magistrates might be 
burned alive, and their pay reduced by one-half, and that all people 
living within a mile of the murderer might be guillotined, and that 
everybody who didn’t agree with all this might have their ears cut 
off; but her crowning efforts she put into a long letter, full of plans 


= 





for subjecting the murderer to the most horrible tortures, whenever | 


he should be captured. She invented and patented an ingenious 
little machine for skinning the culprit, and burning him, and 





to you and sing to you”’ (he added) “ day and night.” 


HERE was once an old lady 
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poisoning him, and drowning him, and cutting eff his head, an 
hangmg him, all at the same time. More than this, she allowed her 
nails to grow for the express purpose of scratching his eyes out. 

Then she decided that torture was too good for him, and wrote 
another letter to the papers, calling on all inventors with human 
feelings to devise something worse. And finally the old lady got so 
restless about it that she packed up a little bundle and set out herselé 
to eatch the malefactor, providing herself with a packet of paisoned 
pins to stick all over him, anda litthe pocket apparatus for making a 
pair of pimcers red hot in. ten minutes. 

Some little time after» this the, murderer was identified; not 
owing to the clevernessof ‘his pursuers, but simply in consequence of 
his telling the Lerd Mayor or some- 
body (in a moment of unguarded’ con<« 
fidence) that he was the murderer; and 
he was locked u Next morning 
Mrs. Public O’ Pinion read of the affair: 
in the papers, and firstshe was rejoiced ; 
then she was glad; them she:was un- 
decided ; then she was rather sorry, and 
said, ‘‘ Poor fellow! it’s a pity-he’s got 
into the hands.of those ice.”’ 
She couldn’t sleep for. thinking about 
his being locked up ima stone cell and 
having nothing: but necessaries, and 
when she got up next day.and read that 
he was still in gaol she felt: quite in- 
dignant. ‘This police tyranny is get- 
ting beyond: all bounds,’ she said, 
‘“‘when people are to be taken and locked , 
up in cells, and forced to live on necessaries! They've kept that man 
in prison all night; now why can’t they let him go?” 

But the law-somehow took its course, and the individual was 
brought up, committed for trial, and sent back to gaol, and the old 
lady said it was positive persecution, and unworthy of any civilized 
land. She also sent letters of condolence to the prisoner, and cakes, 
and bottles of orange wine. And in course of time the accused was 
tried, found guilty, and sentenced to be hanged; on hearing of which 
the old lady fainted right away ! 

Day after day she visited the condemned in his prison, and wept 
over him—then she would go home and publish pamphlets filled with 
the most scathing sarcasms, and called ‘“* The Reign of Blood,” “The 
Judge Unmasked,’ and so on. As the time drew near for execution 
she appealed to the country, and formed a deputation to wait on the 
Home Secretary to express unmingled horror and astonishment on 
hearing that a human being was to be deprived of his existence, and 
begging that he might be set at liberty, and that the judge and jury 
might be hanged instead. The deputation then thanked the Home 
Secretary for his courtesy,and withdrew. 

The Home Secretary considered about it, and thought that as the 
prisoner had only killed fifty-two. persons he might be let off; so he 
sent a messenger down to the prisoner to ask him whether he was of 
unsound mind—and the prisoner said “ Yes,’ and was let off. 

* * - 7 
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The next morning Mrs. Public O’Pinion read about it at breakfast. 
“Well!”’ she said, almost petrified with disgust and indi ion. 
‘“‘Tf they haven’t actually been and let that villain off ! ell, the 


humanitarianism of the age is coming to a pretty pass!!!" 





‘¢ Dairy-fed.” 


A counTRY paper contains an advertisement for a labouring man 


‘*to milk cows and ride horses and dairy-farm.”” ‘These are evidently 
not cockhorses, as they would produce no eggs, and therefore be.quite 
useless as companions to the pickled pork, which at such places is 
always fed on dairies. Readers will see by this that, though resident 
in Fleet-street all the year round, we have heard now and again of the 
country and of what goes on there. 
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THE LITTLE GAME OF PEEPSHOW. 8: 
Sweet Child :—‘‘ ARE THOSE PEEPHOLES YOU ARE LOOKING THROUGH, Mr. SpyEeRr?”’ Spyer :—* No, MY DEAR; WHY ?”’ g 
Sweet Child :—‘‘Ou! BECAUSE MA SAYS YOU'RE ALWAYS PEEPING AND PRYING ABOUT. PLEASE Do IT Now, Mr. Srrgr!” 4 
} pe 
BURSTING THE BUBBLE. | A SHORTER COURSE. . 
We observe that Lleyd’s Newspaper has taken the trouble to deny, rrat by jury has eften been said within the past few years to be ” 
explicitly that there is the least foundation for the twice-uttered pon its trial, but up till now no practical result has been the out- — 
Kenealy falsehood about it and ite editor. Some eople may 8ay OF come of such tedious procedure. Another way of trying the matter M 
think that there was no necessity for the contradiction, so evident has, however, been put in operation, and with a great deal more C4 
was the untruth and so unworthy of belief were its promulgators. gyccess. It is stated that on account of the glorious triumph of the th 
Unfortunately, lies will always find believers, no matter by whom told ; magisterial inquiry at Southwark about a certain Whitechapel busi- P 
and this particular lie affected the ‘credit not only of the gentleman pegs, and the splendid assistance given to the newspapers in their need oe 
referred to particularly, but of those who put his name on the paper— ' hy continuing it long after sufficient evidence was adduced to send at a 
was an attempt, in fact, to make a cowardly subterfuge appear like a j¢ast twenty men for trial, such matters shall in future be “ settled at 0 
journalistic practice. It is no matter of concern to us who does or once,” and juries, judges, counsel, and big-wigs generally be abolished. anc 
does not edit any weekly newspaper, nor can it in any way affect the [t must be patent to even Messrs. Benson and Co. that if a man be wrt 
public, so long as the public decency is not outraged. When a thoroughly tried before being sent for trial, it would be much better, not 
notorious man’s name is paraded on a foul sheet for the purpose of anda great deal cheaper, to finish him offthere and then. Some of the the 
attracting attention to it, and forcing its sale, it simply makes an money saved, we are informed, will go as a testimonial to the presiding ins} 
unusual custom still less worthy of imitation. But when, in trying to magistrate, with a bonus to each of the gentlemen who have succeeded moe 
avoid his natural responsibility, a sham editor and real nuisance jp proving to demonstration the impossibility of any man being 7 
tries, in his cowardly and repulsive wriggles, to make it appear asif jnnocent who is once charged with being guilty. av 
he were simply following a custom of the press, and attempts to drag Wo 
down into the mire with him honoured and respected names, it is not 
time for journalists to speak a eoneee of the institution by HYGEIA. nov 
which they live. We expec this would have been done else- . ' han 
where ; ae that nightmare of modern editors, the fearof puffing ae Pamauneens oe oF Se shenioar's weet abot 
another paper, has had something to do with the silence. Happily we are ‘Ral. diate diches fan Wate Se ae tine bort 
above such a paltry consideration, and so take advantage of the text | te if all raat pages ne a. in itsel 
laid down by Lioyd's to express a aoe Snes ” future ~ ae aac heaas fan ie eee + ois oe y has” 
Father of Lies may not remain unchallenged. A very few honest, me eg gti Bey . atlay 
straightforward contradictions would soon expose the es to even For it’s certain no doctor could live there. a ve: 
those who still believe; and right speedily a foul blot, not only on look 
literature, but on national Brepereny on be wiped away. We Late News! with 
have spoken thus strongly because, having done our unpleasant duty ; ; 7 r ; Te 
by this. pestilence, we i not intend returning to it, and because we _ 1 H® sonesnee of a ee ee owing to some Hankey- Ss 
feel sure that if others will only follow our example and that of our P@nky tricks, has gone the gait of Queen Anne. | those 
contemporary, the whole rotten fabric which has been built up so sae pean ree m= seg matin | whos 
rapidly against truth and justice will come tumbling, demoralised and NATIONAL Sonc For WELSHMEN.—“ Cym! let us be Ap-y together !” | traps 
dishonoured, to the dane Exit Kenealy. —Leekregia Borgia. | varie 
| than 
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SOME MAGAZINES FOR OCTOBER. 


Maenillan, as usual, contains some solid, heavy, useful reading—this 
month more than usually tempered to the shorn reader by one or two 
bits of brightness. Considering what is usually regarded as the | 
standard for verse in this magazine, we are exceptionally fortunate in 
obtaining Mr. Henley’s “‘ Notes on the Firth,” which in former days, 
when everybody didn’t consider himself a poet, or, failing that, a critic, 
would have been deemed to breathe no faint spirit of the maker. A 
little piece called “ Snowdrops” is also sweet and poetical. ‘ The 
American Heroine”? is amusing, and John Knox, the Renaissance 
Period, and Torquato ‘Tasso provide inspiration for three excellent 
articles suitable to the weighty ideas and ponderous culture of those 
who think the subjects we have mentioned mere trifles ‘“ light as air.” 
In the Gentleman's, Mr. McCullagh Torrens asks and answers the 
question, “Are good recruits worth paying for?’’ ‘This is so 
thoroughly a home question that one wonders how the writer, who 
seems just as thoroughly at home while treating of it, could have 
associated himself in such an intimate manner as he did with certain 
foreign matters. We will not refer more particularly to these, as 
they may possibly form the subject of a future paper by the Finsbury 
M.P. The rest of the magazine is of the usual kind, and is the work 
of the usual authors. Some space is wasted in the “Table Talk ”’ over 
Mr. Washington Moon and a comma; next time the editor ventures 
on this youth we trust he will try him with a full stop. 

“This Son of Vulcan” is the most entertaining story which has 
appeared in London Society for a long time. ‘The author has dis- 
covered that the Scriptures offer a splendid opportunity for burlesque, 
and we should feel inclined to compliment him on his originality, if 
the same thing were not so common in the lowest class and least clever 
of American publications. Still the notion is new here, and it is 
worthy of remark that it makes its début in a lady-edited serial. In 
time we may expect opera-bouffe to take a turn in the same direction ; 
and so long as the dresses are of the proper length, and the libretto is 
not too clever, there need be little dread of interference on the part of 
the Chamberlain. We regret that the ‘‘Son of Vulcan” should have 
this tendency, as it is otherwise—despite its mockest of mock-slang— 
a really good story. “My Own Child” is strong, if not well; 
‘““ Above Suspicion’’ is certainly above criticism; and “The True 
Story of Joseph Hatton” contains now and again a reference to some 
other and. lesser luminary. Tins/ey’s offers strong inducement to 
lovers of long serial stories; and admirers of the interminable, not to 
say the poetically ponderous, have an excellent opportunity for indul- 
gence given them in the St, James's. 

The Argosy, which contains the second part of Johnny Ludlow's 
“ Chandler and Chandler”’ is a good sixpen’orth, and should be well 
patronised. ‘A Secret of the Sea,’ never unexciting, finishes in real 
‘“‘to be continued in our next” style, and leaves us thirsting for the 
information which will come but with November. Once-a-Week 
contains much that is readable, both old and new; and Colburn’s New 
Monthly has some earnest if not particularly original writing. In the 
Chariny Cross is the commencement of ‘‘ A Long Madness,’”’ which, by 
the way, would have been a most appfopriate title for Mr. Gibbs's 
‘poem’ ina serial called after a near neighbourhood, the neighbourhood 
of St. James's. The London and Brighton takes unto itself various other 
titles under various other circumstances than its publication in either 
London proper or Super-Mare. Also it publishes an article on music 
and the drama, with a signature the same as that used for a similar 
article in a sporting contemporary. ‘The writers, however, are plainly 
not the same. -A/l the World Over seems to keep its position in 
the little world of magazine literature. It is both amusing and 
instructive, and the map published with each issue is alone worth the 


money charged. 

The Atlantic Monthlu, though not up to its usual standard, is still 
a very fair number, and contains some good stories and essays. ‘ Old 
Woman's Gossip” is rightly entitled, there being little in it that has 
not been told before, often about different persons from those who are 
now credited with authorships and heroisms. Scribner's, on the other 
hand, is rather a better number this month, some of the illustrations 
about the Grand Cafion being particularly fine. The practice of 
borrowing blocks to be used in reviews is, though, allowed to make 
itself observable in this miscellany ; and the Trial Scene from Pickwick 
has only too evidently been rewritten by the editor to suit trans- 
atlantic tastes. The International Review, which is published six times 
a year in both New York and London, is pretentious and important 
looking, and will bear both inside and out a favourable comparison 
with our Quarterlies. 

Temple Bar opens with two chapters of a storv that contains but 
three altogether, and which is entitled “ Basil's Faith.’’ From this 
those ghoullike adapters who are always wandering about seeking 
whose copyrights they may devour are warned off with moral man- 
traps and suppositious spring-guns. The rest of the contents list is 
varied and attractive. The pretty ladies of Ze Follet look prettier 
than ever in their new autumn toilettes; but knowing how many 






































zine, Journal of Horticulture, Penny Iliustrated,, Pictorial World, Photo- 
graphic News, Nautical Magazine, Cook’s Exeursionist, Good Things, 
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fathers of families who have only recently paid dressmakers’ bills seek 
for consolation in these columns, Mfr. Fun will dissemble, and pursue 
this otherwise interesting subject no further. Unlessthe dramatic writer 
in the Westminster Papers has taken out a patent of precedence, his calm 
assumption of superiority over all other similarly enthusiastic scrib- 
blers must.amnoy them extremely. Itamusesus. The Free Sundoy 
A dvocateintroduces some wholesome truths about the working man’s 
right tovhis only and well-earned holiday ; and Golden Hours, with its 
little companion Sunshine, is as devoid of harm as it is full of amuse- 
ment forthe, younger branches. What mom@can we say about the 
Sunday at Home-and the Leisure Hour thamtiiatboth are up to their 
well known: high standard ? 

We have also-received /lardwicke’s Stience-Gbssip, Gardener’s Maga- 










Linguist, &c., &e., &e. 


FANCY FREE. 


I pon’t know what on earth to write! 
But still, as I have got to doit, 
[’'dibetter settle down to-night, 
And,see if I can rattle throught 
TI’m:bleéssed with such a ready pem; 
I’mrsure to hit on something funny. 
»editor’s the best of men, 
t likes the value of his money. 
e - . * 
Am hour gone by, and not a thought! 
The Muse is in a mood capricious ; 
And Pegasus will not be caught— 
The brute is evidently vieious ! 
Wherever can my Genius be® 
It used to act Hke necromancy ; 
But now, alas! though fancy free, 
I cannot free a single fancy! 





‘* Break, Break, myEast!” 

THE reporter of a contemporary, speaking: of the extremely early 
hour at which a free feed was given him and others recently, says that 
it was originally intended asa luncheon. Owing, however, to certain 
exigencies, ‘‘it was necessary that the entertainment should begin at 
noon, and was thus regarded rather in the light of a breakfast.” We 
have known similar gentlemen engaged in similar pursuits when per- 
forming on similar entertainments at a much later hour to be much 
more reticent. In fact, the rule is for the sincere pressman to make 
out to his neighbours that he has often had something to eat lately. 
Though this is, we sorrow to say, as a rule untrue, we should, in the 
interests of self and congeners, prefer the continuance of so pleasant a 
fiction to the exposure of so fearful a fact. 


In Vino Veritas. 


Ovr Aldershot correspondent reports that the other day a soldier 
named Death was found drunk in the Military Cemetery. The truth 
which is proverbially found in strong drink was here more than ever 
apparent, as ‘‘ potations pottle deep”’ brought Death to a complete and 
most appropriate standstill, in his true resting-place, the churchyard. 


Her Hanguish. 

A WEEKLY contemporary, referring to the recent departure of the 
Prince of Wales, states that he entered Charing-cross Station ‘ with 
the Princess hanging on his arm.” We know the Royal lady was 
grieved at her husband’s departure, but the news of her suicide is fresh 


to us. 
Carving and Gilding. 

Mrs. Perrect was charged the other day at Clerkenwell with 
carving her husband. Gilding refined gofd, and other kindred opera- 
tions, must seem quite right to a lady who tried so earnestly to cut and 
condense as well as improve one who was already a Perfect man. 





Sofa, so Good. 


Mrs. Pravamor isn’t at all surprised to hear as the Ottoman some- 
thing is the seat of dissatisfaction. Give her a good old-fashioned 


sofy if you wants to sit like a Christian. 





Locking the Stable 

Tue Admiralty have issued orders for experiments to be made with 

new fog signals. The old system was a signal failure—the Janguerd 
to humour. 
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HANDYWORK. 





Man (with hands in pockets) :—‘“‘SkEN ANYTHING OF A JOB 0’ 


LATELY, JOHN?” 


Other Man (with hands in other pockets) :-—“ Saw 
DIDN'T LIKE TO ASK, COS THEY MIGHT 'A SAID YES!” 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Triton has been lecturing on ‘‘ The Problem of Life,’’ in New York. 
The chief problem of his hearers’ lives has been Tilton v. Beecher. = 
Li-hung-Chang. So all the papers seem to say. We trust the latter 
liked it, and that the usual friends at a distance were properly com- 
municated with. = Man calls on magistrate to state that his wife is 
missing. Magistrate quite envious, and thinks it a pity to bother. — 
Despatches received from the Pandora. Happily the title is a mis- 
nomer, or they haven't opened their box yet on board. — Princess of 
England sees her husband as far as Calais. History will insist on 
repeating itself. — Calais is green to the memory of another English 
prince's wife. But then history only refers to a common occurrence 
when royalty never risked its life in long journeys by rail and steamer. 
— German lady at Reading strangles herself to cure neuralgia. The 
remedy seems as bad as the disease. We won't say worse, because | 
somebody once said something like that before, and we must be 
original, or die. = Mr. Bell, ‘‘a respectable tradesman,” sent to prison 
for thrashing his wife. Most likely the worthy magistrate has also 
suffered under “ respectable tradesmen,” and took his rev enge on the 
class at once and for—twenty-one days. = Two pedestrian tourists 
nearly stoned to death in the Black country. Naturally the inhabit- | 
ants would resent the idea of anyone visiting them—for pleasure! — | 

Lords of the Admiralty discover that their late colleague, Sir Walter | 





SOLD BY 


ONE T OTHER DAY, BUT 





| to his subordinates! 
| Admiralty. — Tallyman obtains County Court judgment, giving him 


up at about £100. 
| ce n'est oe la guerre, 





RS QUININE WINE 


“ Wx can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard, 
“I find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 
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THE ALDERMAN’S RETROSPECT. 


In vain the board with silver groans 
And fumes of turtle rise, 

He only heaves a sigh and moans 
As cach new dish he tries; 

For Indigestion meunts her scat 
And Appetite departs : 

Ah! happy days when he could eat 

\ shillingsworth of tarts. 


Go hide the capon from his sight, 

Remove that ris de veau, 

For every bit he takes to-night 
Increases gastric woe. 

Now back o’er many a distant day 
His wand’ring fancies run ; 

A lanky lad he puts away 

Six penn’orth underdone. 


Lo! o'er his thin-stemmed goblet’s brim 
The sparkling nectar creams. 
Its lips are left unkissed by him— 
He bows his head and dreams. 
Once more at night, a hungry boy, 
He leaves his master’s shop, 
And sups upon a saveloy 
Washed down with ginger pop. 


That rises to his nose; 

He picks his napkin from the floor, 
And shitts his gouty toes. 

Yet still his thoughts will backward flee, 
And, racked by many a pain, 

He'd give his hard-won wealth to be 


A friendly nudge prevents the snore 
| That hungry boy again. 


M. Gampetta has gone to Marseilles, in France. The 
decree of the Porte has come to Mar sales on the Stock 
Exchange. To those readers who fail to see the 
connection of the two events, we would mildly suggest 
that the object of M. Gambetta's visit is the stock 
exchange of Republican sentiments between himself and 
provincial politicians. Voyez vous ? 


Foreign Movements, 


WORK 





A Gtuass Hovss.—The Mirror. 





Tarleton, is to blame for the loss of the Vanguard—at least, they say 
so. They compromise this, however, by awarding all the punishment 
A friend in need is a friend indeed—at the 


cent. per cent. perannum. There is a scent per scent about this 
anything but pleasant in the nostrils of the poor, who were supposed 
to be protected from vampires by these small-debt courts. — Garibaldi 
follows Lord Russell's lead, and sympathises with the Herzegovinians. 
Doesn’t send £50, because he never had so much in his life. Perhaps 
that’s why he believes so strongly in rebellion! 


The Price of Heroism. 


Tue amount subscribed for the Balaklava Banquet may be summed 
It was said of the charge—C’est magnifique, mais 
£100 is wapetnge | but guére ee 


Now + ame Price One Shilling, 
TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1876. 


Epitzp ny Henry SAmpson. 
CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Full-page Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 
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AS YET! | a 
Lovs! what ts love ?—an empty word— | im 


A fantasy of heart and brain ; 
A thing, to say the least, absurd, 
Which causes folks to feel insane. 
It's very well for poets—(fools !) 
Great charms in love they always see. 
Bah! Cupid’s namby-pamby rules 
Don’t trouble mz ! 





It makes one laugh to witness how 
All budding youths to love incline! 

To see the silly noodles bow 
At artful Aphrodite’s shrine ! 

Poor victims! slaves to sweethearts’ smiles; 
One moment petted, then forgot. 

Stuff! love’s alluring, tender wiles 

Affect me not. 


Ye are but moths, ye stupid men, 
Who flutter round the candle bright ; 
Ye burn your wings, as ’twere, and then 
Ye leave the flame, disgusted quite. 
I wouldn’t sigh, and groan, and fret, 
Dependent on some wayward she. 
Hurrah ! love’s precious pangs as yet, 
Don't worry me ! 


Russia and the “‘ Rushers.” 


Tue military attachés of the Turkish Embassy were 
invited to be present at the recent Balaklava Banquet. 
The report that they blushed when a speaker alluded to 
the Bonds of Brotherhood which connected them with 
the veterans present is untrue. They are stated to have | 
taken great interest in the proceedings. This we can | 
believe ; taking interest and paying it are two different | 
affairs. 


The Banks of the Mersey. 


A man named Banks has been charged with attempting | 
to drown his three children in the Mersey. Perhaps 
the quality of Mersey will be strained on his account if 
he pleads that, being a teetotaler, he was trying to 
drown his sorrows in cold water. 

Le WHAT IS 

TriaL By JEwry.—Twelve Hebrews in the box. 


A “LEGITIMATE” FAKE, 


(Illegitimately communicated.) 


“ Vat,” said Mrs. Jarley, ‘ vat did yousay,’Arry ? You don’t mean 
for to go for to say as they be a-going to slate our show? ”’ 

‘** Blowed if I don’t, though,” answered the gentleman addressed, 
who filled the proud position of leading tragedian in Mrs. Jarley’s 
Champion Temple of the Drama. ‘1 heerd one of them criketal 
coves say the first nite of our new drarmer, when I vas a-having a bit 
o’ supper at the reg’ lar ken, as I coodent play the part, and he and a 
lot of his pals was a-goin’ to let out on me.” 

‘Vel I never!” ejaculated ’Arry’s proprietress ; “‘ and’ave they gone 
an’ done it ?”’ 

‘Some on ’em ’as ; but it ain’t too late to put it right yit. I’m jes’ 
hoff to drop in on a heditor or two: and if I don't fake this ’ere business 
may I bust my 

‘*’Ush, ’Arry, remember females is present. Has you're a-goin’ out 
p'r'aps you'd look up the cove as does the wartisements for the pills 
and ’air oil, and axe him to knock us hoff a good ’un about the show 
for a dollar. Tell him to chuck in ‘patternised by the nobility, 
gentry, and heminent in hart,’ and that sort of thing, and when yer 
comes back weel have this ’ere matter hout.” 

’Arry shuffled off on his errand, and Mrs. Jarley sat down on the 
big drum and put her considering cap on. 

‘‘ Tf my old man had been alive,” she muttered to herself, “‘ he'd a 
put these here crikets right enough. ‘Ere’s no end o’ ready been 
laid out in phantims, and dresses, and skeniry, and ’Arry’s sal’s a big 
"un, and now them noosepaper coves is goin’ to blow the gaff on the 
ore show and my fust gedy’un. Jiggered if they shall if we can 
‘elp it.” 

The minutes flew by, while Mrs. Jarley twiddled her proprietary 
thumbs, and sat on the drum outside the managerial tent, and 
presently ’Arry hove in sight again. 

“’Ullo, "Arry; back agin? Was the poet hin?” 



















CT 


Hi 





‘ 


; i 


LT TTI 
tye] WEE Wh] \\ 
iH] aed 


STi 
i | 
Nera 





“a 


a 


a oe 
ae ok. An \ 
3 \ ' 
™ \ SEES . “a” 
WS ONS 
> w ATS SS N 





‘ 
‘ 


AN ARROW MIND. 


Mary (questioning her little brother on the gender of nouns) :—‘* Now, Tommy, 


Tommy :—‘* Wuy, Arrow or course!” 
[ Mary feels “all of a Quiver.” 


THE FEMININE OF BgEavu ?”’ 


“ Yes, he were in right enough, and he'll bring yer round the lines in 
| half a jiffy. He calls it prose, what he’s done, but it reads jes’ like 
poingtry. It’s all about hart, and the legitimat, and poeckual, and 
intellecshul creashuns, and he says it ‘ull come out proper in the 
apers.” 
me Right you are. Now what about these ’ere crikets ?"’ 

‘‘ Well, missus, I think I’ve sett'ed their game. I learned a trick 
or two off the old rum cull as started this ere show, and I’ve put ’em 
into ackshun. I’ve been round and made it right with the heditors ; 
I ain’t a-going to tell yer ow, ’cus that’s a secret o’ the perfesshun to 
which women haint heligible. Them notices as was dead agen us 
won't be put in at all. I think I've settled my little ercount, as well 
as ’is hash, with old Mutton Hook on the Genelman’s Tujperny. A 
pal o’ mine’s done a regler flamer, and they’ve promised to put that in 
instid. An’ where there ’as been bad notices there'll be good ones in 
a day or two sayin’ as you can’t tell what a drarmer is till you've seen 
it twice.” 

‘“’Arry,” whispered Mrs. Jarley, twisting her apron nervously 

| between her finger and thumb, “I ’ope you ain’t been and promised 
cash ?”’ 

“QO, lor, no. First night free admissions and the 'onor o’ having 
a drink with me now and agen, and the other little something as is a 
secret. Talk about squarin’ the Press, why, the other day I a 

The rest of the conversation was interrupted by the arrival of the 
pill man with the new advertisements, and our special eavesdropper, 
thinking he'd heard quite enough, crept noiselessly away from the 
canvas home of the Legitimate. 











Jest as well. 


Apropos of the Hythe scandal, his Royal Highness the Commander- 
| in-Chief has announced his intention to put down practical joking, so 
| far as the army is concerned. The date of the Duke's resignation of 
| his present position is not yet announced. 
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| A WONDERFUL DUCK’S EGG. 
| Wuat singular.story will next go the rounds— 
| 





Pa 
a 





What weird freak of fancy, we wonder ? 
It’s easy to talk about thousands of pounds, 
()f quarters of millions and other fine sounds. 

But squibbers have made a sad blunder. 









: It's easy to play with the greatest man’s name— 

ee That's one of the pains of position ! 

The meanest may sneer at a glorious fame, 

The paltriest whisper, and say “‘ It’s a shame,” 
That they're not the men of condition. 


, While as for the Turks and their offer so kind, 
The story is certainly funny— 
So funny that one must have been very blind 
To think that our William ¢ould e’er be inclined 
To put faith in their promise of money. 
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privilege of law-making. 


A HUNT-TIMELY SONG. 


Wuew other men your British hearts 
With tales of woe shall swell, 
4 And, bungling, to the deep imparts 
The ships you love so well; 
There may, perchance, along the shore 
Some wreck collection be 
Of ironclads that are no more: 
Then you'll remember me. 


When naval lords shall coldly slight 
The Justice that you prize, 

And, passing motes in Admirals’, light 
On beams in captains’ eyes : 

When Tory hearts shall wear a mask 
And Hunt the slave at sea, 

by In such a moment need I ask 

qe That you'll remember me ? 


HUN. 


| ; 
FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Oct. 27, 1875. 



















; 
| 
| We suppose it is in the natural course of things that every now and 
| again some member of a more than usually privileged, and more than 
| unfairly protected, class shall do something to call the attention of he 
| Sovereign People to its own rights and prerogatives. Otherwise,.so 
| smoothly do the times run now, and so insidious are the. encroaches 
of those whowould deprive us of our Constitution and the. other 
{ advantages:which all true Englishmen cherish, thatwwe might some 
day wake up .and find ourselves really, and not just.as a mere figure 
of speech, back again in the feudal ages. So, while toomuch ridicule 
and contempt cannot very well be cast upon ‘the Tory Earl of 
Darnley,.whose mean and petty tyranny is a ‘byword in the great 
garden of Kent, some small thanks are perhaps due to him for 
loosening one more of the stales which stil] encumber the.eyes of so 
many 0: our countrymen, when gazing on that most effete of institu- 
tions, hereditary legislation. ‘This enormously wealthy lord, who has 
for years played the part of Grand Seignior among his tenants, and 
i who seems really to consider himself of no common human clay, has 
at last declared that no tenant of his shall serve the Queen in the 
local yeomanry corps. For the credit of our common humanity, we 
' regret to say he has very considerably succeeded in his endeavours to 
promote defection. So successful, in fact, has he been, that in the only 
case where his wishes have been thwarted—in that of the son of the 
Mayor of Gravesend—the check seems to his lordship quite out- 
rageous. ‘To us quite as outrageous is his conduct. Such petty spite 
as that which leads a powerful peer to turn a tenant out of his 
holding, would under ordinary circumstances be disgraceful; as it 
stands, Lord Darnley’s conduct is both blackguardly and—divested of 
its element of ridicule—treasonable. It has been proposed that this 
half-witted and wholly irrational peer shall be removed from the 
; Commission of the Peace, and be deprived of his position as Deputy- 
; Lieutenant of the county of Kent. We are content to point out the 
fact that nothing but a Commission of Lunacy can deprive him of 
the seat in Parliament he holds by right of birth—a much more 
important position than either of the others. It is a good thing for 
us that the claws of these fine birds have been pretty closelv clipped ; 


: but we cannot rest here. And so we thank Lord Darnley. With afew 
\ more examples like his, the day cannot be far distant when it will 
. | no longer be believed in England that the accident of birth and 

position g ves a man the right of brains and the inheritance of the 


[Ocrozzr 30, 1875. 





THE SOURCE OF THE STYX. 
Or, Maps anv Murper. 


| Iw the wild eighteen hundred and seventy-fifth year of the change 
| of things, a young Welshman might have been observed—by any 
reporter who happened to be in the neighbourhood—leading a mixed 
gang of desperadoes across the burning plains and jungles of Hades. 
| Ever and anon he paused to massacre a harmless band of natives, or to 
| burn a peaceful village of slumbering inhabitants in their beds. As 
| bullet-riddled corpses and charred fragments of flesh fell around him, 
| he smiled with a strong American accent, and patting himself on the 
back exclaimed, ‘“‘ In the name of Christianity and geographical dis- 
covery I do these glorious deeds.” Then seating himself on the 
bleaching skull of the handiest defunct, and dipping his sword in the 
blood that swamped the vicinity, he scratched upon the back of a 
prisoner an account of the great feats he had accomplished. 

When he had exhausted his facts he drew upon his imagination. 

The surface of the prisoner's back being covered with copy he flayed 
him.alive, and rolling the skin up he labelled it “‘ Continuation of my 
Narrative,’ and put it carefully away in his knapsack with some 
(dozen. skins similarly scratched upon. 

for months the band under his command had been toiling painfully 
overidesert and jungle. Their object was threefold. To discover the 
source of the Styx, to contribute sensational matter to certain daily 
papers, and to secure their leader a splendid income for the rest of his 
days. Gallantly they plodded on their way through regions peopled 
by»mangled zoological attendants, through districts where dogs and 
‘dwarfs met in daily combat, through lands where jewelled chiefs 
eounted million-pound banknotes from early morn to dewy eve, 
through cities where inventors reared weekly seven-shilling columns 
in honour of the illustrious fraternity,—and suddenly they caught 
sight of the dancing waters of the Styx. Then each man drew from 
his pocket a portion of a boat and handed it to his chief, who stuck 
them together with a little paste, in the use of which he was evidently 
an adept. In half an hour the Zady all Lies was floating upon the 
famous river, speeding rapidly for undiscovered bournes, in search of 
natives to murder and villages to burn. 

In years gone by these regions had been visited by a gentle 
traveller, whose object had been one of peace, and the unsuspecting 
savages, seeing a white face, strode hastily to the banks to welcome 
it. Poor fools. Little did they dream that the interests of Chris- 
tianity and geography had been confided to the tender mercies of 
sensational literature; and they never knew it, for the bullets of the 
bloodthirsty intruders struck them down before they had time to think 
the matter out. 

And so, through an avenue of murdered barbarians, the hybrid 
gang floated on its way until they fell in with a company of strolling 
players, who were touring Hades with the Fille de Madame Angot. 
Then the gallant Welshman, with the Yankee smile, drew the dried 
skins from his trunk, and confided them to the low comedian, with 
instructions to leave them at the office of the Dai/y Dustpan at his 
earliest convenience. 

* * * * * 

Shortly after the Thespian envoy had quitted the geographical and 
Christian pioneers of civilisation, the source of the Styx was dis- 
covered by the look-out at the sponson taffrail. The gallant leader 
immediately shouldered his musket and shot the man dead, then, 
turning the boat’s head, made rapidly in the opposite direction. He 
was under contract to make the journey last three years, and this 
unlucky discovery would have seriously interfered with the arrange- 
ments of his proprietors. 

In the interests of humanity it is to be hoped those gentlemen will 
speedily manage to find employment for their commissioner’s peculiar 
talents among a less defenceless people and in a region unhallowed by 
the memory of a man who was a true traveller, a genuine geographer, 
and a gentleman unswayed by the malign influence of one penny or 
one pound per line. 

= 
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a * * 
Stern Editor: The conclusion of your story, sir, is not comic. 
Humble Contributor: No, sire. Such deeds as those of my hero 
always lead to serious conclusions. 


Sitting on Him. 

Tue telegraphic reports from Athens state that, on disembarking, 
“the Prince of Wales entered a carriage with King George, and sat 
on his right.”” As the Serapis has just knocked away the bowsprit ot 
His Majesty's yacht, the Prince’s conduct was doubly tyrannical and 
presumptuous. A prince should be the last person in the world to sit 
upon the right of a king. 


Sic Semper. 


Turxgy is rightly called the sick man. It throws up everything— 
even its most solemn engagements. 
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SONGS OF A SUBURB. 


No. IX.—ABOUT NOVELS. 
Cuaprter I. 
A GATHERING CLOUD. 


—a chan 
of adoubt, 


are‘about. 





ew'ryy little word: 


Oh, the- husbands of ‘the: Suburb) wher the train’ — ftome-town, , 


Would gather in a «wabtitudecand ominously frown 

In hurried consultation they; would ‘nutter: cathe 

It was useless goinghhomeward; rete. comtan’t have their tea’; 
And, casting maledietions om the*traim that’ brought‘them: down, 
They’ d sulkily rettirn eee 

Then the childrenmof ‘the Subarb inthe ‘and played, 
Compounding niudédy patties; and the babies got’ nvislaid * 

And the butcher:boy: y waaeteoubtd, for he knew’extremely well 
That they wouldt’t give hints orders” though he: tiekled at the bell ; 
For there wasn't! amy cooking; andthe beds*were never made : 
And: the feminine domestic on the: gay: piane played. 


For’ the ladies:of the Suburb in their dozensand their-seorcs 
Had ‘sowght their little dh andleekied thielittle doors; 


Tee tietiaied ae yomcodaartast were'about, 
Yow forthe ealomen wot ey em-out | 


Anéassomble all a-trém ble, and viatieene taller 
G2"buekots full of writing-ink, and-prper’ by the-bale ! 


it longer; equivocation fails ?— 
Taotdloatantianternoetaventing little tales ; 


And nobody, I’m positive, was troubled by it more 
Than tax-collector Timothy (a man of fifty-four). 


CuarrTsr II. 
TAX-COLLECTOR TIMOTHY. 


You fancied a subordinate position in this song 

Is tax-collector Timothy’s.—It isn’t. You are wrong. 

You'll find this little ballad is connected more and more 

With tax-collector Timothy (a man of fifty-four). 

Supposing you discover, as this story you pursue, 

That he is not a tax-collector any more than you ? 

Supposing (though the problem you imagine you have solved) — 
I only say supposing —there was mystery involved ? 
Unquestionably picturesque of countenance was Tim 

As shown in our “ initial’’ from a photograph of him. 





N atmosphere of mystery intangible as 
pf strange— 
A something umaccountably impalpable 
a 
Had stealthily and lomg; beyond the shadow 
Been creeping on the Suburb these effusions 
—— me exceedinghy—it’ puzzled even 
The: “tax collector Tinsothyy (4 mam of fifty- 
He: epoko > with: agitation: of! his: hearing in 
The ome oatinous beation®: of! the: ghmetfil: un- 
LT fhevisds 0 whine I heard: him) his‘expressions 
were absard, | 
Bat. I've: found the: hidden meanings of his 


Brigade. 
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And this peculiarity of figure and of face 

Attracted the attention of the ladies of the place. 

Kach: lady from the window of her beautiful abode 

Would scrutinise him closely as he toddled down the road; 
And all of them were synchronously taken with a whim, 
And thought, ‘ I’ll write a novel, and the hero shall be Tim.” 
‘Twas curious the notion to the whole of them occurred, 
For never on the subject did they say a single word. 


Without devising incidents of thinking out a plot 

ia gaily set to work upon the novel on the spot; 
And; fearing interruption, and the company of bores, 

They sough 

In‘solitary study through’'the window to explore 

The tax-collector » (aman of fifty-four). 

They did't want to speak’to him, eto fancied they could trace 

His ‘charaeter sufficiently by leoking at his face. 

You-faney he was unaware'that-he was being:being viewed, 

He wasn't:. Yoware wrongragain: Hethoughit it very rude. 

He said}.““'They are burlesquing:me, because I'm very plain'’ 

(Por‘tax+collector Timothy waeanything but vain). 


With utterly infallible libte fidelity oftons 
ps certainly. the versions of: aioe vey mat { 


Seo vesaber Minne Wotton haetn whet olay en 


menue his thirstiness ‘with quarts of mountain dew, 
Aind poisons Popocatapet! (Bishop of Pera) 

Tn'one he was amartyr; who istaken:from his home, . 
And mangled by’ the: Juggernaut’ for: tire to Reme: 
But rescued by SirSalabad (an Hmperor of’Spaim), 

He marries Cynoeephale (the Rese of ‘Acquitaine), 

Tn ome he wasa banker’ (it’s's tale of modern life), 

Who's heartlessly: deserted by his thirty:second wife: 

He immolates his baby: in the deepest‘ of despair 

And hides it in a pillar-box in Canonbury-sqnare. 


The tributary characters were shadowy and dim, 

Existing to exemplify the attributes of Tim. 

Whenever Mr. Timothy was seen to toddle past, 

They'd add another chapter more exciting than the last ; 

And so, when Mr. Timothy had toddled down the street 
novels were 


com plete. 


Exactly seven hundred times, their 





=f As each suburban lady with her literary load 


Proceeded to the publishers’, all met upon the road, 
And said, in consternation, «“ Why you never mean to tell 
You've each of you been writing little novelettes as well?” 
They begged a handsome constable, of reassuring looks, 
To tell them of a publisher who'd publish little books. 
The reassuring constable replied he didn’t know; 
But thought there was a publisher in Paternoster-row. 


They waited on the publisher with fear and bated breath 
S publisher's a potentate with power of life and death) — 

hey crept into his presence with a reverence profound, 
They hid their heads becomingly, and banged them on the ground : 
And when they up and looked at him on rising from the floor, 
Tue Pusiisher was Timotuy (A MAN OF FIPTY-PoUR!!!) 





An Op CHarcE Brovexut Forwarp.—The charge of the Light 


t their little dressing-rooms, and locked their little doors, 


: 


leet eel ieee ate a Ee 
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A MATTER OF DUTY. 


‘Au, I sgep you WAs ‘ON’ THE MINUTE YOU TURNED THE CORNER, I pID. 


OLD IMMIDGB, you !”’ 
‘*CouLDN’T HELP IT THISH TIME, Missus; PERFESSIONAL DUTISH. 
FOR THEM 'TEETOTALERS, AS AN ORFUL ESHAMPLE!”’ 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Arrival of the Prince of Wales in the capital of Greece. 
astonished to find so few Scotchmen in the Modern Athens. — Second 
Ballot of the Royal Aquarium at Westminster. 
and none of them fishy. The place is misnamed. 
Royal Swell Aristocrarium. = Continuance of extra-Parliamentary 
utterances. Paradoxical these, as they are very extra and yet very 
ordinary. = Two men at Sheffield fined ten shillings each for gross 
cruelty to horses. If the sufferers had been asses we could have 


understood the magisterial levity. — M.P. defends the Marquis of | 


Hartington from his calumniators. This reminds us of Balaam’s con- 
versational substitute. — Mr. Disraeli among the Bucks at Aylesbury. 
Looked as if the native butter would be unatfected by his mastication. 
= Remand of one Collie. The other not yet dogged to his kennel by 
the actives and intelligents. — False rumour about Gladstone financing 
for Turkey. Originated in the ex-Premier’s being seen bargaining 
for a set of giblets. Thus great business minds will, even in enforced 
leisure, assert themselves. — Released prisoner writes to Echo 
to express his satisfaction with Holloway’s gaol. Next he'll be giving 
his experiences of Holloway’s pills. — Critic in the Dustpan raves 
about the success of a new piece at the Holborn. But he did that 
exactly three weeks before about an ‘“‘ immense success,” since with- 
drawn. Moral obvious. — Lady Mayoress’s silver wedding. First 


' she married Stone, now she weds silver. 


Was; 
not to explode until they have counted their change and got clear of 


Five hundred elections , 
It should be the 


Ir’s THE FOURTH TIME THIS WEEK, YOU DISGRKACEFUL 


BEEN PAID SITSHPENSH AN HOUR TO SHTAND OUTSIDE ESHETER ‘ALL 


We trust she will con- 
tinue on till the golden age is reached. = Publication of our Annual. 
Great event of the Fleet-street year. Purchasers are requested 


the premises. 


Bill of Fare for the 5th. 


Fish: Devilled Hoisters, with sauce au petard. 
Piéce de résistance : 
Game: Woodcocks 
The 


Sovp: Pot-au-Feu. 
Entree: Pattes de souris, with sauce 4 la minuit. 
House of Commons sautée, sauce 4 la péle-méle. 
in their own springe. Café aux Enfers and Gunpowder Tea. 
whole to be consumed with guy forks while quite hot. 


No Encouragement. 


A woman, whose husband has on four separate occasions tried to set 
fire to her, attended at the General Hospital at Birmingham the other 
day. Some men are awfully unfortunate, no matter how they perse- 
vere. 


Organic Matter. 


Some one advertises for a ‘‘ common street organto hire.’ What 
a waste of money when he can buy the Exglishman for twopence ! 
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THE TURKISH HUMPTY-DUMPTY. 


A VERY BAD EGG, WITH A WORSE PER SCENT. 
J. Bul:—“AS IF YOU WOULD HAVE SOILED YOUR FINGERS WITH THAT MESS, GLADDY!”’ 











—— 
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GEREMY GYPES THE GYNGLER. 
A Puarntivety PLotTiess PANEGYRIC. 
EREMY GYPES 


was what you 
might fairly call 
one of the old 


school—the good 
old school, which 
is now, alas! be- 
coming rapidly 
extinct. There 
can be no doubt 
about his belong- 
ing to this good 
old class, for you 
see he lived in the 
good old times, 
and couldn’t help 
it. Otherwise he 
would have done 
so as a matter of 
course if anybody 
had wished, for he 
was good, was 
Geremy, and al- 
ways ready to 
oblige on the 
shortest notice. 
Gentlemen’s own 
materials made up, 
debts _ collected, 
and discount al- 
lowed on taking a 
quantity. That's 
the sort of man 
was Geremy 
Gypes the Gyn- 
gler. 

Goodness was, in the days of which I write, an excellent recom- 
mendation. Things have changed since then, and ability is rather in 
the way now, unless accompanied by gold and diamonds, bank-notes, 
crossed cheques, or stamps as cash. The credit system is dead now, 
alas and a-welladay! Geremy was as good as gold, and was therefore 
rich as things went then, before intolerance and stupidity had intro- 
duced a system of P. Y. C., which makes the possession of money im- 
peratively necessary to the comfort of even the greatest minds. I 
have often felt the inconvenience of this present style myself; 
and so perhaps it was as well for Geremy that he did belong to his 
own peried and not to mine. And, oh! what a real good man I should 
have been if my lot had been cast then instead of now. How I would 
have culled the cream off all the early jokes, and been considered 
clever ! 

Geremy was very fond of animals, especially of those that are dumb, 
for he couldn’t brook contradiction—a thing he was much subject to 
from his human contemporaries. Fain would I tell how he gradually 
removed himself from the haunts of men, owing to the vexations his 
proud spirit experienced when doubts now and then were cast upon 
him, and how he more and more became a lover of the lower 
animals. Even—as you will see—in those good old times a man 
was not without his sorrows; and when I think of this I begin to be 
reconciled to the present day. Fain, also, would I show how it was 
that Geremy gradually fixed his affections upon an aged owl, and 
related all his best stories to it. Up to that time the owl was a brisk 
and lively bird, singing like the nightingale, and basking in the mid- 
day sun at noon. To be an owl then was to bea child of nature. 
But the effect of Geremy’s narratives was such, that as the bird took 
in the words of wisdom he became sad and solemn, and a reflectiveness 
crept over him which made him shun the day, and prefer to observe 
the world as it stands revealed under the glazing glimpses of the moon 
on Mondays. And as this owl became, so all subsequent owls have 
been made to pattern, in form and shape, in manners and customs; 
and they are sad and thoughtful unto this day, in proof of my correct- 
ness and the effect of Geremy Gypes’s communications. 


Much would I like to inform the anxious reader how it was that all 
this took place, as well as why and wherefore. Also it would have 
been but right to let those bound to be interested know what was meant 
by the mysterious title of Gyngler. This was indeed Geremy 
Gypes’s greatest recommendation when I commenced a narrative 
which would have been, oh! so startling, had I only been allowed to tell 
itin full. But an exact and exacting editor says that I have already 
used up quite sufficient space; that if I give much more of this the 
readers will become like unto Geremy Gypes's owl, and that even if I 
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did tell it all, it happened so long ago no one would care to know 
about it. 

Such is the scoffing manner in which the profundities of history are 
treated in these modern days—such the sorrows of the solemn story- 
teller. And so the very essence of fond research has to be omitted, 
and the world will never know what a Gyngler was after all. 


—_——-—.—- ee 


A HEADLESS BODY. 


By our Lunatic LAuREATR. 


Tue duke within his office sat—his office at Whitehall, 
And to him came his aide-de-camp, in answer to Ais call. 
Dismay was on the ducal face and in the dueal eye, 

For war on us had been declared—the enemy was nigh. 


‘Ride forth, ride forth, my aide-de-camp, go gallop far.and wide, 
And summon all our officers,” the gallant chieftain cried ; 

‘‘'The Chinamen are off our shores, and waiting for the night ; 

Go bid them hold their regiments in readiness to fight.’’ 


That aide-de-camp he galloped forth and did a tidy round, 
But not a single officer in barracks could be found ; 

For some of them had gone to jail, for very awful crimes, 
And some of them had got the sack for writing to the Zimes. 


———— 


To foreign lands a lot of them had had to sneak away 

For forgery, and felony, and chiselling at play. 

And some of them had been disgraced for quarrelling at balls, 
Or drunkenness and rioting at London musie halls. 


Away, away, more distant still, the jaded rider flew. 

At last on barracks down at Hythe he came on one or two; 

But when they heard the order read they merely muttered, “ I’shaw! 
We've got a new Lieutenant, and we're giving him a ‘ draw.’ 


‘““ We've played a lot of nasty tricks to make the beggar wild, 
We mean to hit him on the nose to try and get him riled— 
We'll knock him down and jump on him, to see if he-can fight : 
Oh don’t you see we cannot come, we're all so jolly tight.”’ 


Thus they chaffed the weary messenger,.and offered:him some beer, 
But he only took a little sip to check the rising tear ; 

Then he galloped back to London just to tell his noble Head—- 

But the duke had finished dinner, and had toddled aff to bed. 


Now the enemy from agents soon the information got 
That the famous British army had gone utterly to pot. 
So in less than half a jiffy they'll be taking us by storm, 
If our military leaders do not speedily reform. 


Virtue its own Reward. 


HANLey proposes having a dog show next week. As though this 
were not enough, when the prior claims of the indigenous dwarfs are 
considered, the local posters state that prizes will be given consisting 
of “‘ works of art and virtue, manufactured in the district.””, Looking 
at the matter from a Casual point of view, we should say they would 
be at Hanley quite unable to produce a work of art equal to the 
brilliant narrative of last year, or a specimen of “ virtue’”’ to match 
the dignified virtue of necessity which caused the collapse of “ our 
own Commissioner.” 


‘‘ When the Wine is in——.” 

‘“‘ Aun!” said Mrs. Pralamop the other day as she was looking down 
the advertisements, ‘‘speechiality sherry! I spose, now, that’s the 
drink most ip use at public dinners among the long talkers.”” The old 
lady hasn’t been so near the mark for many along day—perhaps for 
longer. 


Board Wages. 

AN applicant for a situation at a “‘ board’’ school was astonisbed and 
disgusted when told he would have to “find himself.” So he did— 
outside—at once, and now thinks he prefers the ration-al treatment 
which, while taking care of the mind, is not neglectful of the body. 


Only Bent. 


A NorrineHam paper states that the only property found on a 
drunken sailor when taken to the police-station was his temperance 
pledge. Singularly enough our contemporary does not mention the 
fact of its being broken. e 


Ir-rational. 


Hvunaary is busy considering proposals for next year’s Diet. It 
can’t be very Hungary to put off its Diet all that time. 









‘* Sir! there’s no such thing as acting nowadays. You should have seen ’em 


in my time!”’ 


Now, this is the way Kemble used to see a ghost, Sir.”’ 


A Lovely Notion. 


A pETEcTIVE recently went to sleep while in possession of a prisoner, | 
' and the latter naturally preferred to “finish his cigar outside,’’ and | 
| has not yet returned. On proceedings being taken against the officer | 
' he expressed himself much aggrieved, as * even if he did let his man | 
| go again, he managed to catch him first.” On the oft-expressed | 
principle that ‘Tis better to have loved and lost than never to have | 
loved at all,”’ this man is much more worthy than those members of | 
‘‘ the force '’ who are always *‘ on the track,’ and who never seem to | 
| get an inch beyond it. 


Parlours for Gentlemen. 
Mrs. Jvcors is astonished to read that the Ambassadors of | 
England, France, and Italy have had pour parlers with Count 
| Andrassy in consequence of Turkey’s default. Mrs. J. is sorry, as | 
| gentlemen of position should be reduced to lodging humble together 
| 











through them Turks, but she thinks as newspapers might see to their | 
spelling, which is one of the first apartments of education. 


Nice Slanguage. 
Ong American editor has just stigmatised another as ‘a coarse, | 


corrosive-carminiferous-cankerous carbuncle on the face of nature!” | 
Lf this isn’t hyphenluting tall talk, we should like to see a specimen. 


FUN. 


THE BORE. 


} 
‘“‘Then look at that fellow now, Sir. Theidea of seeing a ghost like that—absurd ! 
| 
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** Look at that bit, now, Sir—that’s not the way todo it! Thisis the way 


Mrs. Siddons used to do it.’’ 





Sir—in the whole course of my life——”’ 


** Now there’s that person again. 








Give a Dog 


TuE Daily Telegraph has followed up its hearsay evidence against 
Henry Wainwright by hinting that he murdered a dog which 
scratched suspiciously above the spot where the celebrated remains 
were afterwards found. The marvellous manner in which our con- 
temporary hankers after dogs almost warrants one in changing the 
name of its symptoms of lunacy from J. T. to Hydrophobia. In the 
interests of science some one should try the cold water experiment 
with the Peterborough-court young men. But mind, there must be 
nothing in it. 


A Stoneishing. 
A FrrncuMAN has been found guilty at Creuze of stoning his wife 
to death, and let off with imprisonment, on account of “ extenuating 
circumstances.” French justice is evidently blind—stoae blind. 


Shady Conduct. 

Tue Home Secretary has declined to interfere with the sentence 

passed on the Hampton Wick Ghost. The Ministry have quite enough 

to do to look after their own phantom reputation. 
By Stockwell. 

Tue four days’ bazear held on behalf of the Stockwell Orphanage 

yielded £4,000. The Orphanage got rid of its stock well. 
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| feit, are most decidedly missing from the latest production at the 
_ Strand, Zhe Doctor's Brougham. Some of our contemporaries -are 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


ANOTHER venture has been made at the subterranean establishment 
known to the public as the Opera Gomique. There are so many 
theatres packed together in this neighbourhood that it was necessary 
the most recently constructed of them should be partly underground, 
so as to fit in; and it is darkly whispered that the initiated in the 
gallery of the Opera Comique may—given a gimlet and an opportu- 
nity—put themselves on an equal footing with the stallites at the 
Globe or the Olympic. We are not surewhich of these two houses 
the experiment mmy be safely.tried on, because, when once down in 
the tunnels we lose all bearings, and have to-be brought up suddenly, 
at the small charge of sixpenee each, by the shower-in and the 
umbrella-protector. But no«matter. ‘Tmat there are advantages 
about this style of building is -evident—one of them being the easy 
opportunity afforded other adventurous lessees‘for the burial of their 
superfluous “pieces.” We-sincerely trust that this having been already 
done for him, Mr. Burnand will inaugurate «a “new era in the history 
of his house, and be as successful .as shis:predecessors have been 
unfortunate; for a man who pours out*the vast treasures of his 
purse and his mind on the sterile spot which has so swiftly swallowed 
up the offerings of others, deserves the good wishes of all who care 
for true British pluck when itias comjoined»with true British humour, 
and that most truly British ofall citatiaas—ctniginality, 


There was on the openingynight-at ‘the: Opera Comique what is 
called by dramatic reportersvof the- order a brilliant and 
fashionable audience. That is, there-was ‘the conventional gathering 
of first night friends, and their friends, who talk through the best 
part of the piece, and then compensate for this, and pay for the favour 
ot their seats, by rapturous and undiscriminating applause. This 
arrangement is in no way peculiar tosthe Opera Comique, only the 
large number of friends Mr. Burnand possesses made it more than 
usualy observable. Proof Positive is mot without a considerable 
amount of merit, but we hardly care.to subscribe to the title—comedy— 
which its author has bestowed on it. Yet, if it errs on the score of 
plot—which is an impossibility, supported by a sequence of utter 
absurdities—it by no means leads into error by means of its dialogue, 
which, with one or two hlttle exceptional passages, is quite free from 
cifenee or impertinence. Asa burlesque upon modern comedy, Proof 
Lositive would have taken high honours, and the cessation of interest 
at the end of the second act would have been an excellent instance 
of the author’s powers of travestie, whereas, under present circum- 
stances, we «re only able to regret for the sake of the comedy—if it is 
to be regarded as a comedy—that it didn’t end there. As there is a 
great deal of laughter to be obtained from Proof Positive, perhaps the 
anti-climax doesn’t matter, and really Mr. Burnand deserves every 
credit for the manner in which he has selected his “ team,” or his 
“squedron,’’ or whatever in a spcrto-nautical comedy his company 
should be called. Mr. W. J. Hill, a true and thorough artist, who has 
gradually made his way to the front rank without puffery or 
patronage, we are indeed glad to find in company with so sound an 
all-round actor as Mr. Flockton. Mr. George Clarke is, despite his 
music-hall make-up, an acquisition to the English boards, and while 
Miss Ada Lester gives good promise, Miss Oliver and Mrs. Leigh 
Murray fully redeem all claims made on them by old admirers. Of 
the other performers we would-rather say nothing, more especially as 
we wish to take leave of the Opera Comique in a good temper, and to 
hone for Mr. Burnand every possible success in his new undertaking. 
No one can doubt the fitness of the Agricultural Hall for Prome- 
nade Ooncerts, and if the present series has not been hitherto as 
successful as it might be, this is more because of the novelty of the 
venture than from any shortcoming on the part of the management. 
The music is well selected and capitally performed, and if the men of 
Merrie Islingt’n, and the women as well, would only rally round 
‘real native talent,’ they might-save themselves much expenditure 
of bus-fare and shce-leather when in search of enjoyment. With 
concerts at the Agricultural, Mohawks in the smaller hall close by, 
and Offenbach and Co. at the Philharmonic, the inhabitants of this 












venturing fortb from their own wilds and fastnesses. 


The finer points of English grammar, and the distinctions which 
mark the difference between an educated man and his counter- 


unduly severe about this trifling omission, for, of course, if.the 
managemen’, or any part of it, bad cqn:idered grammar . an 
esscatial to success, a coupleof pen or!h would have been ordered at 
once. Orities forget that comfort and convenience have always been 
consulted at this house, beforesuch minor matters, and that no expemee 
nen ag been spared to make Hann Setterer, Hanm Setterer, Han n/; 
Soferth. : 

For Monday next Mises Emily Mott announces her thirdOencertat | 


aélinguent Jren Dake. 


THE PIOUS ABBOT OF SCPHALDYNG. 


A Curious BaLLapD. 


Tus Abbot was fat, the Abbot was fair, 
Lhe Abbot he sat inthe council hall, 

And, cushioned at ease in a great arm chair, 
He sat there to judge both great and small. 


In came the bold henchmen—one, two, and three, 
And took up: their stand by the great man’sachair ; 

Then in camethe wardens in state and degmee, 
Each with his crown shaven clean ofits hair. 


Then guards with their pikes, and guards-with their bows, 
And sentries and gaolers. with chain, lock and key, 
Marched thro’ in good order, and stood up in rows ; 
The wicked were coming for justice, you see. 


Six stalwartiand brave with their pike and their spear 
Marched invall so bold with a culprit. there — 

A shrivelledbold man thatrtottered with fear ; 
Yet heowas.aruffian,-and guarded with care. 


And what was his crimé ? Oh! black as could be— 

In the Abbey's broad woods he had stolen some sticks ; 
He was found with a bundle:close under a tree — 

The mumberf pieces they counted was six. 


‘« Six pieces of wood from the Abbey’s fair grounds !|”’ 
(The\Abbot he very nigh fainted outright) 

‘* My ears are achast with the terrible sounds— 
Suchwwicked depravity shocks me quite! 

“‘ Sixpieces Of woodsdid he steal, d'ye say ? 
Forevery piece givethim twenty-one ycars 

In a dungeon dark ;——~come take him away, 
Weewon't hear a word or notice his tears. 


‘“* Now'take him awayiand bring in the next ;” 
And this was a gemtleman, gallant and bold, 
Bowddidn by the usher. ‘lhe clerk read the text— 
Heid only been Shooting a poacher, we're told. 
‘Lhepeacher he diéd-ofthis wounds it is true, 
“Butrhe»was:a féllowf low degree— 
A stealer of gam6!—The Abbot said, “ Phoo! 
’T was mere self-defence, and, my lord, you're free.” 
* ov * & ” ” 
And now a strange commotion seemed to come 
Among the audience of the justice hall ; 
All with affrighted gaze and whispering hum 
Stood trembling lest some evil might befall. 
The doors flew wide, the guards came marching in, 
Twelve stalwart men stood round the culprit there ; 
The Abbot sat with hand upon his chin, 
And wondered such a sinner should be fair. 


The clerk he shuddered as he read the scroll, 
The warders and the priests cast up their eyes, 
The gruff old gaoler on the floor did roll ; 
The Abbot scowled, and looked up to the skies. 


He glared, and then his purple robe he tore— 
His brows went over his cranium crown ; 
The wicked child standing close by on the’ floor 
Had pulled a young sprig of geranium down. 
“QO, wicked depravity! deep-dyed sin— 
O, woe for the child, heart. aching and tears ;— 
Woe, woe, for the days that so badly begin! 
To prison, now, take her for furty years.” 
The Abbot he sighed: the sentence is mild— 
I know I do err on humanity's side— 
But I never could be severe on a cbild, 
And gentleness now for her sake.must be tried. 


The prisoner was led from the court to her cell, 
The Abbot he wept as he looked at the door; 

‘* In charity, love, and in peace let us dwell, 
In helping and blessing the poor ever Moore.” 


“The Best of Buffers. 


Board: enuld but be :distributed ene to each 


Tue first:-result of the Admiralty minute om the lessdf the Vanguard 
+has been the.attempted destruction of the Black Prince bythe already 
Fortunately the‘#rinee was dhle”to withstand 
‘the shoek, as it isetid a good old Tory officer's headmreceived the brunt 
of the blow and proved an exeelient -fender. ‘Fenders, ‘by the way, 
ane;wanted just sow more than defenders in our navy, and a“ the 

vessel of an 


St. James's! Hall, and, if wemay judge of the future by the«pastyor | inenclatificet, their density and non-condutti ied a " 
by the programme, with every prospect ofi success. (| deat a ae ting pow agit 
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Employer :—‘‘ Good MORNING, WILLIAM, HOW ARE YOU? AND HOW'S YOUR POOR OLD MOTHER?” 
William :-—* Wru1, stn, I pon’t KNow; I DON’T LIVE WITH THE OLD WOMAN Now; I’vE GoT LODGINGS OF MY OWN. (Pause.) Bet 
I won't 8EB HER WANT!”’ Employer :—“‘ Au, PBRHAPS THAT'S WHY YOU MOVED AWAY!” 
THE PENNY DREADFUL. | a handsome fur boa, which, in order to be displayed to the best 


“« Bur then, | it was such a beautiful creature!’ advantage, was negligently, but not ungracefully, posed upon «a 


The speaker was a pure and guileless girl, of some three-and-forty 
summers, and the person addressed—a mature blonde of ninety, or 
thereabouts— was enga in the sweet maternal task of arranging the 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| “ QUITE TOO MOVING.” 
| 
| 


recherché clothes-prop of the very latest pattern. Besides the various 
Jétes, balls, and drums Miss Deceivem was in the habit of daily 
resorting to, there was yet another establishment where the delicious 
penny pie of boyhood’s days was diurnally discussed. But memory 























wild luxuriance of the Siberian tresses of her darling and only child. ; 
Mrs. Deceivem, the mother of our heroine, was left a widow at the refuses to be coerced, and as this boa turns eut to be not a boa at all, 
oni e of fourscore. Her husband havine died intestate she had | DUt @ tom-cat fresh from the tiles, and destined for the deglutition of 
: oo os ho seman tn fall possession ig his estate by the kind the daintily pie’ous, we must conclude with the remark that, up to the 
consideration of his numerous relatives, who, after a somewhat close pune gems gy = mae e been a to find a more fitting 
and protracted investigation, very generously forbore the priority of | “°*™™4H0n S Gee] 60 REROHy. Commanen. 
their claim—shrewdly observing that shey were not the men to deprive peg 
the widow of her mite. Fine Phrasery. iis 
:, Since her bereavement Mrs. Deceivem had mainly supported | BisHor Fraser asserts that the Patriarch Abraham was as fine a 
: herself by the means of that department of original literature known as | S°Dtleman as the first in Manchester! Possibly; but what > oS 
7 the Scrieve, or begging-letter plant. This, supplemented by her claim | Dination! A Christian complimenting a Jew on his Gentileity ! 
. | of having seen better days, not only enabled her to realize a very | ee eo 
. j ‘| handsome competence, but gave her the entrée to the choicest society | Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 
Be of the period. | TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1876. 
1 ae At the time our story opens, towards the close of an intensely warm Wace, wr Teer Giana 
day in the latter part of December, mother and daughter—surrounded by | a Pia 
‘all the elegant and luxuriant refinements of a fashionable back kitchen CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
| —-were engaged in the not unpleasing task of discussing the merits of Full-page Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 

4 GC. BRANDAUER & CO,'S New registered “ press As Supplied to the | 
series’ of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 7 
peige Mees serial essen organ peo Muha PEST 
select the pattern best suited to your hand. PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. : 

\ 





LAUNDRESS 
Commom, and Published (for the Proprietor) xt 90, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, Oct. 30, 1875. 


CAUTION,.—I/ Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch 
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RAIN-WATER ON THE BRAIN. | 





A MELANCHOLY person, with an aspect as of blight, Oh, drinking very deeply had he been from sorrow’'s cup, } 
Was straying very sadly, and his coat was buttoned tight. And dismally he grumbled at his “‘ gingham” (which was up). ; 
. 








al ee en ore 


selieving that it did—(although, of course, it didn’t)—rain. To find a happy haven where the weather wasn’t wet. 
The pitying inhabitants discovered that his brains He wandered on (believing that it rained in every spot), j 


He wandered over Africa, Siberia, and Spain, | He wandered on (his sad delusion clinging to him yet), 
Were softened by a residence in England (where it rains). And reached the large Sahara (where the sun is rather hot). 





(Fallaciously believing it was raining even there!) (Or lighted) up a bonfire—just to dry himself a bit. 








A Flight of Fancy. Gilding the Pill. 


Tue magistrates of West Bromwich have been informed that it is} A Lapy advertises for “‘a companion (not a servant) to do the house- 
the common custom of the inhabitants of Overend to kill cats and eat | work. Pocket money (but no salary) given.’’ She omits to mention 
them. Perhaps these peculiarly appetited people are consanguineously | fish breakfasts (red herrings), and hot dinners (baked potatoes), and 
connected with the Overend-Gurneyts who lived so many years on | the use of a suite of apartments (back kitchen and scullery) among the 


kites. But we're hardly “ fly”’ to it yet. 





advantages of her delightful situation. 


But he muttered, ‘“ Well, I never!’’ and he murmured, “I declare!’ | And when I last perceived him in the Desert he had lit ij 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Nov. 3, 1875. 
[Carroon. ] 


SONG FOR THE FIFTH. 


On, please to remember, 
This fifth of November, 
That Darnley repents, and is not 
Toturn out the yeomen 
Whe scorn the ill omen 
Of patronage, treason, and plot. 


Oh, please to remember, 

This fifth of November, 
Though Darnley repents of his ways 
Vile pressure be tried on— 

He can’t be relied on 
Foreven the shortest of days. 


Oh, please to remember, 
This fifth of November, 
What Kent was in days long ago! 
Then, then she had brave sons, 
She boasts now but slave sons— 
Serfs, proud their debasement to show! 


A NEW 


To public expression 
This vile retrogression 
Gives way. Thus thetriumph of Fun. 
But we'll always remember 
This fifth of November, 
And how that Guy Darnley was done. 


_——9—— 
Tuat there is a good deal of difference between poetry and plain 
every-day prose, between the theory of heroism’s reward and its matter- 
of-fact practice, has just been very decidedly shown by the Balaclava 
B-nquet. Poets have sung. and essayists and novelists have strung 
column upon column regarding the deeds of these brave fellows, who 
live in spite of the officialism which during the disastrous Crimean 
Campaign was the Russians’ best friend,—whose gallant charge, mur- 
derous mistake though it was, is the one sweet recollection of that 
most unhappy time. It seems hard to believe now, that our soldiers 
were allowed to starve and perish of neglect in the midst of plenty; a 
fresh war would, however, soon revive the reminiscence and the fact 
as well. Twenty years ago a handful of soldiers performed the most 
brilliant cavalry exploit the world ever saw. A few weeks back it 
was proposed to commemorate the deed, in true English fashion, by a 
dinner. But the distance of twenty years was in this case quite the 
| reverse of enchanting to the view, and subscriptions came in as slowly 
+s though the affair were a charity and the subscribers bound to be 
clergymen. At a time when these gallant war-worn veterans looked 
like paying for their own dinner or going without, a “‘ banquet” was 
offered them on condition that they became part of an advertised 
attraction at the Alexandra Palace, and the best proof of how remu- 
nerative the speculation provea is in the fact that thirty thousand 
people are said to have paid their shillings to obtain a sight of those, 
the record of whose deeds alone drew next to nothing. We are not 
able to say whether these warriors on show felt the slight that was 
passed upon them by the coolness of officers who preferred to take 
their dinner uncontaminated by the presence of plebeians, nor do we 
care much. We regret, however, very considerably to find such gal- 
lantry being made the opportunity for a raree-show, and to know that 
men well worthy of a national banquet were fed as a speculation, 
Rut there is even worse than this, which is, that to the Daily Telegraph, 
the Jolice News, and similar organs, are due all thanks for having 
instructed the public in the matter, and secured what recognition was 
given to our bravestsold'ers, who, so far. seem to have got a goed deal 
less out of the opportunity than any others concerned therein. Such 
is fame in the latter portion cf the nineteenth century. Who would, 
after this, care to be ambitious! 


Ex-streamly Diverting. 

Tue chaplain of Pentonville Prison suggests that convicta should be 
utilized “in diverting sewage from the pollution of London rivers.” 
Apart from the objections which the temperance party would raise to 
criminals having a drain together, there is nothing to hinder the 
project being put into execution. Prisoners may as well be poisoned 
as starved to death. 


Lumps of Delight. 
AmonG the “ losts’’ in a Hackney paper are advertised ‘two gold 
ladies’ rings.” Surely it was hardly worth while advertising when so 
much of the precious metal was still left to the advertiser! 


FUN. 
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MORE STORIES FROM THE RANKS. 
This time by the Rank Duffers. 





Tue Story or Mixe Mircus_ti THe MALuzrKY. 


Ir was just after the @rimean War, and brother Bill had ‘listed and 
gone out to India, when I thought it would bea good time to enter 
the militia. Thinks I, we can’t be ordered om foreign service, and 
there's a scarcity of regulars to gladden the hearts of the sweet servant 
maids; besides it’s easier than work, and the profession of arms was 
always honourable. So I took the bounty, and was embodied with 
about twenty other fine gallant young fellows from our quarter, most 
of whom had previously served the Queen in the Millbank Malin- 
gerers or the Coldbath Fields Contingent. We knew that duty called us 
and we must obey, and so we started gallantly forth, cheered by the 
knowledge that beer-money and ’bacca would reward us when once 
we had muster at Hampstead. The recollection of that gal- 
lant day will never be forgotten by me. Proud of our newly-won 
decorations, and flushed with the success of subsidisation, we marched 
across the famous Heath on our homeward way, determined to do or 
die in the cause of freedom and the Middlesex Militia. Suddenly we 
came upon some excursionists and donkey men—then came our oppor- 
tunity. One of the excursionists—mind, of this I am positive—one of 
the excursionists said something offensive. If he didn’t he looked as 
if he would like to—and worse, far worse, one of the donkeys brayed. 
Could this be borne by true-bern British Militiamen? No, perish 
the thought! There were twenty of us, and only five of them; but 
then they had their donkeys, while we were afoot and unfriended. 
Silently, and with the determination of the desperate, we undid our 
crossbelts, spat on our hands, and with: one common consent dashed 
upon our mounted foemen. The struggle, though fierce, was not 
of long duration. Thrice were we beatem back, but thrice did we 
return to the charge, and eventually but one donkey was left to tell 
the tale of the militiamen’s revenge and the excursionists’ expulsion. 
Of my own share in this exploit I will say nothing, but it is only fair 
to those of my companions still at large to ask for them some recogni- 
tion. There are not many of us now; for, what with the cat and old 
Calcraft, ourranks have been wofully thinned since the day we marched 
in triumph across:‘the Heath, and did the deed. of fame. 





Tue Srory or Sam SimMons THE SLOP. 


I had been in the Force I think abeut two years, and my night duty 
had brought. in rather a pretty penny, to say nothing of watches, 
lockets, and that kind of little when one night as I was a 
standing on my beat wondering whether it wouldn't be as well to 
have a turn in till the drunk and incapable began to turn out——. 
Turn in and turn out, d'ye see? There's nothing like a joke to 
lighten up a serious story. Well, as I was saying, I was just thinking 
about having a turn-in, when who should I see coming along but a 
civilian, and a regular swell he was too. Just then an old woman of 
the common tramp kind went mouching past, and to keep my hand 
in, I gave her a shake by the neck and back hair, a good kick 
behind, and asked her why she didn't move on. Would you believe 
it !—but this blessed civilian actually stopped, and calling me—me, a 
police officer on his own beat—a cowardly ruffian, threatened to report 
me. Genius we are told is general all-round ability directed into one 
channel, and on that night 1 possessed true genius, for all my thought 
was how to circumvent the swell. I knew there was nothing like being 
first, so drawing my staff at once, I gave him a mild reminder across 
the nose to prove how desperate he was, broke his hat in to show 
he had been riotous, threw him in the mud and knocked his head on 
the curb to show he was: drunk—and then sprang my rattle for 
assistance. And yet that fellow wasn’t grateful when, next morning, 
after I and X, Y, and Z had shown the bruises on our persons to his 
worthy worship, he was let off with a fiver and the damage to our 
clothes; but actually declared he'd lost his watch and four-pound ten 
in gold. I don’t believe he ever had any. 





Tue Srory or CHaRLBy CULLEY THE CABMAN. 


The reason why I prefer to drive a four-wheeler is because I’m 
blighted in my hopes of life, and shofuls are a lot too high-flying and 
aristocratic for me now. I’ve never been well since I did a good 
turn for a fellow about four years ago come Boxing fortnight, and got 
nothing by it. I used to drive him often, and he was always very 
affable like and pleasant, and generally gave me sixpence over the 
regulation fare with sometimes a drop of something as well. That 
was his artfulness. Well, one morning I drove him into the City, and 
was crawling along after I had set him down looking for a fresh fare, 
when I heard “ Hi! hi!” and saw him I’d just left coming along at full 
pelt. So I stops, and he says, ‘‘Cabman,” says he, ‘“‘I ve left a very 
valuable bag in your cab.” We looked, and there sure enough it was 
on the seat, where I'd never once noticed it. He took it, walked off, 
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and never 80 much as said a word about rewarding me for my honesty. 
This want of enco 
gave up shofulling and took to this growler. 
honesty’s the best policy. Yah! 


And yet they say 





Tur Srory or Davg DuMmPLING THE DerTsEcrTIvVE. 


From information received I went straight to his-house, and made 
him get out of bed, and come along with me atone, He asked me 
what it wasall about, and pretended he didn’t iemow why I wanted 
him—as if I «was to be put off with such aréfiilmets after all my 
experience. His wife and children clung aroumtl ‘him .and had a 
regular scene, trying all the while to make me ‘believe that it was 
a mistake, and that his was altogether another name, and I was 

disgracing a respectable house and family. They were in fact quite 
objectionable, and he almost went so far as to a show of resisting 
the majesty ofthe law. Finding this, [ tyr the darbies on him, 
sent for two men in uniform, and refused to let him haveacab. It’s 
no use humouring folks that brag about their xespectability, and 
almost ‘resist a detective in the execution of his duty. So we led him 
along, and the crowd followed, and when we d get him safély lodged 
in the station-house, blowed if two friends of hisditn’t comein and 
| swear to his identity as another man after all—the man he said he 
was, The mistake was in the number of the houseyanthas if this wasn't 
aggravating enough to one who does his duty wilband eonscientiously, 
the other culprit had in the mean’ . Well, oneean only 


quite 


Ate’ - im i and get intotrouble it iisn’t | 
do ‘his "best; if fools wild interfere and ge "Wl Now Bir being ‘a man of considerable habit wf body, 
|| Shese violent fits of. " ‘were gonerally followed by an iments: 


fault. 


(‘The Bilitor‘trusts it will be observed that the spelling and #tyle a 
these stories have ‘been altered ‘to suit ‘the requirements of :refineil 
readers. ‘The ing is ‘but swample from a largestock. Plenty 
more sped Sell Seendionongiios’thom.| 


THE HARDEST BLOW. 


O Danner, Bail of ancient race, 

Wou've tone:an-action mean and base, 
‘Whose story will outlive you. 

So low you've sunk, a flippant sheet 

Insults you—grovels at your feet;— 
Then offers to forgive you. 





Your fellows’ scorn, the nation’s jeer, 
Were hard enough for you to hear ; 
Yet fiercer torments rend you, 
Unless your soul be dead to shame, 
When organs of such dubious fame, 
With sickly gush defend you. 


Augspuriousness, 


We have received a telegram from our sporting correspondent, 
which is dated Newmarket, and runs thus :—Gigantic Success !— 
Augspur right again !—Win and a place!—Sutton and Grey 
Palmer !—Poetry and Prediction !—Send ch——. Here it abruptly 
ends; but a subsequent message informs us that Augspur has been 
seized by the emissaries of the Jockey Club and detained as an 
impostor. Whether the offence consists in his calling himself 
Augspur, or in his being Augspur, we cannot at present say. Also, if 
they should succeed in substantiating the charge, we do not know 
whether they will consider him worthy of reward or fit for condign 
punishment. Judging, however, by the published reports in the 
sporting papers, and elsewhere, of this august body's doings, we 
should think they would be most favourably inclined to our man if he 
be really guilty. We fully expect to hear of his election to a steward- 


ship before long. 


—_ 0 ———————————————E—E—E——E——————————————————_Srlrlss—sSS — — 
_ ~ 


In a magazine published ostensibly for the benefit of the young, we 
| see it. stated that on Binsey Common there was once an elm-tree 
‘“‘ which was six yards in diameter, that is, thirty-six feet from bark to 
bark.” Perhaps there was an echo about there which answered to 


} 
Elm-entary Intelligence. 
{ 
| . 
the bark, and helped to complete the double distance. Who knows! 
> 





Wool I Never! 


Rumovrs are rife of an extraordinary entes by the civic 
authorities. It is said they are about to remove Stone from the 
Mansion House, and fill up the space with Cotton. 


That Swear it is! 
A Briurnoscatr fish-fag is only another name for a blasphemale. 





t quite broke me down, and I soon after 

































THE JUDGE'S JOKE. 


Sir Horwewar Coombs was a judge Whose dair fame the mos 
daring of contemporary dlanders had never ‘hail dhe to josth. 
For upwards of thirty years the eat.qpon the Bengh, ‘the Bar, antl tho 
Jury, with the greatest satidfadtion‘to.himeelf and tiie Gresser. His 
wig had never been pushed baék im the exeitement of , ed 
peroration, his eyebrows had never doscuntiallin henedh dniliguation a 
the deeds of one of gentle birth, tho pettydhetaileof zight and Law 
had never been allowed to obtrude themadives in ‘his ‘beautifully 
balanced brain, when his horses were waiting.in Ghe edld to 
take him to the abode @f this #@holarly leisure. Po sum p,the had 
ever been a judge of goer eng and good wine, antl‘he-en the 
eutire approbation of himsedlf, and the respect of thousaniis had 
never been brought into cemtast with him. If he had one amiable 
weakness it was an imdb ‘to ‘be overcome with emdtion when he 
assumed the black cap. He could weep with the fair maiilen who 
bade him appraise her blighted affections; he could sigh with the 
fraudulent merchant whose ill-stesrell speculations ‘had tht his 
plate to the hammer anil ‘his Joril#hip to the painful posigion of 
sentencing an old ‘frienil to expatriation ; ‘but the never 
could tell a man ¢o.go and ‘be:hangetlwithout thinking of # joke he 
once made when ihe was «barrister. And then, to the — of the 
culprit, he would — cout “hanged by the neck,” give a 
aaa ‘merriment, winding up with a spasmodic 


ec 


co 


Gtely ensuing state depression, during which his lortighip lost 
consciousness, and was compelled to lie down under his desk:till the 
‘fit had passed away. It need scarcely be remarked that in.eOourt so 
well ordered as his, care-was taken that the judicial failing should 


not detract from ‘the dignity of justice. Having given im @ verdict 


| @f wilful murder, the jury would bow and retire, the public and the 


‘reporters would be tequesteill ‘to withdraw, and the officidls would 
adjourn to an ee for the given ‘time of his 
Jordship’s unfortunate at 

Only upon the earsef thewtlprit in the dock did the grim merri- 
ment of the ermineiavenger fall, and it was frequently ‘the sontlemned 
wretch’s task to bathe his Jorilship’s brows, and restore himrtothat self- 
consciousness and ‘eredt position upon his seat which alone woulibwarrant 
the reappearance df'the other eomponent parts of the Court. He never 
told the joke. Pired with ble inquisitiveness, manya:murderer 
had endeavoured in ‘the; of that half-hour to wring iit fram the 
prostrate functionary, ‘but never yet had one succeeded. ‘ome were 
pained by curt refusal, others were tantalized by politic prewatication : 
all were hanged with an ungratitied curiosity. But Nemesis, which 
has a Kenealyish disdain for judges, wasat hand. It chaneed that one 
day a guesser of acrostics had murdered the editor of a paper who 
refused to confine his columns entirely to this delicate literary refresh- 
ment. The accused was brought before Sir Holloway, tried, and 
accommodated with a verdict of guilty. The ordinary programme of 
the court was duly followed. The judge, previous to passing the 
sentence, mentioned the fact that he had once made a joke which 
always returned to him under these painful circumstances—explained 
his little subsequent peculiarities, and, begging the gentleman's 
indulgence, assumed the black cap with the usual accompaniments 
and result. 

But this time the proceedings were marred by unusual conduct on the 
part of the prisoner. Declining to swoon or weep after the prevalent eti- 
quette of the locality, he insisted, in the calmest manner possible, on being 
made acquainted with the so potent joke, in order, as he ingenuously 
put it, that he might send it in the form of an acrostic to the editorial 
successor of his victim. The judge declined to emerge from his 
syncope, the prisoner refused to accept his prostrate position and 
comatose condition as an excuse for his reticence, and determined to be 
revenged. Divesting himself rapidly of his attire, he proceeded to 
unmake the toilette of his lordship, and donned the official garments 
himself. Then he rapidly clothed his inanimate oppressor in the 
habiliments he had dotted, and stuck him in an upright position in the 
corner of the dock. He had scarcely seated himself upon the throne 
when the officials re-entered, and seizing (as was their custom) the 
person in the dock by the hair, dragged him away to the condemned 
cell. The false judge left by the private entrance, and was heard of 
no more. The real judge came rapidly to his senses in the privacy 
of his dungeon, but the shock to his system was so t when he 
found out what had happened, that he never could call the joke to mind 
again, and was able to do the customary snivel with the greatest ease 
ever afterwards. 

This teaches us that though we may set fashion at defiance for 
years, eventually the wrong man may be found in the right place ; 
for judges can no more afford to spurn conventionality than the 
stupidest guesser of acrostics that ever walked out of a side-door 
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SYMPATHY. 


First Gentle Peasant :—“‘ ARN'T SBEN ‘OnNAIL BILLY LATELY, ’AVE YEW, GAARGE?”’ 


9 


Second G. P.:—‘* Noa, I arn't, cos ’8’VE GOT THREE WEEKS FOR TRYING TO KILL HIS OLD WOMAN! 
First G. P. :—“ Lor, ’ow ’arp. But I ARn’T SEEN HER ABOUT NBITHER!”’ 








Second G. P.:—* Noa, AND ARN'T LIKELY; SHB'VB GOT SIX MONTHS’!” Third G. P. :—“ Wuat Fur?” 
Second G. P.:—* Wuoy, PUR TRYING TO KILL HERSELF ARTBR BiLLy ’AD DONE WITH HER!” Omnes :—“* AND SARVES ’ER ROIGHT!”’ 
What though the gallant officers who'd shared the fearful fray, 

A BALACLAVA BLUNDER. From eating with the rank and file turned haughtily away ! 
Tue heroes sat around the board within the palace halls, What though Lord Paget took the chair elsewhere that very night, 
And tattered trophies of their fame hung thick around the walls ; And Lucan spoke about the feed in terms of smothered spite ! 
They’d pushed their way amid the cads who'd paid a bob a head Was not Sir Edward Lee prepared to come out extra strong, 
To mob the men who, years ago, had nobly fought and bled. And make a speech arranged to be about a column long? 
The heroes rushed from ill-bred stares and inconvenient cheers Alas! in spite of speech and song and banquet bumper crowned, 
To fight their battles once again o er anteprandial beers. Amid that gallant company some thinking men were found, 


On bloody plains in '54, through raining shot and shell, Who heeded not the noisy mirth, but let their fancy stray 
They'd sought the place rude Alfred T. has christened “ Gates of Far off to snowclad Russian lands where many a comrade lay. 


Hell.” These gazed around with honest shame upon the vulgar show 
All undismayed they'd fought their way through Russia’s mighty And sighed, “* What land but ours would dare insult its heroes so!’, 
hordes, SE 
And cut them down like waving corn before their gleaming swords : Jam Satis. 
And aoe when Age had bent their backs, and Time had turned them Mrs. Sroxgs, the widow of the seweeter® captain, has received a 
Tine tank the . : : sum of money from the Admiralty ‘in full satisfaction’”’ of her 
They sat them down, as advertised, to keep the famous day. husband's death. ‘The satisfaction is probably all on the side of my 
Oh, none among that noble band but felt his bosom beat lords, who have so satisfac-torily bought themselves out of a dilemma. 
When Levy sent his chapeau round and organised the treat. SS 
Oh, none but doubly prized the bays that crown a hero’s name Hot Codlins. 
When first upon his senses dawned Sir Edward’s little game. A Lapy named Codlins has been sent to prison at Brighton for biting 
"Twas recompense for all their wounds with acrobats to share a boy’s ear off. New exemplification of the old adage, ‘‘ Codlin spoils 


The power of drawing thousands down to Muswell’s palace fair. a boy.” 
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A “SUGGESTION FOR THE FIFTH. i 


“HOLLO, BOYS! ANOTHER GUY!” AND A REAL ONE THIS TIME, ty 
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““SPECIAL’’ ART. 


An Essay.—Panrr I. 


ON 


hidden interest in everything, including»¢om~- 
monplace objects; and there are a great many 
commonplace objects in this world which are 
full of interest, but which (because of our 
familiarity with them from our childhood) are 
entirely unappreciated till art thus comes te 
their aid. The true way to rescue these objects 
from oblivion is to present them to our minds 
in connection with some unusual or startling 
incident; and the ‘“‘Special Artist on the Spot 
of the illustrated papers greatly patronises this 
beautiful method of rescuing common objects 
from oblivion. For instance, he will make a 
sketch of a post. Now anyone without a 





thorough knowledge of his art would very likely rush off and have } 


his sketch put into the Zhe Three-Farthing Illustrated Startler, 
under the simple title of “A Post,” and the hidden interest of that 
post would be buried for ever; but the “Special Artist” will put 
the sketch in a cupboard, and wait until something particularly 
stirring occurs in some distant land, and then he will bring out his 
post and send it in, to be inserted in the Startler, thus described :— 
‘The Repudiation of the Turkish Debt : a Post near Constantinople.” 
(rg. 1). Then we go and stare at it and exclaim, “‘ How interesting! 
my ! 

By this plan that artist not only does his duty in stimulating in us 

a love for homely things, but also gives himself the advantage of 
preparing a stock of sketches at leisure, in readiness for any unforeseen 
foreign (or otherwise) emergency, on the occurrence of which he can 
at once proceed (in spirit) to the scene of the excitement, and send in 
his works ; and it may be some cynical person will be found who will 
sneer and say—“ Well, it’s a good deal like other posts!” (which is 
no argument against its being like the particular post mentioned) or 
‘Why that road might ha’ bin’ anywhere!” (Which is dragging in 
supposition to controvert fact—one of the meanest items in an 
argument.) 
_ The complete “ Special Artist ” will never waste an intensely exciting 
incident on an object whose latent interest can be brought out by 
association with a merely remarkable one. Thus, ‘ A wild clothes- 
horse” is of itself of sufficient interest 
to rivet the attention, by merely appear- 
ing in connection with a somewhat un- 
usual incident—say, “The Emperor 
William’s Visit to Italy:’ whereas a 
“‘ waistcoat button” would be tame under 
similar circumstances, and requires a 
greater set off, thus :—‘ The Loss of 
the Vanguard: a Waistcoat Button by 
Sunset.” (Fig. 2.) Here it becomes at 
once of thrilling interest, and is asso- 
ciated for ever with history ! 

But if the artist (being short of sketches at a time when a number 
of important incidents happen to be going on in different places 
simultaneously) should be compelled to employ, say, the “ clothes- 
horse’? a second time, that object will require, on this occasion, 
greater outward aid to make it go down than on the first appearance , 
thus :—‘“ The Tragedy in Utopia: Peasants making Faces at a Wild 
Clothes-horse.” This would help it through a second time; but, 
should it be called into requisition a third time, nothing short of a 
encnne Dela or the Capture of the Sea Serpent by the Lord Mayor, 
would do. 






THe Lossor THE’ VANCUARD 
AWAISTCOAT BUTTON BY 
SUNSET !! 





Here are a few common objects which will serve as models for those 
intending to become special artists :— (Fig. 3)—‘‘ A Flat Candlestick ;”’ 
(Fig. 4)—“* Potato-peelings;” and (Fig. 5)—‘‘ Change for Sixpence.”’ 
Let the novice first acquire the art of sketching such objects as these 
—they must be sketched, mind (notdratwn), to prove that they have been 
executed hurriedly, under unfavourable circumstances, and on the spur 
of the moment. Let the lines be somewhat undefined. (The lines in the 
examples are somewhat undefined.) 

Let a page then be arranged, as in the accompanying tabulated 
illustration :— 





I" is the province of art to bring to light the | 
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Hgavinec.—“THE ROYAL VISIT TO INDIA.” 


Saieeiceanenen 








Picture 1. 
‘Om Board the Serapis: Midnight ; 
a Fiat Candlestick. 


Picture 2. 
The Interview with Scindia: 
Potato-Peelings on the Road. 
saint 


b 
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Picrvurs 3. 


Change for Sixpence in‘the 
Punjab. 





And here we have the kind of page which, when inserted in the 
“Indian Number” of the Illustrated Startler, causes the public to 
buy up the copies urtil they are “ out of pri a 

latent interest in simple bits of landscape is also to be made 
very obvious when the “bit” is described ag the scene of some 
stirrmg event. Here is a sketch (from recollection) of a bit of 
Wim Common—(Fig. 6) :— 





ome aa 
oe 


Fic 


6 






Look at it under this title, and how tame it is! But let us put it 
under the heading “The Balaklava Banquet,’ and call it ‘“ Blood- 
stained Gorse Clumps in the Crimea’”’—and sew look at the colour in 
it! Then change it to this. ‘The Riots in Blankshire; Scene of the 
Recent Murder ;” and the desolation of the spot chills one’s blood ! 
a es which we will, if you ara call “ Character Sketches ’’— 
8 es suggesting some partic incident, or presenting’ some 
feature of limited application)—though of less universal dapeebity, 
will be found replete with intrinsic interest and of immense utility 
when some circumstance occurs into which they happen to fit ; and, 
should the J//ustrated Startler chance to possess a sketch of a man or 
an elephant (which it may previously have published under the title 
of “Saturday Afternoon at the 
‘Zoo’”’), how marvellously well will 
that same sketch come in now, de- 
scribed as, ‘A Royal Tiger-hunt 
in India; the Prince on his Ele- 
phant!” And an old block re- 
presenting the Spanish Armada 
would have made the fortune of any 
illustrated print within the last 
month or two, by appearing as 
“The Edith Catastrophe,’ ‘ The 
Mistletoe Disaster,” and the ‘ J’an- 
guard Calamity!” Here is a block 
—(Fig. 7)—which might serve as “The Civilized Newzealander ’ 
or “Dr. Richardson contemplating Hygeia.” 

When it becomes necessary to introduce representations of well- 
known personages as objects of interest we hope we shall not be 
thought presumptuous in offering hints towards a few simple rules, 
the observance of which might render the 
portraits in the Startler, and other papers 
more vivid than at present :—The Prince of 
Wales, Mahomet, and Mr. Whalley should 
(when convenient) be represented with a 
beard (each)—(Fig. 8) — Her Majesty should 
be wearing a crown (this is easily drawn, 
and very effective); the Lords of the 
Admiralty should have long ears; and M. 
Thiers should never be tall and thin. 

These rules can, of course, only be ob- 
served when new sketches are especially 
done for the occasion, but they would 
suffice to lend an air of possibility to the 
statement underneath declaring the per- 
sonages to be so-and-so; and to greater 
perfection of portraiture than this one must not expect the “ Special 
Artist” toattain. When, however, special sketches are not prepared 
it would be as well never to ry the same sketch to represent 
‘His Holiness the Pope” and ‘‘ Mr. Whalley,” or “ Lord Darnley” 
and “‘ A Gentleman.” 
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OH, JACK! 


First Tar :—“ Au, Jack! 11's A DIFFICULT MATTER TO DO ONE'S DUTY 


'*? 


TOWARDS ONE'S NEIGHBOUR NOW-A-DAYs ! 
Second Ditto :—‘* Suivek ME! WHY SO, MATE?” 


First Tar :—Bxcavskt, YB SEE, WE'RE TOLD TO HONOUR AND OBEY ALL 


THEM AS IS PUT IN AUTHORITY OVER US. ADMIRALS, AND CAPTAINS, 


SUCH LUBBERS AS THEM, JAck!”’ 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Lorp Darnuzy kindly consents to pocket his resentment until a 
future occasion. It is to be hoped, however, that he won’t disappoint 
those tenants who would consider themselves honoured by a live lord 
wiping his feet on them. And would “condole with him” on having 
to do it. = Prince of Wales progresses. Never gone so steadily in one 
direction in his life before. — Genoese sailor, named Peter Farrell, 
charged with murder on the high seas. The higherish seas by the 
name, which is more Corkasian than Genoese. — Concentration of a 
million Turkish troops. Natural result of the loosening of a million 
Turkish bonds. = Quashing of a conviction by Middlesex Magistrates. 
Fancy quashing one of the hem-hems by mistake! Probable land- 
slip on the Metropolitan Railway near the Sessions House. = Proposed 
trial of Prussian guns against Woolwich infants. We'd better play 
them at the little game of runemdowns. Much more likely to be 
successful. = Prince Leopold receives the Freedom of the City. 
‘“"Ere’s the ‘ealth and ‘appiness of ‘is royal ’ighness.”” — 
Secondary of London thinks it wrong that his son should be dunned 
for money owing. So, naturally, does Alderman White-wash. But 
of course, Secondary proceedings will now be taken. — Flowers dis- 
charges a joke at a prisoner. Latter at once “‘ goes off” incurable. — 
Professional swimmer charged with deserting his wife. If a man who 
merely swims from Hammersmith to Blackwall will do this, what a 
dreadful fellow Webb must be! Moral: swimming awfully immoral. 
== J). T., astonished at its previous temerity, does a grovel to Lord 
Darnley. It is so good, “ so chivalrous,” of a lord to let his tenant 
stop on and still have a soul of his own. — Squaring up of the French 
Inundation Fund. 
only a Lee-vite after all. — Prodgers again. Mr. D’Eyncourt finds 
it isnot imperative, etc. Ifthey would only D’Eyncourteousness and 
learn, our worthy magistrates would find a lot of their peculiarities 








One of the Good Samaritans seems to have proved | 
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CAPTURED! 


Dear Reaper,—I fain would a secret impart, 
But feel that I lack the right way of expressing it,— 
In short, then, Love’s arrow has wounded my heart— 
| I blush at confessing it. 


Time was when young Eros I boldly defied, 
At lovers I laughed, making terrible fun of them ; 


Their lunatic-freaks I was wont to deride— 
And now I am one of them. 


It’s all through a maiden delightfully fair, 
So pretty and graceful, her manner enraptured me. 
Thus juvenile Cupid waylaid with a snare, 
And cleverly captured me. 


I don't now indulge in satirical sneers, 

Nor grumble at Love’s little pleasures unheedingly,— 
| To pay those attentions sweet woman reveres 

Delights me exceedingly. 


E’en now, as I sit with my paper and pen, 
Her face haunts the desk that I scribble my lays upon, 
And brightens my littery bachelor den— 
So cheerless to gaze upon ! 


Ah me! I fear Love’s an inscrutable thing— 
I’ve vainly endeavoured to fathom the laws of it ; 

No doubt it will end in my buying a ring !— 
To punish the cause of it! 
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Winged Words. 


A NEAR contemporary writing about a recent poultry 
show speaks of a curiosity of speculative breeding, a 
black wingless drake. After stating that “not the 

| smallest vestige of a wing, even so much as a rudimen- 
| tary trace of the scapularies can be felt,’ the reporter 
goes on to say that it is “‘ the funniest thing ’”’—as indeed 
it must be—“ to see him flap his wings.’ Hitherto we 
have never cared much for this kind of second-hand 
Darwinianism; but now that something really new 
has arisen from it we suppose some satisfaction must 
be shown. Still, we are at aloss which to admire most 
—a bird which can flap that which he hasn’t got, or a 
reporter that can see it done. But we know which is 


most useful on a daily paper. 





Obliquitous. 
Can a manager arranging the characters for a new 
| piece be said to have a “cast” in his eye? 


| 
} 


AND ALL 








| “* not imperative.” — Up to the present the police have obtained no 

| clue, but are on the track. This is given as a cursory remark having 
bearing on nothing criminal in particular but everything in general. — 
New York Herald publishes an article on how the “ largest circulation ”’ 
kept its portion of the Stanley contract. We need only mention its 
title, which is, ‘‘Entangling Alliances,’ and refer our readers to an 
old proverb about what happens when honest men fall out. 








Distinct and Different. 


Tue late copious floods of rain at Nottingham seem to have 
attracted quite as copious a supply of verbiage, the local papers being 
| quite inundated with extraordinary intelligence. One youth of an 
inspired turn says that the action of the starlings and crows, “and 
the confusion which prevailed among them, was not only apparent but 
pressed itself upon the most casual observer.’’ Casual observers in 
Nottingham, then, do not perceive what is merely apparent. Here, 
| very often, especially when engaged on newspapers, they can see a 
| thing—and write about it, too—without its being apparent at all. 





Bar Lambs. 


Temrie Bar has, in view of the approaching ninth, again cropped 
up as a target for journalistic arrows. A contemporary suggests that 
one day a Lord Mayor will be crushed by the Bar. If he should be, 
he can pal in with the Doctor, and exhibit himself as a victim at a 


| shilling a head. 
Menuvres. 


| THE menu of the late Balaclava banquet has been described as a 


_noble work of art. The men-u were present were noble works of 


| nature. 
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PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


The Sunlight of Song (Routledge) is a judiciously named volume. 
The title is apt, alliterative, and appropriate—the book is simply 
admirable. A collection of sacred and moral poems, with original 
music by the most eminent composers, well printed on good paper, 
would in itself a treasure provided the selection were properly 
made, and the printing and paper were really such, and not what 
is too often called good im teveds of common sense and contradiction. 
But here we have far more; we have, in addition to the papermaker 
and the printer, the artist and the engraver, all, it may fairly be 
assumed, at their present best. The time may come when wood 
engraving and typography will be improved off the face of the earth, 
when what are now admitted specimens of ability will be regarded as 
we now regard early block-printing endeavours, when the Graphic and 
the Iitustrated Loudon News will be voted obsolete—will perhaps 
be forgotten—when the language of the Zelegrapa will pass current 
among educated men as English, and when the wondrous Daily 
Illustrated Paper, so long threatened, will be an ished fact. 
Perhaps then some development of a commensurate kind will be found 
in books for the drawing-room ; but until then the Sundight of Song 
will, we fancy, remain a most magnificent specimen of black and white, 
and will have no opponents to its premiership except among those who 
cannot understand how a book can be very and yet be quiet 
and unostentatious-looking. To select a special praise is 
in this case a particularly invidious are nearly fifty 
pieces of music for the piano, and the composers number 
@ variety those who have made themeelves and their music 
most coe in modern days. Frederick Clay, Arthur Sullivan, Sir 
Julius Benedict, the Macfarrens, Berthold Tours, Dr. Garrett, Henry 
Leslie—these are only a few of the musical names in the contents 
list. The artists make quite as good a show, and have the additional 
advantage of their efforts receiving the collaboration of so celebrated 
and characteristic a firm of engravers as the Brothers Dalziel. Pin- 
well—whose careful and conscientious work will never again grace 
plate or canvas—Small, Mahoney, the Dalziels (E. G. and T.), French, 
Gordon Thomson, and others of reputation are the illustrators. It is, 
perhaps, a significant feature of the humble position occupied by 
letters, as compared with music, art, and other pursuits in the 
present day, that amid all this of eminenge there is no mention 
whatever of those who constru what is, after all, here but mere 
‘“‘ libretto.”” Composers, draughtsmen, engravers, printers, and even 
two sets of publishers receive due recognition, but there is never the 
name of so common a thing as a mere writer once mentioned. Poor 
struggling literature! how lowly indeed are your claims when made 
in such brilliant and overpowering companionship ! 
An Old Story (Virtues) is truly such; it is simply the story of the 
drunkard. As told in verse by Mr. 8. C. Hall in the interests of the 


extra row in the stalls.”” We should have thought \ 
generally goes on in the gallery on first nights would have been quite 


A LOCAL 
has in London been wilfully murdered by a burglar.” But whether 
the intention is to show astonishment or disgust that only one woman 
was homicidally burgled the editor omits to state. We have warned 
him to be more explicit in future, under pain of his name and address 


being given to the 
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To bring down a bird on the wing, 

Or perhaps to knock over a hare, 
Is scarcely a difficult thing 

To many, as well I'm aware. 
No doubt it’s most excellent fun 

For snipe through morasses to plough, 
And I should enjoy it for one— 

If I only knew how! 


To scamper in quest of the fox, 
. With many a loud tally-he! 

O’er rivers, and hur and rocks, 
Is simply delightful I know. 

To clear a respec fence, 
With Bella or Fle by my side, 

Would be splendid in every sense— 

If I only could ride! 


To scud like a bird o’er the foam 
Of ocean, majestic and free, 
From island to island ty roam, 
Is clearly the ticket for me, 
My nautical friends all declare, 
t makes you as hard as a brick, 
And I should adopt it, I swear— 
If I didn’t get sick! 


ee 


Where’s the Lord Chamberlain? 


Onz of our theatres announces that it has made tions for “an 


the row which 
It is really too bad thus to deliberately foment disturbances 


and outrage the susceptibilities of a poor old effete official, who never 
did harm to any folks but those who couldn’t help themselves. 


Brutal Misogyny. 
per makes a paragraph out of the fact that “a single lady 


omen’s Righters. 





Scott and Lot. 


earn their salaries by dealing in stale platitudes. 


so-called temperance cause, the tale doesn’t seem to have acquired any- 
thing fresh, unless it be a monotonous jingle, which would be likely to 
this be the best claim of the 

genius of temperance. We ene teetotalism is called temperance 
its doctrines; we have often sought 

for another reason, but have never been able to find one. ‘Temperance 
and total abstinence are about as distinct as they are different, in 


drive an undecided peruser to drink—i 


because of the intemperance o 


English: yet they are supposed to mean the same thing in Teetotalese. 


Wefirmly believe drunkenness to be but too often criminal, and should be 
indeed glad to second any effort in reason to stop it. But indiscriminate 
tilting at the windmill-giant called Drink, no matter whether used 


discreetly and as one of God’s gifts or not, is offensive alike to truth 
and justice. Some of the illustrations are simply beautiful—we wish 
they had been contributed to a more coherent cause. 

The Saunterer’s Satchel, which is also the West Riding Almanac, 
is an amusing little book with a good deal of Yorkshire dialect in it. 
Perhaps it is only a Yorkshireman who ean tell why Saunterer ? and if 
so, why Satchel? Certainlyjwecan’t ; but for all that—perhaps because 
of it—we have had a good laugh or two over its perusal. 

Love and valour, love and literature, love and languor, love and 

lucre have so often been written about that the detail has become some- 
what monotonous, and a variation proves wondrous welcome. It has 
been left for Mr. T. B. Brindley to tell “the old, old story” as it 
affects the counting-house and the commercial-travel. We can recom- 
mend George Hastings in Love, though a little less of the goody element 
would be an improvement. 
We have received some pamphlets intended to demolish Isaac 
Newton and all his pomps and works, and. to show for ever that the 
world is flat. Maybe the writerthinks it plane that a moderate-sized 
sphere could not hold so great a flat as himself. 


———— 
Fraser's Mag. 


Tue Bishop of Manchester is disgusted with mankind because “ it 
craves something new in the newspapers every morning.” The 
worthy prelate evidently imagines that journalists, like bishops, should 






first earl was blown up by gunpowder and the last by the Telegraph. 





Tus Aldershot School-board have resolved on ordering three dozen 
Ladies of the Lake for the use of the rising generation. We trust 
these fair creatures will be fully certificated. One of the members of 
the board says he doesn’t see why they should be all lake; and he 
advises a selection of gamboge, amber, and vermilion ladies as well. 
The vote seems to him to be “‘ werry one-sided.” 


The Naked Truth, 
Tue Emperor of Germany has returned te Berlin from Milan, with 
a bad cold. When he visited the theatre of the latter town one of our 
contemporaries described him as completely wrapped up in the 
ballet. Probably this scanty attire has induced the little ailment from 
which he is at present cuffering. 


Popgun Practice. 


Ir is said that some of the frequenters of the Monday “ Pops’ dur- 
ing the half hour trios and quartets, escape from Orpheus to steal a 
few bars “‘ rest” with Morpheus. If these concerts areso somniferous, 


we must call them the Monday Poppies. 


An Unenvoyable Position. 


In consequence of the report of the Foreign Loans Committee, the 
Ministers of Honduras, Paraguay, and Costa Rica are not to be 
invited to the Lord Mayor’s banquet. Rather a paradox to extinguish 
these luminaries by depriving them of a dlow-out. 


‘‘Taunt on, Sweet Hal.” 


Sin Henry James has been speaking at Taunton. He localised hi« 
remarks by Taunton the Conservative Government. 


Scientific Note. 
Scrence seems to have been inimical to the Darnley family. The 
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NOT SO VERY WRONG. 


Mistress :—“ Yus, tT 18 ABOVE THE AVERAGE. 
First Boy :—“ Pizasz, ’u, pon’t know!” 
Mistress :—“* NonsgNsk; WHAT DO YOU MEAN?” 


By THe way—/(to First Boy)—-wHAT 18 THE MEANING OF AVERAGE? ”’ 
Second Boy :—“‘ A THING HENS LAY on!” 


Second Boy :—‘‘ Wux, FATHER SAYS OUR HENS LAY FOUR EGGS A DAY—ON AN AVERAGE!” 


UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


Tuar Sir Stone, when he called Prince Leopold “‘a high witness of 
our civic ceremonies,” was having a joke at His Eyeness’s expense. 
That Lord Darnley, in trying to get rid of a Lake on his estate, has 
had to dry up himself. .That the Alexandra Palace Company have 
offared the Balaclara heroes a shilling a head to carry flags in their 

ntomime. That Mr. Stanley has forwarded a barrel of natives to 

is editor. That the Prince of Wales was telegraphed for to attend 
old Brown's funeral. That Dewdrops is about to deliver a series of 
lectures on the hereditary transmission of perjurious prowess. That 
the Turkish Ambassador has accepted an invitation to dine with the 
Ministers of Honduras, Paraguay, and Costa Rica on the Ninth. 
That a Canon on board the Serapis has exploded and blown up two of 
the Prince’s suite—for singing comic songs on Sunday. t the 
Wainwright trial has been postponed in order to allow the Press and 
jurors to discuss the merits of the case together. With Benson as 
arbitrator, that Lord Mayor Cotton’s show, in spite of his needless 
additions, will be a sew-sew affair. That the Norwich Election 
Petition has been so rapidly conducted because the presiding 
functionary gets £10a day and his “‘exes.”” That the Hythe officers 
have been presented with a gold medal by the Society of Arts for 
“‘ proficiency in drawing.” 


A Stampede. 

A CORRESPONDENCE has taken place between the Stock Exchange 
and Somerset House as to the advisability of having an office in the 
City where Foreign Bonds may be diated’ The best locality for stamp- 
ing the generality of Foreign Bonds seems to have been overlooked 
by both parties—probably because it was under their feet. 


Quite. 

“A aqurrs Scotch family” advertise in the Times for a lodger— 
“one morally disposed preferred.” Fortunately for their chance of 
ting suited they don’t say anything about his being ‘“‘ quite 
cotch ”’ also. 


———w- 


Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 
TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1876. 


Eptrep sy Henry Sampson. 
Shortly will be published, price Twopence, 


FUN ALMANAC. 
Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 


ATERS QUININE WIN] 


‘* Waean bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard. 
“T find it to be a very useful and excellent, preparation.” — 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 


SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C. 
Printed vy JUDD & OO., Phonix Werks, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commom, and Published (for the Proprietor) vt 80, Fleet-street, E.C,—London, Nov. 6, 1875. 
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‘“THE YOUNG IDEA.” 


Mamma :—“ WHATEVER ARE YOU CRYING FoR, ANNIE? ” 

Annie (who has suddenly burst into tears) :—‘* BEcAUSE—BECAUSE—YOU VE TAKEN MY ORANGE! ” 

Mamma :— Wuy, you ASKED ME TO HAVE IT TWO OR THREE TIMES?” 

Annie :—‘‘ Yzs, I kNow I pip; put I THovGHT you wovuLp say No, THANK YOU—AND GIVE ME ANOTHER AS WELL!” 








DOTS AND LINES. ere ae taste © rented Ob artery Re ith wand 
Duxe or BucxincHam has arrived at Said. So it is said. — Duel ‘™%,,° ae ———a Ys F 
between two French journalists. No harm done. Fight between two Well, it won't do to cut them up—yet. 
English colliers. One killed. Vindication of the theory of insular | 
superiority. — Drunken man found driving a hearse. When taken > The Lower Deep. 
into custody was found guilty of being not “dead” drunk, as, being § 4 wan and woman have just been committed, at Ampthill, to take 
drunk at all, he should have been. Fined accordingly. = Prince their trial for uttering a base two shilling piece. From the stress 
Leopold announced to give some Shakespearean readings. The | jaid by the local journals on the horrid fact that the coin was base, 
commencement to be made with 4s You Like It. If thatisto be the ,14q nothing less, and the way in which this particular rank has been 
condition as well, their continuation is doubtful. — Arrival of the | insisted on generally, we're bound to believe that if the florin had 
King and Queen of Denmark. They must find this country, 80 far a8 jen only bad the “ worthy justices’ would have “ settled the case at 
real royalty is concerned, something like their own would be without once.” ‘There is evidently a deep and serviceable moral in this, if we 
the Prince of Hamlet. — Stanton rides 650 miles in seven days. ooyld only get down low enough to extract it. 
This must be cruelty to animals, yet Mr. Colam doesn’t seem inclined 


to prosecute the proprietor of Lillie Bridge Grounds. — Exclusive PP NY ad 


cad sneers at Fun because it’s “cheap.” ‘Ihat is rather a drawback ; ‘ sine 
certainly, considering how many folks measure quality by price. | Tue London General Omnibus Company are trying for permission 
Well, we'll divide with him. We're cheap—and he’s nasty. — Shef- !to salt the roadways in frosty weather. In the interests: of the 
field paper says ““The mothers of England will rejoice to hear,” | horses we think this highly commendable, but still, a suspicion of 
etcetera, etcetera, that the Duchess of Edinburgh is ‘‘ nursing her own | private feeling is evident in the matter. At a recent meeting of St. 
child as nature intended.” We regret not having space enough to Pancras vestrymen, whereat the application was granted, the motion 
contain the entire amount of art with which this charming touch of | 10 its favour was proposed by a Mr. Salter. Who, of course, did so 
“nature” is conveyed. — Lord Mayor Cotton to be in future styled because he has an eye on all the sparrows that will be caught by the 
Great Gun-Cotton. In consequence of the magnificence of his | saline application so artfully applied to their tails. Oh, we know 
reports. — Conservative paper thinks it odd such a prominent Liberal what sport is, especially in St. Pancras! 
politician as Mr. Knatchbull-Hugessen should condescend to write for 
children. It would have been hard on the poor children if a Conserva- Elementary Facts. 

tive politician had taken to “such small things in literature” instead.| Aw Indian paper states that “Snow has fallen near Simla. The 
= Novelties of the New Judicajurity. Supreme Court not to have | weather is cold.” Weather generally,is cold under Simla circum- 
any existence out of the Act of Parliament. So the Queen’s Benchers. | stances. 

= Mr. Bright at Llandudno. Joy of the local stationers. — Some 
reverend gentlemen of the Church Established annoy other reverend | 
gentlemen by means of ingenious parochial devices. And thereby | 











Haunts of Voice. 
Exeter, Albert, and St. James’s Halls, and the Opera Houses. 


VoL. xxu. @ 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Nov. 10 1876. 


(Cartoon. ] 


AN INVIDIOUS REJECTION. 


“ Pray let us in!” small sinners whine ; 
Extend tous yourpity: _ 

Don't sav with you we mustn't dine, 
Lord Mayor of London City. 

Pray don't begin so far away 

From biggest sinners of the day. 

Start fairly from the upper end, 

Then we may sce our way to mend.” 


Fun, “ Why strain out gnats so small, 
_ ~ {nd.close your eyes on camels ? 
drive such tricksters from your Hall, 
: ill zid of home-made trammels ? 
If you to virtue so incline, _ 
Don't single out the pigmy swine, 
But, Justice-like, with trumpet-call 
Denounce big rogues as well as small!” 


—_—-~o-— 


be a pertinent. 


And so something 


taking anything elee. 


might be passing presentlv. 


story which is published to prove the truth of the first. 


attempt at highway robbery with violence 
worse than nonsense. 


the 
allows himself to be driven away bootyless by a woman. 
reluctantly compelled to admit that the fact of their being 
unable toapprehend, or even to discover, him will be rather proof of his 
existence than otherwise. 


SOFT GOODS v. HARDWARE. 


In the City’s defences a wonderful change 
Since the month of November we've gotten ; 

To keep out intruders it’s certainly strange 
That for Stone we should substitute Cotton. 














Not Funny at all. 


ENGLISHMEN are proverbially kinder to foreign than to native 
talent. But it is pushing the national characteristic too far when we 
encourage French floods with thousands, and refuse the paltriest 
support to inundations of home manufacture. In spite of earnest 
appeals from mayors and clergymen, the victims of the recent floods 
in England are unaided by public subscription. Perhaps our 
capitalists are saving their till the glutted pockets of our friends 
across the Channel are in a condition to hold a little more. 














Tue Lanp WHERE “Parte” 1s Unxnown.—Turkey. 






Js our civilization e failure, or is the sea-serpent played out ? would 
paraphrase of a famous remark just now. Civilization 
certainly fails during the “dull season” to make our public satisfied 
with the ordinary course of events as detailed in the daily papers. 
stronger than this milk for babes must be provided. 
Time was when ordinary silliness did for a proverbially silly period ; 
but appetite grows by what it feeds on, and now sensationalism takes 
the place of idiotey. The o'd leaven, however, still remains, and 
there is a good deal of folly in the latest attempt to tide over a dull 
time. ‘Two ladies, we are told, were stopped by a footpad, armed with 
} and the usual motto of your money or your life; hungry for 
was to be got in the way of watches and chains; and not above 
Yet this ferocious being Hy eater 
despite his pistol and his preposterous preparations, to be frightene 
off by tho ciple wonder “Go away,” and a hint that a policeman 
i v. This lat‘er intimation being found fully 
sufficient caps the absurdity of the story. The mention of close- 
cropped hair, too, at a time when no one but a poet or a tramp wears 
his hair long. as a means of proving that this was a real highwayman, 
or habitual criminal at least, is only a little weaker than the second 
Experience 
number two dates some four years back, and shows that if a man 
leaves his wi‘e and goes looking after a stray dog, the lady may be 
insulted and annoyed by passing roughs on thieving thoughts intent. 
But there is nothing novel in this, unlessit be in the husband's leaving 
his wife unprotected in so desperate a spot. We suppose there never 
were two ladies walking in a dark and somewhat deserted thorough- 
fare who did not think every strange man a thief, and every applica- 
tion for charity, or endeavour to sell a box of lights, a determined 
The second story is simply 
There is no editor of a reputable newspaper 
in London who is not constantly inundated with far more wonderful 
narratives than those of the Regent's Park, tending to prove that our 
streets are now as unsafe for an unprotected female as they were inthe 
middle ages or will bein the millennium. In conclusion, we are told 
police are on the l»ok-out for this latest desperate ruffian, who 
We are 
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THE SHORT-SIGHTED CLD LADY, 
A Srory For THE Youne anp Gueen. 


At no very distant date there lived on the island of Fogislushia 
old lady, who was as nice an old creature as you ever met out of 
story book. She was an active, bustling old lady too, ready with h ‘t 
hand and her tongue, game to walk no end of miles every day, and : 
clever with her fingers that she could do almost anything. She had 
a colossal fortune, large estates, a perfect army of servants, ena a 
large family; but in spite of all these blessings she was always a 
trouble, for she was fearfully short-sighted! In her best days she had 
never been able to see very far, but now she could barely discern an object 
an inch beyond her nose; and she was 60 obstinate that, in spite of 
her defects, she would go out walking alone,and considered herself a 
very far-seeing old dame indeed. 

Now once she bought her son Jack a nice new boat to row on 
the lake in. It was a beautiful boat and cost a.great deal of money 
so she sent two man-servants to help Jack to mamage it when he went 
out init. But one day Jack, who was a very queer hand with the 
oars at the best of times, drank a lot of champagne and got 
reckless; the consequence was he knocked his boat against another. 
and it went to the bottom. And the old lady who was looking on 
declared it was the fault of the miscreants for steering too near to a 
tadpole, so she dismissed them without a character, and never even 
said a cross word to Jack. Wasn't she a short-sighted old lady ? 

At first her failing was the source of constant merriment among her 
neighbours. While she was strong and her big boys were at home, 
her enemies (for all really good people have enemies, you know! ) were 
content to laugh at her; but when she got oldand weak, and her big 
boys were scattered over the world, they took advantage of her help- 
lessness to play her many nasty tricks. She hada favourite Turkey 
in her farmyard, and the wicked bird had given a lot of trouble, but, 
like the dear old simpleton that she was, she kept a motherly eye on 
it, and when any big animals came prowling about she would run ou‘ 
and drive them away. Now, for a long time a great brown bear had 
been sniffing about the premises, and once she had a regular fight 
with him and got bitten very severely, and for a long time the bear 
was very quiet and kept out of the way. But when her eyesight 
began to fail Master Bruin began his little games again, and played the 
old lady a very artful trick. To the east of the farmyard was a large 
storehouse where many good things were kept. Now the bear, know- 
ing with whom he had to deal, pretended to be quite friendly with the 
Turkey’s mistress, and when her back wasturned he tore down all the 
trees and barriers in front of the storehouse, and only wanteda 
favourable opportunity to jump into it. All this time the old lady 
was shrieking at the Turkey for laying no eggs, and never noticed the 
bear’s movements. She was so awfully short-sighted you sce! 

She had a large quantity of China which she had paid very dearly 
for, and the origina! proprietor wanted very badly to get it back again 
without returning the purchase-money. So one night he broke 
into the place where it was kept, and murdered Marjery, one of the 
servants who looked after it. Then the old lady was very cross, and 
stuck her cap on one side, and made some very mild threats, but 
the artful fellow patted her messenger on the back and gave him some 
soap as a present, and the old lady was so pleased that she quite for- 
gave him, and took off the extra people who had been put to watch 
the China. Then the wicked man kept his eyes open, and only waited 
for the day when the servant should be sent off to one of the country 
houses, to pounce on the lot. But she never saw his artful plan. 
You must confess she was fearfully-short-sighted! 

But the worst result of her failing was the liberty it allowed 
designing people to take, not only with her property, but with her 
reputation. On her estate there was a horrid man who had been a 
jobbing lawyer, but had been kicked out of the profession. Now right 
under the old lady’s nose this filthy fellow opened a den where he 
recited the most scurrilous and disgusting effusions to poor ignorant 
labourers and servants. He bilked them of their hard-earned wages, 
and filled their minds with lies and poison that quite upset them for 
honest work, and committed such scandalous actions that the whole 
of the respectable tenantry were indignant, and clamoured loudly for 
his removal and punishment. But the old lady took no notice of him; 
she heard now and then what he was doing, but she thought it best to 
let him go on till he tired himself out. Poor doting old creature ! 
why she ought to have seen that he was making a fortune by robbing 
the poor of their bread and supplying them with filth at twopence a 
load! But she didn’t. Now, when an old lady’s so short-sighted as 
that, it’s quite time that somebody should buy her a strong pair of 
glasses and make her use them. What do you say my little dears? 


Not a Loan. 


Tue Honduras Minister, in order to show that he rises superior to 
Guildhall feeds, arranged to dine with a duke yesterday. His grace’s 
name was Humphrey. 
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THE OBTUSE SKIPPER. 


A sPECULATIVE gentleman was looking for a ship, 

To load i#¢ up with merchandise, and send it on a trip ; 

He didn’t long for newness, like the ordinary crowd, 

He wanted something second-hand, because he wasn’t proud. 
We've hunted in the lumber-room,”’ said Somebody and Co. ; 
“ And came across a vessel we discarded long ago ; 

She has a few infirmities—a myriad or two——” 

‘©Qh, bother the infirmities,” he answered, “ That'll do!” 
And (prudently insuring her for seven hundred thou’) 

He loaded her with pebbles, from the rudder to the bow. 

He hung about till somebody—(it didn’t matter who) — 
Should come and be a captain (having nothing else to do). 
He mentioned it to Somebody, and Somebody replied— 

‘“‘ He'd like to be a captain, though he hadn't never tried.” 
He gave that captain pennies in a corner, on the sly, 

And winked at him repeatedly amd gravely with his eye. 
Dilating very strongly on the ocean and its freaks, 

He took him to the vessel and he pointed out the leaks. 


‘‘ New vessels,” he explained to+him, “are very often wreckt 
Through circumstances nebody could possibly expect. 
Convey the cargo anywhere—I fancy, on the whole 
(Although it’s immaterial), you'd better try the Pole. 
Now, though within the cabin there’s a safety belt for you, 
It’s often unavoidable to sacrifice the crew 
When, owing to contingencies, a vessel settles down— 
We bear the Unavoidable—and here is half-a-crown.” 
But, strange to say, the skipper, though he sailed away from land, 
Was obviously imbecile, and didn’t understand, 
For (purposing to obviate the vessel's getting full) 
He tinkered up the leakages with bits of cotton wool, 
And journeyed very steadily and slowly to his goal, 
And landed all the pebbles in a circle round the Pole. 

+ * * + + * 
The owner, on a holiday, to get a change of air 
Was seated on a balcony at Weston-“ super-Marey’ 
Imbibing gin-and-water, and indulging in a whiff, 
When back his vessel glided round a corner of the cliff ! 
He ground his nice Havanna into powder with his feet, 
And flung his gin-and-water at the people in the street. 
Then up there came his captain to inform him with a roll, 
He'd landed all the pebbles, in a circle, round the Pole! 
The snigger of that owner, when he gaily rose to greet 
His well-beloved captain, was particularly sweet ! 
He asked him down to supper and concocted him a brew 
Composed of prussic acid, asafoetida, and glue ; 
To keep it all in readiness he put it on a shelf— 
And, very inadvertently, he swallowed it himself. 


LETTERS OF THE DAY. 


Tue following letters have not been forwarded to us for publication, 


and we do so with very great pleasure :— 
Mr. Bricut on Boaters. 


Dear Srr,—I thank you very much for your letter of the 5th on the 
subject of the present prohibitory tariff of the bloater market. I 
do not go so far as to think with you that hard roes are better than 
soft, but I have no hesitation in saying that it is derogatory to those 
principles of freedom for which our fathers (ill advisedly) fought and 
bled, that the price of an old soldier should be a penny-farthing. I 
have ceased to take an active part in domestie economy since | was 
presented at Court, but I willingly confess that the happiest days of 
my earlier life are associated with a mild bloater for breakfast. They 
do make your fingers in a mess, I grant, but the time is hardly ripe 
for reform in these matters. If every child were allowed to suck a 
herring while it cuts its teeth, we should hear less of the poisonous 
system of vaccination, now so popular with the residuum of this 
great country.—I am, dear sir, yours faithfully, Joun Bricur. 


To Mr. William Sikes, Casual Ward, Birmingham Workhouse. 


eel 


Mr. GuapsTone ow GALLIPoTs. 


Srr,—TI regret deeply that my absence from town has prevented an 
earlier reply to your favour of the 10th ult. My views upon the sub- 
ject of gallipote are so widely known, and I have dealt so exhaustively 
with them in my articles, ‘‘ Gallipots among the Ancients,” and “ Was 
Homer's Shield a Gallipot?” that I must refer you to the pages of 
the Quarter/y for an answer to your questions. I cannot commit 
myself so far as to say that I sympathise with your determination to 


organise a society for the preservation of gallipots, nor could I attend 
a y. P I! shall, however, 





ject where an evasive answer to the questions put will be considered 
fair value for cost of postage and stationery.— Yours most sincerely, 
W. E. Grapsrons. 


To John Smith, jun., Chemist’s Assistant, Greenwich. 





Mr. Bricut on NIGHTcaps. 


_ Mapam,—lIn reply to your posteard of yesterday’s date, I hasten to 
inform you that I have not compelled the male members of my famil 

to wear nightcaps, neither do I follow such a barbarous custom aereall. 
It is not too much to say that this pernicious habit ruins the growth 
of the human hair, and should be put down by any active means short 
of actual bloodshed. I believe no man who ever wore a nightcap 
could be epigrammatic or Radical, and I feel confident that the day is 
not far distant when domestic legislation will render such a baleful 
practice liable to fine and imprisonment. The report you mention 
relative to myself is probably founded upon my invariable habit of 
taking a little something warm previous to retiring for the night. 
With kind regards to your fellow patients, lam, madam, your very 
faithful Joun Buicur. 


To Miss Oldgal, Lunatic Asylum, Hanwell. 





Mr. Geapstongz on Coven Lozenaes. 


Srr,—I enclose thirteenpence halfpenny, and will thank you to 
forward one box, secure from observation, of the lozenges mentioned 
in the pamphlet dedicated to me, which reached my hand last 
September. I am sorry the nature of my literary duties will prevent 
me presiding at any public meeting in connection with a statue to 
yourself, but if you can wrap your invaluable specifics in leaves from 
my essays upon Vaticanism and introduce them into Roman Catholic 
circles, f will willingly allow you the use of my name and portrait on 
the box. You will, of course, be careful not to infringe the labels of 
my wine business.—I am, dear sir, yours sincerely, 

W. E. Guapstons. 
To Mr. Nostrum Quack, Puff-alley, Houndsditeh. 


Communications from Messrs. Gladstone and Bright on Squirts, 
Gingerbread, Dress Suspenders, -pans, Hair Cutting, 
Marmalade, Flannel Waistcoats, Kiss in the Ring, Levitation, Syrup 
of Squills, and Continuous Breaks, are invariably crowded out by the 
pressure of matters of less imperial interest on our space. 





SERENELY SAFE. 


Stitt another Daniel come to judgment. A Mr. Lloyd, well- 
known, we are informed, as a perfecter of process for saving life at 
sea, has produced an admirable floating costume. It is very portable, 
easy to put on, and gives its wearer the free use of his limbs. But 
then, these are only negative qualities, and cannot hope to compete 
with rivals which admit of heroism’s first cousin, sensationalism, 
royal messages, columns of gush written with pens seaked in cham- 

and other little etceteras that are never found except in 
attendance on truly true merit. Mr. Lloyd has only proved, so far, 
that his apparatus is what it professes to be, a useful means of saving 
life. This is weak and commonplace, and unless something startling 
can be provided in addition, the great B. P. can’t possibly be expected 
to trouble. Boyton boasts a Serene Highness, the Duke of Teck, as 
one of his supporters. Now, if Mr. Lleyd could only persuade 
another—the Leiningen one—to take a ride, and then drop him over, 


there would yet be hope for the new pateat. 


Delicate Ground. 

WueEn the present distinguished champions of Protestanismand Roman 
Catholicism have finished their edifying “ mill’’ in the columns of a 
daily contemporary, it is understood that the proceeds of increased 
circulation will be handed over to a society for the promotion of 
pickled pork among the chosem. The, idea of pressing Religion and 
the Scriptures into the service at this trying period of the press is 
worthy the source from which it emanates. 





A Dea! Out. 


A conTEMPORARY remarks that the present Premier “is just the 
man to deal with the Eastern Question.” We ean quite believe that 
our Asian Mystery would “ deal” with it, but we require a statesman 
who can settle it. Which his name is not Benjamin. 


Nominal Change, 
Ir is rumoured that the Saturday Revi/er is henceforth to be known 
as “ Our Contemptuary.” We may add, that us this report originates 
with us, there is really some Fundation for it. 


a@ public meeting in furtherance of such an object. 
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THE BRITISH DOMESTIC. 
PHASE FIRST.—HER SCARCITY. 
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The only “1lelp” for miles, her want of caution. The same, her capture. 
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ST, COTTON DEFENDING THE CIVIC HONOUR. 


SHOULDERED AS 


WELL. 


DO THEY ONLY THINK OF MONEY IN THE CITY? 
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ON ‘‘SPECIAL’’ ART. 
An Essay.—Partr II. 


We have now arrived among the more complicated and higher 
manifestations of ‘“ Special”’ Art, when mere waistcoat buttons and 
such familiar (though, as we have endeavoured to show, really attrac- 
tive) objects must cease to occupy our attention, in the capacity of 
centres of interest. We now come to descriptive sketches containing 
groups of figures, or inanimate objects, which, of course, when 
judiciously mamaged, are calculated to impress the mind, influence the 
passions, and elevate or subdue the heart in a still more intense degree 
than the simpler objects we have spoken about. 

In produciag these more complicated sketches, the ‘‘ Special Artist 
on the Spot” need not indulge in any such luxuries as knowledge of 
Proportion, or of Light and Shade, or of Composition; but he will 
find it te be er essential that his sketches should contain one at 
least of the following peculiarities :— 

VacuEwgss.—It is often extremely painful to a sensitive mind to 
find its fondest delusions shattered by a sudden contact with fact ; 
and to be sharply corrected, when in error, is always unpleasant. 
Thus, when we have for a long time fondled the idea that the native 
of any foreign land is a lower animal with a tail and no eyebrows, it 
is annoying to have a “special” artist giving us a sketch (from life) 
of that native, with eyebrows and no tail! To put us, therefore, in 
good humour, the sketch should possess a certain vagueness, which 
each of us may interpret according to his own fondly-cherished pre- 
conception—and, as a rule, the Special Artist fully appreciates this 
necessity. Here (Fig. 9) isa vague sketch representing ‘“‘ The Insurrec- 
tion in the Herzegovina ; Peasants Leaving their Homesteads.” * 





Now there is nothing in this sketch which could possibly violate 
our wildest preconceptions of the Herzegovinians; and therefore we 
feel flattered, and murmur—‘‘ We were not so wrong about these 
people after all!” Fig. 10 is a vague representation of the North 
Pole. Where vagueness is not desirable (as in sketches of objects 
with which we are to some extent familiar) its place should be filled 
by— 

Wisliecseaieesies, Rein quality may be obtained by many devices, 
of which we will choose two as examples—Disproportion and Dis- 
tortion. These devices are very useful when (there being a dearth of 
surprising events) the “special” artist is compelled to fall back on 
ordinary incidents for his subjects. Fig. 11 gives us an ordinary 
subject treated with the Disproportion device: ‘Policeman Y 
3,000,000 Detecting a Broken Lamp.” 





Thus treated, the subject appeals to us at once—but who would 
waste a glance on it, if it were drawn in the actual proportion ? The 
“special” artist of the illustrated papers indulges largely in dispro- 
portion, Contortion is equally effective; Fig. 12 is the same subject 
treated contortionally. 

The “special” artist’s laudable attempts at vagueness are often 
wholly defeated by the employment of another artist who receives his 
“sketches” from “ thespot,’ and makes from them elaborately finished 
drawings. This second artist steps, as it were, into our shoes, and 
See eeniereennnigantiapaaenin 


to lend this sketch to any illustrated paper wishing to 


* 
We shall be happy at the Cheapside Terminus,”’ 


publish a picture of the “ Meeting of Shareholders 
or 


“ The New Lord Mayor; Scene near Guildhall.”’ 
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intrusively works out the problem for us according to his own 
particular imagination, Lesteadl of leaving the task to us. 

Figs. 13and 14 are “‘ rough sketches” from “ the spot” ; and Figs. 
14 and 15 are the drawings respectively made from them by the 
artist at home :— 





In the latter examples you will perceive that the whole fan of 
working out the problem is gone. But the system has one advantage, 
namely, that if we ultimately discover what the objects really are 
like, we have the satisfaction of believing that, had the interpretation 
been left to us, we could have imagined the thing much more truth- 
fully. And so we can throw the entire bitterness of error upon the 
head of artist No. 2. 

In speaking of ‘“‘ Special’’ Art, we feel that it is not entirely out of 
place to dilate on the glorious privilege, enjoyed by certain “ special ” 
artists, of obtaining such secret information as enables them to be on 
‘‘the spot’ with their sketch-books whenever any event not generally 
foreseen by man is about to happen. 

This applies particularly to artists on the Jilustrated Murder and 
Monstrosity News, Whenever a particularly fearful murder or an 
unusually frightful calamity occurs, these gentlemen appear to have 
the good fortune to be present to take a rapid sketch of the scene; 
and yet, by a strange oversight on the part of “the Court” they 
never seem to be subsequently required as witnesses in the affair— 
which oversight we regard as singularly deplorable when we consider 
with what minuteness they give us every detail of the thrilling 
tragedy! Itis a great boon to these artists when a lady happens to 
take a conspicuous part in the terrible event, as it gives them an oppor- 
tunity of displaying as much of the female form as possible—and they 
find it possible to display a good deal! Considering what an interest 
the paper decorated these gentlemen takes in the “ police,” it is 
rather a pity the compliment should not be returned ! 

But a few words more. Let“ Special Art’’ continue in its present 
unerring course — cultivating the imagination of the beholder, 
thrilling him with new and startling aspects of Nature's works, until 
his mind basks in the boundless realms of the impossible; and yet 
weaning him daily to a closer and purer attachment to the familia 
objects of his everyday existence—and no amount of misrepresenta- 
tion, no extent of calumny, shall avail to change it from what it is 
the truest and most ambitious phase of Comic Art, under anothe: 
name. 


Coming a Pearler. 


A GENTLEMAN named Pearl, who seems to have considered him- 
self sent by heaven for the instruction and compulsion of tramway- 
companies, must wish that his “ call’’ had been in another direction. 
He has been expelled from a car, locked up all night, discharged by 
a magistrate, made a subject for fresh litigation, and then recharged 
before the same magistrate and fined. Now he is called upon to pay 
about £50 costs, or to be imprisonedfor contempt. As this is simply 
the result of a desire “to try the right of the company to make him 
pay his fare before he had completed his journey”’ he is now, perhaps, 
satisfied. Perhaps also he now discovers that it is unwise for an 
ordinary Pearl to give himself all the airs and to affect all the privi- 
leges of the famous Pearl beyond price. Beyond the price of a tram- 
way ride of course. If he must be clever, why didn’t he take a cab— 
a try and think it was a tram-car? 


Notes from Ripon. 

Canon Ryze is confidently announced for the vacant Deanery of 
Ripon; Ripon, we believe, won’t be Ryled if he gets it. The late 
lamented possessor of the title ought really to have been a bishop. 
Hook and Crook would have gone so well together. 


O Law! 

Tue meetings of the New Law Courts under the recently inaugu- 
rated order of thing are called Sittings instead of Terms. This 
portion of our legal newfangledness may be succinctly described as 
using new terms for old ones. 
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‘““NOT ALL THE NOBLE BLOOD——.” 


“ Axp wow, Mary Mrvins, TRLL ME WHAT IS THAT PESTILENCE THAT CREEPETH IN DARKNESS?”’ 


2. M.:—“I xNow muss; rt’s—r1T's—i1’s WHAT you CALLED Norrut CowarkDs THE OTHER DAY. WE CALLS ’"EM—— 


SOME MAGAZINES FOR NOVEMBER. 


Bestpzss Mrs. Oli t's story “The Curate in Charge,” now 
running in Macmillan, and “‘ Natural Religion,” another well chosen 
serial subject—a subject that has run on from almost our very begin- 
ning, and will most probably continue to its extreme end—there is a 
variety of en i articles. A comparison of Virgil and 
Temnyson shows its writer a fair sense of humour; and the 
other essayist who, in speaking of the Turkish crisis, says the announce- 
ment of the Porte’s ion of full cash payments “is the most 
considerable financial event that has happened for some time,” cannot 
be without some idea of the ludicrous. Mr. Fleay administers a 
sound fleaygellation to those would-be Shakespearean critics who settle 
all difficulties off-hand and have no doubts whatever; and Mr. S. 
Edwards writes well on the Central Asian Question. The verse in 
Macmillan seems, judging by most recent numbers, to be looking u 
A pleasant little arti yo in itself, appears in Zemple Bar. ft 
is called “ The Musician’s lage,’ and except by those who can’t 
understand “‘ how aie en in only one number,” it will doubt- 
less be read and liked. “ Richelieu” is well written, though the opinions 
are decidedly peculiar; and the serials continue their interesting 

course. “The Campaigns of Napoleon I.’’ doesn’t promise to open 
up much new ; and “ The Judgment of Paris”’ seems written 
by a lady of title for the purpose of teaching professional critics their 
business. More because she is a lady of title than because of her 
fitness for 80 important a task. In the St. James's we note that Mr. 
Gibbs has at last sot as far as the Battle. His Pegasus may not be 


a 


” 


[Mary Mivins is here suppressed. 


able to cope with some others for speed and dash, but he is a decided 
“stayer”’—a sort of spring-van and by-the-hour customer. FS. 
Mayer’s story is amusing, and the rest of the magazine is fairly 


In London Society “This Son of Vulcan” leaves off at a most 
absorbing point. By the way, we should be sorry if any wrong 
impression were made by our last reference to this clever story. ADY 
regret we had over a small episode in the October portion was caused 
more by a wish that such able writers as the Mortiboys should be 
quite free from blemish than by anything else. In an ordinary maga- 
zine story the incident to which we referred would not have been 
considered worthy of attention by us. “‘ West-end Notes”’ are better 
than usual, and in them are some lines in the individual style an¢ 
bearing the initials of one of the (so-called) Praed people. Modern 
Mantlelinies, these gentlemen, who are always ready to believe them- 
selves the time-being representatives of departed genius, should be 
called. There is no Johnny Ludlow in the Argosy this month, but 
the number is a very good one, while there is promise of more than 
the usual amount of “ golden grain” in the next issue, which is the 
double December, or Christmas, number. We say double December 
as a kind of change from the everlasting extra Christmas, and trust 
no one’s feelings will be hurt by this departure from the strait as well 
as straight line of announcement and subsequent criticism. 5 ing 
of extra Christmas numbers reminds us that we have received the E. 
C. N. of the Gentleman’s Magazine, which is entitled “ Streaked with 
Gold.” The story is of the composite order, consisting of a number 
of events contributed by different authors, linked together in the 
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' way made famous ‘by Charles Dickens, and, like most famous arrange- 
ments, very extensively imitated by others in his tne and since, Besides 
this style of thing being pretty well played out, the different narra- 
tives in “‘Streakee with Gold”’ are too good ‘ts require any factitious 
aid. With the exception of a rather weak contribution in verse, each 
incident would stand well on its own merite. Perhaps it seems hard 
to find fault with a whole because its component parts are good; but 
it’s novel at all events. The current number of the Gentleman’s is 
very able, ani contains an announcement of a prospective poem 
which will méke even Mr. Gibbs, the lawreate of length, look to his 
laurels. Only with regard to length, however. 

The Atlantic Monthly comtains a good contents list. An article by 
Charles Du&ley Warner, one of the brightest descriptive writers 
America has yet produced, will be eagerly read by all who admire 
true humour apart from mere buffoonery. It is called “ At the Gates 
of the East.” Mr. Aldrich has a short poem addressed “ To a Critic,” 
which is hardly as good as it might be. We are sorry to see so able a 
writer joining in the sempiterna! howl raised against reviewers by 
those who would be only too glad to get reviewed under any circum- 
stanoes. Scribuer's should be eagerly sought this month, as it contains 
the commencement of Bret Harte’s long- promised serial story. This 
is indeed a novel appearance for the great humourist. Following 
Bret Harte are some admirably illustrated contributions, one upon 
longevity being interesting. Ome old gentleman—in the article !— 
manages to break both his legs at eighty,and then at a hundred goesand 
partly roaste himself. Satisfied with these two light trials he peacefully 
pursues his course, and drops down dead at exactly a hundred and 
twenty-five on hearing of a friend’s decease. Singularly enough this 
gentleman’s name was Tice, and not Walker, of whom we are forcibly 
reminded, and whe also lived to a great age, and did some very 
wonderful things—with a hook! ~ SA dep ne 

We welcome in the London Magazine a newcomer of promiseas well 
as pretension. Its price is only sixpence, and as each number is to be 
complete in itself, it should not want for purchasers. In his first 
essay Mr. Will Williams has paid rather too much attention to the 
names of his centributors, and we fancy it would have been better for 
the reputations of some of these gentlemen if their work had been 
produced under the much-hated anonymous system. No one would 
then have been able to say that Mr. M. Collins had spoiled the repu- 
tation of another dead man by means of his “‘ Something Praedesque.”’ 
Poor Praed! This thing is, however, an exception, and altogether 
the London offers excellent change for sixpence. From Le Follet we 
learn that a fashion of the month is for ladies to wear stilts under 
their pet —— we beg pardon, skirts. 

The Nautical Magazine is, as it should be, great on our naval 
necessities. But not so great as they are. The Boomerang is a 
welcome little stranger from Oxford, which merrily proposes to “ hit 
the gaping idiot unaware.’ It needn’t come all the way to London 
for that! Tinsley’s is full as ever of entertaining fiction and spice. 
“ An Island Pearl”’ is the title of its Christmas number. We regret 
that it came to hand too late for us to say more than that it is full of 
the homely, heartfelt pathos which has become identified with Mr. 
Farjeon’s name—and to cordially recommend it to our readers. 
Once-a-Week contains a well-arranged assortment of old and new 
material. The Leisure Hour should be consulted by all interested in 
the caricature department of high (priced) art. The Sunday at Home 
may be read with advantage any day of the week—when nothing 
better is at hand. The Celtic Magazine is clever—and Scotch. A 
reference in this new venture to the fact that Scotchmen are to be 
found out of the land o’ cakes strikes us as funny, although the 
statement is made in all seriousne:s. Perhaps that is why. _ 

We have also received, Colburn’s New Monthly (which con- 
tains an able article on “ Magazine Writers”’), the Athenian, Good 
Things, Photographic News, Penny Illustrated, Journal of Horticulture, 
Gold-n Hours (with its little companion Sunshine), Pictorial World, 
Gardener’s Magazine, Hardwicke’s Science Gossip, &c., &c., &e. 


























































Un Gateau—of it. 

Tue Manchester City Council has recently been exercising itself on 
the subject of soap. A gentleman-member, who is identified with 
that saponaceous substance “‘ by profession,’ complained that another 
member had, in reference to him, “ uttered the word de savon in 
French.” How he could have uttered it in any other known tongue 
is a mystery to us. And yet therein lies the grievance, according to 
the rts. Soon an exercise in the Manchester Board Schools will 
probably be: “Say de savon im all languages—and never a word 
Of soap.” 





Daily News. 

A conREsponpgnt in Central Asia informs his “ daily ” that foreign 
invaders have been several times driven outof Bugdaily. The natives 
must have been vermin their resistance to compel the foe to flea 
daily from their Bugdaily. 


leasehold pews”’ are to be sold by public auction. 
to be no suspicion of pewsyism about the church in Regent-street, 
wherein these “eligible investments”’ are seat-uated. 
over a second time we fancy the effect is certainly pewerile.) 


English kinsmen. We accept the 
French ship. 











THE MYSTERIES OF LONDON. 
By Our Lunatic Laureate. 


Tere is a season of the year when fearful deeds are done, 

When ghosts attack our window panes and smash them every one ; 
When serpents haunt our placid seas, and burning comets pass 

So near our earth, another inch would shiver it like glass. 


Ah, I have known that fearful time, and kept an open eye 

On all its wonders as they went in columns marching by. 

l’ve seen the monsters who were found in caverns under, round, 
And bought a slice of gooseberry at feurteen pence a pound. 


I’ve shaken hands with girls who lived on butterflies and snails, 
And nursed n» end of babies born with lovely curly tails. 

I’ve shot a frog that winged its flight across the autumn skies, 

And drank with men who murdered boys, and made them into pies. 


I’ve been attacked in open day by felons with a squirt, 

Who threatened death unless at once I handed them my shirt. 
I’ve had highwaymen sneak my gloves before my very face, 
And ragged ruffians ask the time in sight of Portland Place. 


In Regent’s Park—I vow ’tis true—I’ve known a lady stopped 
And asked for by @ fiend with whiskers closely cropped. 
I've known a backsed 

While spiteful babies seized hits wife to give her nose a tweak. 


I’ve known the papers teem with deeds that never have been done 
In any other land than ours since printing was begun ; 

But, strange to say, these awful crimes, these myst’rieswildand queer 
Have always happened just about this Season of the year. 


--———— ee 





A man at Altrincham has just been convicted of diabolical cruelty 
toa horse. The poor animal was stabbed several times about the 
head, and then its tongue was nearly cut out. After this, just for 


A PRIOR RIGHT. | 


a change, its master beat it until it fell to the ground half choked 
with blood. Thechairman of the petty sessions at which this cowardly 


ruffian was tried, “ characterised prisoner’s conduct as grossly cruel ’’— 


and fined him forty shillings. But then, you see, the animal happened 
to be the man’s own property; and there is no one in this world 
more able to understand and admit the rights of ownership than a | 
chairman of petty sessions—as at present chosen and constituted. 
We should be rather inclined to admire the title of petty as applied 
to these periodical distributions of law and injustice, were it not that 
the distributors themselves and their minds hive so imperative a | 
claim on the distinctive qualification. 


SD } 


Or-ful. 
In a recent number of an Edinburgh paper, there is offered for the 


notice of those in search of furnished apartments, “a dining-room, 
handsomely furnished with bed and bath.” 
humorous notion of doing the handsome thing for a dining-room ; but 
when we get on a little further and read, “ minister or Christian pre- 
ferred,’ we discover at once that jocularity has at last made itself 
manifest in the capital of Scotland. And, that havin 
out, itis not to be deterred by considerations of either faith or 
furniture. 


This in itself is a 
once broken 


Fact and Fancy. 


An advertisement in a recent daily paper tells the world that “ ten 
Yet there is said 


(Looking this 


D'ye Brown ? 
In consequence of a recent national event, it is currently ramoured 


that the American hymn, ‘“ Old Brown's body lies mouldering in the 
grave,” will, by Her Majesty’s permission, supersede the National 
Anthem on all State occasions. 


Posteriorly Jocular. 
ApmrraL Sroprorp, speaking at a recent dinner, complains that the 


Navy has been “sat upon.” Considering where it keeps going, it can 
expect nothing else. 





L’Entente Cordiale. 
A Frencu ironclad has committed suicide, outof sympathy with its 
sacrifice as a burning proof of 


Sone yor a Dear Inisuman (wiTH A covcn):—“Ohplteer my 


bark to Hearing’s Isle !”’ 


‘taced away, his little dog to seek, i 
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“ Anp now, Mary Mrvins, TELL ME WHAT IS THAT PESTILENCE THAT CREEPETH IN DARKNESS ?”’ 


M. M.:—“I xnow miss; 17’s—1T's—iT’s WHAT you CALLED NorruL, CowArDs THE OTHER DAY. 








SOME MAGAZINES FOR NOVEMBER. 


Bestpzs Mrs. Oliphant’s story “The Curate in Charge,” now 
running in Macmillan, and “‘ Natural Religion,’ another well chosen 
serial subject—a subject that has run on from almost our very begin- 
ning, and will most probably continue to its extreme end—there is a 
variety of entertaining articles. A comparison of Virgil and 
Tennyson shows its writer a fair sense of humour; and the 
other essayist who, in speaking of the Turkish crisis, says the announce- 
ment of the Porte’s sion of full cash payments “is the most 
considerable financial event that has happened for some time,’’ cannot 
be without some idea of the ludicrous. Mr. Fleay administers a 
sound fleaygellation to those would-be Shakespearean critics who settle 
all difficulties off-hand and have no doubts whatever; and Mr. S. 
Edwards writes well on the Central Asian Question. The verse in 
Macmillan seems, jndging by most recent numbers, to be looking u 

A pleasant little article, complete in itself, appears in Zemple Bar. ft 
is called “ The Musician’s evaione,” and except by those who can’t 
understand “ how See ee in only one number,” it will doubt- 
less be read and liked. “Richelieu” is well written, though the opinions 
are decided! peculiar; and the serials continue their interesting 
course. “The Campaigns of Napoleon I.’’ doesn’t promise to open 
up much new ground; and “‘ The Judgment of Paris”’ seems written 
by a lady of title for the purpose of teaching professional critics their 
is a lady of title than because of her 
60 important a task. In the St. James's we note that Mr. 
Gibbs has at last xt as far as the Battle. His Pegasus may not be 


WE cALLs ’EM——’ 
[Mary Mivins is here suppressed. 


able to cope with some others for speed and dash, but he is a decided 
“stayer ’—a sort of spring-van and by-the-hour customer. Mrs. 
Mayer’s story is amusing, and the rest of the magazine is fairly 


: In London Society “This Son of Vulcan” leaves off at a most 
absorbing point. By the way, we should be sorry if any wrong 
impression were made by our last reference to this clever story. Any 
regret we had over a small episode in the October portion was caused 
more by a wish that such able writers as the Mortiboys should be 
quite free from blemish than by anything else. In an ordinary maga- 
zine story the incident to which we referred would not have been 
considered worthy of attention by us. ‘“‘ West-end Notes” are better 
than usual, and in them are some lines in the individual style and 
bearing the initials of one of the (so-called) Praed people. Modern 
Mantlelinies, these gentlemen, who are always ready to believe them- 
selves the time-being representatives of departed genius, should be 
called. There is no Johnny Ludlow in the Argosy this month, but 
the number is a very good one, while there is promise of more than 
the usual amount of “ golden grain” in the next issue, which is the 
double December, or Christmas, number. We say double December 
as a kind of change from the everlasting extra Christmas, and trust 
no one’s feelings will be hurt by this departure from the strait as well 
as straight line of announcement and subsequent criticism. 5S king 
of extra Christmas numbers reminds us that we have received the E. 
C. N. of the Gentleman’s Magazine, which is entitled “ Streaked with 
Gold.” ‘The story is of the composite order, consisting of a number 
of events contributed by different authors, linked together in the 
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H way mace famous ‘by Charles Dickens, and, like most famous arrange- 

| ments, very extensively imitated by others in his time and since. Besides 

| this style of thing being pretty well played owt, the different narra- 
tivesin “Streakee with Gold” are too good ‘ts require any factitious 
aid. With the exception of a rather weak contribution in verse, each 
incident would ¢tand well on its own merite. Perhaps it seems hard 
to fiad fault with a whole because its compenen: parts are good; but 
it’s novel at all events. The current number of the Gentleman’s is 
very able, and contains an announcement of a prospective poem 
which will meéke even Mr. Gibbs, the lawreate of length, look to his 
laurels. Q@aoly with regard to length, however. 

The Atlantic Monthiy contains a goed contents list. An article by 
Charles Du€ley Warner, one of the brightest descriptive writers 
America has yet produced, will be eagerly read by all who admire 
true humour apart from mere buffoonery. It is called “ At the Gates 
of the East.” Mr. Aldrich has a short poem addressed “Toa Critic,” 
which is hardly as good as it might be. We are sorry to see so ablea 
writer joining in the sempiterna! howl raised against reviewers by 
those whe would be only too glad to get reviewed under any circum- 
stances. Scribver's should be eagerly sought this month, as it contains 
the commencement of Bret Harte’s long- promised serial story. This 
is indeed a novel appearance for the great humourist. Following 
Bret Harte are some admirably illustrated contributions, one upon 
longevity being interesting. One old gentleman—in the article !— 
manages to break both his legs at eighty,and then at a hundred goesand 
partly roaste himself. Satisfied with these two light trials he peacefully 
pursues his eourse, and drops down dead at exactly a hundred and 
twenty-five on hearing of a friend’s decease. Singularly enough this 
gentleman’s name was Tice, and not Walker, of whom we are forcibly 
reminded, and whe also lived to a great age, and did some very 
wonderful things—with a hook! ~ dr e 

We welcome in the London Magazine a newcomer of promiseas well 
as pretension. Its price is only sixpence, and as each number is to be 


complete in itself, it should not want for purchasers. In his first 
essay Mr. Will Williams has paid rather too much attention to the 
names of his ccntributors, and we fancy it would have been better for 
the reputations of some of these gentlemen if their work had been 


produced under the much-hated anonymous system. No one would 
then have been able to say that Mr. M. Collins had spoiled the repu- 
tation of another dead man by means of his ‘“‘ Something Praedesque.”’ 


Poor Praed! This thing is, however, an exception, and altogether 
the London offers excellent change for sixpence. From Le Follet we 
learn that a fashion of the month is for ladies to wear stilts under 


their pet —— we beg pardon, skirts. 


The Nautical Magazine is, as it should be, great on our naval 
necessities. But not so great as they are. The Boomerang is a 
welcome little stranger from Oxford, which merrily proposes to “hit 
It needn’t come all the way to London 
for that! Tinsley’s is full as ever of entertaining fiction and spice. 
“ An Island Pearl’”’ is the title of its Christmas number. We regret 
that it came to hand too late for us to say more than that it is full of 
the homely, heartfelt pathos which has become identified with Mr. 
Farjeon’s name—and to cordially recommend it to our readers. 
Once-a- Week contains a we'l-arranged assortment of old and new 
material. The Leisure Hour should be consulted by all interested in 
the caricature department of high (priced) art. The Sunday at Home 
may be read with advantage any day of the week—when nothing 


the gaping idiot unaware.” 


better is at hand. The Céeltie Magazine is clever—and Scotch. A 
reference in this new venture to the fact that Scotchmen are to be 
found out of the land o’ cakes strikes us as funny, although the 
statement is made in all seriousne*s. Perhaps that is why. 
We have also received, Colburn’s New Monthly (which con- 
_ tains an able article on “ ine Writers”), the Athenian, Good 
Things, Photographie News, Penny Illust:ated, Journal of Horticulture, 
Gold-n Hours (with its little companion Sunshine), Pictorial World, 
Gardener's Magazine, Hardwicke’s Science Gossip, &c., &c., &e. 








Un Gateau—of it. 

Tue Manchester City Council has recently been exercising itself on 
the subject of soap. man-member, who is identified with 
that saponaceous substance “‘ by profession,’ complained that another 
member had, in reference to him, “ uttered the word de savon in 
French.” How he could have uttered it in any other known tees 
isa mystery tous. And yet therein lies the grievance, acco to 
the rts. Sanam epeminntn tal Manchester Board Schools will 

be: “Say de savon im all languages—and never a word 


of soap.” 





Daily News. 
_ A connespoxvewr in Central Asia informs his “ daily” that foreign 
inwilera have been several tincadriven outof Bugdaily. The natives 
must have been vermin their resistance to compel the foe 
daily from their Bugdaily. 




































THE MYSTERIES OF LONDON. 
By Our Lewnartic Lavreare. 


Txere is a season of the year when fearful deeds are done, 

When ghosts attack our window panes and smash them every one ; 
When serpents haunt our placid seas, and burning comets pass 

So near our earth, another inch would shiver it like glass. 


Ah, I have known that fearful time, and kept an open eye 
On all its wonders as they went in columns marching by. 

I’ve seen the monsters who were found in caverns under: round, 
And bought a slice of gooseberry at feurteen pence a pound. 
I’ve shaken hands with girls who lived on butterflies and snails, 
And nursed n» end of babies born with lovely curly tails. 

I've shot a frog that winged its flight across the autumn skies, 
And drank with men who murdered boys, and made them into pies. 
I’ve been attacked in open day by felons with a squirt, 

Who threatened death unless at once I handed them my shirt. 
I’ve had highwaymen sneak my gloves before my very face, 
And ragged ruffians ask the time in sight of Portland Place. 


In Regent’s Park—I vow ’tis true—I've known a lady stopped 

And asked for by @ fiend with whiskers closely cropped. 
I've knowna skaat Gechauey, his little dog to seek, 

While spiteful babies seized his wife to give her nose a tweak. 

I’ve known the papers teem with deeds that never have been done 
In any other land than ours since printimg was begun ; 

But, strange to say, these awful crimes, these myst rieswildand queer 
Have always happened just about this Season of the year. 





A PRIOR RIGHT. 

A man at Altrincham has just been convicted of diabolical crnelty 
toa horse. The poor animal was stabbed several times about the 
head, and then its tongue was nearly cut out. After this, just for 
a change, its master beat it until it fell to the ground half choked 
with blood. Thechairman of the petty sessions at which this cowardly 
ruffian was tried, “ characterised prisoner's conduct as grossly cruel " — 
and fined him forty shillings. But then, you see, the animal happened 
to be the man’s own property; and there is no one in this world 
more able to understand and admit the rights of ownership than a 
chairman of petty sessions—as at present chosen and constituted 
We should be rather inclined to admire the title of petty as applied 
to these periodical distributions of law and injustice, were it not that 
the distributors themselves and their minds hive so imperative a 
claim on the distinctive qualification. 


Or-ful. 

In a recent number of an Edinburgh paper, there is offered for the 
notice of those in search of furnished apartments, “a dining-room, 
handsomely furnished with bed and bath.’ . This in itself is a 
humorous notion of doing the handsome thing for a dining-room; but 
when we get on a little further and read, “‘ minister or Christian pre- 
ferred,’’ we discover at once that jocularity has at last made itself 
manifest in the capital of Scotland. And, that having once broken 
out, itis not to be deterred by considerations of either faith or 
furniture. 


Fact and Fancy. , 


An advertisement in a recent daily paper tells the world that “ ten 
leasehold pews’ are to be sold by public auction. Yet there is said 
to be no suspicion of pewsyism about the church in Regent-street, 
wherein these “‘ eligible investments”’ are seat-uated. (Looking this 
over a second time we fancy the effect is certainly pewerile.) 


D'ye Brown ? 
I~ consequence of a recent national event, it is currently rumoured 
that the American hymn, “ Old Brown's body lies mouldering in the 
ve,” will, by Her Majesty’s permission, supersede the National 
Anthem on all State occasions. 


Posteriorly Jocular. 

Apsirat Srorrozp, speaking ata recent dinner, complains phat the 
Navy has been “sat upon.” Considering where it keeps gaing, it can 
expect nothing else. 

L’Entente Cordiele. 


A Feencu ironclad has committed suicide, out of sympathy with its 
English kinsmen. We accept the sacrifice as a burning proof of 
French ship. 

“ Gone ron a Dear Inisuuan (wire 4 coven):—“Ohpteer my 


bark to Hearing’s Isle :” 
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HAIR-ISTOCRATIC. 


Little Snob :—‘* Wei., you SEE, A HENTIRELY HARISTOCRATIC HAIR ISN'T 


TO BE HOBTAINED IN A DAY 


Rude Host (City Man) :—“‘No; 1T MUST HA’ TAKEN YOU LONGER THAN 


THAT FOR THE MOUSTACHE ALONBE!’’ 


IN THE PILLORY. 


We understand that the following gentlemen were not invited to 
the Civic Banquet which took place yesterday. The reasons for their 
ostracism are appended :— 

Mr. Gladstone, on account of his dishonesty, he having several times 
stolen a march on the Conservative party to which it does Mr. Cotton 
proud eae. a 

Sir Richard Wallace, on account of his 
the Bethnal Green Museum. 

Martin Tupper, because he refused to write an ode to the new Lord 
Mayor in the Morning Advertiser. 

Admiral Tarleton, from consideration for the safety of Guildhall 
during the foggy weather. 
ae yton, on account of his friend Teck's inability to bring 

oh its oe fear he should insist upon the reporters writing 

. Brown's uncle, for fear he should stuff himself to death before 
Bie cats aes pelea aye 

; ; ° injurio excited by the , 
in the legs of mutton. ' . 7 


. TAYLOR'S PATENT || 


New Improvements recently added ! } 


ection with a Loan to 


Ree the or send for a 
Pr_spectus, to 97, Cheapside, London, 
or Great Yorkshire. 
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(DR. CALTHROP’S,) 


P 
Is. 1¢¢.; poet free, f r stamps, 
frou hastinn a ty 0, Far. 
ring jon-street, E C., and Sanger 
@ Sons, 150. Oxford-street, W. 
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THE DAYS OF OLD. 


O, WHERE are now the sylvan glades, 
By Dryads loved and poets sung, 
Where shepherd youths wooed shepherd maidg 
In times when Time himself was young ?— 
Then hills were all with verdure clad, 
And classic rivers ran with gold: 
Men never thought of being sad, 
In days of old. 


Then gods and goddesses would deign 
To mingle with poor mortals here; 
And joy o’er every land would reign, 
For each was glad from year to year. 
The swain could by the streamlet lie, 
And never dream of ache or cold: 
In fact they didn’t seem to die, 
In days of old. 


Or if they did, the friendly hour 

That severed them from mortal years 
But made of each a tree or flower, 

Which need not dread the Fatal shears. 
In modern times when age and youth 

Alike find homes in churchyard mould, 
I scarce can think they all spoke truth, 

In days of old. 


I fear that poets drew the bow 

A little, just, in classic times: 
But never mind, they give, you know, 

A peg on which to hang these rhymes. 
And this may comfort modern men 

Who hanker after crook and fold: 
That mutton now is good as then, 

In days of old. 


A One-eyed Idea. 


Tue Lord Chancellor has assured our Cotton that in 
this country indulgent criticism is accorded to any man 
“who does his duty with a single eye.” We are glad 
of the information, for we know a good many men with 
two eyes who get the reverse for doing their duty. 
We hope the Lord Mayor will get over the single eye 
difficulty by making a liberal use of his double t. 


Companion WorkK To CoKE vpon LITTLETON.— 


Coal upon big hundredweight. 


Forbearance. 


Tuoss who are interested in tracing the course of that fell disease 
hydrophobia will be alarmed to discover, on the authority of a local 
reporter, that a girl has just died at Brighouse from it—“ the dreadful 
malady having been communicated by a pet dog, which bit the girl's 
aunt in August last, the result being fatal.” hether the dog died 
then, and the aunt afterwards bit the girl, or whether the aunt died 
and we are to regard this as a new proof of the hereditary transmission 
of ability, it does not become us to say. We merely give the record 
as it is found in a leading London paper, and are not even unkind 
enough to say that dogs have in its columns done even more curious 
things than this. 


Price One Shilling, 
TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1876. 


Epirsep sy Henry Sampson. 


Now Ready, Price Twopence, 


FUN ALMANAC. 
Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 


| CADBURY’S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch 


—_' 
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“%ITIS MEET! ’TIS MEATY!” 


Distinguished Foreigner :—“ It 18 No Goop wort you say, Mipster Sumit, I po nor FIND youR ENGLIsH Bir zo MOCHB BETTBR ZAN 


OWRES IN FRANCE, BUT IT IS CHIP—VER CHIP; FOR IN ZE VILLAGE 
LEETIL PIECES ON A BEET OF STICK FOR VON PENNY.” 


LIKE FATHER LIKE SON. 


Ir is remarkable that, as reported, royal personages have born unto 
them, not children, not sons and daughters, but princes and princesses, 
for thus runs the general announcement :—“‘ H.R.H. the Princess or 
Empress of such and such a kingdom was safely delivered of a Y scone 
on Monday last.” How quaintly the list of new arrivals would read 
if this style were followed throughout society. We should then note 
among ‘: Births” of The Times :—“ Yesterday evening the Duchess of 
Bleakshire of a Duke.” ‘On Tuesday last the Marchioness of Lawne 
of a Marquis.” ‘On the 5th inst. the wife of Rembrandt Umber, 
Esq., of a Painter.” ‘Yesterday morning, at 3 a.m., the Rev. Mrs. 
Manyofem of a Curate.” “On the 26th ult. the wife of Doric 
Peristyle, Esq., of an Architect.’ ‘On Friday evening last Mrs. 
Whyte Lynen of a Laundress.” ‘On the 9th inst. the wife of Mr. 
John Bull, Jun., of a Butcher.” And finally, in the case of twins, “On 
Saturday last the wife of Professor Loftino Acrobatti of two Bounc- 
ing Brothers !”’ 


Perfectly Howdahcious! 
A CORRESPONDENT suggests that the elephant howdah exercise the 
Prince of Wales will take on his Eastern trip will probably improve 
his Indiagestion. How dah you? 





present in India. 


VERB I now stay, I po BUY OF A MAN WIZ A BARROW ZUM NAICE 
[Smith has “ quite a turn.”’ 








AN OFFER. 
Br ovr Marriep May. 
Ir the man who for fourpence just purchased a wife 
Hasn’t found in that lady a treasure, 
I’ve a missus in stock, and I vow on my life, 
He can take her for nothing, with pleasure. 





A Disease for Dr. Bull. 


In consequence of the advance of Russia into Asia, and her rapid 
acquirement of territory, the Royal Society for the Perversion of the 
English Languages have conferred upon the Northern Power the 
honorary title of the Asiatic Collarer. 


—_—— — 


Al. 


Ir is not rumoured that the First Lord of the Admiralty contem- 
plates changing his constituency at the first opportunity. If it were 
we should wreckomend him to try Wrecks’em. 


Rival Schools. 


Tue Americans have adopted the system of “ ing” in their 
schools; some of our school boards prefer the degrading. 


Curiovs GrocraPuicaL Facr.— Wales is at 
VoL. XxXIi. 
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FUN. 





MORE LETTERS OF THE DAY. 





FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Nov. 17, 1875. 


(Cartoon. ] 
AN IDOL QUESTION. 


Away, away, across the sea 
The Prince's bark has sped ; 
Hem passed by Suez’ lock and quay, 
Jit through the sea that’s Red. 
‘On *h coral’’ shore he stands 
ound, and rubs his hands: 
as he left his ee ai ‘ 
eect irls hun rlands round his neck— 
Pamseo seeuaen, free from guile, 
A ‘amzious for the royal smile. 


Away, away, a tower and town, 
and minaret ; 

Pat ccomintn dusky, dret, or brown— 
Bukavon the jousaay’s joys may 

: sewed ell 
What’ a0 strange will ceaserto please, 

And English lowe w by degrees. 

= when our al’s ceas ed to roam-— 
Pray, who's to pay his passage home P 


-—o-— 


Tue mountain of Cotton. which Guemene its painful labour a 
month or two back wae delivered last week of a most pitifal — 
We are not sufficiently learned in Lord Mayor's Shows 
the very shabbiest that ever seothie aes but it would bee ‘tak 







of Messrs. Bright and Gladstone, we have already paid the penalty. 
Probably thinking we:were as hardimp formatter as some of our d: tily 







editorial features, we reluetantly accord them the dignity of print. 
Mrs. Ross Mary Crawsmay oN THE Drama. 









(we never mention it.—Ep.), my opinion of that glorious piece now 
playing at the Holborn, 
the boxes, twice in the 
my ladies) ; I don’t Saati ene I liked: it dese. 
lady-helps to see it, and have a cop 
of my castle. I think everyone w 
Beer is such a dreadful vice, and so 
aday. I want them allito he testo 




















sees it — give up drinking. 






















fer them to gen Ban'tye 4 they ondy wanted a glass of water and a 
tet oe . Don'tyou think so, Mr. Editor? I intend to go to ali 
tres and write to the ranenp eeene them. The people of Eng- 
land take swoh interest in my opinions of g, and my letters 
are always with my name in full. “Tt'sauch a pretty name, and 
has a.eastle it. I’'mgoimg to speak at six public meetings this 
week, so you nen excuse me writing any more as it makes me hoarse. 
—Yours vintha G sincerely, Rest Mary Crawsuay. 


Mas, CrawsnHay on Guys AND Mrs. Propesrs. 






































to set abo more powerty-strickem than the Daar Mr. Evrver,—T have just thought.something brilliant about 
one a i eat way = Gabuah London on the Ninth, | &¥Y, and I hasten to eand dor pee: iat the millions, who 
calling together gange: and hordes of daylight robbers, and | T¢2d your va/uab/e columns 1 o~ blessings of my gigantic 
offering qui shen gun of ah to the avocations.ef the peaceful- intellect. Oh, are not guys One at my lady-helps, who 

reads the paper to me after oarather has aired it’ and scentedsit, has 


Divested of the geld@iers’ drums and 















trumpets, whi Sgome sort of a glamour over the procession, the | Just read aloud to me about that cabman who carried the notorious 
wend tal , t hardly cance a correct idea of the so-calted | SIrs. Prodgers about asa guy. What a pity it is that a woman of 
pageant. iages drawn by the sorrigat hacks—the lame, | wealth should devote herself to paying cakmen their exact fare. Why 
the halt, s d—and conveying men who looked as if ‘doesn’t she make war upon common servants and take to dramatic 
were. rete @ foray “down the lane” af Hounds criti¢ism—like me? Then the papers would be glad to print her letters, 
decked in tia . A hereot formed the most uous itemp, of and: she might.part her name in the middle and buy a castle to put 
show, if we [. men in armour and t prerticend eon | “iter it. I’ vewritten her and asked her to leave the cabmen alone, and 
veyance Ww otabind’. he. brand-new Mayor ‘come to the theatre with me, and bring the baby. I thinkif anybody 
mail-clad ed unutterably miserable, a= well, vell, indpcd, made me a guy I should like it, especially if the papers wrote about it, 
that the ¢ my have departed if these wenetheir true repre= because it’s so mice te see your name in print. I intended to have 





gone into the question of\ladies taking to the guy business as a source 
of income, but one of my helps is climbing the kitchen flue and I must 
o and watch her, a8 1 am writing a paper on “ Ladies as Chimney 
Sweeps,”’ for the next Soc. Sci. Cong.— Yours very sincerely, 
Cyfartha Castle. Resz Mary Crawsuay. 


them, by the way, seemed inclined to sans-cu- 
ght-errantry. There may, however, have 
been more connection between the two pursuits than we, nowadays, 
—this may be one of Cotton's enlightenments. The Odd- 
fellows had a splendid claim on their title, and, magnificent a set of 
men as the watermen may have shown, on the water, they looked 
muchly Bible-backed and Bunyany on the land. We presume such 
exhibitions have some hidden benefit, or they would long ago have 
faded into nothingness, like so many of the things they so solemnly 
represent. Even the gentlemen in mangy fur and bad ‘ats have their 
uses doubtless, as a warning to the too ambitious, and a hint that 
riches are but emptiness after all. Perhaps it is well that the 
proudest city in the world—and the richest—should turn out a pro- 
cession once every year, in/honour of its chief magistrate, which would 
break the heart of a Batty.and ruin the reputation of a Sanger. May- 
be, it is correct that the town should, for a dozen hours or so, be given 
over to the ruffianly and the profligate, and that saturnalia should 
reign supreme. Doubtless: the very existence of a Lord Mayor is of 
paramount importance, and/his gingerbread coach a matter of national 
. Nothing, we are told, exists without good reason for so doing. 
e must confess, however, to being somewhat sceptical, and should 
be glad of information pos to the benefit conferred on the community 
by this annual display ofcivie stultification and corporate con- 















Mrs. Propcers on Mrs CrawsHay. 


Sir,—I'm not fond of airing my name in print. The police-court 
reporters give me as much publicity as I can conveniently carry, but J 
understand from that everlasting Crawshay woman that she’s been 
writing to the papers about me now. I should think if she could keep 
her fingers out of the inkpot for half an hour it would be a blessing to 
the people who have her twaddle shoved under their noses every time 
they pick up a newspaper. She wants me to take lady-helps! Not if 
I know it.. If she comes near me with any of her stuck-up hussies 
I'll get my little boy to chuck mud at her. I may be a bore to cab- 
men, but I’m not a public nuisance like she is, with her rubbishing 
letters on things she knows nothing about. If she gets anything pub- 
lished about me I'll have her up. I guess I can measure her distance, 
and take her number, if she gets poking her nose into the business of 

CaroLinE GriacometTi PRopeGRrs. 
































[We must decline any further cori:espondence from these ladies, but 
in the interest. of society we shall be glad to lock them in our back 
office for half an hour to settle their little differences after the fashion 
of the sex. Cabmen and domestic servants shall be in attendance to 
remove the respective fragments and dispose of them as the relatives 
may desire. | 








A CONTRADICTION. 


The Brewery Company insure’ the lives of their customers gratuitously.— 


Advertisement in Daily Papers. 
InsvrRING lives 





p brewer strives 


His ¢l:enté’e to. cheer. * Cappi I 
pping it. 
Yet Tae ae b y Pe kay A GENTLEMAN has written to the papers to announce the fact of his 
Pie nate, rig ’ hat being knocked off on the Thames Embankment between three and 
pposed ier. four in. the afternoon. We are afraid his tile was loose before he got 





there. Or perhaps he arranged to be bonneted in order to cap the 
story of the lady in Regent’s-park, who was recently asked for 2d. in 
broad daylight, to the astonishment of the daily press and the delight 
of its subjectless leader spinners. 


‘* Fulb of Strange Oaths!” 
Tus [ RRR maak | character for a swearing actor—there are such—is, of 
course, Oathell 


[November 20, 1875. 


Havine in a rashmoment found space for the epistolatory overflow 


contemporaries, the writers of the fellowing letters have favoured 1s 
with their communications, modest] endorsed, “‘ For Publication.” '[, 
prevent umbrellageous indentation and fingereal abrasure of our 


Srr,—You haye doubtless perused im that excellent paper, the —— 


Se eee have seen it stx times, twice in 
twice inthe galle 7 (where I treated 


have sent all my 
+ of it adwayson the kitchen table 


ladies drink guarts 
nah thier could be vege- 
tarians as well it would be rea/ly delightfuk Byerybody would pre- 

















| November 20, 1875.] 


| SONGS OF A SUBURB. 





No. X.—MORE ABOUT NOVELS. 
PO net. Let Memory, leaving her 


nest in the caverns of slumber, 





time, with hér tail to the future. 
Fain would I have you remember the 
last of these Songs of a Suburb, 
Treating of ladies who dabbled in 
novels, and Tim the colleotor ; 
How in the publisher’s person they 
recognized, scared and affrighted, 
Tim the collector of taxes (a person 
of fifty-four summers). 
Foolish each lady looked,.and sold, as 
she sneaked from his office 
In the des ing gloom of ‘the twi- 
light, badk'to"the Buburb, 
Dropping Ther manaseript, sodked 
with her vaining’ tearsjin the road - 


way, 
Tossing her head. and locking herself in her chamber, and sulking 
(Not because she was sold, but because'the other ones knew it). 


Presently, flocking from town came the husbands, and sat by the 
fireside 

Weary and surly, from having their tea so often at Gatti’s, 

With hearts that sank like a button that’s placed in a basin of 
water. 

Then with stealth to the landing they mounted, and peeped at the 
keyhole 

But the paper was gone, and the scratching of pens had subsided, 

So the husbands knew that something was wrong with the ladies. 

Gaily their spirits rose like the steam from their brandy-and-water 

(Not that it bettered their lot, but because they could sneer at their 
spouses) : 

Sallying out they found those manuscripts down in the roadway, 

Each one finding his wife’s—a rather unlikely occurrence ! 





But, as they read them, jealousy germed in their bosoms and budded, 

Each in the hero believing he recognised one of his neighbours. 

‘¢ Where would you find,” -he muttered, “a lady going and writing 

Novels and making your meighbour the hero, unless she admired 
him ?”’ 

‘“‘ Here is a martyr,” @aid Brown, “ whois falsely accused of applying 

Fire to the city of Rome, azd condemned to the Juggernaut’s 
horrors ; 

This is intended for Jones who, chaffing his lady’s confessor, 

Always comes in, when the reverend gentleman’s gone, fora wigging! 

‘“‘ Here is a banker, unkindly deserted,” said Jones, ‘‘ by his lady— 

This is distinctly intended for Brown, whose partner pooh-poohs 
him.” 

Now, when they journeyed to town by the railway, they cut one 


another 
Each on his side of the carriage, and glaring out of the window, 
Like the statue of Janus (unsoeiability’s climax). 
Thus did jealousy rage in the hearts ofthe‘ hubs” of the Suburb. | 
Reading the story of which ke wessaid ‘to'resemble the hero, 
Each of those husbands was moved, as his wanity ruled, by the 
, picture : 
Those who were drawn as umse bandits or gallant deccivers, 
| Greatly contented, adopted an airwf: ble cunning 


FUN. 


Guide her umerring wing through | 








Meanwhile the ladies who'd written the novels were highly indignant 
(Not because they objected to being accused of flirtation ; 

But that the skill they had used, in depicting the hero, was wasted, 
Nobody seeming to know,#er%#hom the sketch was intended). 


Now, as regards the hero @f@me@f the novels, a single 

Opinion reigned in the Sufbaifb: this hero (a king of the Highlands, 

Griving his mind to the botlimg of babies and murder of bishops), 

Everybody declared was the image of Mr. McPhuskey, 

Simply because he was known as a person of Northern extraction, 

And was the only husband who hadn'ta babe, in the Suburb: 

Greatly delighted was Mr. McPhuskey, on reading the novel, 

Finding bis character painted as ‘that 6f 2 gay desperado 

(He was'the mildest-ef beimgs, and foolishly friendly to babies). 

Now he became 80 dramatic and gruff, his mysterious manners 

l'righted the servant-maids and drove his wife to hysterics : 

Now he would gloat with a fiendish joy at the sight of a baby, 

And Ce name of the Bishop of London was mentioned world 
chuckle. 


But as he read, with a gluttonous haste, to the end of the novel, 

Lo! he found thatthe desperate king of the Highlands, repenting, 

Gave up the rest ofthis days to embroidering imfantile nightcaps ! 

‘Then in wrath hewprose, and, smiting his fist on the table, 

“This is an insult, and deeply,” said, “shall the Suburb 
Tepent it!” 

So, ~when the it grew dim, did the Seétehman, making a foray, 

Gather the babes of the Suburb, and, crowding them into a blanket, 

Vanish into the midnight, in fear of police and the dungeon 

(This is the foray’s prime evil—the murderous fines and the pad- 
locks) ; 

And when Aurora rose pink in the heavens, the Suburb was babeless. 

Then on a sudden, a cry of ‘* Goodness! where is the baby ?” 





Rose on the autuum wir, and exte::ded into the papers, 

Rising, column on column, like eolumns of smoke on the Prairie, 
Lurid, and lighted up by the glowing fires of ‘‘sénsation,”’ 
Greatly relieving the dulness of autumn, dullest of seasons ! 


Scared were the folks of the Suburb on reading all this in the 
papers, 

Seeing that this was the first they had heard of the awful transac- 
tion. 


Timothy (now a detective) is said to be tracking the babies. 
Somehow, however, there seem as many babies as ever : 
Never, I vow, was a Suburb so strongly ixifested with babies! 


A Long Term. 


Prisoners seem to be put in the Wrexham Gaol just to give them 
an opportunity of getting out again by their own devices, and without 
invoking the aid of law or justice, judge or jury. ‘Three men having, 
at various times, escaped by the walls, these were heightened; but the 
fourth man, when his turn came, scorned'to be deterred thus, so he 
quietly opened the door of his cell and mareéhed out by the ae 
entrance. ‘The local authorities think that true genius “ will always 
find its way out,” and feel quite proud to'think thatat last something 
like ability has shown itself in their neighbourhood—even though, so 
fur, it has only appeared among the prisoners. But being so near, a 


| little may in time be caught by the guardians. Andthen——. Well, 


we ll wait ti// then. 





Too much for Money. 
 omp*surprise has been manifested in a at a man gamed 


(Not that they favoured vice; but levell'to be thought of as wicked). | Duekwerth, resident at Blackburn, having wifefer fourpene.. 
Those who were martyrs and goad, or bashful and innocent curates, | We scorn to iteimpdAte that ‘the bargain Was in any way fow! one, 
| yet it seems hard to find at this time of year a fine fat Duckworth but 


Greatly resented the picture and wrathfully called it a libel 


(Not that they hated virtue; but thought it seemed weak to! one groat. Brown, who is always wanting to be clever, thinks that 
this is a case for the code of Drake-o! 
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THE BRITISH DOMESTIC. 
PHASE SECOND.—HER COOKERY. 
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“* Don’t yewshewerly bile ribs o’ beef ina fryin’ pan, don’t yer! P’r’aps * Orternt to roast ‘cod-fish on a string, orterntI? Diddent orter roast it atall, | 
yer'll teach yer granmotber.”’ didn’t I? AmI the cook or ain’t 1?! Werry well!”’ 
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“ Never see sich a muck as things make yer hin ! My fault, ** Tell wotit is—better git summun as Aain’ta minx! Better do it yerself— 
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LORD MAYOR’S DAY. 


By our Lewatic Laureate. 


Goop people, good people, beware of the day 

When the Mayor turns his gingerbread Westminster way, 
For his horsemen shall gallop their steeds o'er your toes, 
And his bobbies belabour your shoulders with blows. 

That his lordship in glory may ride through the town, 
They must kick you and beat you and trample you down. 
Your wives must be smother’d, your babies be slain, 

That the king of the city may pass with his train. 


Oh, fools! who by thousards stand lining the street 

To stare at a merchant, red-faced and effete, 

Who, lolling on velvet, deck'd out like a guy, 

With a smirk on his features, goes lumbering by ! 
Twenty years of the profits on candles and soap 

Have raised him at last to the height of his hope. 

Ts it meet that for him you should roll in the mud, 

While the wheels of his waggon are red with your blood P 


Go pick up the pieces, the pageant is past, — 

The supers with calico tacked to a mast, 

The knights in tin armour, the footmen in gold, 
And the suite at one shilling per diem enrolled. 
Look! here is a woman all bleeding and crushed, 
And a babe whose soft breathing for ever is hushed. 
Ho! shutters and stretchers, and clear up the dead 
From the path of the City’s magnificent head. 


Good people, good people, a lunatic prays 

That reform may soon banish these dangerous days ; 
Let the chiefs of our City spout, gadble, and swill, 

But deny them the licence their fellows to kill. 

For the folks who in civic processions delight 

Let Astley's engage the whole troupe for a night : 

The supers can stalk round the stage in a string, 

While his lordship as clown cracks his jokes in the ring. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Mr. Cave seems inclined to revive the almost forgotten reputation 
of the Alhambra for splendid scenery and magnificent dresses. With 
increased morality there has been of Jate years a shabbiness calculated 
to make promoters of vice rejoice; and it really did seem of late as if 
virtue at this p!ace of entertainment, as well as elsewhere, was to be 
its.own reward. In the interests of the good and the true and the 
beautiful, among whom collectively and individually we are proud to 
number ourselves, we note with satisfaction the “inauguration’’ of a 
new ballet at the Alhambra, which for splendour, variety of design, 
and richness of colour, may vie with any production of the palmiest 
cay: of “ grand spectacular’’ contrivance, and which is yet pure as the 
purest-minded could desire. It is called The Flower Queen—though for 
the matter of that it might just as well be called anything else—and 
the honours of the display are fairly divided between Mr. Cave, Mr. 
Maltby, and Mr. Lauri. At the close of the last dance, and when 
everybody “ behind ” was happy in the realms of eternal bliss, or had 
gone home to supper, some gentlemen called very anxiously for the 
author. As they had already received and applauded the baliet-master 
and others concerned, it is only natural to suppose these anxious 
expectants think silence more satisfactory than dialogue—»nd desired 
to express their thanks accordingly. Spectresheim, the chief piece of 
the evening, may have led to this feeling, for, gorgeous spectacle as it 
is, the dialogue is of the poorest. Mr. Rignold ought to have lost 
weight, as his antics are calculated to keep fat down and promote 
condition. So good an actor is worthy of something b-tter than this 
—perhaps, though, better this than nothing. The Majiltons should 
not be missed. their gambols being, to our thinking, by far the funniest 
and cleverest things of the kind ever seen in London. 

To write about Rip Van Winkle is of course to praise Mr. Jefferson. 
This artist must almost be surfeited of the continuous congratulation 
which pours in on him wherever he goes, He must envy the lean man 
of the Lyceum, if only for his power of setting up friendly feeling 
against critical acumen. So when the part of Rip is played out, per- 
haps Mr. Jefferson will give us a turn at something as unsuitable to 
himself as possible, just for the purpose of diverting the current of 
encomium, and driving the critics crazy. But when will that time come * 
It would be hard to say. Andas Mr. Jefferson gives a study worthy 
of-every word of the praise which hs been bestowed on it, we are by 
no means anxious for a change. It is pleasant, now and again, to turn 
from the fulsome and sickening laudaticns of most moderate actors and 
writers, or the attempted suppression, for personal motives, of the 
really able, to Rip Vun Winkle, and see therein a piece of character 
acting which, however much laudation it may have received, has never 
been overpraised. To see, in fact, in the one conception the highest 
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histrionic art and the receptacle of the most unanimously just 
criticism of the present day. Almost everybody must by this time 
have seen the piece—there can hardly be anyone who would not 
willingly see it again. ‘The minor characters are very well played, the 
children particularly so; and besides all its other advantages, past and 
present, there must still be a good deal of money in Rip Van Winkls 
for Mr. Jefferson and the Princess's management. 

A very sumptuous place, indeed, is the new St. James's Restaurant, 
which, with a front in Piccadilly enticing enough to make the High 
Priest of Teetotalism forget his vows and slip in for a drink, has just 
started on a career of “ friendly rivalry'’ with the Criterion. The 
plans and preparations for dinners and dining are immense, and as we 
are particularly informed that the kitchens are upstairs, perhaps Mr. 
Grieve intends turning his basement into a theatre, according to the 
plan followed at the establishment close by. Whether or not it is an 
advantaze to have a plaée of amusement so close af Hand that the 
usual ‘‘ forty winks” after dinner may be taken to thea@tompatiintient 
of sweet strains of music, We cannot say. From the theesteical int 
of view, however, it would appear as if quality is nef so m an 
essential at a temple of dinners and the drama mixed, as it would be 
at an crdinary establishment; Flewr de Thé to wit—(about the only 
opportunity in the way of any imaginable kind of Wit that caa be 
wot out of it), Whatever future line he may take, M®, Grieve has our 
goud wishes, as the “friendly rivalry” arou these kindred 
mare Evens penne streaaae from the text with whtich 

ey etart, » whi i nality #6 the Stand 8 
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JOY AND SORROW. 


Our lives consist of ups and downs: 
One moment Forttine fondly pets us, 
The next (so woman-like !) she frowns, 
Or turns aside and quite forgets us. 
= - of “ seems dull and drear, 
nd trifles (so to speak) annoy us,— 
But let the glowing sun Amal 
And then we're joyous. 
You've seen the little “foy concern ” 
That faithfully foretells the weather ?— 
Two figares oma pivot turn, 
And never leave their house together. 
Tis so in life: when one’s relied 
On Fortune for a brilliant morrow, 
Lo! storms arise—Joy goes inside, 
And out comes Sorrow! 


Ah, well! it’s doubtless for the best, 

If now and then our teardrops trickle ; 
It doesn't do to be distrest— 

For late, alas! is always fickle 
The world’s a sort of country fair, 

With many scenes of * rough-and-tumble ;”’ 
But still of pleasures we’ve our share— 

So musn’t grumble. 


Hardly Good Enough. 

SprakinGe at the Lord Mayor’s banquet, it has pleased Mr. Ward 
Hunt to characterise the loss of the J’anguard as “‘ merely a blunder,” 
and to point with pride to the death of Commodore Goodenongh as a 
proof of the efficiency of the Navy under Tory administration. If 
every blunder of my Lords is to be wiped out with the death of a 
brave sailor, the sooner the numerical strength of the navy is doubled 
the better. 


Funereal. 

A srewer of Burton-upon-Trent is paragraphed as having buried 
his mother in a wicker coflin, and without ‘any of the usual extrava- 
gant outlay in mourning.” As his object was doubtless cheapness 
and noturiety, he should have put his late mamma in an empty beer- 
barrel and carted her to the cemetery on his dray. 





—_— -— — 


Ashford Attractions. 

Tue Duke of Edinburgh objects to the vagaries of certain traction 
engines in the néighbourhood of Eastwell-park. The local board 
declines to interfere on his behalf. His Royal Highness, like his 
brother, is at present looking after the Injuns, but the “ entertain- 
ment” is lacking in his case. 


All the Difference. 

Tue total abolition of the Birch 1s reported from Perak, and the 
most eager advocates for its suppression in this country are howling 
for the chastisement of the leaders of the movement. A Peracktical 
illustration of the difference between theory and peraktice. 
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GREEN AND BEAR IT. 


City Alderman (in an excited voice) :-— WartER, WAITER, THERE IS ONLY 


ONE piscs oF GREEN FAT HERE!” 





DOTS AND LINES. 

Fxztivo exhibited in Brussels because of the importation of a large 
number of old rifles. Whether because they were rifles or because 
they were old our contemporaries have not stated. = Probationary 
Methodist minister with stealing money. Proved to be Inno- 
cent and yet remanded. Perhaps for being a Probationary Methodist. 
— “No royal delivered at the opening of the Belgian Chamber.” 
Possibly there is no royal road to speathtakine in Belgium. =< Firth 
ef Sheffield declines to attend Lord Mayor's banquet. Fancies he 
might have been confounded with Firth of Forth. — Alderman 

re chinicn ciialadie Terk te . Thinks an 
‘s opinion i -ical. He may be good at , 
but his other notions are not te. yell founded. vad Mr. Ruskin de” 
utes with Mr. Bragge. Must have felt the task quite congenial. — 
tinued p of the campaign in Africa. Great slaughter of 
the enemy. “On, Stanley, on!" ==. Wedding guest at Grimsby cuts 
his throat “to spite the bride.” A sanguine spoony, and no mis- 
take. —- Mahomet charged for the ninety-fourth time with begging. 
eal more trouble than prophet about 
this ere’un. Think there’s doosid little of the green caft’un about 
him—he’s artful enough. — Wainwright's creditors meet. As no 
anaes could oon - — i = was a condemned cell to 
em together. — Mayor at Shrewsb begging. 
Wonder a young Dewdrop hasn't been down oa dead himaeld. 
He “droppeth like the gentle dew” into the Mayor's nest. 





Non mi Ricordo. 


Tux Recorder of Liverpool holds that a publican has the right to 
refuse drink to anyone whom he thinks may possibly get tak. 
though perfectly sober when demanding re ent. Liverpudlian 
thirsters would evidently do well to provide themselves with certifi- 


cates from their home circles as to the amount of liquor they can 


balance before they tap the counter. Or perhaps the Reeorder 


might be induced to crack his jokes before he comes to business. 
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THE EXCLUSIVE ONE. 


OnsErveE, sir, though my dress is mean, 
I say, without exaggeration, 
My uncle’s cousin might have been 
A man of most exalted station ; 
And, sir, it’s this connecting link 
With blood that’s loftily untainted 
That obviates my standing drink 
To one with whom I’m not acquainted. 
Though my refusal, I confess, 
Is liable to misconstruction, 
I drink with nobody unless 
| We've had a previous introdustion. 


| A man whose second cousin’s niece 
| Was Lord Tomnoddy’s near connection 
Must necessarily increase 
His list of friends with circumspection ; 
It’s that man’s duty to respect 
The rules which guide my Lord Tomnoddy ; 
| For him it wouldn't be correct 
| Togo and drink with anybody! 
| When strangers bid him drink (and pay) 
His “Thank you—no” should be unbending, 
And yet intoned in such a way 
As saves all risk of its offending. 


| But lest (as you propose to pay) 
| My being deaf to your appealings 
And saying resolutely, ‘‘ Nay ” 
| Might generate unpleasant feelings,— 
T’ll violate a little space 
| The rules that guide my Lord Tomnoddy— 
I'll yield with dignity and grace, 
And take a little glass of toddy. 
I feel I’ve found a friead in you 
| (And friendship’s not a thing to smother) ; 
| I liked that glass of toddy, too— 
| I really think I'll take another. 


‘*Oa-kum with Me!” 

Some gentlemen, sojourning for a short time at 
Coldbath-fields and similar abodes of treadchery, are 
suffering from mill health. A natural result of being 
under the care of their step-mother-in-law ! 





Very much attached. 


Siz Huwny Jamus, in opening a case at the Queen’s Bench the other 
day which was te settle which of two firms had to sustain the loss 
incurred over a recent rob , explained matters. He said that the 
litigants had always been, and were still, on the best possible terms, 
and “ he might almost say that the friendship which existed between 
the parties before the circumstances of the case occurred had since 
ripened into affection.” It is worthy of note that this statement was 
made on the plaintiff's side, whose “ affection”” must have been like 
that of the natives who had a great affection for white man—and s0 
eat him in proof thereof. A species of regard which would seem most 
natural to a practised lawyer, though he would have been more—much 
more—near the mark if for “affection” he had substituted the more 


legal phrase of “ attachment.” 


Only too True. 


“ Wanrtep a home fora boy, half-cast.” So runs an advertisement, 
which must have been put in by some one in a great hurry, consider- 
ing the number of boys’ homes that are wanted for those who are 
whole cast—outcast—for the matter of that out and outcast. Charity, 
which proverbially begins at home, ought to give preference to repre- 
sentatives of home produce ; but perhaps their claims are negatived by 
the fact that they are, though of home, homeless. Therefore, charity, 
not finding them ready to hand, only too often passes them over for 
foreign claimants. . 





Credit-able. 

Somunopy advertises for “‘a position of trust.” For ourselves, we 
should prefer one of ready money and emolument : but tastes differ. A 
light porter at a tallyman’s would be the best thing we can think of 
in advertiser's line. By the way, are tally-men so called because they 
are of a foxy nature, and there is often much to them tally-owing ? 





By Trae Brirr0ovs.—Stand and reliver! 
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THE REVENGEFUL DOCTOR. 


Tus Doctor was sitting in his study one evening, when he felt the 


to put it—a regler nuNGLER—a feller as ain't got no more notion of 
pack of his neck beginning to get cold, and knew there must be a 

} 

| 

| 


his bisness than a hordinary cow!’’ And back he went in his barrow 

to the doctor to say he had a pain in his head from starvation. Now 
| was the doctor's wicked chamee, and, hugging himself in ghastly 
| jubilation, he said, ‘“ That's all through your having a head to put 
| pains into; let’s have it——”’ 


draught somewhere, so he went out on to the doorstep and fetched in 
the British Workman, to consult him about it. 

‘Natural intelligence and inborn honesty struggled to monopolise the 
lighting up of that British workman’s face, and his every action said 
aloud, ‘‘ What this man undertakes he does well.’’ No sooner had he 
gone thrice round the room than he said, with meaning: ‘‘ There isn’t 
no mamner o’ doubt this ’ere draught gets in somewhere,’ and asked 
for some beer. ‘‘ Where do it come in?—that’s the thing!” he 
pondered, taking a little beer; and the doctor suggested the window. 
“That's it,” said the workman, taking a little more beer. ‘ J’/d put 
that square.’ 

There was a bright, hopeful look about his eye, which made the 

| doetor leave the business entirely in his hands, and the British work- 
| man (taking a little more beer, and asking the doctor for the loan of 


sight. “ BUNGLERS!” he said, when I saw him some tim« after: 
‘*BUNGLERS all them doctors is! Know as much about shir worl 
as yah!” And he had some beer, and went home to. tave sere 
beer. 
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SKITTLES AND BEER:. 


As a youth I imbibed, I am sorry to say. 
The philosophy fife ih the street ; 
And the knowledge I im this cursory way 
Was, alas! very far complete, 
Now amid the odd things I wascarefully taught 
Was the maxim, remarkably « 
That life for the peoplé who 
Is a matter of skittles and beer. 


I believed that the moments of Majesty dew 
Undisturbed by a trouble or care, 

That its offspring had eee hi to do; 
But to fatten on succulent . 

I imagined that work was a meaningless sound 
In the delicate mouth of a peer; 

That life was to him but a merry-go-round. 
And a matter of skittles and beer. 


Now time has brought wisdom and taught me at last 
What a terrible blunder FE made ; 
For the drinking of beer loses Majesty caste, 
And at skittles she never has played. 
The princes must travél and listen to sete 
Who drone out thei# eulogies drear, 
And laying foundationestones certainly rotis- 
Them of half of theit skittles and beer. 


The lords of the land, too, must humble theiz hevds; 
And bow to the popular sway: 

I fancy the hottest of rancorous Reds 
Doesn't envy the noble to-day. 

Look at Darnley, poor devil—in spite of his blood 
Sorry victim of banter and jeer ;— 

To a Jord who for weeks has been pelted with mud, 
Life can’t be all skittles and beer. 


afew bricks, some mortar, a ladder, a hod, a trowel, and one or two 
_ other articles which he had forgotten to bring) bricked up the win- 
| dow: ‘“There!’’ he said, triumphantly ; “ won't ha’ no more draughts 
now.” But after a time the doctor found the room was not the same 
as it used to be, as there was no light; so he stepped out again and 
fetched the workman (who was waiting on the steps for some beer). 
“No light?” said the workman; “ well—no—you can’t say as there’s 
exactly any wot yer might say light—but that’s ’cos it’s shut out. 
That ain’t no fault o’ ourn.” (He always condescendingly bracketed 
the doctor with himself—in speaking of these little transactions.) 
Tell yer wot; there'd be heaps o’ lite if we’ad the roof off.” So 
(taking a little more beer) he took the roof off; and this plan seemed 
very satisfactory for a time, but the rain got in rather, so the doctor 
stepped out again to the “ public” at the corner, and fetched up the 
British workman. ‘ Raim comes in? Well, I expect that’s’cos there 
_ ain’t, so to speak, no roof for to keep it out, yer know. Let's put the 
_ roof on agin, and let the light in at the bottom.” And (borrowing a 
| saw, @ crowbar, a hammer, and a few other things:/He had omitted to 
_ carry with him) he took away the floor. However, this plan didn’t 
_ answer long because all the farniture fell through, and there was 

nothing te walk on. “JI really don’t think this will do either,” said 
the dogtor mildly, again fetching up the British workman from the 
kitchen,\(where he had been having some beer) ; and the British work- 
man said: “ No, that won't do;” and (borrowing a few nails which 
he had neglected to provide himself with) put in the floor again. 
“We can’t make nothink of this ’ere room: you'd better let me take 
it away and burn it, it’s only a incumberence,” he said, with bright 
persuasiveness ; and (borrowing a few scaffold poles and some ropes and 
planks which he didn't happen to have about him) he cleared away 
the room. But somehow the house seemed tottery after this, and it be- 
came necessary for the doctor to call in the British workman (who 
was,having some beer), and consult him about propping itup. ‘Do 
want, in a kind o’ way, proppin’ up, don’t it,—that’s becos it requires 
support,” said the latter brightly, and (asking the doctor for the loan 
of-some tools) he found a quantity of bricks and mortar in the founda- 
tions; got them out, and propped up the upper part of the premises 
with them. 

Then he had a little beer and went away, and, strange to say, the 
house. gradually settled down; and one morning when it had sunk 
into a@ mass and the doctor was sitting on the top of it, paring his 
nails, that workman passed by on his way to get some beer. “‘ It has 
tumbled in,” said the doctor—“how are your” “Well, it’as in a 
manner 0’ speaking co-lapsed, ain’t it? Thankee, I ain’t feelin’ werry 
beright—got a kinder toothache, I’ave.” ‘“ Let me havea look; I'll 
‘$008 put that square—you leave it to me,” said the doctor. But there 
‘Wai ® fiendish expression im his very buttons, which seemed to 
of wild and demoniac schemes of vengeance. The British workman 
opened his mouth in childish confidence, and the doctor said, “I see 
What it is! You have the toothache because you have teeth—we 
must take ’em out. You don’t happen tohave a dentist's apparatus 


at nought 


Flowery Compliments. 


Some Parsee girls have been twining wreaths of flowers round the 
Prince of Wales's neck in Bombay. A necksellent way of doing him 
honour, but rather a Flora for a gentleman who, with all his training, 
has not yet learned the art of wearing garlands gracefully. Perhaps 
he’ll come back with a ring through his nose. 


Sigh for Me! 


A MORNYNG paper is indignant with a young lady because she 
advertised an innocent communication in cypher, and wants to know 
why.she did it. Why, because she thought a cypher must be noughty, 
of course. | 


Paint and Size. 


But the British workman had turned the corner and got ovt ov 


about you, I suppose ?’’ and he took out all that British workman’s 
eth. But the workman, ashe mused-about it (over some beer) seemed 
tisfied ; however, he had some more beer, and went about his 
Work, But presently he found that he had to bolt his food in lumps, and 
80 interfered with his digestion that he got quite weak in the legs, 
80 he went off again to the doctor for his advice, and—oh! the 
tprehensible light of malicious triumph shone out of that. doctor's 
“yes a8 he saw the workmam coming! ‘ Weakness in the legs?” he 
Maid § * Jet's have ’em off!” And they had ’em off; but the workman, 
6 hé went home in a wheelbarrow, began tv lose confidence in the 
wot, _ believe he’s a ’umbug, and don’t know nothink about ’is 
e, : he kept muttering over his beer: ‘I do ’atea man as don’t 
Hh stand ’is business, I do!”’ 
b didn’t get any better—on the contrary, he got much worse; so 
__ Some beer and went off to the doctor again: ‘ Stomach all 
bee eh P” said the latter, with inhuman gloating in his eye; “ let’s 
wapout.”” Andhedid. ‘He is a’umbug,” said the British work- 





GusTavE DorF is engaged on a picture 30 ft. by 20 ft. and some 
odd inches, to be completed in three months. Such feets of art as 
this are surely calculated to incher his reputation—they can yardly add 
to it. 


Seasonable. 


ApmiRaL Poporr has been obliging us with his views upon circular 
ironclads. Such temerity cannot be pardoned even in a foreigner, 
for circulars and ironclads are the privileged bugbears of a party we 
should be very glad indeed to see Popoff. 


—_—— 


Penny Maligners. 
Tue small scribblers who write the little paragraphic scandals of 


the Press-ent day. 
City Dinnexs.— Yelling stockbrokers. 








man, trying to have a little beer, but suddenly finding he had nowhere 
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[Novemngr 20, 1875. 
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Reverend Stiggins :—“ ARB YOU AWARE, YOU HARDENED SINNER, THAT THIS IS THE SABBATH Day ?”’ 


Hardened Sinner :-—“ PERHAPS THATS THE REASON WHY THE FISH WONT BITE. 


FANCIES. 


Fancy if Dewdrops had been born a twin ! 
Fancy if Tarleton and Leiningen were on the same sea together ! 
Fan 
Beti's Life instead of the Oh-no-we-never-mention-it ! 
if Irving wrote ali the notices of his Shakespearean 


performances ! 
we > the Lord Mayor took a trip to Costa Rica, and stayed out 
te 


Fancy if Sir John Bennett could have seen four bare-backed steeds 
handy on Lord Mayor's day! 
aw if Mr. Benson could settle the Wainwright trial all by him- 


Fancy if Darnley had a weak stomach for mud ! 

Fancy if the Conservatives were to stop in office two years longer ! 

Fancy—no, to fancy the last item must be agony enough for 
anyone 


A Sinkular Coincidence. 


Caar.zs Dickens has gone down in Boulogne Harbour. He never 
went down in France before—the French couldn't understand him. 
pa and collisions being g. soqenees words ” just now, there is a 

iar appropriateness in his closing the mouths of our foreign friends 
—though it’s only the Bull and Mouth. 





if Lord Redesdale and Archbishop Manning had appealed to 


ERS QUININE WJ] 


“Wz can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard. 
“T find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.” — 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 


SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C. 
Printed by JUDD & OO., Phosniz Works, St. Androw’s Hill, Doctors’ Commom, and Published (for the Proprietor) vt 80, Fieet-strest, B.O.—London, Nov. 20, 1875. 


AIN’T CAUGHT A BLESSED ONE THESE THREE HOURS.” 








Where, indeed ! 


A Crry magistrate the other day refused to grant a summons in an 
important public case, although it was stated that at least four wit- 
nesses were prepared to swear that gross and corrupt perjury had been 
committed. A week or two before this a stipendary magistrate con- 
demned a man to death. From both of oat cases it may be gleaned 
that, without any of the trouble and bother of a New Judicature Act, 
Trial by Jury, so far as such advanced people as Figgins and Benson 
are concerned, is abolished. 'Whereare our Conservatism and Glorious 
Constitution after all ? 


‘‘ Christmas is coming.” 
Tue condition of Turkey still occupies a considerable share of 
public attention. At this season of the year it is not to be wondered 
at that it should. 











Price One Shilling, 
TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1876. 
Epirzep sy Henry Sampson. 
Now Ready, Price Twopencee, 


FUN ALMANAC. 
Full of Engravings by the Brothers Datsiel. 





















NoveMBzEr 27, 1875.) FUN. 


THE BRITISH DOMESTIC. 
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“Yes, mum—dreadful destructive these things is! lf this here wawse didn't sneak down stairs from the dro-in’-room, when I wasn’t a-noticin’, and 
sermash itself to attims on the kitching ferloor !” eee ern ie 
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“*Ole"leg of mutten in the dustole? Yes, mum—disgustin’ wasteful ; but there, **Got yer best silk deress on to black the stove in? Weil, there— 
they’re all alike!”’ an’ I never noticed it !’’ 
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“ Bin’ ; : : i , , ; 6 : , , 
putting kitching stuff in marster’s new ’at? Oh! It wasn’t me as done it Regiar cubberd full of broken things? I ’are seen that cat a sneakin’ about 
. Mum ; and besides, I thought he’d done with it, and I ’adn’t got nowheres that cubberd—she must 3 smashed all them things from time to time, 
else to put it, and ’owever can it a come there? and then ’id’em away artful! Werry sergashus,mum! Yes, mum.” 
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(Cartoon. ] 


A COMING FLOOD. 


Tur floods are out, and waters sweep 
Where onceithe @y ran; 
The sticklebaek now sinks to sleep 
Beside the dripping-pan. 
And ali the country's ina mess, 
The scavenger 's in dite distress ; L 
There's nought unmixed but mud and rain, 
And Chaos’ self has.¢6me again. 


As sinks the “ windfall’’ in the mud, 

As rots theamvuldy wall, 
As frost nips*verdure m the bud : 

> pridemast havetts fall. 

No flood“hasanade a tithe such wreck 
As that/the people soon must check : 
This nrafl misrule mst shortly cease— 
Then #un will, thankful, rest in peace. 


cee Dee 


Ir is to be hopell that. fhe misfottunes which vec 
whelmed those witose lives are-east in unpleasant places “the | 
recent high-water marks-will have.seme advantageous outcome. Tt 
would be sad indeed @@li-the-empefience and hardship which our 
riverside populations have undergone should be given to the winds— 
and the waters. To obtain an insight “irito the peculiarities of -sub- 
aqueous existence may seem nice—to those at a distance; it isa 
hard matter to the folks who have seen their homes wrecked without 
a chance of recov The merchant, the manufacturer, the om 
tractor, the landowner—all these have suffered much during the recent 
floods, and the total of the gemeral loss would doubtless be astonishing 
to anyone but the head of a @epartment in the Tory Administration. 
But, disastrous as have been the losses suffered by the wealthy, they 
are as nothing compared-with what the very poor are sufferingand 
must suffer. We have no wish tobe paradoxical, and show that one 
man can afford to be ruined much better than another; but certain it 
is that while the large losses will be repaired somehow, the small ones 
seem just now simply irrepar@¥le. It is our earnest hope that in.a 
country like this, which is so spontaneous in its charity, and so prolific 
of committees when the claimants ave strangers, we shall not see-our 
own flesh and blogd driven to the Union, simply because it is too 
small a matter to trouble about andiraise money over. A good deal of 
mortality and misery may be saved during the forthcoming winter— and 
what is a great deal more te'the purpese perhaps, a great charge on the 
parish rates may be prevented—by the exercise of a little timely 
charity. When this is dene, as ‘we figpe it will be, there will be time 
enough to wonder how, im Ixendon, il our ‘boasting and @xpendi- 
ture over embankments,the slightest exitea mise in the tide floods whole 
districtaamiMhalf drowns ‘their inhabitants. 


? 





A ROYALTY ON ART. 
_“* The Prince acknowledged his indebte@ness to Mr. Alan Co'e for the informa- 
tion he had to give.””—Heport of Prince Leopold's speech on Art at Oxford. 
A youmment Prin@sArt’s lesson teaches, 
from lg father’s speeches, 
wretthed Brompton Boilers 
statishi 






paimernge of 
’Wha, full of art, or art-ful rather, 


Make Art a footstoel for their . 

And im the guise of beieepaatien 

But advertise his Ly ae agra 

Thus themes in w wise should revel 

Are brought to Primee and placeman’s level. 
ea 


The Beal Meaning. 
ed ems cc, Se eee oe off a tree and 
killed. Pre Peqple tiaietiis points a moral 
: _ It doesn’t; y ~that.dishonesty should 

ond uted | md that nothing should be stolen 
that isn't wellewatkem ome'’s reach. Never steal chestnuts unless you 
| find them growing on the ground, or unless you have got a step 
ladder. <A. step-mother will on emergency do as well. 
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THE CHAMPION SHIP AT MORTLAKE. 
By a YounGa SPortTsMAN. 


Tue boy stood’on the steamer’s deck whence all but him had run; 
and said, ‘‘I feel so satisfied to think my task is done.” I promised 
my bold editor that I would go ferFun,and see the race ’twixt Thames 
and Tyne—and Sadler's beem 4nd won. I’ve seen the reaches up 
above, I’ve seen ’em down below; d’we watched the rowers race for 
love, with measured sweep an slow. “But never in my magic mind, 
or ma‘friendly way, have I beheld the river wind as it has wound to- 
day. J never nursed a young gazelle,.or blacked its blatant eye; but 
Thave seena sculling match,—anilt the reason why. 

Reader, the boy referred to in fteWoregping rhapsody is the present 
writer of this exhaustive article’ Gn culls and sculling. [ 
wrote boy advisedly,for, though. in wy first youth, I felt a 
feeling as of childhood’s days as I water running up to 
be taken care of at Putney Aquedust,’ , tis ever thus with 
human life. Life, thought I, flows ‘on, aw@-@my@ind on; and so docs 
water. Life has its turns, and so ; and again, like our 
existence, the London river has both'a hightfdesind alow tide. Mine 
has been a low tide until recently, but s%whdt my opportunity has 
come I mean to embrace it, awl @how What philosophy is not 
necessarily unconnected with sotillimg amit@hes, be they for the 
champion ship or only for an offilimany-veesél. “And so my imagi- 
nation kept pace with the progtess@f the @teamer, which gallantly 
teareered.over thewaves. Then, -to the of masculine 
voices, With erpi bing i ‘o'the "beating of our own 
heatts, with colours waving and flags= ‘fhe big drum broke 
loose and every manat his station, with his cutlass loaded ready to do 
or die—we cleft the archway under Putney-bridge and moored our- 
selves safely by the champion ship, which was the sole cause of the 
coming contest. The umpire saw that everything was fair, and all 
was merriment and mastication. 

Not unprepared, sir, for the exigenties of sowtupendous a voyage, 
I had provided myself with a fourpenny ‘pork \pre’and a captiin’s 
ébiscuit, some beer ina bottle, and half an om@meewof birdseye. With 
ithese luxuries at command, J invited the umpire to take his seat under 
tthe binnacle-baskét‘and ‘hisdench withmme. And when we had safely 
sat down, I asked him who he thought would win the ship, and 
Whether he thought the Seven Champions, who were so clever when I 
was a small boy, would have been able’to beat. Boyd and Sadler. The 
tmpire didn’t think*so ; because, as he said, water wasn’t much in their 
line. He knew lets vf people who miglit be champions if the question 
wasrone of while \bit-on a @@urse of Water: d and Sadler were 
decifledly best. TL aske@litim if Sir Wilftid Lawson were quite 
out of #, as he ought to have a spleméid chwmcve; andthe umpire said 
that soe would have, you know, if it wasn't that he preferred to be 
champion-@f bearts-and ‘back-answers in the Housewf'Commons. By 
this time we hail finished lwnch, divided the serew of tobacco, given 
the remnatits of the feast to the captain, and thentthe umpire sent up 
to the champion ship to say we were ready. I trust, sir, you 
will obserwe that I took a good dealof trouble 'to obtain the right 
information, «and to show that itiis by no meansmécessary to send 4 

orting writer up ‘the river to report a \ 

Oh, rapidly the river runs from ‘tothe sea’; at Chelsea they 
eat penny buns at breakfast and at tea; the Soapworks is a splendid 
scene, and stands upon a ridge; to Hammersmith I’ve often been— 
right underneath its bridge. At Chiswick there’s a pretty Ait, and 
also there’s a church ; there scullers for their rivals wait, then leave 
‘em in fedurch. There’s not a place-tim @ll the world that’s equal 
unto Baaiies; its boats are by the tid “twirled, though fastened 
by theixsterns. And when you get to, Mhowtlakc Reach, and see the 
famous Ship. it lodks just like the-ocean's Beavh, with waves that scud 
and skip. The veivesof the crowd that surge, sound like the sad sea- 
shore. wailand w just like a dirge, and then with laughter 
roar. Amd as they@ee the : past, and findthat Sadler’s won; 
they all agree he's sony fast | the for Kan. 

the race for tle champion ship— 


I d to ctommyaccou 
sch Wy th wag a prowel to Sadler thesame evening—in the 
foregeimg ‘ae it is both striking and ofiginal. 1 have to 
rn | to the umpire; who allowed me on his 
boat, 
Sow aie : 
















oe. a fact wiiich I beg you will 

ou will also note that I paid for the 

eee umpire imifemmed me ee - ot off 
as he used—im fact, was hardly getting a or 

and his large family im sudh ventures. You will see 

that the resw/t of the given infall. I trast you are 

amd will send cash by reéfurn. 













This man has evidently not been to Putney at all, but has becn 
getting his informatio: frem the papers, ané-hastallentntoall sorts « 
st errors* i . The editorx row that he 


didn’t send Augspur; but he’s got quite aleve his work lately since 
taking to dramatic criticism. Auyhow, we've had enough of thas 
cripple. - 
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A CAPITAL EXCUSE. 


On! the minutes are fraught with the torturing thonght— 
‘‘T am bound for the Woddleton’s party to-night.”’ 
They're strangers, you know; and I’ve promised tv go— 
Not only to go—but to go and recite ! 
I’m wanting in cheek, and my memory’s weak, 
And my nerves are so funny and shaky and queer, 
That even toging is a terrible thing 
When only my elderly mother is near! 
I've tried, like the deuce, to invent an excuse; 
But I want a foundation to make ’em suppose 
That the fiction is true——-. Here! by Jove! This'll do! 
Here's a pimple just come on the tip of my nose! 


I observe, with regret, that it’s tiny as yet ; 
But if I encourage and coax it aright, 
And worry it well, it may possibly swell, 
And even get large and imposing by night : 
And then I'll deelare, with an innocent air, 
When the Weddlet ns ask why I didn’t go near, 
That my face was a fright and a regular sight— 
So strangely distiquanet I couldn’t appear! 
y dread of the evening’s fled, 
Already I feel there’s an end to my woes; 
For I’m up to my eyes in improving the size 
Of:the pimple that’s come on the end of my nose! 


Exceeding the scope of my loftiest hope, 

That good little pimple's beginning to shoot; 
I think it’s aware of my fatherly care— 

Good Heavens! it’s getting as big.as my boot! 
Each time that I pass, and I glanee at the glass, 

I'd:-henestly swear I can see it imerease : 
Confoundedly queer it has made me appear, 

For —— to the size of a sixpenmy piece! 
Isay! I mmare | What an So ir ! 

Supposing it doesn’t diminish, but. grows ! 
Supposing it to the end of my days, 

That horrible knob at the tip efmy nose ! 


UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


Tuart the First Lord of the Admiralty went down under the table 
at a recent banquet while trying to reach port. That the D...y 
T h and the New York Herald have sent a butcher to Africa as 
their ‘‘joint’’ commissioner. That the Prince of Wales's anticipated 
return to Europe is in consequence of a Royal command that he should 
lay the foundation-stone of old Brown’s mausoleum. That Dewdrops 
worried Orton for fourpence on the Magna Charta account during 
their recent interview. That Lord Charles Beresford has had his 
fling in the East, and doesn't like it. ‘Ihat he is composing an 
account of his adventures with the title “the Thrown of India.”’ 
That Mrs. Crawshay succeeds Mr. Oxenford as dramatic critic of The 
Tines. That three sous have been collected in France for the English 
sufferers by our recent inundations, and forwarded to the Mansion 
House in an unpaid letter. That Miss Thompson is writing a lecture 
on Female Art for Prince Leopold to deliver. That her pictures to be 
specially recommended are nearly ready. That a spectator recognised 
one of the men-in-armour at the recent Lord Mayor's Show as his 
long lost son, by a strawberry mark on his body. That the share- 
holders and depositors in the Co-operative Bank are going to buy Mr. 
Oakley a statue with their eighteen per cent. interest—when they get 
it. That when the windbags have raised the Vanguard, Turkey is 
going to borrow them to raise another loan with. 





Those Awful Perus. 


Tue money article writers are loud in their denunciation of the 
Peruvian Government for refusing to ratify the guano contract after 
it had been signed by its authorised agent. They declare such con- 
duct-to be a blot upon the country, but omit to call its promoters the 
Inkers of Peru. This refusal having sent their bonds down proves 
them to be pen-ny wise and pound foolish. 





Strange but True. 

Mr. Puimsout has written a long letter to the papers concerning 
grain cargoes. Sympathetic as are his remarks with regard to the 
preservation of life at sea in connection with this subject, they all go 
against the grain. 





Wrart's THe DIrrERENCE BETWEEN A BetTiInc Man AND A GRAVE- 
DIGGeR ?—One “ takes to” the turf, and the other “‘ turns it up. 
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POTIPHAR PRIGG; 


Or, Tue Boy wo was KInp To tee Car. 


In a quiet and sequestered nook of the village churehyard he lies. 
Over his fair young corpse the gladiolus weeps, and the aloe comes 
once in a hundred years to bloom within walking distance of the 
hallowed spot. A slab of lacteal purity stands like an {ndian sentinel 
over his little mound, and inch-high letters recon@his many virtues 
and his tender years. 

In the centre pane of the village emporium of emrrent literature is 
the history of his deeds deposited, with the _— open to the 
sympathetic gaze of passing pedestriams. ‘©n Mttle front is its 
title, “ The Boy who was Kind to the Cat,” amd om ite Hite back is its 
price—one penny per single copy, witha discountem taKing a dozen 
for the use of schools and clubs. Qh, rare little Petiphar Prigg! 
May the earth rest more lightly om thy breast tham did the cold 
pudding thou wert wont to consume: in evening hoursof thy too 
short career! Thou wert a diamond in the rough, and it was rough 
on thee ihat thou shenldst die o’ Monday. 


Oe * * 2 . 


Potiphar Prigg was the only child of despicable parents. His 
papa was a drover and pig-sticker, and his mamma minded little boys 
Potighar when er ae neat out charing. When 

ota "s papa beat his bullocks, smote his sheep, or pinehed his pi 
he would reprove him, and read him extracts from Mr. Colamn’a 
annual reports, for he was passionately fond of dumb animals. At 
three he composed the prize essay in @late pencil on the Cruclty of 
Eating Periwinkles with a Pim, at four he threw one of his mother’s 
‘“‘ minders ’’ down the well for brushing a fly off its mose,at five he 
was appointed local agent to the S. for the P. of ©. to A., and 
corresponded with Mr. Bright on the of the Compulsory 
Abolition of Saltas an ingredient inthe of Sparrows. At 
six he died, and the disaster thus befell. 

One Monday evening his papa came home drunk from pig-sticking, 
and wanted a pot of four-half fetched from the King _ 
Now Potiphar’s mamma was absent ing back remuneration from 
forgetful mothers, and Potiphar, having the cat asleep upon his knee, 
refused to aceede to the paternal request, because “ he wasn’t egoin’ to 
wake it up.” Irritated by his son's refusal, the old gentleman rose to 
chastise him, and, stumbling, fell into the fire. Unable to extricate 
himself he yelled loudly for his son’s assistance, but the dear boy's 
gentle heart forbade him to disturb the cat, so there he let his father lie. 
In half an hour all that remained of Potiphar Prigg, sen., was his teeth 
and boots. 

Now, when Potiphar’s mother came in he pointed to the grate and 
asked her to remove the smoking embers, because he feared the 
unpleasant smell might disturb the cat. Ignorant of the awful cat- 
astrophe which had happened during her absence, the unconscious 
widow collected the ashes ina shovel and flung them into the dust- 
bin. But when, previous to retiring to rest, Potiphar told her that 
she need not sit up for papa, and explained the reason, the depraved 
woman was so violently excited that she picked up the cat and flung 
it at her offspring’s head. And the pain of seeing a dumb &nimal so 
brutally used, acting upon a weak constitution, brought on hydrophobia, 
from the effects of which he died. 

‘The whole village attended his funeral, headed by the vicar, and the 
story of the love that cost him his life was printed and published at 
the expense of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, 
that it might teach other boys to follow his example. 

Peace be with thee, tiny Prigg. We linger by the mound in the 
village churchyard, and the tears well up into our eyes as we pluck a 
gladiolus from the tomb of one who forsook father and mother, and 
clave unto his cat. 


What’s in a Name? 


A GENTLEMAN named Robins was recently charged in Paris with 
being a pickpocket, and, nothing being found upon him, was gruffly 
ordered in the vernacular of the country to “take his hook.” The 
English press has taken up his cause and indignantly demands why, 
being an innocent man, no redress was offe-ed him for the insult, 
especially as his papers proved him to be “some one”’? Considering 
that these papers proved him to be Robins someone, we can’t see that 
the police are to be blamed for mistaking him for a thief. 


Petticoat Government. 

Ir is stated by authorities on the subject that Turkish Ministers 
are the creatures of the Sultan’s favourites, and are afraid to act in 
opposition to the caprices of the harem. If this is the case, we can 
easily understand the Grand Vizier’s harem scare ’em policy. 


Wuen Are Wovunps Like ITronctaps P—When they heal over and 
disappear. 
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DIFFERENCE. 


Mistress :—“ I sHOULD BE GLAD TO KNOW WHETHER YOU ARB QUICK, WILLING, AND GOOD-TEMPERED ?”’ 
Maid :—“ Ex—THE PERSON WITH WHOM I WAS LAST CONNECTED CONSIDERED ME—ENERGETIC, ACCOMMODATING, AND AMIABLE!”’ 








SOME EFFECTS OF THE FLOOD. 


Mr. Styzoots did not reach the domestic haven until four in the 
morning, owing to the quantity of heavy wet about. 

Mr. Sponger did not return Brown the half sovereign as promised, 
oe purse was carried away from the piano where he had 

laced i 
Mr. Simpson's honour as a milkman was not injured by an unex- 
perien inspection of his stock-in-trade, as the dilution was se utterly 

ond his control. 
Irs. Powder Blue “couldn't be expected to pay for them three 
shirts as had been washed away,”—and she didn’t. 

Mr. Hardup was compelled to liquidate, as the inundation had 
damped his hopes of pulling through. 

Mrs. Firstfloor apologized to her lodger for the weakness of his 
brandy, “ but through a-leavin’ of the cork hout careless that ’orrid 
flood ’ad been at it. 

Mr. Prodi was com to borrow another hundred of his 
governor, just to keep his head above water. 

Mr. Soaker was, for once, able to understand how it was that when 
he got home from the club everything was swimming around him. 








Retiring. 


Tue Sheffield T./e;raph says there is great stagnation in that town, 
and adds, “ It is not pleasant to hear that one ae house is 
delivering tires in this neighbourhood.” Considering the constant 
squabbles between masters and employés at home, it is not to be 
wondered at that consumers get tired out. 





** Prop-putty.” 

An advertisement in Zhe Times speaks of a “gold pin, with 
diamonds, last Monday, walking from Soho to Oxford-street.” The 
wonder to our weak minds is, not that it should have been lost, but 
that it should ever have been found—out and about in such prop-er 


style. 


BAD PROSPECTS. 


Loox out! for a demon approaches 
With artful, insidious stealth— 
A demon who ever encroaches 
On all the preserves of our health. 
Look out for asthmatical “ wheezing,’ 
And colds that are extra-severe ; 
Prepare to find water-butts freezing— 
For Winter’s unpleasantly near! 


Good-bye to the Autumn-time joyous, 
That charmed with its roseate hue, 
Ere long, snow and slush will annoy us, 

And noses look frosty and blue. 
Soon all will be slipping and sliding, 

The poor will be sorry and sad ; 
The Winter-fiend forward is striding, 

And coals are expensive—and bad. 





A Dux Egg. 


Some noble sportsmen have been mistaking ‘each other for birds of 
another feather that generally flock together when trained to stand 
still and be shot at; and one of them got hurt. The shooter 1s ex- 
pecting to be publicly complimented on having at last ‘‘made his 
mark.” Except getting himself born the son of a duke, and proving 
that beauty is not even skin-deep sometimes, this gentle youth had 
done nothing heretofore to impress even a Conservatively reactive 
nation with the truth of the Manneristic dogma about our old 


nobilitie. But if they’ll take his gun away and give him a stick—and 
a box of eggs—he may, now that he has once started, do yet great 
things. 





Is-raellery P 
Ir a Hebrew utters a witticism, may it be properly called a “jeu de 
N.B. This is asked Aaronically. 
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SONGS OF A SUBURB. 





No XI.—BROWN’S “MUG.” 


(A VeLtcar Sone.) 


p 


Did Mr. 
did ; 





rings 
Were value for a quid! 
tails 


nails 


(or ‘t6l'de ‘¥o1 de day). 


The reaséh how it came to be 
That Mr. ‘Brown he thtove, 
‘He had abit’ of propertee— 
A distanéé-rufning cove. 
‘He Kept/him'doWn at Gurreétt-lane, 
A* al pplace’@nd sléw, 
Whé¥e ‘parties weed to vo and train 
Ajgoodish bit ago : 
(Bit nowadays it isn’t so—its glory's gore away. 
‘Siig tol de rol, ahd sown. 


You'd back ‘him over twétity tile, 
eae ein ail | 
He’ slaughter time ie, he w i'n Smile— 
And nowheres would the sprint. 
He'd“ yuttmner ’’ marked ‘in ev‘¥y limb 
You'd easily detect — 
The artist-fellér's skétch of him 
Is wonderfill correct. 
You wouldn't come'on such a leg for tenning ev'ry day: 
‘Sing anything, from ‘tol de rol to runity umty tay. 


Now Mir. Brown lie had ‘to try 
To get him into tune 
To run a twenty-miler by 
The thirty-ninth of June. 
He up and made him run and pad 
And wouldn’t let him swiil, 
But somehow, after all, he had 
A lot of lumber still. 
And Mister Brown he shook his head, and said it wouldn’t pay, 


Sing tol de lol, &c. 


When Mister Brown he'd come and say 
‘‘ He wanted so and so,” 

His manner was so nice and gay 
You couldn’t tell him no! 

He tipped that runner-chap a wink, 
And said, oh, so polite, 

“Extracting all your teeth, I think, 
Would make you nice and light.” 


That runner-chap he blushed, he did, and said, “ Extract away!” 


Rum too, ce. 


But even this would hardly do, 
And so they got some shears, 
And cleared away his eyelids too, 
And chopped away his ears. 
For, oh! that runner chap had got 
To win the handicap, 
As Mr. Brown had piled a lot 
Upon that runner- chap! . 
But suddenly, said Mr. Brown, “ I think I'll change my play,” 


With a tootle, &c. 


Then secretly he hedged his tin, 
The whole threehap’ orth—viz. : 

He went and put it all agin’ 
That running chap of his. 


FUN. 


E sported very nobby things 
Brown, he 


I do believe his very 


His cutaway’s delightful 
Would make your bosom 
, Siad; 

And he had very dirty 
Had Mr. Brown, ‘he ‘had. 
wore his ‘tepper slanty- 
wise, in ‘stich an artful 


way, 
tol @e ‘rol li hiral Wl; 





‘Oh, running-chap,” he gaily said, 
‘“‘ Observe, you've got to lose;”’ 
And kindly gave him bits of lead 
To line his little shoes : 
Which lead that little runner took and slyly threw away, 
With his tol de rol and the rest of it. 


He started off, that run 5 
With quite an artless smile, 

And won that little handicap 
By nearly half a mile ! 

What made him comfortably richy 
His agent up in town 


Accepted all the money whith 
Was hedged by Mister Beets | 


And Mister Brown has popped his ritig“aiid is€@uite so gay 


With his hi cum tooraliety,&c. 








so much shouldn't quarrel and fight. Might draw lots, and 
of thesame quantity, lots, or perhaps thore. = Nottingham Od 


Souprers eat each other in Liberia. People Who Hike nc “am 


excommunicate their brethren of Sheffield, and refuse to be ré00R 


ciled. would think oe 


Really, one 
ion. = Dreadful assault by a burglar on 


police evidently means battering oneself. — ry 
goes out shooting. One of the party comes back shot. 
result of the Conservative belief that a nobleman is born able to 
—as well as to legislate. — Great fall in the price of coals. 


was Aa St rgrortrs 
Instituti the polite, ‘Result: 
“ Medical aid had to be procured for the Btirglar.”’ on as re 


shoo 
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Corre- 


sponding rise in their quality. N.B.—We’ve really been ¢o/d so. — 


Race for the championship at sculls. 
head, naturally won “ in a walk.” 


Sadler, having much the longer 
Canny Newcastle men Boyd with 


hope for future trials, though. — Valley of the Thames under water. 
Much valleyable property destroyed. Dale of destruction. — Guile at 


Sheffield receives a watch and chain, likewise a purse. 


Virtue, there 


and elsewhere, continues to be its own reward—and testimonial. — 
Mayor of Worcester requested by lady of Tenby to go out and catch 


her a couple of lampreys. 


Not having them in stock he sends a couple 


of lampposts—and she doesn’t know the difference. — Colonel Hender- 
son says “there has been a great moral improvement in the status of 


the London cabmen during the past year.” 


He needn't go about 


publishing his ignorance ; it’s pretty patent without that. — C'ergy- 
man near Bath fined £5 for torturinga horse. Benighted magistrates 
couldn’t see he was only trying the effect of a little Christian doctor- 
ing. = Spectator proposes that Mr. Ward Hunt be transferred to 


‘‘another sphere.” 


To the nearest Reform-a-Tory. — Capture and 


conviction of an habitual drunkard, aged six. Mrs. Cyfartha 


Crawshay thinks that if he had been trained on dramas this couldn't 


have happened. = Mr. John Bright “ walks six miles on end.”’ 


As 


Mr. John Bright hasn’t yet written to the papers to say which end, we 
must decline to interfere. — More litigation about the will of a most 


eminent lawyer. 
impartiality of law. 


As Follows Before. 


This should tend to show the equity as well as the 


A “ REGULAR line of Spanish screw steamers’’ seems to possess either 


some very fast or some exceptionally slow boats. 


One of them is adver- 


tised in a shipping paper to start on December 6th, and be followed by 


another on the 24th of November. 


Can that be beeause in the 


advertisement the ships are said to start “in the following order?” 


Of course, and the followers go first, naturally. 








Ow eee ee 


Pe ry or prem 5 
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NOTHIN’ TO ’IM, AT ALL EVENTS. 


Pious Old Party :— Anp now, Mrs. Struszrys, I’ve ONE IMPORTANT QUESTION TO ASK. Dors Not SATAN OFTTIMES TELL YOU THAT YOU 
ARE NoT A CunisTIAN?”’ Mrs. Stubbins :—“ Yxs, ’EE DO 80.” 

P. O. P. :—“ AND WHAT SAY YOU TO HIM ON THESE OCCASIONS ?”’ 

Mrs, S.:—“ Wait, I say, wHeTHEeR I BE OR NO, IT CAN'T POSSIBLE BE NONE OF ’IS BUSINESS.” 














THE PERVERTED PUNTER. Dropping Down. 
A “Lay.” Dr. Dewprops has been visiting his friend “the unhappy nobleman 
; now languishing,’ and after the pair had mingled their tears the 
happy Arcadian—the lucky one—went away and addressed a meeting. 
. r beK O1 One of our contemporaries declines to print what the gentle Pariahent 
The winner's now counting his gains for the season, | said on that occasion. As no considerations of modesty, decency, OF 
The loser but sighs, for dull care is his guest. : | morality ever influenced the promoters of this journal before, 
Ah! where are the “thick ‘uns” he hoped to be counting ?— —_—_in the way of suppression, it is only fair to assume that the Dewdrop 

Where, where, is the “ soft-stuff” he thought to possess?— | was “ down on them,” and not at all gently. 

Gone, gone are the visions of moneys amounting 
To sweet notes unnumbered—to nothing, or less. 
| 
| 
| 


On, now comes the time when “an obvious reason ”’ 
Compels the fleet racer to seek out his rest ; 





Latest Legality. 


Wut a burglar was attempting to break a first-floor window-sash 
at Wanstead, he fell to the ground and broke his leg and arm instead. 
It is thought by his legal adviser that an action will lie against the 
proprietor of the house, or the builder, on the ground that proper 
precaution had not been taken to prevent danger. They are, how- 
ever, prepared to compremise the matter. 


But drying the teardrops adown his cheek straying, 
And stifling his sobs he says, “ This here won't do!”’ 
Then plucks up the heart that so heavy was weighing 
And strikes out a notion both brilliant and new. 
For years—ah, how sad !—he’s been swearing and sinning— 
Majestic’s his mien now—new doctrines he'll teach : 
‘¢ The last race is over, I'll make a beginning; 
And all through the winter converted I'll preach!” 


AUGSPUR. 





Indore Amusements. 
| Tue Times correspondent with the Prince in India telegraphed, 
A Musical Note. ‘“s Beyond Indore is our next point.” A lesser light in the literary 
A stupent of human nature has discovered a rapidly improving firmament would have said, “‘ We're going out for a walk.” 
musical taste among the masses. A Saturday night at the music hall cxneeensernipiticetbisiibasichetcinhinal 
often leads young men to a Monday pop. | 








New Reapinc.—To the poor, all things are poor. 
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POST PRANDIAL POLITICS. 


TA.xk on, talk on, and crack your jokes, 
Gay pillars of the State! 

Your vapid nonsense but evokes 
The scorn of men sedate. 

Go vaunt your works on land and sea, 
In places where you dine, 

And let your boon companion be 
The bumpkin flushed with wine. 


Talk on, talk on! our army fails, 
Our boasted vessels sink, 

The star of England’s prowess pales, 
We stand on ruin’s brink. 

Still, when the foaming liquor flows 
Review your doughty deeds, 

With chaff appease a nation’s throes, 
And bathe the wound that bleeds. 


Talk on, talk on! let laughter ri 
Around the festive tenearias = 
The praises of inaction sing, 
While Russia drills her hordes. 
The Eastern question’s one you deem 
A quip can set at rest— 
The peace of Europe’s but a theme 
On which to hang a jest. 


Talk on, talk on, while Time matures 
The bill you’ve yet to meet 

When Albion tries those acts of yours 
Before her judgment-seat ! 

When all your blunders in the light 
Of fair debate are shown, 

Dumfoundered at the sick’ning sight, 
You'll have to change your tone. 





























PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


The Story of Sevenoaks, which has for seme time been running in 
Scribner's Month’y, is now published in a compact one-volume form by 
Warne and Co., of Bedford-street, Strand. Those who wish to know 
something about life which is thoroughly American—about models of 
the Fisk type, and about successful roguery, as roguery best succeeds 
in the States, would do well to read Dr. Holland’s book. The 
characters are various and well drawn. There are the cunning and 
unscrupulous man of the world (U.S.), the deep-thinking yet almost 
child-like inventor, the rough back-woodsman, and the fashionable 
lady (also U.S.). People like these have doubtless been met with 
before—but so have all kinds of people in and out of novels; aad if 
Dr. Holland’s characters are not original in the mest exacting sense 
of the word, they go through a performance original enough to satisfy 
the sternest critic. A scene in a Court of American Justice, in which 
his solar majesty is, with true Republican want of sympathy, called 
in as @ witness, will astonish those whose knowledge of law is confined 
to the humdrum procedure of our own courts, even with Dewdrops 
and his hopefuls thrown in. Dr. Holland, though a kindly writer, 
is somewhat of a cynic, for the Nemesis which overtakes his villain 
leaves him, after all, in fairly comfortable quarters, and invokes neither 
railway accident nor shipwreck—not even remorse—to cut short his 
criminal career. We sincerely recommend The Story of Sevenouks to 
those of our readers who care for novels asa very agreeable change from 
the trashy home produce with which our libraries are now-a-days 
flooded. The illustrations, which are few, err on the side of 
“ prettiness.” 

From the same firm of London publishers we have received Evelyn 
Howard, another one-volume novel, this time by a lady author, Mrs. 
H. B. Paull. If the exhibition of thorough goodness of purpose be 
considered success among novelists of the fair sex, then Mrs. Paull is 
successful indeed. But if a high literary position is aimed at, then 
the writer has evidently mistaken her vocation. Still, it is pleasant to 
find a lady novelist who can divest her mind of the insane and only 
too often worse notions which form the general groundwork of 
feminine fiction, and who has produced a book which, while it is not 
in ‘, impure, or impossible, is fairly reasonable and even 
amusing. he illustrations, which are by Mahoney, give more 
ee of early promise than has, we regret to say, been usual of 
late; the engraving is worthy of the drawing, and the volume altogether 
is evidently intended to be a little present for the forthcoming 
“ festive” or, indeed, for any season. : 

A weird but by no means a wearying little book is The Octopus ; or, 
the Devil Fish of Fietioa and of Fuet (Chapman and Hall). In fact 
a deyil-fishly good and amusingly instructive work. Its author, Mr 


On 


the Masses. 





Henry Lee, the well-known naturalist of Brighton, has had special 
opportunities of sitting up all night with this interesting visitor, and 


worming from him, in the confidences of the small hours, all his secrets. 


These, with full, true, and particular exposures of the former deposi- 
tories.of former fishy, not to say demoniacaly eomfidences, are all con- 
tained in the book, to which we must refer our readers; for, however 
much Mis Iiee may reconcile it with his conscience to expose the 
wonders-of nature, we feel deeply grieved to think that, as the man 
said when he burst into tears after waiting a week to see Gog and 
Magog come down to dinner, ‘‘ Here’s, another 7 of history and 

happy days of 






phase of Charta bust up!” Alas, f 

fiction ! when a fact had only to be invented te. sh for ever; and 
when there were no Henry Lees or other: of the quiet 
current of naturally historical—not to may ically natural— 


a 


history. ‘ 
On receiving The Pythagorean — and) Co.) we became 
impressed with the earnestness which A ee dissertation 
on pone The Pythagorean aoe is not the small musical 
instrument whose greatest advantage adaptability to any tune, 
and the impossibility of its getting owbef orden—no, it is consettiing 
else. What, we will not presume to say; for after: 
and only understanding it a little, we 
succeed at all. Since then, we have 









times and have found it admirable— as Oliver is to be con- 

pe ae = spe rene aera | ; we shall 
_ to hear when anyone else has. 

m Jest to Earnest is a story by the Rev. E:. Bj Roe. After read- 

ing some of it we discovered the “ jest” to be soft Roe; 

and so in “earnest’’ thereof we didn’t go on, as we th ours was 


the shortest way to verify the title. 

The Art of Ventriloguism is a small hand-book written by Frederi¢k 
Maccabe, and published by Frederick Warne. We used to havea 
considerable ee of ae for both these —— in Lap 
respective, and, as we i totally unconne profession®. 
entertainer and publisher. We have now @ different feeling fer 
them conjointly, as after pee the hand-book and follo 
directions.for ventriloquism, we frightened the baby, asto id 
neighbours;.caused the servant to ‘‘ believe it was fire” amd: ram 
the engi worse than all, to totally destroy our digestion 
are advised that @ mild kind of vengeance would be to write 
Maccabe an entertainment, and to offer Mr. Warne a volume af 
“ collections” for publication. 

Macbeth at the Lyceum is a wretchedly abortive attempt to make 
Shakespeare responsible for the shortcomings of Mr. Irving. The 
author of State Savings states his case well—as he should. Zhe Art 
of Reasoving has no one claim upon reason or existence, not even that 
of second-hand originality. A pamphlet on Saving Life at Sea is 
seasonable ; and The Book of Scottish Story is true to its title, being 


all Scotch, and stories. 


A SEA OF TROUBLES. 
Now meat is high and coals are dear 
It’s surely not surprising, 
Poor householders should quake with fear 
To find that water’s rising. 
— oe 
Alexander's Feast. 

CoLongL ALEXANDER, the Conservative M.P. for South Ayrshire, 
begs to state that the present Government is “ laying the foundation- 
stone of decency, order, and morality.” The Colonel's remarks embody 
England's just cause of complaint against the Tory Ministers. We 
asked them for bread and they gave us—a stone. 





Running ’em Down. 

Rear-ApMIRAL Maxsp has been lecturing against woman suffrage 
at the Co-operative Institute. He strongly opposes the movements, 
We can quite understand a modern admiral taking this ground. Old 
women are proverbia ly jealous of their sex. 


A Hint. 
HowTo Rarse a Sunken InoncLap.—Sowan admiral in snug quarters, 
moisten freely and at short intervals with Roederer, then transplant 


to a foggy atmosphere. You will soon have your sugken ironcl#d, 
[ Beast ! you'll have it, but you'll only ra‘se a row! not an ironclad !) 





Gassy. 

A GENERAL meeting of the Oriental Gas Company is convened for 
the 25th. It does not propose to deal with foreign leaders on the 
Eastern question. 

Venrpt has taken his seat in the Italian Senate. Just the mam for 
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SCHOOL-BOARD DAYS. 


Art reckless disregard for truth 
I frequently have found 
Some people dub their days of youth 
Delight’s unceasing round. 
I’ve heard, and that from men of sense, 
Their school-time’s hearty praise : 
Yet they had no experience 
Of happy School-board days. 
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If they at times the truant played 
And stayed away from school, 
The master simply flicked or flayed 
According to his rule. 

No chance of thrashing I have had 
For following such ways: 

They merely fine my poor old dad 
In happy School-board days. 


Then teachers all were very learn’'d, 
And terribly strait-laced ; 

And many a time the body burned 
For quantity misplaced. 

But all my masters ever knew 
(With sundry extra strays) 

f learnt in half a year or so, 
In happy School-board days. 


Our fathers found, the silly elves, 
When cast upon the world, 

Their learning lie upon the shelves, 
Their flags remain unfurled. 

We, who acquire no useless lore, 
See how this system pays, 

And oft lay by a goodly store 
In happy School-board days. 


Take then a School-board schoolboy’s word, 
And trust the novel game 

To educate is not absurd 
The lord and lout the same. 

And if it be, the error roots 
In education's craze, 

And we'll not taste the bitter fruits 





NOT TO BE CAUGHT. 


teresa 


Eccentric: Old Officer to new Footman :—“ Now THEN, Patrick, CALL ME Of happy School-board days. 
A CAB.” 
Pat (who thinks thie a dodge to try his sincerity) :—“Ocu, no, your 
HONOUR, IT'S NOT MYSELF THAT LL BE CALLING YOU NAMES AT ALL AT ALL!” Pic-MAILy ’un.—The original hog in armour. 

















DON’T ALL RUSH. | The Law. and the Prophets. 


Hgr Masesty tHe Quen has granted permission to her faithful Mr. Sranuey, after butchering any am 

; i . . ° ’ ount of untutored savages, 
wean, Raed et arent. oer aoe. in Windsor. There | has come to the conclusion that a a missionary might follow him 
of - ao. to bet h . 6 "Tha che number | with advantage and convert the few odd men his revolver has missed. 
S oS eae admi dn oe y 0 Sthmeti anee he chapel to be | He modestly advises the evangelist to bring with him some cheap 
rr iy “that at Seiad is vill tals h ree. made Brummagem goods, which can be sold to the natives at fancy prices. 
Saad dn Gieeih Dalinha: diene ol tho © a aed at ajosty ae If “our gallant commissioner” sets the law at defiance he has 
a ahs the chapel, — ete a a oe 1 tne, fall evidently considerable respect for the profits. 
allowed. . As in the course of a thousand years or so we ho 
ve an hour or two to spare, we hereby give notice of application , A Leapine Arricie.—A. 
Clerk of the Works at Windsor for a ticket of admission, to be win re tami I clink tl 
d, say, the Ist of April, 1985. After that visit we shall issue a Price One Shilling, 
| art and Windsor number, for which we are now ready to receive : 
dvertisements—and the money for them. Part of the profits to be TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1876. 
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given a the — whose courtesy has led to such extraordinary Epirep spy Henry Sampson. 
Tidey. Now Ready, Price Twopence, 
Way is having your optic bandaged like the Thames overflow ? FUN ALMANAC. 
Because its having an high tide up. Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalsiel. 
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a1 Paris Blue 
ramunsaceee = || SOCOA ESSENCE | ae 


<—éepee Box and 
select the pattern suited to your | PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
CAUTION,—If Cocoa thickens in the eup it proves the addition of starch LAUNDRESS 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoonix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, Nov. 27, 1875. 
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IT MUST COME TO. 


Stranger :—“‘ CAN YOU TELL ME WHERE Mr. Wurzk1’s FARM IS?” 
Rustic :—“ Wvuzze.’s ranrm? Yxs, sur, I can. D’ye sez THAT THERE BO-AT?” 


Stranger :— Yxs.” 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Arter a fairly lengthened career at two houses in London, and a good 
long turn round the country, Miss Lydia Thompson and Company 
have once more commenced to enlighten dwellers in the metropolis on 
the subject of Blue Beard and female curiosity. Considering the 
number of times this piece has been played before English and 
American audiences, curiosity seems as well developed as ever, but 
in this matter is fairly divided between the two sexes. On the night 
of resumption at the Globe, there was no apparent weariness or falling 
off in any of the oft-continued characters; and the piece, having been 


“touched,” trimmed, and re-written to date, seemed to please as much 
asever. Our opinion of the chief performers has been given before 


now, and while there is no occasion to unsay one word of previous 
commendation, we cannot let this opportunity pass without a word 
os one who is to us a newcomer—a true and graceful artist— Miss 
Rachel Sanger. 

The Charing Cross Theatre, which sees many changes in the course 
of the twelvemonths, and introduces to public notice many different 
kinds of plays and players, has for some little time been occupied, very 
Successfully we Cio. with a “ legitimate” troop, headed by Miss 
Annie Lafontaine, whose essay as Hester Grazebrook in .4n Unequal 


han ambitious attempt, by no means devoid of a con- 


Match is, thoug 
siderable share of ability. Miss Lafontaine is very well supported, the 


ewer claimants for notice being Mr. Lytton Sothern and Miss Edith 
ynd. 

Last week the annual athletic gathering of an indoor kind, which 
winds up the season of a really representative institution of modern 
days, was held at the St. James’s Hall, and, as is usual on these 
Occasions, there was a full house. Also, as is usual, the spectators 
seemed highly delighted; the various items in a remarkably good 
Programme being keenly enjoyed by experts as well as by those to 
whom nothing is so nice as to see hard knocks given and received by 
others. Although the ring is no longer “‘ an establishment” amongst 


Rustic :—* WELL, sUR, IT’S AS NIGH AS CAN BE UN’NEATH THAT THERE BO-AT!”’ 








lost art; indeed, it would seem as if instead of being mere passive 
spectators of pugilism, as in former days, our golden youth nowadays 
have become its most practical exponents. But boxing, though ar 
important, was by no means the only, feature in the L. A. C. card. 


Fencing, singlestick, quarterstaff, feats of swordsmanship, and the 
finest display of eres possible to imagine, make up a total seen 
under a roof only oncea year. The L. A. C. and its festivals have 
many imitators but no rival. We presume that until spring comes 
again, and the sun shines once more upon the brumous Britisher, the 
process of hibernation will go on unchecked among these athletes and 
their directors. So, while they are all asleep and can’t be puffed up 
with pride at hearing us, we will be thankful for such a well-arranged 
athletic club as that which can now, without any vainglory or 
pretence, lay fair claim to the imposing and distinctive word London. 





BLACK AND WHITE. 


An Englishman for lack of bread 
Is daity numbered with the dead, 
No hand is stretched to aid him. 
At best his cry for help but leads 
Official spies to make his needs 
A pretext to degrade him. 


A nigger’s artful tale resounds ; 
We quickly raise ten thousand pounds 
o send a mission over. 
The Christian white must starve and die, 
The heathen who can act a lie 
May laugh and live in clover. 








Way are Russtan Names u1xs Royrar Reeerrions.—Because so 


us, it is well to know that boxing is far, very far, from becoming a | many of them end ina Koff. 


VOL. XXII. 








[Canroon.]- 
£5,000): AA BARGAIN. 
Ture is Fun’s nottoaof civilikationers;— 
Who's to gaitimey’ 6 this king >— 
This is the pof the nationers : 
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Thievery; jopbéry, all wing. 

Flunkey@on , loans, mmarder and mystery, 
Ju ityallinadazy 

Make bat a: of our national history ;— 


These'are ditt few of our vivilised ways. 


Go then ol “Teaser,” kespjon with your swigginses, 
Stick to your bottlevand all! will. go well ; 
Don’t be alarmed by an army of ‘Stigginses, 
Civilisation, you sespis aselh: | 
Maybe you knbw, though, ntuvh'more than your téachers do, 
Fun's a shrewd notion that artful’s your gante, 
Fancy you knowing as nmadh asthe preachers dom 
Getting five “ thou’” for jushehanging yourname ! 
—J ee 


teeth. This vessél,as-own readers are doubtless* 


ban of martial law. te the endeavour made by’ 
crew to hush the mattér up dieetly they became aks, 
reason whatever to doubt that ‘the Jron Duke was in a most 

strait at the time the signwl of ‘diktvess was hoisted. Otherwise 
was the request for assistance Are we 


Nelson ? 


of danger’s merest shadow ? 


went out of fashion with ships of the same material ? 


glossed over at the expense of our national manliness. 


ocularity at the next Ministerial banquet. 


purpose 
ate not dolts, or cowards, or both, it is to be ho 
ordered—and, being ordered, will be made. 


A REAL CRIMINAL. 
“Mary Brown was charged with being. destitute on the 
sentenced to imprisonment and oakum-picking.’’— Provincin? 
‘Grim poverty’s the worst. of sins’ — 
Thus statisticians state. 
Too true iis; but now begins 
A time when destitution wins 
A place that holds some weight. 


Throw wide the portals of the gaol; 
Break down the felon’s door ; 

Let thieves rejoice, and shout ‘‘ All hail!” 

No more for them s the oakum scale— 
That’s wanted for the poor! 


previous night, and 
per. 


Wnury is Count Arnim’s circular like an actor on the point. of sick. 
ness ?— Because it’s a “‘ Pro nigh ill, oh!” 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Dee. 1, 1876. 


Ts ill-fortune which for a time has béen so hard at ‘work with our 
naval affairs doesn’t just now seem inlined to abate itéefforts, and 
from all we can discover another of ‘thé finest vessels in commission” 
only escaped destruction the other diy by the skin of its costly and: 
massive well aware; 
is no other than the notérious Jvon Duke, which played am important 
part in the destruction of ‘the ilifated Vanguard ; and it would almost 
appear as if Nemesis had determined to avenge the. scapegoat 
Dawkins, and, the curious blindviess of officialism, notwithstanding,’ 
bring somebody connected with this wretched ram at last.under a 

ang. 
is no" 


= , 

to believe that 
practical joking is now a naval virtue, which takes the place of the 
courage and heroism of Howe and Collingwood and Jervis and 
Or, are we to believe—as, indeed, the very people most 
concerned seem to wish—that our modern sailors are such cowards, 
such arrant cravens, that they hoist a pitiful appeal on the approach 
Are we to think that as our ships have 
become iron our seamen have become threadpaper—that hearts of oak 
No; for the 
credit of England and of Englishmen, we prefer to believe that 
nothing but imminent risk led to the appeal which has since been 
The mere 
petty detail of a majestic ironclad being without as much as a 
pen’orth of powder, we will, in the face of the more important ques- 
tion, pass over—that may not unlikely furnish food for Conservative 
But as regards the 
isputed question of danger or no danger to the von Duke when the 
request for assistance was made, there can be but one voice as to the 
thorough investigation which must at once take place; the technical 
publication already made goes for nothing. So much blundering and 
incompetency have already been shown—favour and blame have been 
so unequally divided among the delinquents—that, if only for the 
of ‘tranquillizing thé nation, and showing that all our sailors 

a full and thorough 
investigation of the imminent. but happily averted disaster will be 


[December 4, 1876, 


Ir was all along o’ them ’ere shelterswhat made me do it, and a 
readin’ Gladstone’s speech on the perfeckshun'o’ hart-in the Heeker, 
which we takes cos its arf-price and writ down to us. 

He says, says he, as is Gladstone I means, as ev'ry perfeshun 
ought to dewote itself toa hincreasin’ the beauty of the hart what 
comes, 80 for to speak, within its four mile radis; and I says, says I, to 
Bill--that’s the cove as wipes the chaney and cooks the grub at a’apen 
a ’ed and a booze now and agin «t the corner—says I to him; “ Bill, 
what should you say was a cabby’s hart?’’ And Bill he says (reglar 
long-’eded cove is Bill), “ Why a jollyin’ his fares out o’ something 
hextya,’? And I says, “ Bill you're right—TI will.’’ ‘“ Willi what?” 
seye Billi “Why carry my hart to perfeckshun,” says I; “ Prodger 
me ifI don’t.”” And out I goes a finishin’ a cruss and waits fora lam, 
which it wasn’t long a comin’, fora helderly gent gets in (mine's a 
growler) and says, says he, ‘‘Cabmun, drive me to Great Northen, 
quick!” And just arter we'd started he goes for to pull up the off side 
hup winder, which was cracked right acrost—which well I know’d— 
and the corner comes out, and he says, ‘‘Cabmun, youre winder’s 
broke!” ‘ Broke be blowed,” I says, “‘ what d'ye want to-go’and do 
it for then ? seven and ajtanner [ll trouble yer for.” ‘It was broke 
when I pulled it up,” says he,a tryin’ to look-injered in his hinnersense. 
** Look ’ere, ole gemmen,” I says, “I'll pull'yowup; I’m a poorman,and 
fT ain't good at argiment, but it’s seven anda tanner, and I'll drive you 
to the station if yer won't settle it without.” ‘Drive me to the 
station at onct,’’ he says, “that’s just what I want.’ “No you 
don't,’”’ I says, “it’s Clerkenwell I means.’’ ‘You ought to be 
ashamed o’ yereelf,’’ he shouts, a gettin’ red in the phiz, “I shall lose 
my train.”’ ‘‘ Seven-and-six,” I says, “and sixpence for a quarter of 
a ’our’s conversation, is eight shillin’, and two shillin’ the fare is half- 
a-couter—d’ye mean partin’?” ‘* Take it, you robber,” he says, a 
chuckin’ it at me, I must catch my train, and you knowit; when I 
come back I'll summon yer.”” Well I drives him to the Northen, 
and he ’aa to run like a slop after a kid with a catapult to ketch his 
train, and he ’adent time to take my number, let alone to argy it out 
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Well arter that Idrops the winder down careful, and waits for 
another, and a young swell—new at it I could see—comes along, and 
he says, “’Ansom!”’ And there wasn’t a shoful on the stand, so I 
works the oracle and drives him off easy. ‘“’Lambra,” he says, a 
doin’ the grand with a yard o’ shirt cuff. Well when we gets there I 
gets down and opens the door, and afore he can get out I says, 
“What was that crash I heard just now, guvnor?” And he says, 
“What crash P’”” And I says“ Hullo, that’s yer game, is it —look ’ere,”’ 
and I pulls the winder up. “ You’ve broke my winder, and yer 
wants to bilk the father of a famerly—call y ourself aswel! ! why I’m 
ashamed on you.”’ He goes that red in the face you never see, and 
swears he ain’t done it, so I knows as it ain’t likely-he's told his mar 
where he was a goin’ to spend the hevenin’, and I calls a slop. 
“‘ Hinspector,” I says, “ obleege me by a takin’ of this genelman's ad- 
dress; he’s broke my winder and wunt’pay for it. Put down as he 
were bein’ drove to the "Lambra-when it ’appened.’’ ‘ Here,” he 
says, “never mind p’liceman, I can’t afford to’ave my name dragged 
thro’ the perlice-court—I'll pay, tho’ it’s a cussed swindle; how 
much?” ‘Seven and a tanner,” I says, “and ’arf-a-crown for my 
trouble.” He hadent got more nor the three half-dollars, and out 
0’ compassion for his tender years’T lets him hoff with that. 

Arter that I had a ole lady, and nobbled her for a dollar; anda 
gent as was tight, and he shelled half-a-couter; and: I kep that winder 
goin’ till there wasn’t a fragment ©’ glass left in it, and only had one 
fare as didn't ‘bleed, and he was a parson’a’ comin’ home from a feed 
and took off his coat and wanted’ to fite me for the winder includin’ 
the fare, anda drink for the two'on us. And one way an’ another I 
had three pun’ ten out o’ that there winder, and if that wasn't 4 
carryin’ the hart o’ the perfeshun to perfeckshun I’ll trouble ole 
Gladstone for farther particklers on the subjick. Come and ’ave 4 
toothful at Joey’s. 

















































A Non ‘‘ Conductor.” 


Te company which was started “in'the cause of humanity” and 
Boyton’s india-rubber costume has been successful in at least one of 
its efforts—in'the effort at winding itself up. It may be as well to 
remark, for the benefit of our uncommercial readers, that companies, 
unlike clocks, cease to go on after this interesting process has been 

ed in their interest and’ that of the shareholders. It seems 
hard to think’ that even'in these days of inundations—and in such a 
*“ cause ’—the British capitalidt should beso lavish of his sympathy, 
and-so shabbily sparing of his‘cheque book. And after the patronage 
of Prince Teck, and the otherwise anything but serenely conducted 
free feed up the river; too! It's really too ungrateful. 













Specimen “ Piants.’”-—Mantle makers’ window samples. 





—_ NN 
ee ee 













} 


| Decempgr 4, 1876.) KI J N. 229 


CONTINENTAL AFFAIRS. 


[BY SPECIAL WIRE. FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT. ] 
Paris, Nov. 30th. Mupnicut, 35}. 


Aw old woman slipt down this morning and broke her stay fastener. 
Her name did not transpire, but on further inquiries I find she 
exclaimed, ‘‘Oh!”’ and walked away. 

I have just heard of the accident to thedvom Duke. Thiers told me 
of it at the ra over a petit verre. He gpye if he had been at the 
headiof ‘the Brench Republic it wouldn t hawe happened. Que/ homme ! 

Bad newsfrom Madrid. War likely te crack up. Have just seen 
a eapy of Cagly’s letter to Alph. The latter ig. a very old friend of 
mine, and I’m.sure he would treat it as it deserves—forward it to the 
press for publigation and return it to his cousin unopened. 

‘Rhe.new play is just over. Print the remarks I wrote you to go on 
the galleys after the first rehearsal, popping in any details you like— 
it'll look like, awfully late news. 

Awefulatorms atsea. Look in the Zimes and see if the mails were 
late. Say a frien@of mine came over, and give fancy description of 
passage. We mugt say something with a special wire. at five thousand 
@ year and a cologel to manage it. 

The Pxinge of Wales has arrived in India. The Marshal told me 
so yesterday at the Assembly. Mac logks awfully seedy. Le asked 
me a conundrum: ‘‘ What place in Indja would -suit.a Special best ?”’ 
Gambetta, who was making me a cigarstte, re it directly : 


| SONGS OF A. SUBURB, 


No. XII.—A SONG FOR LIBERALS. 


[Liberal readers will please to observe that we have, in all cases, commenced the 
word Liberal with a large letter, and the word conservative with a small one. } 



















N Summer and Autumn and Winter, 
ingnow andin drizzle and rain, 

One Me. De Robinson journeyed to 

“ Waterloo daily by train. 

o trait more convincingly vin 

his moral aghidity than on 

His. regular: habits: and he 
was an * y man. 

Callectars angi porters and people 
woukl gzeet him wherever : 
went, 

While murmuring, ‘‘ Mr. De Robinson 
—wepry respectable gent!” 

For truly the weight of his credit, 
wherever he happened. to move, 

Would leame, for-season, behind. him 
akindyof respectable groove. 

And nothing bub absolute drink or 


insanity ever:impelled “‘ Bang-galore.” Do you see it? I don’t, Paul de Cassagnac 
Collectorsito utter a wish fora peep at | laughed. apdedag-me in the,ribs as much to say, “ That’s one for you, 

the ticket he held ; dear boy;”” \Paul's disgustingly familiar at times; but he’s useful. 
@or once an unthinking collector, on I was walking in the Bois de Vincennes the other day with the two 


Jules, Simon and Favre; both their livera (how put you this in /a 
langue anglaise?) are out of order, and they were grumpy. I’m 
going to breakfast with Favre and his old lady (and she is, you know,) 
to-morrow. If any political crumbs fall from the master's table I'll 
wire ’em to you. You can stretch ’em according to space and Reuter. 

It’s just four in the morning, and we have to give the wire up. 
Just.time to say weather cold and the Princess B. is waiting outside 
to dzive,me to my hotel. Lyons has jugt come in. He says, “ After 
you withsthe wire.” He’s about the best’ Bass I know. Got me out 
of an awfulrow the otherday. [Private: I’m doing all the new plays 
as they come out. Ask the governor to work me some shops for ’em. 
‘How is he with the Ly people now ?] 

Norz.—The sub-editor whose gross carelessness allowed this des- 
patch to be. printed as received has been summarily dismissed.— Ep. 


- 


being so grossly insane, 

Had faded, suppressed and abolished, 
and never was heard of again. 
And once an unreasoning porter, omit- 

ting to call him “‘ Your Grace,” 
Had crumbled and cracked into 
fragments, and melted away into 


space. 


The paper-boys down at the station in homage would daily compete, 

And hand to him, folded and scented, theirfairest and loveliest sheet: 

And this, his particular copy, was columned:with curious ink, 

And specially made to his measure, and wraeefully tinted in pink! 

Severely conservative was it, and printed no Liberal news ; 

And Mr. De Robinson.zead it, his were eonservative views. 

Whenever he had a suspicion a Liberal sat im the train 

He'd shudder and button his pockets, ami cover his watch and his 
hain 


chain. 

When Mr. Qe Robinson bought and consulted his paper. at night, 

His views were distinetly determined and full of conservative might. 

But over his muffin at breakfast, although he persistently tried, 

He couldn’t exactly rememaber his proper politigal side ; 

The measures of Whig and of Tory he'd oftemeompletely confuse, 

Till even would come with his jourm@leeand then he’d remember his 
views. 

Concerning the little De Robinsons—seven in number were they, 

Beginning to count at the eldest, or even the opposite way. 

Now six were the joy of their parent—conservative through to the 
bone: 

Demosthenes, Fanny, Caractacus, Benjamin, Judas, and Joan ; 

But as for Arbaces, the baby, his father believed, with concern, 

The views that he secretly harboured were those of a Liberal turn. 

But little Arbaces was reticent, guarded, and even morose, 

Defying the efforts of scrutiny, ever so searching and close ; 

And Mr. De Robinson's fears of his faulty, opinions were gleaned 

From never observing him styling the Libergl leader “a fiend.” 


But now for the crime of Arbaces—iniquity sad todescribe ! 

ppvesning the boy with the pa he poisoned hisgoul with a bribe. 
e gave him a Liberal paper, delusively painting at pink ; 

And told him to sell it to pa, with.an infamous Liberal.wink ! 

When Mr. De Robinson read it, om travelling homeward at night, 

He somehow was struck with a something that didn’t.appear to be 

right ; 
For all the opinions within it to Liberal policy leaned-—~ 
Moreover iteseemed to believe the conse: vative leader “a fiend !"’ 


He silently teudged to bis villa.and silently sat in his chair, | 
And oh! in his mind there-was chaos, and oh! in his. eye,was aetare : 
He eyed with an.awful-expression, when comforting Reasemhad flown, 
Demosthenes, F , Caractacus, Benjamin, Judas, and*Joan. 

They looked at the’ Liberal papersand pondered upen it for long, 
And somehow were all of them atruck with a something that seemed 
to be wrong! 

| They went and they sat in a circle, with madness on every brow, 

Around their unfortunate father—and there they are sitting till now ! 





NEBW BOOKS AND NEW EDITIONS. 


“Tur Sheep Walks of Ramegeit. 
** Adventnors in the Isle of Wight.” 
* The Slopes of the Levant.” 
“4 Cowbreeding, in ’ Udder's-field.” 
“Axes, and their Hewses.”’ 
“Araby; or, Up and Bedouin.” 
‘“‘ Catechism of Mewsic.”’ 
‘‘ Beet root to each other: A Pastoral.” 
* Lays of Cochin China.” 
‘‘ Asia Minor’s Coming of Age.” 
‘¢ Emmanent Mine Owners.” 
‘The French Without a Master.” 
‘‘ Chatsworth ; or, the Value of Talk.” 
‘‘Pellucid Intervals of the Thanies.” 
“The Pillage of Holleway.”’ 
Light at Lest. 

CoNnsIDERABLE “mee has been excited by the long absence ina 
daily contemporary ef any “ special”’ letters or telegrams. from India. 
Its representative from the moment he left England majatained an 
obstinate silence. At last the mystery is out. Onthe 22nd November 
our contemporary is favoured witha graphic account of a fight between 
a sea-serpent and a whale, at a spot pitched in a more convenient 
portion of the world,than any the Potteries could afford, On the 
23rd the long silence is broken, and for the first time since his depar- 
ture the Special takes up his parable concerning his Prince. To aie 
who see through milestones of more than ordinary-density the case is 
clear. This enterprising young man: has dalled on the road to add 
two more ani to a curious collection which already contains 
any amougt of dogs, a rampant, rhjmeeceros, an irreclaimable eld hori- 
zontal savage, and a trunkless,glephant. After this we may expect 
that one day they’ll catch that-dwart. 4 
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Tue Government has purchased the Khedive’s entire interest in the 
Suez Canal. This is the latest notion of *‘ spoiling” the Egyptians— ; § 
to say nothing of the others, and their little games. ) 
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THE BRITISH WORKMAN.—BY ONE WHO DOESN’T BELIEVE 
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PHASE VII. 
“THE Guv’Nor’s A-comine!” 
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THE NEW AFRICAN MISSION. | 








Rev. Mr. Fun:—“THIS, DEARLY BELOVED BROTHER, IS OUR CIVILISATION. A TEMPYIING PICTURE, IS IT NOT?” 
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THE CONSIDERATE OLD LADY. 


Wuen folks who haven't time to gpare 
Precipitately thread 

A crowded city thoroughfare, 
And want to “ go ahead”’; 

When energetic people race 
With all their might and main, 

To lengthen time and shorten space, 
And have to catch the train— 

To spoil their artful, little game, 
Manceuvre as they may, 

There always is a queer old dame 
Who will get in the way ! 


The smile with which she greets.the throng: 
Is innocent and sweet : 

She leads a little dog alonge 
Which gets between your feet; 

And renders all your stauggles:vaim 
To pass and get ahead: 

She generally has atraim 
On which you have to teadi! 

It always—always is the same— 
I’ve never known a day 

On which I didn’t see the dame 
Who wil get in the way ! 


With manner satisfied and bland: 
She always loves to stray, 

And let her ample train expand 
In busy people’s way. 

She never chooses country lanes 
To take her little strolls, 

Where people needn’t rush for trains, 
And posts and other goals! 

It’s my opinion it’s a shame, 
In this enlightened day, 

We can’t suppress that strange old dame 
Who wii/ get in the way ! 


Giving the Office. 


Ir is suggested that Government should d6 semething 
to prevent high tides in the Thames repeating recent 
disasters. Of course the expense woul@ fall upom the 
Post Office, as a saving bank is the thing-required. 





WANTED TO ENGW:. 


Why, when creative actors and speculatively, e lessees are 

particularly. anxious for an extra showy they alweys~say it is by 
icular desire. 

Why they don’t state by whose particular desire. 

Why ladies are so fond of listening to the most horrible details of a 
most horrible murder. 

Why the people on ironclads hoist signals of distress—and then say 
there was nothing the matter. 

Why an endeavour was made to keep certain reporters attending 
the royal progress in India, without the requisite information. 

Why this was seconded by another endeavour to give other 
reporters special facilities. 

Why the dullest of dull wits think it clever to sneer at ‘‘ comic 
papers.” 


Why the most hopelessly dull of even these folks should think he | 


can write smart‘ notes.’’ And, worse, should be allowed to try. 
Why anybody should give £5,000 to convert savages abroad. 
Why nobody would give twopence to convert them at home. 
Why the new Attorney-General should pretend he didn’t know he 
was appointed. 
Why his colleague should have been smitten with the same complaint. 
Why the Judicature Act should not be regarded as a re-forming 
measure 





Mrs. 
MY HUSBAND GRUMBEBS AND SA¥8; WHY DON’T I SMART MYSELF UP IN THE 
FASHION, I TELLS HEM<BEAUTY{UNADORNED DONT WANT NO ADORNMENTS.”” 
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‘THE GLASS OF FASHION.” 


Dramdrop :—“ Tr’s AL) VERY WELL POR YOU, MY DEAR; BUT WHEN 





THE DRINKER’S DIRGE. 


Tuegre’s death in the teapot, there’s deathin the jug; 
Try @ drain of cold water, death lurks in the mug. 

No drink unfermented from danger is free, 

There are death and disease in Milk, Water, and Tea. 


From the lead that in “ waters” is lurking I shrink— 
Oh, tell me, good doctors, what, what can I drink ? 
From the worship of Bacchus a convert I'd be, 

Yet you bid me beware of Milk, Water, and Tea. 


How a total abstainer’s to live isn’t clear, 

For his conscience forbids him Wine, Spirits, and Beer: 
And Science commands as from death he should flee 
Those poisonous liquids, Milk, Water, and Tea. 


In trying from all things our lips to debar, 

Hasn’t Science just galloped his hobby too far? 

Let the nervous go thirsting, they shan’t frighten me 
With this nonsense concerning Milk, Water, and Tea. 


‘6 Woodcock’s Little Game.” 


A GENTLEMAN in the North advertises :—‘ For sale cheap, a livmg 
caravan. For particulars apply to Mr. Woodcock.” A correspondent 


And why we're not satisfied with all we do know, but should want | who sends us this evidently thinks we shall be surprised and as- 


a lot of impossible information. 


‘‘ Burnt Children — ” 


A Catirornian paper chronicles a recent great pedestrian per- 
formance under the head of and along with its religious information. 
Perhaps they ‘have been early initiate over there, and know what a 
large amount of “faith” is essential to the well-being of sport and 
sporting men. 


t 
trail of the Woodcock lies over it still ?”’ 
to him what was otherwise inexplicable, 





tonished. Little he recks of the credulity which is the birthright of a 
comic editor, omof the capacity for swallowing extraordinary state- 
ments which ig fostered by a lifelong residence in Fleet-street, and a 
bedroom in the@ome of St. Paul's. Doesn’t our correspondent know 
hat—“‘ You may break you may spasm the caravan’s will, but the 
This will perhaps explain 





A Cann1Ba_’s Jor.—To live, and move, and have his being. 
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DOTS AND 
LINES. 


DaILy paper ex- 
plains that a well- 
known Q.C., going 
the Midland Circuit, 
is neither a member 
of the bar Mess nor 
a Bencher of his Inn 
of Court. No: but 
his name has been 
advertised on the 
free list of a splendid 
new “club.” — The 
same Q.C. thinks 
that if there were 
in this country a 
“central course”’ he 
would go into Par- 
liament. Perhaps a 
subway would suit 
him. = Eminent 
painter said to have 
written a play. 
Wonder how he 
would like the 
scenery to be painted 
by a celebrated dra- 
matist. Nous verrons. 
== Sheffield Winter 
Fair. Well, we're 
glad to hearit. The 
inhabitants must 
King Mtesa open to 
contract for conver- 
sion. So are we at 
the same price, anda 
reduction by taking 
a quantity. — West- 
morelan J.P.’ 
“strongly condemn 
the present in- 
efficient arrange- 
ments for the extir- 

ion of the cattle 
i .’ But then 
J.P’s are only 
Jerusalem cattle, 80 
their interference 
for nothing. = 
ece of wood foun 
at sea with i i 
tion statirg “ every- 
body wned.”’ 
Then the writing 
must have been done 
by a ghost—or an 
Irishman. = Doc- 
tors of the gentleman 
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Mr. Jenkins dedi- 
eates a book to Sir 
Wilfrid Lawson. 
Mr. Jones will in 
turn dedicate his 
treatise on Water on 
the Brain to Mr. 
Jenkins. And go 
on. = “Scarlet 
fever has broken out 
at Aldershot.’”’ We 
thought this epi- 
demic always existed 
where soldiers—and 
women—are to be 
found. = Magenta 
captain to be tried 
for the loss of his 
ship. Ought to be 
able to make a very 
colourable excuse. — 
Part of a regiment 
sent out from Wool- 
wich to suppress 
the Malays. Won- 
der our admirable 
Government didn’t 
think it sufficient to 
send out part of 
a rank and _ file. 
There's only one 
reason why. = 
“Anarchy reigns 
throughout 
Khokand.” Advices 
don’t say whether 
he is king or consul. 
= City magistrate 
thinks that if a 
prisoner were sent 
for trial he might 
escape, so gives him 
three months’ 
‘“‘ with,” and makes 
sure of him. This 
is good for Trial by 
Jury —as well as 
for English justice. 
== Statement made 
at the London 
School Board that 
the writer of a letter 
offensive to the 
Board had been dis- 
covered. The culprit 
was at once tracked 
to his lair, and pro- 
bably now he feels 
racked with des- 
pair. = Explana- 
tion from the 


who was shot in the : 

eye by a lord still ‘“ SUFFICIENT FOR THE DAY —” Admiralty. They 

issue an occasional ought to have sent 
Brown :—“ Au, Jonzs, JUST GOING DOWN TO THE SWAN TO HAVE A STBAK AND | 4 niece of soap round 


bulletin. usr eae ONIONS: JOIN ME?” 


with each communi- 


~ . ’ 
stating they had got Jones :—“‘ No, THANKS, OLD MAN; I HAD A STBAK AND ONIONS YESTERDAY.” cation—for it won t 
the bullet out. — Brown :—“ Nuvern MIND, HAVE A SCBAK PLAIN—the same onions will do.” -| wash as it stands. 








Distinctly Different. 


A country explains to one of its ndents that the Mr. 
Blanking Blank, of Blankton, “ ig an entirely aiff erent person from the 
Notts cricketer who was the other day before the magistrates.” That is, 
he was Notts similar in any department of identity.’ The differential 
calculus must be extensively in use where they can with such nicety 
calculate on the chances which exist of two peopldiiting entirely, cr 


only partially, different. as 


‘¢ Ki-ki-ck-cursory !” 
Suovutp a man be kicked and called a cur, he will do well to show 





The Marine’s True Compass. = 
A Guascow evening pa of the “sun shining brightly wi 

a south-northerly a @ should like to know which is cause and 
which effect; whether the sun shone for once on Glasgow because of 
the extraordinary attitude of the compass, or the compass shifted in 
astonishment at the unwonted visit. Or whether, which is Pin 
most probable, the dual combination led to the extraordinary develop- 
ment of a Scotch attempt to compass a witticism. 





A New Line. 
The Times advertises a firm of refreshment contractors in a second- 


his resentment at once; or his efforts to escape the epithet will be | hand comic paragraph. The sub-editor probably stuck it on the slips 


bootless, and the kicking will probably a-cur again. 


with puff paste. 
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PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 

Tue notion of issuing a volume of verse containing specimens of 
oveuy possible kind of valentine is certainly original—at all events, in 
the form of a book of 500 pages. Love Lyrics (Ward, Lock, and Tyler) 
is devoted to the interests of sighing swains, amorous maidens, love- 
sick bachelors, forlorn spinsters, witching widows, willing widowers, 
and all who, either from ignorance, stupidity, pleasurable recollection, 
or equally pleasant forgetfulness, are anxious to dally with Cupid’s 


RATHER AWKWARD. 
dart,@r enter upon the experiences of matrimony. Valgntines of the 


I mapiy love—my mind's distraught,— 
In fact my state’s alarming— 
For she who has my fancy caught 
Is exquisitely charming! 
Her fay-like form, her golden hair, 
Her pinky-white complexion 
Would drive a hermit to despair, 
And oh! her sparkling eyes—well, there, 
She’s absolute perfection ! 


Her dimples, when she smiles, disclose 
Their little hiding-places ; 
Her cheeks are tinted like the rose, 
Her charms outshine the Graces! 
And o’er my heart strange symptoms creep, 
Whenever I behold her; 
But one thing makes me almost weep, 
She’s not aware my love’s so deep,— 
Because I haven’t told her. 


Within my breast love’s pain acute, 
Volcano-like is burning. 
Oh, would that I could plead my suit, 
ing! 


satirigal and objectionable order are also provided im plenty, those 
ever-meady companions, the sublime and the ridicules, going hand- 
in-hand throughout the volume. It has been wisely said that love is 
blind.and hate extremely short-sighted: so neither side will look for 
extreme,.excellence in the verses—happily for the writer. Some of 
the poemns are—not so badas the others; sile some of the ilusteations 
are like ald friends—with new faces. 

Time and Time Teljers (Hardwicke) is the sert of book: wie’ a 
man might console himself after a heavy logs, shige ing beer 
subjected to the confidence-dodge, or the j in or 
the visit of a .poor relation at an inauspicious moment. It is.cal- 
culated to soothe the ruffled spirit, promote the otherwise aeegh 
digestion, and make the xeader thoroughly and supremely happy. or 
it tells us that, after alltime wi// keep going on, no matter w we 
may do to preventit— it is not to be hurried and never to be stayed ; 






My ever-anxious y g! that gold watches axe better than silver, and chronographs better than 
Alas, for many months I’ve pined } both ; and that a detached lever escapement often leads to police 
In idiotic mooning, } pursuit if not to cution. So much for the hour; the man is Mr. 
aa pry I feel —— J. W. Benson, who is supposed to be able to tell ’s © Glock. with 
o whisper loving vows—I fin | body—and aube ‘nly d : : 
Some other fellow spooning! ~ who has certainly done his best on this occasion. 


|. The Fisherman of Galiiee (Nimmo) hardly requires its. age d 
} “sub” title of.“ Sunday Talks with Papa,” to-stamp dite pemecte 
| Those who believe that Sunday talks fw conta we shoul 

owed 





eee 


A Choice of Nouns. 


Tux Daily Dusthole is getting spiteful. It loftily says, speaking of 
comic literature, ‘‘ which noun and adjective have been in our time 
much profaned.” This is a two-edged weapon, which has the 
additional advantage of showing that after all some slight knowledge 
of grammar is possessed by the Dusthale ‘people. Without for one 
moment wishing to enter upon the profanation of the adjective, we 
may fairly assume that our would-be satirists know as much about 
the degradation of the noun asis necessary for even their notions of 
what constitute the most unprofanable of nouns and adjectives— 


pecuniary success. 

















talks may find solacean this little book: . we 4 
better if a full choige of every day of the week were 
perusal. Charlie Beli (Benazgge) isanothergeasonable book for 
with a frontispiece which is at once a marvel of canine a 
artistic credulity. 

From Messrs. Warne we have i ket of toy and natural- 
history books. We have read thon ear coh, andafter study - 
ing the pictures in committee and taking‘m » have arrived 
at the conclusion that the Gull and the Donkey arethe specimens 
which should be most valued in these days of Conservative reaction 
and heaven-sent optimystic Administration. 

The Holiday Task is a series of storigs.suppr to be told by school- 
boys. The author has gauged his own o remarkably well, and 
his efforts have been ably seconded by the artist. 

Provident Knowledge seems to be—judged by its society's Papers— 
of the kind which is said to be better eg ate and wf e have 
never yet been allowed to try these latter articles, but wed freely 
take our chance and swop whatever knowledge has hitherto been our 
stock-in-trade with any lord of the seil anxious to make an experiment. 





*¢The” Profession. 

A CONTEMPORARY suggests that a few actors should be knighted in 
order to give the profession a status in society. He forgets to urge 
that their claims to distinction are always nightly deeds, and that Sir 
Henry Irving would mark more distinctly the line which must always 
exist between a mere scribbler like plain Will Shakespeare and his 
Mansion House féted interpreter. 


A Mistaken Journey. 
A conTEMPORARY states that ‘“ a Frenchman whoewas on his way to 
‘New York shot himself on Wednesday.” “Phis is evidently a mistake. 
If the Frenchman had really been on his way to New York, it isn’t 
likely he would of his own accord have started for ‘‘ another place ”— 
say New Orleans—or, still nearer the mark;the salubrious town of 
San Francisco! 











FIVES. 


Wuen I was 5, jer age was 0, 

Save some wing’d moments. newly caught ;— 
But Time, while stealing life away, 

Is agding to it,every day! 


And when she numbered 15 years, 
And I was 20, hopes and-fears 

‘The scroll of future life unroll’d, 
And Love was lord of all—but gold! 


When 20 summers crown’d her head, 
And 25 of mine had fled, 

She gave me.hers—I gave her mine,— 
And then our sum was 5 times 9. 


Andas the years run on, our lives 
In cash and cares. still couat.in 6's! 
Each £5-note, how fast it. goes! 
How quick come twice 5 little toes ! 





Campaignological. 

A NoBLE couple “have just celebrated the fiftieth anniversary of 
their wedding at Warfield.” ‘This is rather too suggestive of con- 
tinual campaigning, as one of our men,:who has only been married 
fifty days, has.alreardy discovered. 


All the Lot. 


A woman has been tried at the Lot Assizes for murdering her seven 
children. Being of various.ages of course the victims were a lot 
o’ sizes themselves. 





‘House ho!” 
Wenz it not for the playhouse some poor”Thespians wonld find 
themselves in the workhouse. ;Between the two they need never be 
houseless. (N.B.—This reflection is by a “ poor player.’’) 








Ready-Maid. HG 
‘Tux Greek press is appealing for contributions for the danghter of 
the Maid of Athens. fnglishmen who are fond of giving money to 
the Blacks—here is an extraordinary chance for you ! 





Appropriats HzapquarTers ror Mr. Coiietre’s Socrery.— 
Bucharest. 


Exection InteruicEnce.—Voting for the Liberal candidate. 





A Spgciat Teaain.—An athlete's for the championship. 
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Pra RRL TU GAA 7S X' Wr | 
PS A ae ES ANS MESES SIMPLE SONGS FOR SILLY SALTS. 
— yl MAX AO DS Y » , Rey ARAN \\ \ ASS we WS \ SN ~ e e e 
| ib ae a SSRN } ANN I nap a little ironclad, I called it Iron Duke, 
| PNAS 
1 .. NS > N 
at YY A 


Yn Was 
a SR yyy NNN 


WSS | I got it in a little fog, and saved it by a fluke ; 
TOA | It rammed another vessel down, I took her crew away, 
AS AWN NN To nearly sink ’em somewhere else, so hollo, boys, 
\ AU ADA | hooray ! 
RN RES I thought my little ironclad was in a little mess, 
AS SR And finding I’d no powder, hung out signals of distress ; 
AS But the little danger over, we all vowed to keep it “dark,” 
RN And said we'd only done it for a jolly little lark. 


. 


Sea, saw, 
Ships with a flaw, 
First Lords with plenty of jabber and jaw ; 
Aren’t we 
Fools to be 
Ruled by such silly old men of the sea ? 


99 


‘“‘ Leiningen, Leiningen, where have you been : 
‘‘ I’ve been to Osborne, a-fetching the Queen.” 
‘‘ Leiningen, Leiningen, what did you then? ”’ 
‘¢‘ Ran down a schooner and did for her men.” 
an | Leiningen, Leiningen, what did she say ?”’ 
t}; ‘‘ She said as they ought to get out of the way.” 


Air | Leiningen, Leiningen, what did she do?” 


— 


— 


“/ | She gave me a presengand doubled my screw.” 


AY , = 7 
ie mt SY) AWENB SS Ny: 
3 rn) ) | 
‘ i 4 : Re wh! ’ 7 
> Nits Moy | Sing a song of thousands, a navy all awry, 


| SEBS Nae =‘: Four-and-twenty vessels, to make the foemen fly. 
. x When the pee were wanted, they ran each other down: 
Wasn't that the sort of thing to make a nation frown? 


\ 
\) 
‘ 
AN SS 
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ARRAN 
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*Mid jest, sneer, and buffet, 
‘Was making a blunder a day. 

Till, sick of disaster, 

Up tome Bull his master 
And frig 


2 eg ee - 


tened old Georgy away. 


Snot ne eee 
Fee 


ee 


WRITE -AND WRONG. A damp old admiral out for a trip 
Got in a muddle and lost a ship ; 


Jones (newly eens who has asked an old friend to come and see him) :— B admiral ’ 
“ My prar, I’'w arnarp Brown poEsN’T KNOW MY ADDRESS.” While an ieocent captain ao 

Wife (one of Erin's daughters):—‘*‘ Och, NEVER MIND, MY DARLINT; SURE Riddle me, riddle me, sorrow and shame, 
HELL WRITE AND SAY 80 IF HE DOESN'T.” This was a Tory’s artful game. 


may, 
t Fs 


{ : f : 
| SS . ee —— Georgy Ward Muf it, 
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BUBBLES TO BLOW. Name Him Not. 


Ws have much pleasure in recommending : THE t Herzegovinian leader, Ljubobratics, has sent to consult 
Seckehianh anaes Co-operative Righteen oo oon. Soaeet Getsier. Garibaldi as to his tptens:<Sictics:: :Clestr ‘boy! Ljubobratics % 
Any amount of bonds might be issued. The Patent Baked Potato | Surely, I ween, a good foe to fanatics in Herzegovina. But wouldn't 
and Penny Ice Revolving Travelling Emporium, Limited. The he have frightened the company if he had turned up at Alderman 
Royal Automaton Art Lecturer (Mr. Cole’s Patent). The Judges’ | Lusk’sspellmg Bee! 

Handy Book of Jokes and Puns Publishing Company. The Ready- : 

Made Convert Patent Money-Raising Monarch (this is a Welsh- A Solemn Warning. 
English-American-African invention, and warranted). The Fifty per| Mx. Sranuey has discovered a great African friend in King Mtesa. 
Cent. Guaranteed Foreign Loan (suitable for officers’ widows, and | Mrs. Cluppins thinks the largest circulators had better look out, or 
curates see an eligible investment). The Captain Blowhard | they'll find their new ally to be a liar and more of a (hem!) teaser 
Apparatus for Saving Life in the Air (no balloon should be without | than they now seem to suspect. 

one: large orders anticipated). The Clumsy Slavey Continuous | ~ 

Break Company (this article is to be found in every gentleman's Price One Shilling, 


dence). 
_ , TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1876. 
Down with ’em. Epirep nx Henry Sampson. 


Ir is seriously proposed that we should purchase Turkey's splendid : 
fleet of ironclads and man them with English sailors and officers. This nels ened Sap 
is bad. Considering that we are solemnly en to protect the Porte FUN ALMANAC. 
the proposal to sink its navy is to a degree. Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 


A'TERS QUININE WIN 


** Wacan bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.’ —Standard. 
“I find it to be @ very useful and excellent preparation.” 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 
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Vrinted by JUDD & CO., Phoonix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, Dec. 4, 1875. 
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THE HUMAN AUCTION. 


Ho ! here are lives by the score to sell. 
Up to the platform, gents, and bid; 
Make me an offer, they’ll pay you well—_ 3 
All of ’em ripe for the coffin lid.j 
Here is a woman pinched and pale, 
Plying her needle for daily bread ; 
Give me a shirt for her—more on sale, 
Dying! gentlemen—dying !—dead ! 






Ht da i Vi H(H) QALY? 2 

Wp maa ann Wee 

A LAL) | 

Ny \ 
IK 





; 





A family, six in number here, 
Fresh from a cellar in Somers’ Town ; 
Mother her sixth confinement near, 
Father and brats with fever down. 
"Twas Pestilence spoke then, was it not ? 
** An open sewer,” I think he said;' 
Well, his offer shall buy the lot, 
Dying ! gentlemen—dying !—dead! 


oy 


Now, good customers, here’s a chance : 


A thousand men in the prime of life, EA RES . , | i , 
Wielders of musket, sword, and lance, IF) ||| SRR | FF i hk 

Armed and drilled for the deadly strife. MR SS te oe 
General Warfare lifts his hand— \' a SS RL bes lt 


“A bullet for each,” cries the gent in red. 
No offer but his,—fast flows the sand, , 


. Dying! gentlemen—dying !—dead ! 


A body of toilers worn and weak, 
Clerks and curates and writing men— 
Look at the flush on each sunken cheek, 
Mark the fingers that grasp the pen! 
Come, good gentlemen, can’t we deal, 
Has Drudgery’s eye for bargains fled ? 
He offers, at last, the price of a meal— 
Dying! gentlemen—dying !—dead! 


Real Knowledge. 


§" In the shipping intelligence of a newspaper we find 
the route of a ship given as “ Malta vid Mars.” Yet 
there are people who deny the existence of even a mae 
chance for first-class aérial navigation. (Somebody who 

has just come in says this is only a contraction for A TRUCKULENT NOTION. 





. ~ 








Marseilles—as if we didn’t know !) 
—_—_—_—_—eeeee outhful Prodigy :—“ Loox, Papa! WHAT A VERY ANCIENT COAL-WAGGON ; 
A Constperats Proceepinc.—Sending a standing | B.C. 132!” Proud Papa :—“ Goopness me!” 
army to the seat of war. [But it was only an ordinary truck of the Butterley Colliery, after all. 
DOTS AND LINES. KISS-MET. 


Porricat justice has been dealt out to the concocter of the following 


Over a million packs of cards “‘ published”’ in one year, 1874-75. him has been despatched to 


Strange this, in a country where play is not allowed—except in | black business, and all that remains of 
private. — Marquis of Ripon goes to Rome shortly. Going to Rome | the Negropolis. Nocards. 


seems to be different from going over to the same place, as he did the The pleasure is as ,1 wis, 

latter some time back. — Her Majesty intends spending Christmas in In being kissed as ‘tis to kiss. 

the Isle of Wight. Probably some petty folks will think Mistletoe has Yet, nice as lips are when lips touch, 
something todo with the resolve. But that’s nonsense. — Great turf One likes not of said lips too much. 
swindle in Sheffield. Some of “the blades” seem anything but sharp On Afric lips there is no bliss 

there. Admiralble letters from the Jockey Club handicapper seem For Afric kissers, when they kiss ; 

to have had a Rous-ing effect on the victims. = New society started For who denies that one and all 

for the abolition of vivisection. Wonder whether its labours will This pleasure they “ dis” pleasure call ? 
include the investigation of experimental starvation by “‘ guardians ”’ gical banat icin doen 

of the poor. — Woman burnt to death through smoking in bed. Serve "em al) alike. 


Final and convincing proof of the destructive effect of nicotine. — i a ca 
French writers sneer at England’s shopkeeping principles as exemplified | A GENTLEMAN in Liverpool, who has been writing on Hamlet and 
in the Suez purchase. e can’t fight, so we buy. What a con- | spouting about Macbeth in the interests of the slender Shakespearean 

ering nation the French is, to be sure. Since they conquered | school which pins its faith to the Lyceum “creations,” sends us an 


a . 
inchs there is no holding them! — They would never meekly pay | extract which gives him the yas of Johnson and Schlegel. Mr. Irving 
money—not even as indemnification. We do get something for our | having utterly confounded Shakespeare, it is perhaps only right that 


coin. Well, for the matter of that, so did they! — Steamboat com- | his friend should be considered, by parity of unreasoning, to have 

pany cast in fifty pounds damages for forcibly detaining a tailor who | quite demolished the poet’s two great commentators. 

wouldn’t pay a penny toll. Penny wise and pound foolish folk have cE 

mot yet been improved off the = = the earth. ro es | A Sound Proposition. 

take a pride in having got so far that way as to be connected mainly | bal : ; ‘ 

with eee. = Statue of Cromwell unveiled at Manchester. This | . An interesting paper ee aE ves! = aamtehosien at a literary 

must be very painful to Mr. Wills. = Sultan said to have remonstrated | pont Se follo z ed a a ee = eaaiee 

ipa wie ns on - impropriety of his conduct. Improprietary | on remarkably * all criticism The twe things would soar | ait 
Py eee eee | ably ; and no one can doubt that, at the present moment particularly, 

| there is plenty of material to hand for the second subject. 











Fisu, FiesH, AND Fovr.—The man who drinks like a fish, sleeps —_ 
like a hog, and wakes “like a bird.”’ Society Morro.—“ Position is nine points of the law.” 
VoL. xxl. 
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a  SEESO_ONRNGO8OSNNOSOIVGO#O*OW™’@MR 
FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Dec. 8, 1876. THE LOST BALLOON. 


Puxcrvatiy as the Big Ben of Westminster bxd arranged himself 
[Carroon.] in a striking ere o ae ~~ : Epon Ben of 
Westminster arranged himself in a striking attitude, and stepped 
QUITE A CHANGE NOW. airily into the Balloon, “The Popularity,” which floated at anchor ous 
“ Yes I always was artful,” quoth Benjamin Diz, the upper storey window of his official residence. “ Now, George,” he 
“ And I think that we’ve managed a nice piece of bis: exclaimed, in an epigrammatic whisper, “we've no time to lose if we're 
Here’s a cheque for the little amount, sir. going up to-night. Come along. : ? De oe 
I'll number the ticket, and then you can go; The individual addressed as George replied, with an oceanic sigh, 
What a pity my colleagues can’t make a good show!l-— “ Going down’s more in my line; but if you will undertake this mad 
All the weal that I work is by them turned to woe: 
There! that is your little account sir. 


enterprise you shall not go alone. Just give me time to get my 
Admiralty Board to sit upon, and I’m with you.” 
In a few moments the Balloon with its living freight was scudding 
“Who's next ? Well I’m blowed! here's an old pal o’ mine; idly away to the East. 
But his time has gone past—he’s Tight out of my ither were they bound ? 
He’s not now worth a haporth of trouble. 

Well, Turkey, old man, it annoys me to see 
That you've still an idea of assistance from me. 


We shall see. 
In a few hours, propelled by the numerous windbags at the service 
Just trot along home, for now J held the key 
I care who bursts up your bubble!” 














of the adventurers, the Balloon had traversed the sleeping Continents, 
and was hovering placidly above the Pyramids. 

“ Now, George,” said the chief, “ fire that minute-gun to let the 
Khedive know we are here.” 


Tus smallest nn mbs of comfort are, under certain **Good gracious, me, I can’t. I’ve forgotten to bring any powder 
Sdity : i r : with me.” 
— on. with ein ie we as ee ae # “Never mind. , Hang out signal ‘ We are sinking,’ and I’ll exhanst 


the gas.” 

“ Let me down gently, Ben dear, won’t you ?”’ 
bs Don’t I always? It won't be the first time I’ve let off my gas to 

that.”’ 

Handling the machinery with consummate dexterity, the chief 
brought the Balloon by easy stages within a thousand feet of the 
earth, and the remainder of the journey would doubtless have been 
accomplished in safety had not his companion committed an act of 
gross carelessness. Sitting too much on one side of the Admiralty 
Board, it tilted up and shot him heavily into his leader’s lap. The 
car put suddenly out of trim swung violently on one side, and in a 
moment the aeronauts lay sprawling upon the earth. 

“‘ Blow you, George,” growled the chief, always epigrammatically. 


all satisfactory 
™ ,” it appears to us in the form of satisfaction that the protracted 
om eree, tone ty Oe es out. It 
may be remarked that though everything has to cast the 
glamour of oo over the eae of each and every 
court, that, so far as et been discovered, the extraordinary on 
of the di iow Dasintie ra aiok ud meek, tn the Ma 
its discovery. The novelty of the cab-journey, coupled with the 
Was a dearth of news at the time, led “yee. 
colérin @ur daily teachers such as, happily, is rarely That 
Was followed by the less pretentious papets, whose aim is 
to make money, and to 2 as rains 
rising. And so column upon column i 
and sickenin detail has been reported, to be reprinted with or with- 










ggestive but “ i)lustrations.” detriment “You needn’t have brought me down with you. How are we to 
oat eae peblicati of the “ full Sha ccsiotes oo raise ourselves? Ican't move.”  . 
in the first place, the delight of fancy sketches im fhe second, “ Oh, I know. I'll dismiss Dawkins, and give Tarleton a case of 
cannot but have a poi effect. But, unhappily, the newspapers Roederer, and have no end of official inquiries with closed doors, 


and . 

“Why, George, lad, you're light-headed. You're not making a 
speech at a banquet. How are we to raise ourselves and catch that 
Balloon again ?”’ 

George looked up and saw “The Popularity’’ flying away into the 
clouds, and a tear came into his eye when he reflected that he was the 
cause of the disaster. 

“Come, come, old friend,’ said the kind-hearted Ben, “ don't 
blubber. Salt water don’t suit you, you know.” 

“Oh, Ben, don’t be epigrammatic under such terrible circumstances. 
I feel as if I’d got an trom Duke running into my Vanguard, and a 
Monarch shivering my timbers. I've gota sinking feeling all over me, 
and my head’s going round.,’’ 

“‘ Got a Circular sensation on you, eh? Well, while you've been 
groaning I've got an idea. We must get that Balloon again somehow, 
musn’t we, if we want to get back to our old place at Westminster ?”’ 

“Yes, but it’s a good long way off.” 

“ Well, there are very few things beyond the reach of money.” 

“‘ Except the Vanguard.”’ 

“‘ Bother you and your ships; listen to me. I haven’t been the 
architect to a considerable number of castles in the air without acquir- 





are not aloneto blame. The magistrate and the coroner revelled, the 
former particularly, in the unwonted task, and the immediate effect of 
this was, that when the trial by jury came on, the demand for seats 
at the spectacle was net only unprecedented, but the most urgent 
— were made either by or in the interest of delicately nurtured 

ies, who it is to be h , in calmer and less excited times—who, 
if their minds had not been unduly excited by exaggerated reports 
—would have scorned to sit and listen to evidence of the illicit amour, 
its ghastly finish, and subsequent remarkable discovery. It is a 
horrible thing to think thata murder should remain undiscovered, and 
a d yed criminal move in our midst unsuspected; but if anything 
would reconcile us to the maar is the desperate manner in which 
capital has been made out of murdered and murderer, and our 
sincere belief that it is better one criminal should go unpunished than 
that the whole country should suffer from pai an epidemic of 
immorality as is bound to accompany a trial like that of Henry and 
Thomas Wainwright. 





TO JOHN LEMOINNE. 


Wuensver England or acts ; : : ? 
It pleases you to call her names, ing a considerable amount of atmospheric philosophy, I know that 
And find amid the dryest facts our “Popularity” will be blown about and eventually fall into 
Perfidious Albion's artful games. water. 9% 
Invectives that are meant to rile ** Alas! all through me, 


“ All through you.” : 

‘* Oh, Benjamin, behold me at your feet a suer for your forgiveness. 

“Not a suer, a regular sink’s more in your way. I can’t help 
letting ’em off, you see.” 

** I wish you’d let me off.” 

“‘So I will, when we get back. Now listen tome: We've fallen on 
Egyptian, territory. I recognise yon Pyramids, yon Pool, and you 

“Of the play. T.R., Cairo. ‘Does your Mummy know you're 
out’ and ‘ Le Sphinx’ every evening. Yes, I see.” 

** Don’t interrupt me in the middle of a joke again. I say that our 
Balloon will fall into water ; ergo, it will fall into Egyptian water, and 
the water in the neighbourhood being the Suez Canal, that’s where we 
must look for our conveyance.” 

“But it might be difficult to find it in such a large place.” _ 

“ Exactly so, I shall buy the Canal that we may look for it at our 

“‘'Where’s the money to come from ?” 


By thousands here are calmly conned ; 
Lemoinne, your strictures make us smile, 
We value them /e moins du monde. 


———eeeee 


Beer and Bread. 


Mr. Taverner Mriuzr has been elected for the Westminster division 
of the London School Board. With such a happy combination of 
drink and food for the body in his cognominal appellation, let us 
hope the new member will be full of wise counsels for the nourish- 
ment of the mind. 





In Vino Very. 
Mrs. Prarawor is glad to know, for patriotic reasons, as Russia is 
a through the action of the Port. The action of the 
= a ‘arming Mr. P. for years, especially towards the end of 
nose. 
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noes no with a foil. Now, at the Olympie the same author 
wed the name of a profligate and gamester—a bad specimen 
of both—on a noble gentleman, and to set this off has become more 
ridiculously offensive than ever with regard to Cromwell. Fortn- 
nately, this kind of thing defeate itself. There being no fetich yet 
sate telhaed the mpic, and Mr. Neville, h popular and 
good, as yet with the thick and thin Ayey® 
ollowers peculiar to a neighbouring house, Buckingham is judged by 
the public omita merits. And then the natural eonsequence of this 
artificiality—as distinguished from art—follows swift and sure. No 
amount of good acting can save a piece which leaves no impression 
but that of its absurdity and want of fidelity; and so there is no 
reason whatever to suppose that Buckingham will run—say until Mr. 
Neville is ready for another benefit. 
Among the practical responses to an improved taste in the 
way of eating and drinking and being merry, which have sprung up 
during the last dozen years, the latest example deserves some passing 
commendation. The Horseshoe in Tottenham-ocourt-road, a few yards 
only from. Oxford-street, is;to. be at once an hotel and a restaurant in 
a neighbourhood strangely unprovided with these advantages of 
civilisation. This new venture, though next door to a famous tavern 
of the same name and under the same management, will be perfectly 
distinct, and tastes will be hard to please indeed: that aze. not satisfied 
with at. least some phase of the establishment. From the vaults, 
where a practical illustration ofthe Horseshoe is given in the form of 
@ novel bar, to the u storeys full of handsome bed and sitting- 
rooms, all is perfect. Even the proprietor’s name is Best, and, better 
still, no one.can, on hearing it, think the word aé all out of place, 
whether applied all round or only individually, 
_ We are y came whatienthiean encctll the head under which 
methunnaaithen banaann Giamennihens Cammainen discussed. 
But our intentien is nevertheless to discuss them. A new illustrated 
will mate uampeann ce ne naies ¢ and we have been asked 
aes e opinion of its prom  aeny inate 
Ee eqgeeien, © Gene Tate ne for three. 
pence” henl prove a success. Whether the will be of the same 
opinion remains to be seen. nee Dee at Iliuetrated Newe- 













‘“‘T shall pay for it with the money I hold for our friend John, and 
tell him ifs a good investment for him.” 
« * . 


e 
Towards dawn the. travellers had recovered from their bruises, 
bargain had been struck with the Khedive, and Ben was busily 
engaged in dragging the Canal for his lost “ Popularity.’’ 
been since reported that when found the Balloon was in such 
a condition as to be available only for a voyage of extremely short 
duration ; but that is a secret in the bosom of the Future, and in the 
absence of a female searcher, our delicate chivalry compels us to 
leave it there. 





MY ARCTIC TOUR. 


I wave not the least ambition—this is explanation merely— 
Por a winter in the regions that are handy to the Pole, 

Yet I imitate the travels of the heroes that have nearly, 
’Mid such horrible adventures, won the: tantalizing goal. 


I have followed Captain Parry to the islands: that he christened, 
Where his vessel lay imprisoned all the weary winter through ; 

I have been with Ross and Beechey where the frozen ocean tun ed, 
Where no animal would linger and no vegetation grew. 


I have watched the starving sailors of the Brebus and Terror, 
And my well ed tresses have uplifted at the roots 
When i saw the gallant fellows fall, alas! into the error, 
That a stay for empty stomachs was a rotten pair of boots. 


T have sailed with Kame, M‘Clintock, Osborne, Kennedy, and others, 
And I’ve trodden: the Polaris with the doughty Captain Hall, 

I have rivalled all the actions of the band of Polar brothers, 

I have been. with Nares to Disco,—but in fancy—that is all. 

When the twilight shadows-deepen and my daily work is over 
Home [ hasten to the suburbs — = si lies ; : 
There [ don the gamment.for a Pole-exploring rover 

£ have learned Srenbeal textuze im the “ Travels’’ that I prize. 
Next, I hoist the British ensign on: the sofa, "3 my vessel) 
Strew the floor with bits of a8 & ore for snow, , 






Sail for Disco (that’s the:table) where I ask if sister Bess'll, will be the London Sesttish Journa. ‘This should be. a 

For a small consideration, be my faithful Eskimo. success if the quantity of resident i an 

When by dint of much. exertion with the poker and the shovel, ys marching on London is to be a The 
3 among his compatrioteef the new Ft. 


We have ees -veesel right acrose the parlour floer, | di ed 
We have }our Winter quarters, neither money, strength nor | W. Reid, is another and perhaps a better reason for 
leve’ll | paper's prosperity. A new publication “ for the young,” 
Cleave:a passage through the iceberg represented by the door. means of good, sound, healthy literature, to successfully 
; the siete Se enembered. cccan noxious pen’ortha now put forth, is promised. If Mr. is 
pean i ir ap 2 re geet to be judged by his best known work, the Almanack that bears his 
Aah wepelbanatyethex's: noses just to leap alive the notion name, She Saveuse paral wie beak, ashen gene oe Se Degen 
dee ninni J ala tthn:Avetic heroes plague. romise. hile on the subject of forthcoming publications, it may 
That we suffer from: tite nippings P well to remark that we see promired a novel to be called 4 Popular 
In some four-and-twenty journeys, we've discovered all the stations | Zdo/. Without wishing to be in any way objectionable, we may 
Where adventurers before us passed so many weary days, perhaps be allowed to state that hitherto we had believed this title 
And in turn we gave the honour of our winter occupations— to be included in the ome word Fun. Perhaps the author will kindly 


ing Strait and Melville I , Great Fish River and the Bays. | explain. 
Behring Strait an sland, There is yet another change in stere for the Holborn. Its new 


As for climate—well, it needed very little to instil a 1 name of Mirror has proved such a marvellous success that it is soon 
Perfect sense of frigid horrors, since it's easy on the whole to be changed, and the hitherto unfortunate house will seek success in 
For a man who spends the winter in a new suburban ville, future under the style and title of “The Royal Duke’s Theatre.” 
To imagine that he’s braving all the rigours of the Pole. Mr. F. C. Burnand is to be the new lessee; so there is yet hope, if 


urbanity and courtesy when comb.ned with ability have any claims 

HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. upon fickle Fortune. But why, in the name of all that is peouliar to 
Anoruer of those losses t2 the world of art that will make 1875 Holbeen and Gray's-inn-laaa—Bage mT 

memorable is found in the death of A. B. Houghton, a gifted draughts- — SSS 

man and able painter. His career closed at the early age of 39, The Lady of the Period. 

before he had done full justice to his brilliant promise. Around his i Wiisiiabahaiteies . 

orth the — Says ee SORE _ bsp 8 S ante mie Speneey Anog.ina :—Edwin, thou hast often sworn that did I murmur one 

va pa give examples of his liberality at would alone make hig | desire thou wouldst move heaven and earth for its accomplishment. 

name remembered with affection. From Houghton’s grave to the| Epwin:—Ay, that would I, m oe me CuEnCS i elements 

rivate view of ‘‘ The Old Watercolour,” of which he was an Associate, to do thee homage; bid me p anemone from the ocean's 


p : : depths to deck thy hair; bid me rob the diadem of Majesty of its 
isa natural step. No work of his was there, but one was struck with what b re htest jewels and place them on thy brow. There’s nought in the 


must be considered the feature of the exhibition, the sketches of his " , TT would oot do fer th 
i close friend, the late G. J. Pinwell, a most varied | ¥!¢¢ world 4 would not do for bhée. — P 

se eeeuehie teliection: Looking through the Exhibition, the loss of | AxLINa:—Then get me a ticket for the Wainwright Trial. 

three men could not but be sadly felt—first Walker, then Pinwell, and _—aaeeeenneRRNEERSIRGRNERORENRNIC 

last poor Houghton—all gone within six short months. We have but 

to add that drawings by Pinwell and Houghton have at various times 


bis journal. 
graced the pages o this } : ; inary characters and calling 


Tue fashion ef creating entirely magne 
them by names well-known in history a very sincere follower in 
Mr. Wills. At the Lyceum a most ethereal and persecuted personage 


was called after a cruel and selfish king, while history was not 
merely distorted, but was rudely trampled underfoot, te provide the 





‘‘ Tiers, Idle Tiers.” 
Tux head of the statue of Prince Albert which has been executed for 


the memorial has been fixed. A contemporary says, ‘‘ The Prince looks 
to the left of the Albert Hall.” ‘ Over the left?” No wonder the 


statue has a sorrowful look with those vacant tiers in his eyes. 


Morro rox THE Apuiratty.—“ Fogget and foggive.” 
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| COWARDLY. INNUENDO. 
Darby :—“ Wor b’ yer say? A-GOING TO WATER THE MILK, AM I? W2LL, YOUR MOTHER DON’T DO IT—OH NO, NOT AT ALL!” 
Joan :—“ No, THAT BHE DON’T, SURE-LY!’’ 1 
Darby :—“ Au, THEN If SHE DON’T WATER THAT THERE MILK, TELL HER SHE DID OUGHT TO HAVE THEM BLESSED OLD COWS OF HERN 
THATCHED, "CAUSE THY MUST LET IN THE RAIN!” 


IN LOVE AND WAR. 


“T yarn would weep!” doth Chloe cry, 
When Stréphon gives the kiss at i 
And bids‘his love a last. good-bye, 

To distant climes on duty starting. 

‘“*T fain would weep, but on my cheeks 
My grief would leave defacing streaks. 
“‘ Go forth and 


faemeiies | 


Forbids the tear-drop hot and staining. 


We're Mars and Venus, you and I, 
And both must keep'our powder dry.” 


A Sofc Impeachment. 


An ii recently held by the Alliance, as to the conduct of 
inquiry : of a 


certain light of cause, has 
Wil——., the individual in question, was sim 
exclaimed “ Lush us!’ henee the misap 


ily. It:seems Sir 


ply sucking a peach, and 


Sunpry Oxnsecrs.—Currants and raisins. 


A OS OL OOD, ATLA ALLEN. AA Hi OE Oe 


, [And this is how these young people do their courting. 


Feathers from the Wings. 


We are indebted to theatrical managers for a list of the forth- 
coming Christmas novelties at their‘ respective houses. Among the 
most successful are likely to be‘ the folloy :—“ Harlequin Hunt ; 
or, the’Ship’ that Would a Ramming’ Go, ‘and Here We Go Down, 
Down, Derry.” “Harlequin Herzégovina ; or, the Porte; the Plunderer, 
and the Bested Bondholders.” “Harlequin Shakéspeare; or, Silly Head 
and No Eyes, Long Legs and Crooked Thighs and ‘the Ass in the 
Lion’s Skin,” “ Harlequin Stanley; or, the King of’ the Cannibal 
Islands, and the Goose with the Golden Eggs.” 


Home; Sweet Home. . 

Tus money comes rolling in for the apostate-Islamite of Africa. 
Another £3,000. has been subscribed ina lump sum: Why not bring 
him over here land give him, the run of the Thames Embankment on 
Sunday? If he doesn’t return the cash and tell ‘his converters to look 
at heme first, he’s not the intelligent savage we take him for. 


Similia Similibus.: 


£700,000 is wanted to complete the AZezandra ironclad. It should 
certainly, if raised at all, come out of a sinking fund. 


A FAvovunrre Boox wrrn Grais.— Book muslin. 
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A PLEDGE OF PROFIT. 
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“FINDING HIS LEVEL.’’ 


that Snobbles 


never grinned an 


the tip of his tongue. 
He 





Brown, 


Brown, eh?” in his waggish way. Such good taste, you know— 


everybody doted on him! 


the Duke’s title. 


“Any connection of the original Duke ——?” he said (with a 


brilliant play upon his Grace’s title). 

The Duke was awfully charmed. ‘Tremendous wealth of natural 
humour!” he subsequently observed to the Bishop—(I think it was 
the Bishop)—“ Very funny; such exquisite taste! Very funny! I 
must really introduce him toa friend of mine.” 

Snobbles was enchanted. ‘ Any friend of his Grace’s, I’m sure!”’ 
he said, pleasantly; so. his-Grace rang the bell, and up came Topps, 
his butler. 

*‘ Let me introduce you,” said the Duke: “this is Mr. Topps, my 
butler; this is Mr. Snobbles—awfully funny fellow—such good 
taste! You can take him downstairs, Topps, and give him something 
to drink in the servants’ hall. Good day, Mr. Snobbles.” ‘“ Awfully 
sey ” he kept on saying to himself, as he warmed his toes at the 

e. 

Down went Snobbles and Topps to the servants’ hall. Topps might 
have been just a little stiff at first, but. Snobbles soon broke the ice. 
‘‘ Didn’t know Peg: Topps, did you?” he seid. “Thought you might 
be some relation?” ‘And were as right as possible in a 


t Topps.couldn’t up for “Such a wag!” 
he kept; ing: “ Be the death of me! ell-bred, too; none of 
your up snobs! Dear ’ant ali lar well-bred ’un! Grubb 
must know him, Just the man to suit Grubb—I’ll introduce ’em.” 


And just at that moment, as luck would have it, theme were Grubb’s 
velveteens and. bluchers visible at the area railings; so out went 
the Buttons to ask Mr. Grubbin. Mr. Grubb put his basket and his 
bell in the cart and walked in. ‘ You must know each other,” said 
Topps; ‘you'll sure to be fast friends: Mr. Snobbles—Mr. Grubb— 
our regular dustman, Mr. Snobbles. Good day, Mr. Snobbles, good 
day!” And Topps, that butler, was still chuckling as he shut the 
door and looked over the spoons. 

Arm in arm, dowm the street went Snobbles 
and his new friend Grubb, and Grubb said it had 
better be adrop of rum werm ; but it was evident 
Snobbles had something: em his mind, and pre- 
sently off it came: “‘ Here’s towards you, Mr.— 
Mr.--Chrysalis. I think? No? Oh, oh—of 
course, Grubb! so itis!”  Reg’lar funny bloke, 
you are!” said Grubb, evi very much flat- 
tered; “so p'lite, too. You ain't no@ snob, you 
ain’t. Reg’ gent bred and born. Wot might 


you geta ounce for bein’ funny? Yoworter know 
a friend o’ mine; you two ’ud jest get on together 
—'ere he is; ’ere, Bob, this is Mi Snobbles 


—reg’ lar t! Wish yer good-day, Mister 
Snob es.” Bob was ne, oi on some crib- 
cracking job; picking up information about 
the value of the spoons and the number of bolts 
and bars, and things of that kind, and he was 


greatly delighted with his new 
“* Bob,” said Snobbles, when *d been together three minutes 
and become quite old friends, “what’s your other name, Bob?” 
“‘ Snuffers”’ was Bob’s other name (or one of his other names), and 
here was a splendid chance for Snobbles’s genial vein of humour! He 
made some airy and appropriate little joke about snuffers (considered 
in relation to candles), and Bob was beside himself with pleasure and 





UCH a funny fellow 
was ! 
Never stood and looked 
silly when you intro- 
duced him to anyone; 
said 
nothing, like a bashful 
stiek; but always had 
something waggish on 


mever knew any 

for more than 
five minutes before he’d 
think of some ingenious 
little joke on that per- 
son’s name, and say it. 
Suppose you introduced 
him to a person named 
for instance; 
a without the least pre- 
meditation, he’d screw up his eyes. and say, “ Any relation to Mr. Dunn 


“You must let me introduce you to 
Snobbles!’’ said somebody (I fancy it was the Bishop) to the Duke 
one evening, and up came Snobbles with that smile of his, and was 
introduced. I particularly noticed his eye light up when he caught 


admiration, and said many wicked words. ‘ Must a bin well brort up, 
you must! Runnin’ over with gentlemanly feelin’—'ow long might 
youa bin out o’ quod? Gits your stock o’ civility in by the barrel, 
don’t yer? Look ’ere—FM give yer a letter of introduction to a 
p'ticler crony o’ mine eut at Earlswood, you'll sure to like ‘im, 

evenin’.” At the earliest opportunity, down went Snobbles to 
Earlswood and introduced himself to the crony. 

The Earlswood gentleman received him politely, and the Earlswood 
gentleman’s name was Chorker. Snobbles excelled himself. Splendid 
name it was, and Snobbles was quite equal to the occasion—and Mr. 
Chorker was in rapture. 

‘“‘'You’re too funny for me,” he said, while he tried to get his head 
into one of his boots, and hummed snatches of wild ; “much 
too funny. You’re too well-bred for me—you’re too intellectual. 
I’li give you a letter of introduction to my friend in Central Africa— 
he’s more in your line. He's clever. Good day.’ Snobbles was 
very sick for the first three days, but he enjoyed it after that, and he 
got to Central Africa without any mishap. Chuckeych oggiboy 
was the name of his new friend in Central Africa—black fellow, you 
know, with a bead wrapped round him. 

All the way out his name had been on Snobbles’s mind; if wanted 
a deal of tact and manceuvring to geé round that name; but 
Snobbles gave his mind to it, and the result was most sati ry- 
Black fellow crowed with delight and pride! 

“Wite man slap-up gemllummun, ’e am. Wite man p’lite, as 
blazes! Wite man ’e teach black un manners, ’e do—eee— ! 
teach um breedin’—eee—yuk! Interradooce ’im friend ob mine— 
yow!” And what did that black person with the bead do, but take 
Snobbles into one of his native forests, to introduce him to his friends, 
as he said. His friends were pelting each other with cocoa-nuts and 
jabbering in the branches, but they left off pelting each other, and 
turned their attention to Snobbles and his black friend. 

They hadn’t any tails, but they could swing themselves wonderfully 
on their hind legs. And talk about chattering! ‘‘ He, he! Wite man 
stop here and chum in with new friends! Jest suit um—eee—yuk ! 
Good day,” said Chuckeychuekeywoggiboy, and off he went. As for 
Snobbles he stopped with his new friende: it didn't take him long 
to fall in with their habits; and he hits it off so well with them in 
point of intellect! There isn’t much diversity among them as 
regards name—but he invents names for them all, as a groundwork 
for his genial little jokes. I’m. glad he’s found his proper social 
level—he really deserved it. Awfully droll fellow that Snobbles! So 
extremely well-bred ! 





GOOD ADVICE. 


Lire’s fondest hopes. are often checked 
As we the welcome goal are nearing ; 
And then when Pleasure’s bark is wrecked 
Folks vow it’s Fortune’s clumsy steering. 
When trouble comes athwart your path 
Don’t curse your lot—that won't repair it ; 
Don’t whine and vent your puny wrath— 
But grin and bear it. 
That nuisance Cupid’s mueh to blame 
For all the mischief he devises : 
Love’s oft a disappointing game, 
And one not overstocked with prizes, 
You love, and offer her your heart, 
And she, perhaps, objects to share it, 
Now, that’s the sort of wound to smarft— 
Still, grin and bear it? 
Though Poverty and Pain may pinch, 
Stand firm, with fortitude heroic— 
From Duty’s post don’t budge an ingh, 
But deal with failures like a stoig, 
Though “ Trouble’s sea” may surge amd roar 
(Bards well may to a. sea compareit!) 
Be calm; and, as I said before— ‘ 
Just grin and bear it! 





The Naked Truth. 


A maw has been sent to re Te Lambeth i for 
neglecting to send his child to school. The boy was and 
bootless, the father was out of work, and pleaded that he could 


not send the boy bare-footed through the streets. Yet the unhappy 
man is imprisoned. Such ba injustice to bare feet and empty 
stomach boots no good to the cause of compulsory education. 


What's in an Aim? 
A GamexzspsR at Glencorse has been shot dead “ by some person 
or persons unknown.” Horrible thought! Can certain noble 
sportsmen have been practising in the’neighbourhood ? 
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Thisisa gentleman who thirsts for a pair of one-and-sixpenny gloves, but ~ So he goes in and _asks to have a look at some little thing not over a 
doesn’t like to ask for them, because it looks mean. . thousand pounds. 7 
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So he says, in a casual way, he supposes thev haven’t anything in the way of—that is, in the “* By jove!’’ he says; as he goes along, “ wonder whether the 
: nature of—~you know—say a pair of gloves at about eighteen-pence, or fellar "ud ch en 2”? And the feller actually won’t— 


one-and-six-pence, or so! Oh, yes they have. so he loses that gentleman’s custom ! 
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BLOGGS’S BROTHER. 
A Pattry Prece or Businzss. 


[Tue following was related to us in confidence the other night 
by a gentleman who is to hold the important position of Super at a 
forthcoming pantomime. He has been all his life about theatres, and 
this is one of the results of his marvellous observation. We flatter 
ourselves it isn’t at all dear for two threes of Irish warm with sugar 
and lemon ; and so beg to present it to our readers—also in confidence. ] 


When first I knew Bloggs he wasn’t very well off—neither was his 
brother. They were poor but honest, and used to delight in seeing 
virtue triumphant and the wicked baron discomfited, in the manner 
which so well becomes all poor but honest persons. Bloggs was fond 
of the theatre, and when he could manage it would sit in the gallery 
of the Brit. or the Vic., and take his drama to the accompaniment of 
fish and bread, nor was he opposed to the soothing properties of the 
saveloy. He used to say that no criticism could be correct of a play 
unless it was taken feeding, that farces and fried fish were intended 
for each other, while pathos could never properly be worked up with- 
out pints of porter. He used to say pints, but as this history is true, 
Lam ede T) admit that Bloggs preferred a “pot” to a pint any day. 
(And g0 do li. 

Bloggs’s brother was of quite a different kind. He was equally 
— and equally honest; but he hada soaring mind. He used to 

his hair cut long and a ha’porth of oil on, please, and though 
there was more than a suspicion of what, among the poor but honest, 
4s-called ginger in his ambient locks, his moustache was always of a dark 
mad beautiful umber, and I dare swear that Ihave seenit black. And 
——* brother was handsome, according to the judgment of himself 
and family, and he preferred by far to sit in the pit and have no 
refreshment to joining his brother in the gallery amid the luxuries 
already mentioned, to say nothing of baked potatoes withal. And 
wise people used to remark—“ That’s a shrewd fellow, and a highly 
respectable, that Bloggs’s brother, and he’ll make a position for him- 
self some day.” And Bloggs’s brother, when he used to hear this, 
would promise to protect:Bloggs, and beg him never to fear for the 
future, for he, Bloggs’s brother, was sure to be all right, and would 
look after Bloggs. And then Bloggs’s brother would borrow what- 
ever money Bloggs had to spare, and retire to put a little more oil on 
his hair, a touch more umber on his moustache, to look at himself in 
the glass, and to think of the time when he should be well off, and 
would be oh so kind to Bloggs. 

Bloggs used to get up every morning early and go to his work like a 
mean-spirited fellowashewas. He would drudge along constantly from 
morning till evening, and think steadily of the enjoyment he was 
likely to have on Saturday night, when hearing, seeing, tasting, 
smelling, should, in the gallery of the Brit., be combined till one happy 
and harmonious whole was the result. He preferred the gallery, and 
though his brother borrowed the money from him and then went in the 
pit, Bloggs didn’t mind. He was poor in spirit was Bloggs, and all 
the fine feeling of the family was centred in Bloggs’s brother, who 
couldn’t bear meanness, and wouldn’t have eaten gee food, nor 
accepted his money, nor worn his clothes, except that it always becomes 
@ very fine fellow to spunge on some one, and a mean-spirited, paltry 
fellow ought always to be proud to assist a fine, manly, handsome 
brother with hair cut long, a dyed moustache, and a thoroughly noble 
dislike to any such plebeian notion as that of earning his own living. 
And Bloggs’s family, when they used to think what a fine fellow the 
brother was, and used to hear him talk of what he would do asa 
brother for Bloggs some day, would shake their heads and say, 
with sobs_and groans, what a pity it was that Bloggs should be so 
mean and paltry, and object to lend all his money to his brother, when 
that same brother intended to behave so nobly to Bloggs in the days 
that were sure to come. For how was it possible for so much outward 
show of ability to go unrewarded? And sometimes the brother got 
8o vexed and annoyed with Bloggs’s mean ways and steady habits, 
that he was half inclined not to be good to him when the right time 
arrived. But his brotherly love was always eventually victorious, and 
he would, in the course of the day, oblige Bloggs the mean with the 
request for a small loan as freely and.as open-heartedly as ever. And 
the family again and again said, “‘ What.a fine and a splendid fellow 
our brother is, to be sure!” 

Well, time passed on, and Bloggs continued to go to work, and to 
spend his Saturday evenings at the play, and to assist his high-spirited 
brother, who one day, tired of waiting for his good fortune, and 

etting more and more disgusted with the meanness of Bloggs, 

etermined to show how clever he was when he chose to try; and, 
said he, “‘I’ll let that brother of mine see what a difference there is 
between us, the mean, paltry, pitiful fellow!” From which it may be 
judged that the usual meanness of Bloggs had at last been joined to 
the paltriness of a refusal when fresh loans were asked for. “ What 
a Bhame?” said the family. And the noble brother went out into the 
world and made his-fortune. ; 

But somehow or the other it wasn’t. good fortune. I can’t exactly 
























































now ruminating thereon at Clerkenwe people’s 
for such enek's evils. But how beautifully things are alsneod. 


This, for instance, is a clear case of “‘ Quod pro quid.’ 
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understand how it was, but with all his genius and d ideas, 
ings that 
seemed to him so easy when other people did them became awfully hard 
when he tried, or people couldn’t be brought to believe in the result when 
it was accomplished ; and so he quite naturally arrived at the conclusion 
that there was a conspiracy against him, and that Bloggs was at the 
bottom of it. Otherwise, how was it that such a man should get on, 
while such a brother should fail at everything he undertook? The 
worst of it was that the mean and wretched Bloggs blundered along, 
and actually persevered to that extent that he got a good position and 
a salary to match; and the last time I saw him was, of course, at the 
theatre, where he had learnt all his artful ways, but not in the gallery, 
nor was he taking refreshment during the progress of the piece. Oh, 








Bloggs’s brother didn’t manage to impress the public. 


no, he’s a long way above all that now! 


And the last time I saw Bloggs’s brother he was very anxious to 
inform me what a splendid brother he had always been, and how very 
good he would have been to Bloggs if the latter hadn’t conspired 
against him, taken the success himself, and brutally left a noble and 


manly relative—to earn his own living. 





NATURE’S BLUNDER. 


Wirx thoroughly clear intellectual vision 
I’ve looked at the subject, and have to confess 
I’ve come to the calm and unchanging decision 
That Nature’s productions are not @ success. 
Unloading my mind of all bias whatever, 
I’ve studied her efforts in various lands; 
And, though I admit she’s decidedly clever, 
I fancy she’s taken too much on her hands. 
I think her attention’s too heavily wei 
My limited mind it’s enough to a 
To think of the millions of folks she’s created 
Without any time to attend to them all! 
I certainly cannot suppress the reflection 
That. Nature’s ambition declares her a dunce: 
She might have reduced us to greater perfection. 
By only creating a hundred at once. 


Dame Nature, perplexed by the hurry and bustle- 
Resulting from rapid creation, I find 

Has given De Tompkins a mind and no muscle, 
And Robinson muscles and never a mind ! 

How often she'll give to a grave undertaker 
A leer he may struggle in vain to keep down! 

How often you'll notice her burden a Quaker 
With features that ought to belong to a clown ! 

And when I am watching humanity “ rinking,” 
How often my haunting reflection occurs : 

‘“ Unfortunate Nature,” I cannot help thinking, 
“‘ Why, here is another omission of hers!” 

On such an occasion, I find, an impression 
That’s fixed and unshakable over me steals, 

That “ rinking” ’s our natural mode of progression— 
We ought to be fitted with natural wheels ! 


SS 


Last Intelligence, 

A sHOEMAKER in Shropshire has been magist-rated for injuring his 
wife’s optic with one of the implements of his trade. He pleaded in 
defence that he had been reading Mrs. Crawshay’s dramatic criticisms, 
and thought ‘‘ Awl for her ” was the correct thing! ‘ You will find 
you are mistaken,” said the Unpaid One. ‘Sentence: ten shillings 
and costs, with a decree nice eye for the wife!” 





Tyranny! 

‘Larg again, Whiffles!” cried the stern employer. “ Yes, sir, 
certainly, sir!” pleaded the timid Whiffles. “ But excusable, sir— 
p’raps, sir—under circumstances, sir. You see, sir, we have been 
expecting a little domestic event these last ten days, sir, and at half- 
past seven this morning, you see, sir, Mrs. es, sir—she——.” 
“Um! Well, don’t let it occur again!” And they call this a free 

! 


country ! 





Pound-ed. 


A werarious “ party” recently appropriated a ign. He is 
—a sovereign 





Lats Nsews.—Tombstone inscriptions. 
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WAY POLITE.” 


“Don’t TROUBLE, I CAN FIND THE WAY MYSELF!” 
‘OH, NONSENSE MY DEAR, I’m VERY PLEASED INDEED TO sHOW You ouT!”’ 


Why Benjamin bought the Canal. 


1. Tuar by the side of his Suez policy abroad, we might lose sight 

of his Suoeaidal policy at home. - 
2. That he might settle an Asian m 
3. That he might give the worl 


Millian pelitical economy. 
4. That finding a difficulty with Turkey he 


different Chr-isthmus present to his “‘ young friends 


“Sparkling” Wit. 
Tus Times roe coer reports that at Aden a device representin 
a pile of cham Pree ree 28 eomtas OF the F silts, with 
the motto, “ Aden drinks to thee.” iteful people will now 
more than ever that there is a deal of “cham” in the Royal 


reception. 


mye with a nation’s money. 
esson in John Stuart (4) 


_— comnge for a 


An a 


Mr. Sreruen Cavzis goi mqcenaneryt to look after the Viceroy’s 
financial affairs. Whats a pity i business doesn’t want atten- 
tion. There’s George Ward Hunt would be able to put every ship 
he’s got where no enemy could get at it—unless diving becomes a 
modern accomplishment of warfare. 


TAYLOR'S PATENT 
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Pa aa to 97, Cheapside, London, 
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A Queer Sound. 


ANnoTuEzR ironclad in trouble. This time the Monarch has been run 
into and nearly sunk bya timber ship. Wood on both sides. The 
official report states that the Monarch had her port quarter boat 
smashed and two of her armour plates started, and consequently put 
into Plymouth Sound. Un-Sound, we should say ; but then Admiralty 
reports are very different from ironclads. The former won't go down ; 
the latter will—and do. 


Admiralty News. 


Tr is rumoured that in consequence of the First Lord’s uncertain 
hold of his present position, he is to be called ‘“‘ Hunt the pea - 


On WEDNESDAY NEXT, One Penny, 
THE CHRISTMAS DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN. 
Price One Shilling, 
TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1876. 


Eprrep py Henry Sampson. 


CADBURY’S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING 
CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves senate ere 


to the | 


Vrinted by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, St. ines Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, Dee. 11, 1875. 
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Christmas comes but once a star, and when it comes it brings good cheer. 
Old Fusby, as seen taking home a lot of presents for his family. 


.. 
2. 
3. Art(ful) design for a Christmas party fan, 








WHERE TEASER DREW THE LINE. 


Teaser had really been awfully good. 

The major portion of that ten thousand pounds had gone in the 
erection of statues to members of the Geographical Society, the im- 
portation of chimney-pot hats, Ulster overcoats, Brummagem rings, 
Australian mutton, and other elements of civilization, and the 
establishment of charming suburban residences for the missionaries. 
Yet Teaser never grumbled. 

His converters instructed him in the habits and customs of the British 
nation, and he profited by their lessons. He divided his council into 
rival factions and compelled them to slander and harass each other 
upon all possible occasions. He placed a valetudinarian gardener at 


the head of his army, and gave the command of his war canoes to a | 


bilious serpent charmer. He cut off the heads of the common natives 
who bet a sealp or two upon an ostrich race, and opened a spacious 
and highly decorated wigwam in which his chiefs might gamble 
away their wives and families. He organized public inquiries into all 
the revolting crimes committed in his dominions, for the special 
edification of wives and daughters. He gave up loving many women 
aa ae & kicking one. He encouraged his priests to chuck dead 
0dles aboug 
reduced his kingdom to such a state of civilization that you might 
have lived there a month without knowing you were out of England. 
. The course of conversion ran smoothly enough for a long time; 
in fact, until the 25th of December, and then in the following wise 
came @ little cloud upon the bright horizon. 


observe the festival of Christmas in the regular English fashion. Ac- 
cordingly he invited all his relations to dine with him, and went into 
little family questions between the courses. 

At first he objected to his maiden aunt pocketing the forks and 
Spoons, but the missionaries assured him it was quite a usual practice, 
80 he held his peace. He was cross when his uncle on the mothers 
side called his uncle or the father’s side a low sneak, and jerked 
gravy over his white waistcoat; he didn’t like it when his female 
Cousins pulled cach other's hair out at dessert ; he felt inelined to swear 
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to fight, and to call each other names. In short, he | 


At the instigation of his white advisers, Teaser determined to | 


' promoted them. 
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4, Sareastic. Jolliboy to teetotal vegetarian.—"* Well, ta-ta, old boy,—h’ a —ah— 


a Merry Christmas. 
5. Christmas annuals. 6. A Christmas box. 


| 


when his brother-in-law called him a dirty old savage, because he 
| wouldn’t let him go to sleep with his head up the chimney ; but his 
| white friends assured him that these were merely little Christmas 
customs, so he gran and bored it. 
But when his relations wound up the evening by burning his cur- 
| tains, spoiling his carpet, smashing his china, hurling decanters at his 
| stomach, and having a free fight on his front doorstep, he just took 
| the missionaries on one side ard whispered to ‘em. 


' ; 

** Look here, gentlemen,” he said; “I’ve put up with a good deal ; 

| in the way of civilization since you came here, but I draw the line at 
| Christmas-day. If you like to leave that out of the question you're 


| welcome to stop and pick up what you can among my subjects, but if 
| you come this dodge again I'll scalp the lot of you.”’ 

Fancy objecting to Christmas-day and its family dinner party! 
Truly the moral cussedness of these black fellows is a nut for philan- 
| thropists to crack. 


Al ON WINTER WEATHER. 
Oxtp Snow, the rascal, loiters in the streets; ' 
Sharp Frost lays hold of everything he meets; 
Inspector Thaw appears their games to foil : 
Snow runs away, [rost quickly drops the spoil. 
At ev’ry turn, his men th’ Inspector drops, 
And fills the highways with his dirty “ slops.’’ 


ee 
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Get Out! 

Somg recent pedestrian performances at the Agricultural Hall have 
resulted in the disappearance of a “ gentleman amateur’’ who 
His departure was anterior to the distribution of 
prizes among the winners, who are prepared to take “a trifle less,” on 
account of their claims. The promoter is to be in future relegated to 
the ranks of professionals by his brother athletes—his profession 
being so much at variance with his practices. 





From tHe Catcu Crxs.—When is a tune like a fever? When its 


catching. 
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SOME SUDDEN IMPULSES (PECULIAR TO CHRISTMAS). 
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‘LITTLE 


PITCHERS.”? 


First Little Girl :—“ How 1s 1T YOUR FATHER AND MOTHER DON’T DRINK, LIKE MY FATHER AND MOTHER, OUT OF THE SAME Por?” 


Sccond Little Girl: — Cos M¥ FATHER DRINKS OUT OF THE pot, 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


AND LEAVES MOTHER TO DRINK OUT OF THE PUMP!” 





better than his “ Burano, near Venice,” which is well hung. “All 
| Worn Out,” by Josef Israels, though sombre, is good in feeling. E. 


Tue Institute of Painters in Water Colours opens with a strong | J. Gregory, one of the very cleverest of “the young men,” sends 


show, and must be congratulated on its election of Townley Green, | 


who exhibits in this gallery for the first time. His “‘ Roadside Inn” 
and ‘“‘Christmas Time” are as good as anything in the gallery. 
Charles Green is well represented by “ Friends,” ‘‘ The Necklace,” 
and ‘The Schoolmaster.” H. Herkomer's treatment is admirable, 
but we don’t care much for the subjects chosen by him in any of his 
five pictures. ‘‘The Dilemma” is the most important and the best. 
It is strong in drawing, yet delicate in handling. J.D. Linton’s ‘On 
Guard ”’ is just a little black, but very fine. His ‘‘ Trumpeter”’ is 
also good. Small's “‘ Gipsy Mother,” though showing powerful work 
as ever, is crude in colour. G. G. Kilburne contributes eight drawings, 
all good, of which “ Feeding a Pet” will be the favourite. ‘ Rosa 
Bonheur ”’ is, of course, good in drawing and composition, but bad 
in colour. Hine exhibits eight and E. Hayes seven, all fresh and 
full of go. Mary L. Gow hasa pretty little subject, and W. L. 
Thomas's Swiss subjects are well worth attention. Staniland’s 
“Caught” and “Throwing the Cane” are so totally different in 


treatment one can hardly believe them to be the work of the same 


man. We much prefer the latter. J. M. Jopling’s “ Beggar Maid”’ 
looks singularly well fed. Miss Elizabeth Thompson has three fair 
sketches, but Miss Gow and Mrs. Angell (Miss Coleman) are certainly 
the best lady artists who exhibit this year. V. Bromley chooses a 
pretty subject and treats it suitably. C. ©. Holloway has gcod feeling 
for colour, but we like his ‘“* Near Winchester,’ below the line, far 








‘‘ Studio Furniture,” a perfect little picture. Andrew Gow's “ King’s 
Messenger ’’ is a little too polished and tin-like, but well drawn. We 
| have only space to say that E. Fahey, James Fahey, Beavis, Miss Chase, 
Sherrin, Skill, and Tenniel all contribute good work, and to commend 
the exhibition to our readers. 


Mr. Mayer’s second venture in London, The White Cat, at the 
Queen’s, can hardly be considered a success, though we are quite ready 
to admit that a first night’s opinion was, in this case at all events, 
hardly likely to be a fair one. The night was one of the vilest we 
ever remember, and the theatre, never too comfortable, was enough to 
damp any endeavour in the way of mirth or merriment. People are 

| not happy when they have to sit through an entertainment in their 
Ulsters, and when their thoughts naturally turn more on railway rugs, 
foot warmers, and visions of grogs, than on fairy spectacle or fancy 
dialogue. The fleshly school of fairies may be fonnd here; and those 
who rave about French art and all other French things they know 
nothing about will do well to pay a visit to the Queen’s, if only to see 
that shabbiness is not altogether a’peculiarity of the English manager. 
Mr. Leigh’s work is well done; but there are some people and some 
painting in The White Cat that would have done honour to the Adelphi 
in the days of its grubbiest guests and its dingiest decorations. 


' 


Hieuw Crass Lireratvure.—Giant stories. 
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[CarToon. | 


CHRISTMAS AGAIN. 


CuristTMas again with his wassail is here! 
Christmas again! we must give him good cheer. 
We'll shout till the skies echo back a reply, 

For the time it is licensed, and Christmas is nigh. 
With brandy and rum let us call to him, “ Come!” 
With voy and gin let us welcome him in. 

With lots o ishes we'll give him good wishes, 
And try for the time to be thirsty as fishes. 

We'll try all wecan to forget what is drear, 

And only remember—old Christmas is here! 


Tuer rehearing of the calamitous and generally clumsy case of the 
Alberta and the Mistletoe before Baron Bramwell has led to the 

blication of a few interesting items of news. In the first hearing 
before the coroner the jury were not allowed to appoint their own 
foreman, and, to make matters still more plain to them, they were 
ordered to return one of two verdicts submitted to them in writing by 
the chief of the court. This functionary seems to have been suffering 
from excess of zeal ; he certainly would never have done these things 
in an ordinary case. Next comes Baron Bramwell, who behaves in a 
manner our present system of appointing judges was instituted specially 
to prevent. He appeared in his court not as a judge, butas a pleader— 
a special pleader—for the Crown and the Crown’s servants. Having 
dilated on the services of Captain Welch, and his lengthy experience, 
he then, with a becoming reverence for nobility, touched on the “ hand- 
some manner” in which Prince Leiningen had accepted the responsi- 
biiity. To match this went his truly remarkable statement that 
Englishmen should be proud to think that the Queen went quicker 
than anyone else. Another argument, that the Queen would be much 
pained if Prince Leiningen were found guilty, fell gravely from the 
judicial lips—from the lips of a dignitary of that law which we are 
told is above all things no respecter of persons. We will say no more 
about these matters than that they all go to show how the law can and 
may be strained to suit the requirements of the time being. So far as 
the civil tribunals are concerned, the collision in the Solent is a thing 
of the past, and we have now only to congratulate the nominal and the 
real captain on the advantages of a high and mighty connection, and 
to point to the public the fact that because a judge sits on the Bench 
he does not necessarily cease to be a Queen’s Counsel. 


CHRISTMAS CRACKERS. 


Ovcut Christmas books to be weatherbound ? 

Ought the price of meat to be “‘ up for the Cattle-show ? ” 
Ought Christmas friendship to keep a yule log ? 

Ought coiners and smashers to eat Mint spies on the 25th ? 
Ought proverbial philosophers to relish saw-sages ? 

Ought bondholders to object to trussed Turkey ? 

Ought roast beef to be considered a Christmas fare-y piece ? 
Ought German students to keep bocksing day ? 








LETTERS OF THE DAY. 


To Mr. T. Cumpertann, or CARLISLE. 


_ Str,—You have now arrived at a period of life when a little 
instruction as to yourself will do you good. We assume that a man 
in your position should always be told what he knows better than 
anyone else already—when those who tell it him are likely to make 
any profit out of the transaction. ‘Throughout your long and 
moderately useful career you have trampled humbug and false pre- 
tence underfoot, Pb have smitten the impostor sorely, and never 
ceased to deman for the really worthy that recognition which, 
happily, is ever grudgingly bestowed on undoubted merit and ability. 
But the time has at last come when you must be made to feel that 
you have not quite extirpated your enemies; and so we beg to present 
you with a pretty putty medal in commemoration of an event which has 
enabled us to associate our names with yours, and to hang ourselves 
on to the skirts of recognised genius and admitted talent. So, 
therefore, while acknowledging that the recognition and the admission 
are more to us than either the | smc or the talent, we beg to subscribe 
ourselves, yours obediently, Sarra, Brown, Rosrnson, and JONES, 
as representing the others of the species. 





From Mr. T. Cumperianp, or CARLisie. 


Wo, in the name of ev ing Cumberlandesque, are these people 
who consider themselves entitled to confer immortality on me, and 
advertisements on each other? Faugh! =. G 
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AUGSPUR AT THE CATTLE SHOW. 
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Sie,—Aceording to your request, which is ever a command, I 
attended at the Cattle Show, and saw the cattle. And I was very 
much pleased with them indeed. First, 1 looked at the stalled oxen, 
and then took a stroll upstairs and ruminated on the dinners of herbs 
which are to be seen there. Next, I tried the implementaria, and 
ordered two or three thrashing machines to be put down to you, so 
that future objectionable contributors may know what they’ve got to 
expect. Then I had a somewhat unpleasant conversation with a 
gentleman who insisted that I had been turning all his handles the 
wrong way, and had spoilt his chance of fame for ever. I got out of 
that though by explaining to him who I was, and telling him he could 
have as much as he liked of that commodity from me fora con- 
sideration. Conscientiously, sir, I believe that the mangling (and 
wurzling) machinery of Messrs. (No you don’t.—Ep.) is the best 
in the world, and no gentleman’s library will now-a-days be complete 
without it. It is to be obtained in large and small packets, and be 
sure that the name is on the label, as impositions are about. Having 
transacted this little piece of business and pocketed the profit, I stood 
Mr. —— (Ah, would you!—Eb.) a drink, and again went on my 
rounds. I saw a man examining the sheep, and an old country gentle- 
man said ‘‘ That’s the judge!’ But I know better, because, though I 
looked about very carefully, I could see no jury—and a judge without 
a jury would be, as I take it, about as good as a Cattle Show without 
cattle—or without mz. I think I taught that ancient country gentle- 
man not to come trying his tricks on.a thoroughbred Londoner, who 
knows what’s what in Islington, anyhow. ‘The pigs, sir, looked 
delicious. I thought very much of you as I gazed on them, and 
listened to the row they kept constantly making about nothing. And 
now, perhaps, you will at last admit I can do something well—that at 
paying compliments and reporting Cattle Shows I have few equals, and 
no superior. By the way, I’ve just got an idea. If you have any 


illustrations about the fat stock, you should surely have them done 
AUGSPUR. 





by Greasy. See ?—Yours fattydegenerately, 


CHRISTMAS. 
(From A New Pornt or Hue). 


Lo! Christmas comes with ruddy cheeks, 
And brows bedecked with scarlet holly ; 
His ruby nose of revel speaks— 
His beaming face is red and jolly. 
Dame Winter meets her lord with glee, 
Her silken robes are white and glacé, 
She’s touched her face with poudre de riz 
For Winter's fair but slightly passé. 


Around are vassals —happy folks! 
Their cheeks reflect their ruler’s roses, 
But good Dame Winter loves her jokes, 
And deftly 4/wes their lips and noses. 
King Christmas reigns o’er us alone 
(He’s but burlesqued by foreign mullers), 
And rears above his English throne, 
Red, white, and blue—our English colours. 
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THE SNOWBALL PUDDING.—AN “‘ INCIDENTAL” DISH FOR CHRISTMAS. 


Roll it up and fell it down, 
Currants ted and raisins brown. 
Roll it down an@ roll it back ; 
Then qualiff With sherris sack. 








SOME MAGAZINES FOR DECEMBER. 


Macmillan opens with an article in jocular Scotch. The surgical 
operation is this time likely to be required by the Southron. But, 
doubtless, it is awfully funny—to those who know what it’s about. 
The number generally is heavy, the verse being well intended, and 
well intended only. The Gent/eman’s is very unequal. Mr. Senior 
contributes one of the descriptive papers which are fast making his 
reputation, and the serials are, as usual, good. But what shall we say 
of a foolish attempt to immortalise Walt Whitman? Merely this. 
If a man sat by the wayside devouring garbage, and called on those 
who passed by to witness that he was eating the choicest luxuries, the 
fraud would be apparent to the unwisest. The same man might, 
however, if he turned his attention to literature, become a great critic, 
or even a “ poet of joy.” The “ Table Talk” seems to be nowa home 
for more than usually helpless literary cripples. Some of its con- 
tributors seem to have a wonderful knack of discovering novelties that 
are novelties to nobody but themselves and the gentleman who permits 
them to twaddle. London Society is fairly good, but we are sorry 
“How the World Wags” is to be discontinued—just as it was getting 
80 waggish, too. 

We are glad to see in Zemple Bar a recognition of almost forgotten 
genius. We should have been better pleased had the writer of ‘‘ A 
Neglected Humourist’’ proved more akin to his hero, but we must be 
satisfied with small mercies—in modern magazines. The short articles 
pad prominently—one of them is based on the novel fact that an 
impossible story may be brought to a possible close by waking the 
hero up, and saying the strangely original words—‘It was all a 


dream !” or using some such striking formula. The St. James’s, we | 


are glad to see, is going steadily on the road to success. The Christmas 
Number is entitled “ From the Far North,” and is well worth read- 
ing. ‘The public, we are satisfactorily informed, have discovered this 
for themselves, but our recommendation is none the less hearty, for 


all that. 
Bret Harte, in Scribner’s, seems likely to astonish those who felt 


Roll it round and round about~— 
Some people like it best with stout. 
Roll it up and down the stairs, 

But mind the tables and the chairs. 


Then put in everything you know. 


Roll it just as you would wish, 
And then you've got your Christmas dish. 


Anon. (probably Homer—or Lorye.) 


| Roll it fast and roll it slow, 


And the Christmastide sepulchres whited, 
The rich and the rollicking going their ways 
And singing, ‘‘ Oh, these are a jolly dog's days, 

Tis Christmas, and a// are delighted !"’ 


Snow on the ground—with the wolf at the door 
And empty both cupboard and larder. 

Christmas again—it comes home to the poor 

When the bed has been sold and they lie on the floor ;—- 
They never knew times that were harder. 


aa on the ground—with the Yule log ablaze 


Snow on the ground—stir it up with the dough, 
And with incidents morally murky 

We'll make up our mixture. See, there as we go 

Are Mishap and Meddlery, Muddle and Woe. 
There’s Failure - Ais Christmas sign’s Turkey. 


Snow on the ground—here comes Equity-Law— 
Quick! peep adown Memory’s tunnel, 

And see how the Judges have altered their jaw 

So to bring about sense from the splitting of straw— 
There’s Leiningen, too, with his funnel. 


Snow on the ground—and the air full of crime, 
Of murder, as told by our “ daily ’’— 

Our “ daily”’ that fears neither reason nor rhyme, 

That knows the “ one step,” yet is often sublime, 
And lays down the law to Old Bailey ! 


Snow on the ground—and the l’anguard at rest, 
The Mistletoe fled from its season, 

The Jron Duke ramming around with a zest 

Undimmed by the oon “* We are sorely distrest”’ 
So lately hung out—with such reason ! 


The snow will soon shift and this time be forgot,— 
May its lesson remain to remind us 

That still on the sea ever foremost’s our lot : 

Right ahead go the rams and the Leiningen yacht, 
And the safest track’s always behind us ! 


sure his serial could not be a success. ‘There are in this month's 
number some interesting stories of travel admirably illustrated. 
| With Scribner's we receive for the first time St. Nicholas, “for boys 
and girls.’ We can only say itis worthy of its more advanced com- 
panion. The Argosy has not only a “ Johnny Ludlow” of the mystic 
kind, but several other good things to match, “all for the small charge 
of” sixpence. Ze Follet is really quite overpowering, the world of 
fashion, as seen through its pages, having as many changes as & 
kaleidoscope—and extra colours. Coldurn’s is more than ordinarily 
amateurish this month, but there are one or two little things which 
compensate for the weaknesses of comrades. Of the Nautical Magazine 
we can only say that it is nautical, “‘ but nice,’ and Golden Hours 
should be very precious at this time of year. So, for the matter of 
that, should be Sunshine. 

We have also received :—Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Once a@ 
Week, Tinsley’s, Pictorial World, Gardeners? Magazine, Good Things, 
Journal of Horticulture, Photographic News, London Society Christmas 
Number, &c., &c. 

Importeant to Bondholders. 

A uvGE meeting of Turkish Bondholders, held to determine the 
best course to be adopted with regard to the Turkish debt, has ended 
in an unseemly riot, in consequence of divided counsel and action. 
The Porte’s victims evidently forget that the one thing needed to 
terminate the Turkish debt is English debt-termination. 











Stokes’s Bays. 

Tue name of Stokes will be handed down to posterity in connection 
with the two great crimes of 1875; the cutting up of Harriet Lane by 
Wainwright, and the cutting down of the Mistletoe by Leiningen. 
Such is fame! 





Lrye To A Leapinc Lapy By our TEN-YEAR-OLDER AFTER A 
Circus anD Cras Suprer.— With all thy vaults I love thee still. 


—_-- 

















[DgcempBeEr 18, 1875. 
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A DANGEROUS EXPERIMENT. 
Mr. Green :—“‘ Ou, Mr. O'Leary, fave you SEEN THOSE LETTERS IN THE PAPER? A FARMER CLAIMING COMPENSATION FOR A CALF 
THAT HE SAID A FOX ATE! Now, do yoU THINK A FOX WOULD BAT A CALF?” 
| Mr. O Leary :—“ Farru, an’ I pon’t kNow, Brtty; sur I wouLpn’r ADVOIZE YE TO GET TOO NARE ’uM!” 


THE IMPROVIDENT HOUSEHOLDER; I hate to push my trade by low 


OR, And underhand devices— 


Every Home its Own Music Hall, I'll leave my list of prices. 





But as I’m here, why—there, you know, | 
| 








“ An effective series of brilliant and well-selected comic songs, all bearing upon Cuorvs.—I’ll leave my list of prices, 
@ central topic, and gracefully (though unobtrusively) carrying on the plot of a I'll leave my list of prices, &c. 
| most thrilling story. No kitchen ;should be without this work.” —Hee Fun, 
Saturday, December 18, 1875. We've had a very rainy spell— 
| A warmish breeze is blowing ; 
| You really look extremely well, 
And how the baby’s growing ! | 
You've open views in front, I see, 
And fields and trees in plenty— 
Our inland coal is twenty-three, 
Our other's five-and-twenty. 
| You shouldn’t throw the chance away 
When lowered price entices. 
| Good morning. I'll be off—oh, stay! 
I'll leave my list of prices. 
Cuorvs.—I’ll leave, &c. 
| 
oll TAN * NGS.” 
| No. 1.—“T'LL LEAVE MY LIST OF PRICES.” No. 2.—“I WANT TO GET BABY’S bai | 
| (The Coal Merchant's Song. Encored nightly.) (The Wife's Song. Received with enthusiasm.) | 
It’s simply out of love for you, I’m glad that he gave us a call ; | 
And brotherly affection, He’s one of the nicest of souls— 
And not to bring advantage to Not uppish nor vulgar at all— | 
| My business connection, And he knows such a lot about coals! 
That—happening to take a stroll— It’s very considerate, too, : 
T somehow thought of calling : His coming to tell us the price: 
We won't discuss the price of coal It’s purely from friendship to you, — 
(Although it Aas been falling). And you oughtn’t to snub his advice ! 


al 
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You will have to get "em, you know, in the end. 
Good morning. I'm glad you'd a fiver to lend. 
I'm ble with a fiver ! 

(I hadn’t a stiver) 
I've borrowed a fiver—a fiver to spend. 








So get in your coals without further delay, 
For it’s excellent counsel he brings. 

But stop ; we will manage without them to-day, 
For I want to get baby’s things. 


Cxornvs.—We want to get baby’s things, dear boys, 
We want to get baby’s things; 
So never say die till the bottle is dry— 
For we want to get baby’s things. 


Although you may laugh, Mr. Brown, 
His words were exceedingly wise: 
‘*¢ When prices no longer go down 
They'll either be steady, or rise.” 
It’s always a sensible plan 
To buy while the prices are low ; 
And he’s such an agreeable man— 
And he patted the baby, you know! 
So get in your coals, for you mustn't delay 
Till winter its costliness brings— 
Still, don’t you go spending the money to-day, 
For I want it for baby’s things! 


Cxuorvus.—We want it for baby’s things, dear boys, &c. 
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No. 6.—“ FIFTY POUNDS A TON.” 


(Brown, the Householder’s, Second Song. Called for seven times night/y 
by all the Crowned Heads of Europe.) 


It’s cold, beyond a doubt ; 
There’s lots of ice about, 

And one requires extensive fires, 
And all the coals are out ! 
I'll take the Morning Sun 
And see how prices run— 

Why, bless my soul! the price of coal 
Is fifty pounds a ton! 


CHorvus.— Whatever's to be done ? 
Why, goodness! Any one 
In wealth must roll, to purchase coal 
At fifty pounds a ton! 


If I were only wise 
I might have got supplies 
When coals were low. ‘They said, you know, 
‘“‘ They’re certain sure to rise.” 
Though food we all require, 
It’s useless to desire | 
The cook to try to bake the pie— 
| 
| 
! 





No. 3.—“ DON’T TALK TO ME OF COALS!” 
(Brown, the Householder’s, Song. Really tue song of the day.) 


She says, “‘ There ain’t no fire.”’ 
Cuorvus.— Whatever, &c. 


The goodness only knows 
How one’s to warm his toes : 
I grieve to say that yesterday 
The baby went and froze. 
You'd pay a tidy bill 
The scuttle once to fill! 
If Jane will bring a piece of string 
I'll hang myself, I will. 
Cuorvus.—By Jove! It must be done, &c. 








So mildly hot the weather's got 
(A mortal’s temper spoiling), 
I cannot bear my very hair— 
I’m positively broiling ! 
I only think of things to drink, 
While vain are all devices ; 
To shun the heat I wear a sheet, 
And live on penny ices. 
Though I’ve ices on a waiter, and a nice refrigerator, 
I am like a hot pertater from the sultriness of natur’, 
And (spoken) I am positively, no flies, upon my sacred word of honour, 
and without the least exaggeration— 
A scorching into holes : 
I'm fit to bake—for goodness’ sake 
Don't talk to me of coals! 


(The Householder will again oblige in the course of the evening.) 


No. 7.— WHAT DID WE TELL YOU? YAH!” | 


(Chorus of Acquaintances. Now in the Press. Far before all the other | 
songs. Order at once.) | 







Now Ready, ‘‘Tue Cocxey Coat-Mercuant:”’ Sequel Series to 
“The Improvident Householder,’ and far better in every way. 
Lose no time. 





No. 4.—“COALS IS GOING HUP.” 
(The Cook's Song. The best song of the lot. Of all respectable music-sellers.) 


No. 5.— YOU HAVEN’T A FIVER TO LEND?” 





SPECIMEN ILLUSTRATION TO THE ABOVE. 


(The Particular Friend’s Song. Tus success of the year!) 


I say, there is nothing like seizing the chance! 
You buy ’em before there’s a further advance. 
You said you'd a fiver ?—I think, on the whole, 
You couldn’t do better than spend it in coal. 
T’ll call on the chap on my way into town, 
And tell him to send you a ton or two down. 
And—oh! I forgot: you were always a friend, 
You haven't a fiver about you to lend ? 

I'm pressed for a fiver, 

(I haven't a stiver)— 

You haven’t a fiver—a fiver to lend? 


I'll call on the chap on my way—oh, I see ; 
You've lent that unfortunate fiver to me: 

I'll pay it you back in a week, on my soul ; 
And then, why you really must order that coal ! 
You mustn’t neglect it—it would be a sin! 
They’re sure to be dearer as winter sets in. 


Our Teachers. 


Tue Nottingham School-board members have, according to a local 
paper, been discussing a little discussion in the “lamb’’ like fashion said 
to be peculiar to the Trentside town. The recent floods don’t seem to 
have drowned the eloquence or quenched the thirst for recognition of | 
these Miltons and Hampdens—not mute even if inglorious—who 
laugh to scorn the proposal of a Punch and Judy man who wishesto | 
amuse the board-school children. Perhaps the unhappy youngsters 
might manage to do without the usual forms of juvenile joviality if, | 
on the other hand, they were admitted to witness the buffooneries and 
burlesque performances of those who seem appointed to educate | 
because they are themselves most in need of education. Decent | 
behaviour is, as we take it, a very essential item in the composition of | 
that word, when it happens to be properly used,—an incident 
extremely and necessarily rare upon a school-board. 
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A — Rovunp to Pouicsmen.—A round of beef. 
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“DEAR! DEAR!” 


Ancient Maiden :—‘‘ WHAT 18 THE PRICE OF BEEF TO-DAY, Mr. Frost?” Butcher :—“ FirtgEN PENCE A POUND, Miss! 
; Ancient Maiden :—“ Firtgen PENCK A POUND! WHY YOU are A DEAR BUTCHER!”’ 
Butcher :—“ Wuy—8H,—YES,— THANK YOU, MISS, THAT'S JUST WHAT Mrs. Frost USED TO SAY BEFORE I MARRIED HER!”’ 
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| DOTS AND LINES. No Joke. 

| Ong of the first Government measures on the reassembling of One of the Balaclava heroes féted at Alexandra Palace, applied to 
_ Parliament to be for the appointment of a Public Prosecutor. ‘This | the Brentford “ guardians” the other day for parish relief, and actually 
| looks like the policy of Frankenstein rather than that of Disraeli. — | succeeded in obtaining a grant of two shillings and two loaves a week. 








Lord Shaftesbury declines the presidency of the Anglo-Oriental | Another one has since died of hunger. This is ungrateful. Surely 
Society.~ He prefers to stick to his last—and his donkey. — Mr. | such a share of such a triumph as fell to their lot on the heights of 
Keyes O’Clery, M.P., “‘has received from the Pope the honour of Muswell might have lasted them alittle longer, and they need not thus 
knighthood of the Military Order of Pius.’ The new knight is in | have degraded their benefactors. Mean people ma 7 now think that 
future to be known as Cross Keyes O'Clery. — New Guinea Expedi- | a small share of the profits of the show might fairly have been 
tion to sail in January. From the Mint, we presume. — Marquis | bestowed on some of the poor poverty-stricken actors. 


Townshend joins the Good Templars. Is going to build a Goeod | —_— 

Temple in Norfolk, and head a subscription to present the Polynesian Scene: The Cattle Show. 

aborigines with patent filters. — Death of the Khedive’s brother. Cocxnry Exav ISITE. call Cees da. le Sek Gedeie £ chal) Gnd 
We have received just 100014 references to Suezide; the writers had IS 3 


better call and take the money now we've published their “little | #2; aw—prize pigs.” 

idea.”” — Donation of £200 deceived by the Curates’ Augmentation Country Wrr.—Whoy, in the cattle hog 0’ course.” 

Fund. Augmentation is, of course, but a euphemism for Fattening ? Se a ee ae ees 

We ask for information. — Emperor of Russia banishes his brother to Tus Trve GuarpIans or THE Poor.—Hunger and Destitution. 
the Caucasus for being intimate with a “lady of the ballet.” Wonder —e = —— 
where he'd begin if he started on “ patrician protectors” over here! = Price One Shilling, 


Dreadful colliery explosion. Perhaps those who sneer thoughtlessly TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1876. 


about miners’ extravagances will begin some day to understand the 


corresponding risks, Epirzep By Hinry Sampson. 
SOLD BY ALL GROCERS. —- WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, EC. 
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“TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— A. H. Hassall, M.D. 
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AN EXCUSE FOR EVERYTHING. 


THERE is merit in open confession, the : 
So I cheerfully Sindee to truth’ janie 
By admitting at once that I'still am a prey 
To some pleasant illusions of youth. 
I shall change for the better, no doubt, by degrees 
And in time be less gushing and green. 
Laugh away at my errors as much as you please ; 
But remember—I'm only eighteen. 


To the fricnds that have brightened my pa in li 
What a depth of evita T owe! oe 
They are guiltless of hatred, of malice, of strife, 
Or a sentiment selfishly low. 
What a darling is Jones, what an angel is Brown; 
What a trump has young Robinson been !— 
I may learn in the future to run them all down, 
But at present—I'’m only eighteen. 


I have grown, I confess it, a slave to the fair— 
Led astray by the first pretty face; 

And, if Love be indeed a delusion—a snare,— 
You may pity, not envy, my case. 

If I worship a score of the sex at a time, 
An excuse can be readily seen. 

I will say to the censor who counts it a crime, 
Stop a moment !—I’m only eighteen. 


I believe, and I fancy that others believe, 
To be rich is in truth to be great. 
With a thousand a year for my life I conceive, 
I could live in comparative state. 
The delights of a fortune I grasp at a glance, 
And the joys that a fortune may mean. 
I shall make one by fifty or sixty, perchance ; 
But I've told you—I'm only eighteen. | 
! 


When my style has been strengthened and polished a bit, 
I will burst on the wondering world 

With a brain full of eloquence wisdom and wit, 
And the banner of genius unfurled. 

I’m simply delaying on purpose to find 
How my talent and sympathy lean. 

Only stop till I’ve thoroughly made up my mind. 
There’s no hurry—I’m only eighteen. 


| VA: 
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A Matter of Mind. 

An ambitious compiler has produced a book entitled 
“The Mind of Shakespeare as exhibited in his Works.” 
Curiously enough he omits all mention of the fact that | 
the poet’s earliest ‘‘mind” was horses. 


A Playful Reflection. | 
Lirz is like a game of cards: kings, queens, and 
knaves take the honours, and it entails a vast amount of 
shuffling and dealing ;—cutting falls to the share of the 
unlucky player. 
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THE REAL CHRISTMAS DEMONS. 
fp ARK! ’tis the Christmas Waits 


Playing at various rates ; 
Some high, some low, some fast, some slow— 

Fach trying to race his mates. 

Dismal's the wrynecked fife, 

‘The sound is with madness rife ; 
But oh! and ochone! for the dread trombone! 

’Tis worse,—just you ask my wife. 

Next week they’/] come round and ask 

Reward for their dreadful task. 
What oh! and by gum! there’s that wretched drum. 
Hi! hook it, you dreadful rasc : 

[ Idiocy here superveues. 











TO A FASHIONABLE TRAGEDIAN. 


Si1r,—I read with regret that it is your intention—as soon as the 
present failure at your house can be with dignity withdrawn—to 
startle Shakespearean scholars and the public with your conception of 
the character of Othello. In the name of that Humanity to which, 
in spite of your transcendent abilities, you cannot avoid belonging, I 
beseech you, for the sake of order and morality, to abandon the 
idea. For some years past you have been the prime mover in a series 
of dramas which, carried by you to the utmost point of realistic 
ghastliness, have undermined the constitution of society and 
familiarized the masses with the most loathsome details of crime and 
bloodshed. With the hireling portion of the Press at your command you 
have induced the vulgar and unthinking to consider you a model 
of histrionic ability and the pioneer of an intellectual and cultured 
school of dramatic art. Having thus focussed the attention of the 
mob, you have not hesitated nightly to debauch its intelligence, to 
steep it in an atmosphere of diabolical lust and crude carnage, to cast 
around the foullest outrages the glamour of a false sentimentality. 
You have idealised blank-verse butchery until murder and assassina- 
tion have come to be considered the natural environments of the noble 
and the heroic. Already the deadly weeds whose seeds you have so 
persistently scattered are spreading in rank luxuriance over the whole 
surface of society. Men revel in the details of the lowest forms of 
human violence, women crowd the public courts to gloat over the filthy | 


VOL. XX. 


details of murder and licence, children in their nurses’ arms babble the 
names of miscreants who have in sober earnest performed the deeds 
which you so successfully mimic for a weekly consideration. I main- 
tain that for the disgusting bloodthirstiness and callous immorality 
of the present day, you are in a great measure responsible. You have 
pandered to the lowest passions of our nature by clothing in an 
attractive garb the vilest actions of which we arecapable. Asa burgo- 
master, a schoolmaster, a king, a brother, a prince, and a chieftain, all 
of murderous proclivities, you have deluged the modern stage with the 
sanguine fluid, and strewn it with ccrpses. That a succession of such 
lessons could be harmlessly witnessed by mixed audiences, it 1s absurd 
to contend. Let any thinking man look around him, and the fruits of 
this so-called elevation of the drama will be painfully apparent ina 
myriad incidents of our daily life. Elevate the drama, forsooth! 
You have canonized the cutthroat, you have anointed the assassin. Be 
content with the ghastly train of butchers you have foisted upon 
public attention, and let your next venture, at least, be innocent of 
slaughter. If your performance of Othello be trumpeted to the four 
winds of Heaven by the gang of time-serving reporters in your 
employ, you will increase the epidemic of wife murder one hundred- 
fold, and degrade the national drama a further degree towards the 
level of the Penny Dreadful.—I am, sir, your obedient servant, 
A DISINTERESTED ObSERVER. 





Sounp wirnout Senxsz.—An Echo (4d.) 
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AN EGYPTIAN RINKLE. 


Sxatina, slidin -= gliding 
All one’s wart a 


Coming croppéts, shut-up shoppers— 
Striving fatd t0 wih tia cash. 
Darting madly, idly— 


Rinking writh ty, aang blithel 
inking’ writhely, a emash a 
Smiling o’e? impending crash. 4 
myer oe up, you must away willingly, 
on't be downhearted, and worry and weep ; 
Rink along readily ; when you can, killingly ; — 
Much must depend on the balance you keep. 


Tue fast closing days of the year and the advent of Christmastide 
are sup to bring with them peace, goodwill, and general rejoicing. 
And for all we can pay to the contrary, they nobly do their devoir. 
But it is worthy of note that the most horrible events generally 
meen aa this holy and festive season. Battle, murder, and 
sudden death have all in their turn shown their preference for Yule- 
tide. Why this is we are quite unable to say, being neither eminent 
statists nor connected with the Registrar-General’s returns ; and so we 
must be content to know that it is so—and to wonder. The worst 
times of the worst years have perhaps never been equal in the way of 
general mixed horror to the present moment, when Accident, in 
most tremendous form, may be said to have conspired with 
Murder and Weather to make the close of 1875 memorable. It 
almost seems, though, as if they had overdone it. Misery and male- 
faetion, disaster and death, have followed each other in such rapid 
succession, that events which would on ordinary occasions create 
intense horror now pass by almost unnoticed. A colliery explosion, 
which in one fell swoop carries off nearly two hundred lives, is sup- 

lemented by a wreck almost unexampled, not only for its dead, but 
or its attendant circumstances; and minor tragedies may be pointed 
out by the score. It is not, however, to these disasters directly that 
we have to point; they have been sufficiently commented on and 
capitalised. Our wish is to express a sincere fase that the stories 
circulated as to the behaviour of our seashore population may 
be found utterly devoid of truth. American and Continental journals 
—even our own papers—already teem with details of exploit which 
put to the blush professional wreckers of times gone by—of holding 
aloof until the time came for plunder; of allowing scors to drown 
because if saved they would have made good the rights of property. 
Even the suspicion of such acts is degrading to Englishmen who have 
ever boasted of the bravery of their coasting boatmen; and, while 
thanking those who did what was to be done gallantly and nobly, 
we trust that something more than the feeble and ineffectual attempts 
at denial yet put forth will prevent our Christmas time from being 
sullied with the association of wanton negligence and gross cupidity 
worse than any of the crimes for which capital punishment is still 
so carefully and judicially awarded. 


—————————— 








A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 


By Our AnG.icisep Bovioener. 


Arportez vite les sprigs de holly, 
Le mistletoe, et soyons jolly, 
Autour du poudin plum. - 
C’est Noel, jour de boeuf et dindon, 
Quand avec un tel vif abandon 
On boit le grog de rum. 





Elephants now. 

Taz “ largest circulat ae ives, 7. interesting item of Indian 

correspondence, an account of a fig tween elephants. Si 
to anne, Scribner's Monthly, of nearly a dozen wale back, te 
have a reporter at the same beastly Barodian battle, which was 
the American serial stated to have taken place during the time 
the late Guicowar. Perhaps this same Guicowar is, after all, the 
inexhaustibly and horizontally irreclaimable old Savage—or Brummy 
—which would account bapp y for everything now. ‘ihe only wonder 
is that no dogs appear in the latest transmission. 


snl A Deadly Viper. 
special Indian correspondent of the Times states Col 
is infected with a deadly viper called Tie Prolonga. Tee cutee 


y 
is not peculiar to India. With ‘us it is kn 
Su ces Aten ae 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


AT THE THEATRE. 





Yy iy i Wi jj 
{ | iit) 
WY A AS 
YAW |W) 
it 


i WAI Hi 

NAAM I | 
CK f 
\ hy We WV: | 


A | 
SES 7°77 
nS S| } | 


LF i | 





Mrs. Smiru. I’m glad it’s an historical play, because it is such a 
nice way of getting up one’s knowledge. Isn’t it a good title—“ Off 
with its head! or, So Much for History?” ...... Itopens prettily, 
doesn’t it? saaiaad 5 

Smiru. I think they let out too much at the beginning ; it’s easy 
to seo that Richard the ‘Third is secretly engaged to Queen Elizabeth 
without the consent of her father, Titus Oates. i 

Mus. 8. Isn’t Titus Oates angry? I believe he has a suspicion 
about it. See! he is whispering with a man in a cocked hat and 
ruffles. 

Smitu. Let’s look at the Prologue in the bill. That is Oliver 
Cromwell who has care of the young princes in the Tower, and is 
believed to be covertly encouraging the Gordon Riots. 

Mrs. 8. I expect Cromwell will turn out to be in love with 
Elizabeth too, don’t you f 

Smita. Wait a bit—you can’t tell yet. There, Titus Oates has 
given Cromwell a purse: Cromwell is evidently a bad character. 

Mrs. S. Look! Elizabeth is going to hide Richard in the chimney 
to save him from the Roundheads. Did Elizabeth save Richard II1. 
from the Roundheads in history ? - 

Smitu. Eh? oh, well really—I'm not quite sure: I fancy it's a 
disputed point. Who is that man in the great red wig? 

Mrs. 8. It says it is Edward VI.; who is Commander-in-Chief of 
the Roundheads and Warden of the Cinque Ports. I think Ae’s in 
love with Elizabeth too. 

Smitu. No; it says Edward is secretly married to Isabella of 
Angouléme, sister of Prince Eugéne. He is setting fire to the 
curtains, and Cardinal Wolsey is looking for the secret papers along 
the rafters. 

Mrs. S. Look! there is Elizabeth again, disguised as Boadicea; 
she is evidently going to fly. Who is that with her? : 

Smiru. That is Isabella, who is bent on saving the life of Richard, 
in spite of her love for Edward VI. There is Richard on the roof. 
By jingo, they’ll have him ! aie A 

Mine S. Wolsey has seen him. There! Cromwell is climbing up 
the curtains. Richard has a revolver—oh, 1 wish they wouldn't let 
off firearms, it startles one so! He has shot Cromwell—I'm very glad. 
Doclap! ..... Richard is trying to persuade Elizabeth to elope, 
but there’s Cromwell again, listening behind that water-butt. See 
Beau Brummel is with him. Is Brummel in love with Elizabeth too? 
Was Brummel in love with Elizabeth in history ? 

Smitu. Oh—why, historians differ a little about that, I think, too. 

Mrs. 8, Isn't that love scene pretty ? ee ae a gallows! 
They are going to hang somebody—look at the Prologue. : 

Smrrx. They are going to hang Richelicu for taking part in the 
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Gordon Riots. There he is, in top boots and a full-bottomed wig. 
Brummel is cutting down the gallows with his pen-knife, and 
persuading Jsabella to sign the Doogeey Paw. 

Mrs. S. No he’s defying Richard! He # in love with Elizabeth ! 
What & bad man Brummel is, isn’t he! Sée! Isabella is hanging 
Wolsey on the gallows, and Elizabeth is poisoning all the Round- 
heads and Titus Oates. Richelieu is going to marry Richard III. 
and Elizabeth. Brummel is goitig @ stab Richard. No! his arm 
fails! he is dying of remorse! Sétvé Bim right. The populace are 
burning red fire! Isn’t it excitiig! D6 eall for the author! 

* * * * . 

Mrs. 8S. There is a cab. By the bye; did Richard III. marry 
Elizabeth ? 

SmitH. Eh, what? marry Elizabeth ?—oh, well; I believe there's 
a good deal of controver——. Let’s change tho eubject. 





CHRISTMAS IS COMING. 


We're closely approaching the time of mee cheer, 
The season of seasons—of general gla _ 

When feuds and dissensions should all disappear, 
And sympathy sunder the fetters of sadness. 

Come let all your squabbles and bickerings cease, 
Prepare for the usual masquing and mumming ; 

Get ready your puddings, your turkeys, and geese— 

For Christmas is coming! 


The children will soon be returning from school 

To startle us all with their playful vagaries— 
They'll scamper and gambol in merry misrule, 

And gaze with delight on the pantomime fairies— 
How pleased they will be (bless their innocent hearts!) 

Released from the terrors of grammar and summing, 
To spoil their digestions with pudding and tarts— 

Now Christmas is coming! 


Let’s join in the sports of the dear little folks, 
Our presence their pleasure most surely enhances ; 
Let’s revel in snapdragon, riddles, and jokes, 
And caper in Roger-de-Coverley dances. 
In short, let’s indulge in uproarious mirth,— 
Too often is trouble our joyousness numbing ; 
Let friendship and happiness reign o’er the earth— 
For Christmas is coming! 


CHRISTMAS AND NEW YEARS GIFTS. 


Somrsopy at some time said—in one of those utterances with which 
the living voice has nothing whatever to do, and for which the pens 
of authors are alone responsible—that if he wasn’t an Alexandrian he 
would like to be Disraeli. We don’t know who he was, nor are we 
responsible for his good faith, not holding the usual guarantee; but 
those who choose to accept the remark as having in times gone by 
cast any shadow on the probable purchase of the Suez Canal are 
quite at liberty to do so, and we shall charge them nothing extra. In 
the same way that this nameless gentleman wished himselt to be some- 
one else, but with more truth, we say, If we were not a Fleet-street 
Classic we would be a “‘ Chandos Poet,’ and be published by Warne, 
of Covent Garden. We regard Mr. Warne as a beacon by the book- 
side—as, comparatively speaking, a warner of the way they should go 
to both poets and essayists. ‘Lhe new edition of Shelley is very 
handsome, and his admirers—those who use him and don’t simply 
keep him “ on show””—must find in this re-issue of his .iterary remains 
some compensation for what happened to those that were so much 
more perishable. ‘The companion volume is Coleridge; and though it 
may seem rather late to refer particularly to any individual specimen 
of either writer, we may fairly point at this festive season to “The 
Rime of the Ancient Mariner,’ and warn our readers to carefully 
beware of bores who tell long-winded stories to the unfortunate, and 
cornered. In this we but humbly follow what we firmly believe to 
have been the great poet’s own intentions. Both volumes are 
admirably illustrated. 

From the same publishers we also receive a batch of books quite as 
well suited for Christmas and New Year's presents, but intended more 
for good boys and girls. And it would be worth while being good all 
the year round even if there were no other reward for juvenile virtue 
than is to be found in such volumes as Cavaliers and Roundheads, 
Eastern Tales, and Sea Kings and Naval Herces. ‘There is a 
satire about the mention of these last just now, which even boys 
will not fail to appreciate. The book is indeed timely, for a Con- 
servative Admiu.ity is doing all that can be done to obliterate the 
memory of such men as Howe and Blake, Collingwood and Duncan, 


one of those books said to have been written “with a purpose.” We 
freely admit that we should have felt much more interest in it if the 
purpose had been to inform us “how to rise in the morning ’’—this 
weather. 

Readers of all ages—everyone Who cares for historical fiction, or 
the fiction which is given us in tho gttise of no less historieal “ fact ”— 
will be delighted with Messrs. Nimmo’s contributions £6 fhe Oltristmas 
literature of the year. Such healthy, if fiot particularly novel, works 
as Great Historical Mutinies and Famous Historical Scenéé @t6 &% Sire to 
command attention from jndicious selectérs as are their companions, 
Great Triumphs of Great Men and The Englith Explorers. Who would, 
with these works in hand, turn to the dégrading and demoralising 
dreariness which is generally miscalled “ cheap literature,” and in which 
@ marquis and a murder, a duke and a divoréé, or a viscount and a 
virtuous victim are warranted to every No one; if he 
knew, or could by any possibility have it made known to hin that the 
pestiferous, vilely written, and worse printed trash which circulates in 
our midst is neither cheap nor literature—as both adjective noun 
are best understood. The four volumes we have named are very hand- 
somely bound, without being obtrusively “ smart.” Their chief opponent 
will be found, we fancy, in one of themselves, The Book of Adventére 
and Peril, a fifth collection of admirably told stoties mote of l6ss 
true, which should rouse up enough yong Norvale to prevent the 
British army from drifting further in the way of unmitigated military 
mockery. Even Mr. Nimmio’s books on the glories of the great 
English nation, or the prior claims on consideration put forth by naval 
noodles, cannot disguise from us the fact that, under royal and 
patrician “command,” it costs us twice as much for every shadow a 
soldier throws as a Continental Power pays for half a regi of 
blood, bone, and muscle. We trust such times for England may 
again come as ate mentioned in these books; and so, departing from 
our usual fanciful but none the less sincere style, we soberly and 
thoughtfully hope for the one as we recommend the other. 

The good old /ucus a non lueendo principle has been invoked in aid 
of a small book of American “ poems,” for which Messrs. Trithner are 
the London agents. Point-Lace and Diamonds ia ambitious, especially 
as neither finish nor sparkle, neither poimt fier polish, is to be found 
in any portion of the volume. Quite the opposite are Messrs. Sul- 
man’s Christmas and New Year Greeting , which are marvels of 
ingettuity. We shall not attempt to “review” these, because every- 
body should purchase and judge for himself. 

Among other Christmas novelties we have received a bunch of 
key labels, conspicuous among which run such legends as “ Park 
Gate,” ‘* Wine Cellar,” “ Plate Chest,” and “‘ Press Room.” Whether 
this present was intended as a satire on the general domestic infelicity 
and attic order of architecture connected with professional journalism, 
we know not—but fear much. Fancy an editor with a park gate— 
and the printer’s devil waiting for copy in the wine cellar! Fancy 
the copy—under such circumstances ! 

Speaking Flowers (Bemrose) is a tastefully arranged little volume for 
those who believe in or understand the floral language. The IJron- 
monger’s Text-Book, The Druggist’s Diary, and The City Diary are ina 
similar way each worthy of patronage. Very seasonable indeed should 
be found Messrs. Willis’s new whist-marker, which is, alas! one more 
reminder that the fine old game of long whist and the equally fine old 
fashion of blaming your partner for all misfortunes are fast fading 
away. 

Messrs. Rimmel’s designs for concealing presents of fragrant Christ- 
mas scentimentality are as successful as ever. Every pleasant and 
tasteful contrivance imaginable has been invoked in the aid of this 
celebrated firm, and during the next month or two the pacific influence 
of these presents will be doubtless felt in many otherwise unhappy 
households. We shall give ours out a bottle at a time when con- 
science is more than usually heavy, and the latchkey is about to be 
withdrawn. 








Royal Dukery. 


An illustrious Duke, apparently oblivious of the views onee 
expressed by a certain Harry of Monmouth, has post-prandially 
intimated that he expects more men from England—and more money. 
It would be not uninteresting if England were to state what she 
expects from the illustrieus Duke; also, whether she will take it now 
or wait till she gets it. 


Madre Natura. 


A coronEr’s jury has decided that a lady aged seventy-seven died 
from the effects of tight-lacing. Thus ever does Art gracefully 
supplement the ineffectual endeavours of Nature to shorten the days 
of poor humanity. 


Morro rox Pavut pe Cassacnac.—Who breaks— Pays (Pronuncia- 


and the deeds that were done by them. How to Rise in the World is | tion by kind permission ef Stratford-atte-Bowe). 
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COOLNESS. 


Regy says that he infinitely prefers putting on wER skates for his Kate to putting on us skates for his skating. And Kate says she feels sure 


Regy is trying to pay her an ick compliment. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


No one to be held responsible for the ZJron Duke disaster. ‘The 
captain, though he gave way to needless panic, cannot be charged 
with any distinct offence.” Panic is not a crime +ow in the Royal 
Navy. =< Cheshire magistrate heavily fined at Manchester Police- 
court. Though of Cheshire, it seems his conduct was hardly “the 
cheese.”’ = Pauper lunatic at Bolton chokes himself with a piece of 
meat four inches long. There is some local colour about ¢Ats incident. 
Real Bolt-on business, = French engineers report regarding Channel 
tunnel. They “are unanimously of opinion that the construction is 
merely a question of time and money.” We are also unanimously of 
opinion that these are merely the same questions which affect the mis- 
construction of a tunnel to the North Pole, or Australia, or the Moon. 
== Country paper has the announcement, ‘‘ Death from Burns,” under 
the head of “ Literary Notes.” But it was only an accident, not a 
poem. = Learned society winds itself up. Wouldn't much matter— 
to learning—if some similar institutions followed suit. = Nottingham 
journal says that the new statue of Mr. Plimsoll represents the M.P. 
‘standing with outst arms, as though addressing an assembly ; 
in his other hand he holdsa paper.” This is a work of art which should 
not be kept in obscurity. xmen must now hide their diminished 


heads (an 8). Perhaps they'll tie the latter in Notts. — Alderman 
Lusk t temptation should not be put in people's way, and so 
d @ wowan who had stolen a ean of milk. City magistrates 


don’t put temptation in the way of people anxious to appropriate 
brains. == There is said to be some connection between sheeps’ brains 
and London milk. Which perhaps accounts for this Civic cocoa-nut— 
and its utterances, 








Pre-tenders. 


“ Tenpers are invited by the Lords of the Admiralty for raising 
the Varguard.” As the vessel is “one more unfortunate, gone to her. 
grave," my Lords probably think it best to adopt the poet's advice, and 
a her up tender-ly, lift her with care.” We hope they may get 

one, . 





longer whizzible ? 


A LAMENT. 


I rove the a time of Yule, 
When bearded men may play the fool, 
And eat to suffocation. 
When Fashion fosters frequent “ nips,”’ 
And gives you leave to dun for tips 
A better-off relation. 
Yet there’s a thought doth dim the ray 
Good living casts across the day, 
And leaves the thinker cut up. 
Cold water with Joy’s grog to mix, 
The pubs, alas! from three to six 
On Christmas day are shut up. 


Seen enenecieeneeetnenesinnedinniesaeseatensesiegendensaenes 
GOODWILL, ETC. 


As this isa iod when charity covers a multitude of shins and 
backs, and good men should forgive their all and anymies, we are 
delighted to hear that the following peepee. ate arranged for 


Christmas :— y 

Dinner to the Liberal Press oe -» Mr. Ward Hunt. 
Do. Benchers of Gray’s Inn Dr. Kenealy. 

Tea to Fighting Potmen .. os .. Sir Wilfrid Lawson. 

Lunch (cheap) to Portsmouth Jur .- Prince Leiningen. 

Ball to Domestic Servants .. Je .» Mrs. Crawshay. 

Christmas Fare to Cabmen ee .» Mrs. Prodgers. 


Dinner to the Lord Mayor.. oe »e Costa Rican Envoy. 
Supper to Dr. Hornby... ee .. <E. Knatchbull-Hugessen. 


“~Y + bh C 5 
Banquet to Mr.Keokuk Oakely .. + {*"Sperativo Bank. 





From our own Whizzard. 
Is it possible for a bullet to whizz by one so rapidly as to be no 


{Decemper 25, 1875. 
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FINANCIAL RINKING, 


“NOW, MY DEAR, ALL YOU’VE GOT TO DO IS TO BE SU®E AND PRESERVE A GOOD BALANCE!” 








DecemBer 25, 1876.] 


A CHRISTMAS DIRGE. 


Tue owlet in the belfry dwells, 
Ochone and sad! 
Where the foolish-minded bells 
Wildly fancy they can play 
Something like “‘ Old Robin Gray: ” 
Seven dreadful days they’ve tried 
In their pride: 
They are mad. 
Only seven days ago— 
O, grief and pain !— 
They were not desngarted 80 : a 
Simple-souled and free of blame, 
Till the brar.d-new organ came. | 
When they heard ifs music, they 
Straight away, 
Went insane. 
“This be hanged,” said ev’ry bell ; 
Ochone and sad! 
‘“‘ We will practise tunes as well! ” | 
Inwardly the owlet groans, 
For he doesn't like their tones. | 
Stuffing ivy in his ears 
Loud he sneers: | 
‘“‘ They are mad!” 


Came that owlet down to me, 
At set of sun, 
And we stole the belfry key : 
Tries the ringer ev’ry day ; 
Can’t get in, and goes away. | 
Now the bells, in silence deep, 
Snugly sleep, 
Ev’ry one! 


>a 


are 


For the Ladies. | 


Tue clause of the Servian marriage Jaw requiring 
officers on contracting matrimony to furnish a guarantee 
of their possessing sufficient means of subsistence, has 
been abolished by the Skuptschina—a sensible proceed- 
ing. How can men guarantee their ability to support 
life when they are taking the very thing to make it 
insupportable—a wife. 
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A Flora. 
Mrs. Pratamor bas gone in for window floriculture. 
She thinks at this period of the year a few Christmas- 
anthemums would look both pretty and seasonable. 


RECIPE. 


A GENTLEMAN in the confectionery line, resident at Tredegar, 
Mon., which we are told is in Wales, has written us some atfiec- 
tionate and inquiring letters on the subject of literary composition. 
As we never answer queries by post now, owing to an unfortunate 
postman dying of suppressed joke on the satchel, we take the 
opportunity attorded by a festive season of informing our corre- 
spondent through these columns, that the usual form is to write the 
copy first. That the jokes are put in afterwards—with a patent 
corkscrew. ‘That the editor usually cuts them out again. (This is not 
true.—Ep.) That the editor substitutes better ones for those that 
were originally in. (Um, we were precipitate.-—Ep.) That the effect is 
then tried upon the deputy assistant publisher in the joke-proof 
house. That we are short of D. A. P.’s just now, owing to their 
giving way to the stimulant incident on their course of life. That 
the jokes, when proved, are confined in the editor’s cupboard, and let 
off as required. ‘That jokes improve by bottling. And that so does 


judgment concerning them. e trust this will last our eager— 
Lfredegar—correspondent for the present. When we've time we'll 
ask him the price of penny buns. 





A SAFE FRIEND. 


My cat is dead, and tears are in mine eyes. 

‘‘ Why mourn a beast?” the hardened cynic cries. 
Becauge, good sir, he was my joy unique, 

The only friend I had—who could not speak. 

A beast's love only need no fears alarm, 

For, being dumb, its friendship does no harm. 

All human friends my aspirations balk,— 

They love me truly—but, alas! they talk. 


Tue Spread or Epvucation.—A School Board Dinner. 
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AN ODIOUS COMPARISON. 


Servant :—‘‘ SoMEBODY WANTS TO SEE YOU, SIR!” A 
Master (a “ shoddy,” giving his first swell dinner) :—“ "Oo 18 HIT? 

Servant :-—** Den’? KNOW, 81K!” : = 
Master :—“* WELL, WELL; BUT WHAT'S 'B LIKE—I8 E A GENTLEMAN / 
Servant (who has evidently been “ tasting ”’) -—* No-0-0-0, 8IR, NOT EXACTLY 


” 


A GENTLEMAN, 8IR—JUST SOMETHING LIKE YOURKSELF——. 


_ 


A Modern Greek. 
Asks the Atheneum naively, ‘‘ What is a saturated head?’ Who 
should know better than the questioner, which is nothing without 
a little gall and a large quantity of water’ By the way, if 
saturation is what the -Atheneum is striving for, wouldnt it 
be as well to mix the materials, and not compensate by weakness 
when attacked for pungency when attacking—when attacking a dead 
painter and the kindness exercised on behalf of him and his ¢ 





Holy Willie’s Soldier. 

Tuz Emperor of Germany has promulgated his august desire that 
his officers shall be several degrees above civilians in all the virtues, 
domestic, social, and political. After reading his opimon of what 
officers ought to be, we are unable to understand how it was that, 
instead of sending them to slaughter the French, be didn't start em 
district-visiting and tract-delivering in Utopia. 





Jew see it? 
A scHeme is on foot among the chosen and charitable people for 
building a home for aged and destitute Jews. _ If the committee have 
not yet decided upon a suitable locality for their praiseworthy refuge, 


we would respectfully suggest ‘“‘ Done Mo.” 
aeencecencisilticeeticas 


Quite in his Line. ; 
i i Cattle 
Tus Marquis of Hertford has taken a prize at the Dublin 
noe tin the best fat ox. His lordship has long been famous in 


theatrical circles for his big bulls. 
Marters. 


maintains that our army and navy are 
wondered at when they consist entirely 





A Rapicat contempore 
gigantic sells. How can it 
of sold-iers and sale-ers ? 


-_———— 














[DecemBer 25, 18765. 
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TURNIP TOPS. 


Wary M. F. H. to Smith (who has made an involuntary digression) :—“ Hox! You MAN ON THE WHITE cow! "WARE TURNIPS! YOU 
WEAR TOPS, WHY THE DEUCE DON'T YOU ’WARE TURNIPS ?” 





UNDERTONES. Meated Out. 

A patty paper contains the following advertisement :—* Wanted 
by a young lady, a re-engagement in a butcher's desk.” The desk- 
retion of this amiable creature rises superior to the valour with which 


By Our Lvewatic Lavreate. 
Tuxrre’s a feeling that comes with the daze of joy 


And goes with the knights of grief— | we started on this arazraph. It is not likely, after our experience of 
That stands on the top of, a baby buoy, the feminine mnied | that we should wonder why she wished for such 
_. And floats with an anchor chief. | confinement, and we know better than to ask; but we cannot, for ~ 
It rides on the back of a noted Bill, | life‘of us, make out why she should prefer a butcher’s desk over al 
And fights where your collars fray ; others. And we scorn the suggestion that she does so because she e 
It whispers in accents loud and shrill— | considers it most meat. “i 
To-morrow succeeds to-day. $$$ 
Germany’s willing. 
We con the lessons of life betimes 


THE Cologne Gazetts congratulates England on the new mobilisation 4 
scheme, and hopes that she will now take her former place In the 
sphere of foreign policy. We should really be grateful to Germany 
for such a kind pat on the back did we not know that her praise 0 
any such scheme would be a glaring proof of its inefficiency. When 


In the leaves of an open glade ; 

The frost on the window writes its rimes, 
We live and we learn be trayed. 

The coals we heat and the apes we were 
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" os Thandie ee. aie the burglar praises the banker's iron safes and locks it’s about time the 
To-morrow succeeds to-day. banker ordered new ones. 
In the bustle and jam of the daily strife, Weather or No. 
What matters if men preserve Count Annim declines, on account of the cold weather, to come 
The bosom of hope from the butcher's knife, from Switzerland and be prosecuted. The Berlin authorities nee e 
And its train from the pointaman curve ? considerately offered to make it warm for him, if he crosses the : 
Remember the fate of the ready maid frontier. 
Who went where the preachers prey; a 
Take matter for thought from a new decay ed— Time and the Man. ; 
To-morrow to-day. Frienv tr critics would have us believe that Mr. Ward Hunt's loos 
 ———— of popularity has been gradual. What nonsense, it was the affair of @ 
Buriall-owable. “ minute.” 
. _ Ara recent meeting held under the presidency of the Dean of Seas-on-able. F 
York, to consider the burials Bill, a Me Bod lai some strong! WueEn are the “wild waves” likely to be intoxicated ? When 
| observations. Probably he considered the question a personal one. there’s a sea “‘on.” (X-cusable at X-mas.) 
| Navat Resgsrve.—Secret inquiries. Tue Fimst Cynic Antist.— Diogenes. 
LONDON: JUDD AND CO., PRINTERS, ST. hws HILL, DOCTORS’ COMMONS, 
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SIGNS OF THE | 


ZOMADIAC. 
THE Ram is chosen as 
the sign of March, on ac- 
count of the March ’Are- 
ies, which is the Latin for 
Kam. He supplies the 
butts (which are water- 
butts), and the next month 
lls them. 


The BULL is the em-. 


blem of April, because he 
is of Irish extraction, and 
was born on the First of 
April towards the close 
of the month. He came 
into the world with the 
horns of a dilemma on his 
head. 

The Twins are selected 
to represent May, because 
they Must. They were 
originally peor chimney- 
Sweepers, but now the 
School Board has got 
hold of them, it’s no 
longer ‘‘all up!” with 
them. 


The Cras is the si 
appointed for June Phe 
nearly lost the distinction, 
but inserted his saving 
oo. ve he a 
sign for June, which 
we mean he is called so 
here. The June-ior mem- 
bers of the family were 


called Zo#a. This is a | 
clawsible, if not plausible, | GrorGe. 


reason, 
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oe s I Big. 
WHAT’S IN THE PAPER? 














FUN ALMANAC. 
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WHAT’S THE PAPER IN ? 


LITTLE Cis,—*‘I say, Ada, Pa can’t find yesterday’s paper—he’s making such a fuss about‘it.” 
ADA.—*‘ Fuss ! tell him I’ve made a bustle of it!” 





ALICE. —“‘ George, 


SILLy O 





HOOKED. 
I have noticed you have come here every day for a fortnight, and never catch 


any fish.” 
—“*No! that’s only to put my.sillyseld uncle off his guard, dear cousin.” 
LD UNCLE (behind tree ).—‘¥ Well, Itiblowed !” 
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The LION is the emblem 
of July. ‘The mane reason 
for his being so will be 
found in the natural com- 
forter of long hair he wears 
round his neck and chest 
to preserve him from the 
influences, or influenzas, 
of an English July, which 
amount to the same thing. 

The VIRGIN is the fair 
representative of August, 
because her name is not 
Augusta, but Jmimerann. 
She is the Maid who stays 
in London to take care of 
the house while the family 
is at the seaside. 

The SCALES are made 
to wait till September 
before they draw their 
balance, because of the 
prevalence of the Trades 
(s)wind-les about this time, 
when the Inspectors 
Weights take active mea- 
sures, and the Inspectors 
of Measures decline 

itany longer. | 
The y conPION is the 
sign of October, for “4 
reason in particular. He 
is the hereditary legislat”" 
of the Zodiac, and would 
stare in bland and pon 
astonishment if you sale 
the flea of the hop-bines 
would make a more 4p" 
propriate representative. 
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Jem el ee a 
asOn TOUCHING SYMPATHY. 
| be OLD WoMAN (¢o first gentleman in cart ).—‘* Have she a-bin so bad as that, Bill? Not able to lift up her ’ed or open her eyes for a week! Poor creatur!” 
om- FAT FRIEND (striking in suddenly ).—‘‘ You don’t say that, Jem? Well, Iam sorry, Then the match can’t come off.” 
ears Jem.—‘‘ Why, we be speaking of my missus. She be that weak that——” 
hest F. F. (much relieved ).—Oh! never mind that. She'll do! I thought yer meant the bull pup!” 
a eee -_— —- Se ———————_—————e = 
KILL OR CURE. | A GOOD REASON. | 
Doctor SANGRADO’s a regular leech, When he falls oft them, replete but not sated, | I CANNOT sing the old song, 
Lowers his patients until they ’re half-dead. They begin thinking they’re going to die. I’ll tell the reason why : 
When to the depths of prostration they reach, On him can’t wait as before they have waited, | I do not know the old song— 
Doctor Sangrado gets shaking his head. So call him in. ‘‘I can’t come!” he’ll reply: To learn I will not try. | 
With potions and pills he incessantly fills them, Can’t give his services just when they crave them ; But I will write a bold song— 
I'll write it by-and-bye. | 


Yes! But his leaving them often will save them. 





So that his curing. them frequently kills them. 











THE WAITS. 


THE TURKEY. | ' | 
TuRN him slowly, freely baste him, | When at dinner-time we taste him, | 





CocK-A-DOODLE-DO! Meow! We’re the waits, so don’t allow din 
Quack! quack ! quack ! quack! quack! Us for coin to lack. Let the gravy ! Won't it just be fun ? 
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EPISODES IN THE LIVES OF OBSCURE INDIVIDUALS. 
No. 2—Mr. FIDGETT FAGG. 
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Mr. F. is a little out of sorts. A conclave of the medical profession suggest all sorts ot cures. The cold water cure, And any amount of medicine— 
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Tt is tried. With indifferent success. 
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But to no purpose ; 

















The dose gets stronger, and stronger, At the termination of 20 minutes. 30 minutes. Melancholy end ! 
QUITE ANOTHER PAIR. ADVICE GRATIS. 
* BE pesrapeD OF. .. Siotion pleasant. Liberal terms to applications suitable. CRITICAL FRIEND, 
aaa Part! —T ——warm, handsome, easy fit, Tenders to be endorsed ‘*‘ A pair of shoes.” h 
to be vacant, as the present _The right reserved, by Custom’s law immutable, You write about yourself too much, 
Tenant out against him got a writ, The lowest, or all, tenders to refuse 4 Your bells are out of tune and jangled : 
F = Ss Nature, usual paseo : | On other themes you ought a touch, 
amount not yet precisely known. AMENDED Notice. Pair of shoes alluded to: And treat this weak world’s topics tang 
His goods, whereof he'll be, of pe ima denuded, The present tenant will not quit just yet, 


" 2M Put off awhile the ent of the debt ; 
Further particulars on application. And, finding that ies shoes require no mending, 


N.B.—They have not seen excessive wear But still 
: ¢ “ar. are easy, warm, and to wear 
Convenient hours ; close to a railway station ; He recommends all spptinenes ietenting % 
Trains at five minutes—reasonable fare. To look about for ‘‘ quite another pair !” 


You’p do much better, I presume a 
Just try your hand such general chafi at, 
When all your world’s one small sick-room 


; a 0 | 
Into the bargain gratis will be wn. Having, upon reflection grave, concluded to SCRIBE IN CRITICAL STATE. 
With no one but yourself to laugh at. 
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of medicine— 


CAPTAIN LEDDENHED (of the Heavy Complimenters ).—‘* Weally, my dear Mrs, Pwanceleigh, when I see you and your charming sister togethaw—aw—aw— 
fai-ah beauty and dark beauty, the two of you make—aw—quite a—aw—aw—delicious compound.” 


Fair Hostess.—‘‘ Oh, the two of us are deliciously compound, Then by that rule, Captain, when you are alone you are deliciously simple!” 
_ [The gallant Captain doesn't see it. Hts friends do. 


| 
ACCORDING TO RULE. 
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| SIGNS OF THE 
ZOMADIAC. 


The ARCHER is chosen 
for November, because in 
} | England there is a beau 

temps just then, and fogs 
will for certain (n)arrows 
our views of life. He is 
a kind ot Centaur sent 
o’er to the Acclimatiza- 
tion Society. 

The SEAGOAT is the 
sign of December, be- 
cause at that festive sea- 
son revellers go to sea— 
at least, if they don’t, 
how can they get half- 
seas over? Some say that 

it’s half goat and half | 
1! salmon, but we think it’s | 


the gentle reader may carp 
at it if he likes. (Gentle 
reader! with a hook.) 


Mem: for 
Mr. Frank Buckland. 
IT is a curious fact in 
natural history that the 
puffin’ does not quack ! 


Un-Natural History. 
THE Black Country 
Savage is a case for Dar- 
win’s theory. He must 
be the next link to the 
ferocious baboon, he is so ' 
handy with his feet. We 
are careful, be it observed, 
not to say whether he is 
the next link above or 
below ! 
Why is a spoonful of | 
castor-oil like a tame rab- | 
| 


re - 





eat 


all kid! 

AQUARIUS the WATER- 
MAN was appointed the 
guardian of January, be- | 
cause if the Turncock | 
didn’t open the plug in | 
the street in hard weather, | 

| 
| 


bit? Because it’s a dose’- 
ile. 

WHY was Apollo the 
patron of Medicine? Be- 
cause when he went out 
in his chariot, it was a 
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the water would turn into 





pet: . ice, and that would not case of Fee-’bus. 
: tancled, ae be nice, for we should be , 
oe. a ‘*freeze and uneasy still.” | Physiological. 
| _The FiIsHEs are the | .. Serge edly 
; sign of February, because | a ee ee 
they bought their com- | e colon” | 
ff a apision, es the aboli- OYSTERS same We ote = 
? tion o rches. This . anything comman a 
Og, makes ss pre-tench-ion HERE you are! the finest natives! best of appetite-creatives, it. It looks more like a 


it. to be the sole reason, so Come and buy! Taste and try! * full point.” 
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Sporting Prospects for 
1875. 


BY AUGSPUR, 


THE early portion of the 
year is very likely to be cold, 
and I should not be at all sur- | 
prised if several small meet- 
ings have to be postponed on 
account of frost and snow. 
Less likely things have been 
known to happen in January, 
and, as Admiral Rous says, 
while this island keeps its 
head out of water, the winter 
is bound to be more or less 
| of a hibernating character ;— 
| hibernating must not be mis- 
| taken for Hibermian—the two 

things being, in fact, very 
| different: one is cold, the 
|other is hot with—and a | 
small piece of lemon, please! | 
The Lincolnshire Handicap 
being the first important flat 
race of the season will pro- 
bably commence the cam- 
paign, unless the glorious 
uncertainty of the turf should 
interfere to prevent it. The 
Bishop of Lincoln will pro- 
| test against the wickedness of 
| racing in his diocese, and will 
| attend the meeting disguised 
as a gentleman for the pur- 
| pose of seeing that no one 
claiming to be reverend is 
| present. It is to be hoped 
that whatever may happen 
on the course, he will not 
wash future dirty linen out 
of his own ne, 

Spring is the period at 
which ‘the racing Sanen is 
seen at its best. Does not | 
the laureate of the turf say 
—‘*In the spring a fuller 
crimson comes upon the les- 
see's crest ; In the spring the 
wanton backer finds himself 
no better drest; Inthe spring 
a livelier verdure changes on 
the burnished gorse ; In the 
"}] spring a young man’s fancy 
% lightly turns to thoughts of 
|} horse”? In the spring of 1875, 
there will be racing at head- 

uarters, and therefrom many 

eductions will be drawn, 
The Two Thousand Guineas 
winner I have in my eye 
now. I dare not take him out, 
as it might interfere with his 
chance—but this I may say : 
at the time of winning he | 
will be three years old and 
of the male persuasion. His 
sire and dam are both well 
known, and his owner is, of 
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Things Likely to Happen in 1875, 


| Ear Ly in the year the police magistrates of the metropolis will receive an 
intimation from the Trea$ury that their work is to be reduced one-half and their 
wages doubled. The worthy gentlemen will then hold a meeting, and resolve, 
in consideration of the mercies they have received, not to let off any more un- 
premeditated jokes, pistols, or criminals. They will also, taking into account 
their onerous positions, not try and say clever things in the future, or, at all 
events, on the bench.—The Registrar-General’s returns will not, despite the 
puffing efforts of those interested, be nearly so popular as the birdseye of Wills 
and Inderwick.—The police will continue to receive information as well as 
shillings ; and the newspapers, with regard to police-court business, will still 
continue to print the marvellous misnomer, ‘‘ Police Intelligence.” —The popu- 
lation will continue to increase. So will the price of coals. —15,000,000 letters 
containing coin will be put into the box without being either addressed or 
registered, and 249,782,821 postage-stamps will be found to have detached 
themselves from envelopes of malice prepense.— Mr. Bradlaugh will return from 
America and go to Coventry ; and the Social Science Congress will prove that 
everything is something else—on paper. 


o 


LMANAC. 











“OH, THE DIFFERENCE!” 


EDWIN (who ts gotng to see his ANGELINA home to Pimlico ).—‘‘ Hi ! Monster !” 
’Cav (who ts going to Islington ).—‘‘ You must be a-thinking of the Hangel, sir !” 
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course, ‘“ well and deservedly 
popular ”’—not to say ‘spi. 
rited ; ”—while his trainer is 
both ‘‘astute” and “indefa. 
tigable.” The fates will not 
allow me to say more; but 
if my readers cannot discover | 
for themselves the horse | | 
mean, they are bigger flats | 
than even I took them for, | 
or than even flat-racing has 
ever produced. 





Lines Written ata 
Country Inn. 


THE night was wild, the fire 
was low, 
The chop was scarce warm- 
ed through ; 
I gazed despairing round 
for oh! | 
What could a fellow do? | 


I saw one work upon the | 
shelves, | 
Atwhich one seldom looks, | 
And found, like Shakspeare’s | 
outlawed elves, 
**Books in the running | 
Brooks.” 


I did each line from ‘‘ Aa” | 
spell, | 
To ‘* Zytomierz,” or near, 
And ever since I’ve loved 
thee well, , 
My own, my Gazetteer ! 


a 
} 


? 


e 
ee 
BREAK, break, break, 
With a miss in balk for me! 
And I wish that my cue 
could manage 
A screw off the Red, for 
three. 


Oh, well for the downy old 
cove, 
That he makes such an in- 
come by play! 
Oh, well for the pool-loving 
boy, 
That he makes winning 
hazards all day! 


But the rolling game goes on : 
To the end of the world 
it will! 
But, oh for the touch of a 
varnished cue, 
And the click of the balls 
that are still! 


aed | Break, break, break, 


SEES RneEneiemeneneeneneenenenneee ee 


Ina way that is hard to see! | 

But the lovely flukes of a 
day that is dead, 

Will never come back tome. | 





More Things Likely to Happen in 1875. 


In the sporting world there will be a great deal of commotion, owing to a 
proposition which will be made in the House to do away with horses and run 
the Derby on bicycles.—An old gentleman will write to the 7imes on tear- 
bedewed paper stating, that as the breed of race-horses has deteriorated since 
his young days, when a thoroughbred could carry twenty-four stone and a barrel 
of beer four miles an hour, he would like to die. No one interferes, and old 
gentleman lives disgusted. —Oxford and Cambridge boat-race produces the usual 
amount of excitement among people who never saw a race, and the usual amount 
of insolence and intolerance among the young gentlemen, who don’t like being 
looked at.—Augspur gives even more than the usual number of winners in /un 
beforehand ; and all the ordinary prophets continue to discover they had a good 
word to say for the winner—after he’s won.—A gentleman will invent a way 
of breaking the ring, and will spend his winter in the workhouse.—The Jockey 
Club will repeal a lot of laws made this year, and pass a lot more which are 
sure not to work. The Cesarewich and Cambridgeshire will be characterized 
as bad handicaps, giving absolutely certain chances to favoured animals—certain 
chances of losing, as will be found afterwards. 
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Sporting Prospects 
for 1875. 


BY AUGSPUR.,. 


My prophetic foresight 
and great power of peep- 
ing into the future enable 
me to know that Tues- 
day, May 25th, will be the 
eve of the Derby. On 
that day the Adulteration 
Act will be openly viola- 
ted, and vendors of guinea 
hampers will make up in 
one fell swoop for twelve 
months of enforced virtue 
and fair dealing. There 
will be an unwonted de- 
mand for paper collars, 
and the iron of the re- 
novator will be active all 
night long. I always 
wear a patent grease- 
proof hat and reversible 
collar—so the competi- 
tion affects me not. 

Singularly enough, a 
large number of young 
men will be unable to get 
to work through indispo- 
sition on Wednesday, the 
day of the great race; 
while a great many more 
will be absent through 
the unfortunate illness of 
relatives, who, somehow 
or the other, all seem to 
live on Epsom Downs, 
There will 289,721 peovle 
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“AS THE TWIG IS BENT 


SCHOOLMASTER.—‘‘ What trees can you name constituting the primeval forest ? 
SCHOOLBOY (promptly and feelingly ).—‘* The birch, sir 
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SHINE YOUR BOOTS, SIR? 


Shine ’em up, sir? Very muddy, 


If appearances you study. 


Shine’em up, sir? In a minute 
See your face reflected in it! 
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on the course when the 
race is run, 250,000 of 
whom will not care what 
has won, or know the 
name of the winner next 
day! The receipts in the 
Grand Stand and Pad- 
dock will be larger than 
on any previous occasion, 
but will still fall far short 
of the amount desired by 
the large-hearted and ex- 
tremely generous lessees. 
er by the tips I 

ave already received, 
the name of the winner 
is ‘‘ Legion.” I don’t, 
however, find his pedi- 
gree in the Stud Book, 
and the nominations are 
singularly silent about 
him. But no matter — 
{ am prepared to lay 
against his chance to any 
amount ! 

On the journey home, 
19,721 young men will be 
reminded of their days of 
boyhood, and will want 
tokiss 27,299 young ladies 
for their(the young ladies’) 
mothers. They will then 
weep, and find consola- 
tion in *‘ nose and hair,” 
‘‘fun of the fair,” dolls, 
and, not rarely, in fresh 
drinks. Some will fancy 


they ’d like to be jockeys. 
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**So, false girl, you will sot be mine?” said Charles. ** Adieu!” Another | 
- instant, and his echoing footfall had died away. 
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‘mE DOCTOR SAYS 
“ ANIMALS «.. NOT 
WP TO BE WORRITED 


wee 


He was not in any or the lions at Regent’s Park. She had stirred them up, 
and the man had threatened incarceration, but his eye was not harsh. 
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‘You know where he is!” she said. | “I see it in your eye, which isnot | ‘‘Come,” he said. ‘They stood before another den. “Are those his boots?” 
harsh. suey ware **Then he is no more!” It was the den of the CARNIVOROUS 
LANT 
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Mrs. ——.—‘‘ Wh ivi i 
ere have you been living?” Mrs. ——.—*‘ Highbury? I don’t know that locality ; but”—— 
your parding, mum, it isn’t a Low-cality, it's a High-cality.” 


SERVANT.—‘‘ At Mrs. Clandoodles, of Highbury, mum.” SERVANT. —‘“‘ Beggin’ 


ABAD LOOK-OUT. © |. 
By all means let every tourist provide himself with | SO UMBLE! 
a good - | 
him be careful not to ‘ einen” a train. par ene, See fo pent mais who does not consider himself an over-rated man 
tai Gwar < am HIPIGA WY. Ea | AT LAST 
- W.KK. Co. are busily en ‘aged in doubling their line between Padding- A flight in aé ics i The Fi 
, g BOLD flight in aerostatics is recorded. The First S 5 
on and Hanwell—‘‘a mad world, ony masters - Sixth Somerset Rifles have been successfully alin Wing Dik - 


New Shooting Song. 
BY A NEW SHOOTER. 
CoME, now it is September, 
The shooting season ’s here ; 


And let us all remember 
That quarter-day is near. 


We carry no breechloaders 
For partridge or for grouse ; 
Of death we’re no foreboders— 
Our little game is vous. 


No haughty carriage marks us, 
No trusty dogs are ours, 
The ‘‘ copper” often ‘*narks” us, 


As through the street he scours. * 


We’re not the noble gunners 
Who cannot brook delay ; 

We’re more like noble runners— 
We often run away. 


Yet still our sport is shooting ; 
But shoot we late or soon, 

Our plunder’s ne’er worth looting— 
We only shoot the moon. 


And as we do not harm it, 
Which is as clear as noon, 
And even don’t alarm it, 
We'll always shoot the moon. 
THE DYNAMOMETER 


® This would be poetical license —in 
poetry. We would rather not give a name T h! Now, Mas 
oon os ¢ ened, ee Pull Parc oehe it crack ae 


even our worst contributors.—Ep. 


TRY yer weight, mum? T a 
Broke the aes at 19—8 - yer weight ? 
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ROMANCE. REALITY. 
: How beautiful she is ! so good and so gentle. She is an angel—a perfect All wrong! She is nothing of the kind. That brother of hers with the kite 
) angel ! says she is a nasty little puss !—and Ae ought to know. 
= eh 
OUR BABY. An infant hand that horse had shied— Three panes of glass are cracked, I swear !— STUFF! 
i So, I could only——frown ! But then——our boy must play ! 


’ 
I STUMBLED o’er a broken drum I’vE got a dog, 





ii Three most alarming spots of ink At last*a horrid crash is heard | 
tt That lay upon the floor ; a eieaes Upon my cherished Hume ! (Our dinner set) above ! ieee oe ie 
I bruised my shins, and sprained my thumb | | now the culprit well, I think— But Bella murmurs “ How absurd ! pied, ae 

Severely——nothing more ! So, I can onl fume ! It’s only Baby, love !” Sad ys eae 

) y 7 oe To querists’ fog, 
A tail-less horse from overhead I see two broken vases there— ee nn I call him “ Stuff.”— | 
Came plump upon my crown ! (Rare Dresden too were they !) Christmas Fare. —Eighteenpence a mile. That’s quite enough! | 





“gi = -. BUROPE. ASIA. AFRICA. AMERICA. 


seapame Eavees pees or a stroll, While Asia trowns on all the males, See, Afric’s bonnet suggests the Sphinx— And here's a fair young Yankee gunner— 
mind and soul. Her thoughts are fixed on those long tails. “The artful, proud, designing minx !” “*T guess and abneer tl ’m a New York stunner.” 


MR. STREETER, 
18 NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W. 


sn mith, Jeweller, Diamond Merchant, and Manufacturer of Eng lish Lever Watches sicd Clocks by Machinery, 
Novelties in 18-Carat Gold and Gem Jewellery for< Ghristmas 28 Presents and New Year's Gifts, 
Illustrated Catalogue, Post-treg | for Twe Stamps. 
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T was the Regatta Season, and the sun shone out gloriously upon a scene which would have made even the heart of a professe1 jester light, 
had an Act not just been passed at the High Court of Momus precluding the possibility of such an untoward occurrence. For an experi- 
mental philosopher had discovered that wit and humour were the outcome of misery and despair, and as even the anti-vivisectors admitted 
the philosopher's right to apply his test to the vile body of a comic contributor, two or three humorists had been chloroformed and 

dissected to show how exact the philosopher was in his arguments. And when the chloroform lost its power, and the bodies were sewn up, to 
be witty and wise and funny and facetious no longer, and to have for the future no more brain power than falls by right to a frog ora mole, 
the ‘‘subjects”’ were provided for by Government. ‘They were appointed to bs Members of School and other Local Boards, to be Govern. 
ment Inspectors of anything that ought to have Special Ability, to be Reviewers of Books, Leader-writers upor Conservative newspapers, 
Dramatic and Musical Critics, Adapters, and Censors of a State Stage; and otherwise provided for. Some of them cams in time to be Great 
Debaters, and were sent up to swell the dignity of the House of Lords, while one of them in particular was eventually l’rime Minister. And 
the absence of brains, or the presence of water upon what was left of them, becamy the finest recommendation possib‘e for the most important 


positions in the Kingdom. 

As will be at once seen, the age was a peculiar age, and things were very very different from what they are now. 

* * * * « . - . . 

It was, as we have said, the Regatta Season, and the Great Centennial Outrigged Race was justabout to begin. All the Crowne] Heals of 
Europe, and wherever else crowned heads were fashionable, were present upon the river's bank, seated on gold thrones with diamond rullers 
and patent silver-hilted sliding seats, and war was to be no more. Peace, happiness, and goodwill reigned supre ne, coxswains were 
abolished for ever, the Millennium was an accomplished fact, and the referee's decision was to be in all things final. Everything promised 
admirably for the success of the new era. 

But somehow or the other matters didn’t go quite as smoothly as under such magnificent direction and careful co-operation should have 
been the case. Everybody wanted to win—second-hand crews were continually elbowing their way into first-class company—gentlemon- 
amateurs had to put up with the existence of amateur-gentlemen—the captain of the foretop proved his right to row stroke at the bow end, 
and the man overboard would insist on smoking abaft the binnacle. All the prophets prophesied wrong for every race—quite a new state of 
things you see !—and the Oxford and Cambridge men declined to compete unless they were allowed to train in the dark, and row under wa'er 
so as to avoid the desecration of the public gaze. 

The Crowned Heads of Europe, and the rest of them, sat upon their golden thrones and began to discover that even under the most 
favourable conditions it isn’t altogether easy to satisfy everyone. 

+ 7” * * « « * . © 

Suddenly, from under the famous Henley Bridge,—from among the ruck of ironclads, randans, launches, tubs, old-fashioneds, lates‘- 
improveds, Claspers, and raspers—there darts, paddling his own canoe, a figure whose very appearance gives comfort and consolation to the 
Crowned Heads, who had just begun to cry all over their gold thrones and to refuse the bread-and-jam handed round in the interval between 
each race. Why do they dry their tears and begin to laugh and chuckle—and, heedless of self, to offer the new-comer a throne and a supply 
of jam-sandwich? Why does everything go smooth now—and why do Peace and Plenty settle down upon the Lawn and the river and the 
roweis? Why does the captain of the foretop become content, and why is the man overboard submissive? Why? Because the new arrival 
is the most mighty Magician of the Period, and brings with him a supply of power which no one in the world is proof against—the Power of 
Wit and Humour. And All the World, who is having his day out, smiles and is satisfied as the Great Necromancer hands forth 
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LATEST PARIS FASHION. 


Aunt JuNo (who is proud of her classics). —‘‘ Well, Charlie, you know what Paris did with the apple. Do you fancy you could do better?” 
CHARLIiE.—‘‘ Should think so. It’s wrong for a man to promote jealousy among the other sex. Paris should ha’ done as I’m going to do—eat it 


himself, and saved trouble.” 
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COSMOPOLITAN COSTUME. 
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COSMOPOLITAN COSTUME. PROGRESS, 


ANOTHER year, another year, 
Its course has onward run— 
The Summer bright and Winter drear, 
The hopeful Spring and Autumn sere, 
Once more are past and done. 


A little space to these who take Ny! 

| Unthinkingly their way ; \} vs 

But long enough for hearts to break, M3 
Firm friends to lose, strong foes to make, % 


And churchyard mounds array, 
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Quite long enough the world to show ) o/ . <4 
x F s AN Le, st 
How futile are our plans— ¥, y 
. ¥ — “tf 
Ilow Providence, for weal or woe, | ye, 
Controls all effort here below— } y; 


SS 


What pigmy power is man’s ! 


These words drop glibly from the pen— 
Their writer ’s wondrous wise ; 
Another year will pass, and then 
They ll seem te his improving ken 
But folly in disguise. 


For such is human nature’s course, 
| That what was wisdom once 
| Becomes, by circumstantial force, 
The offspring of another source— 
| The wise man but a dunce. 


And so tmaybe in twelvemonths’ time, 
Another year of school 
May show the writer of this rhyme 
& He’s guilty of the dreadful crime | 
| Of being but a fool! | LA CHINOISE A LA MODE. 
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THE EUROPA. 
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“D LIGHTED, I’M SURE!” 


Mrs. PARDIGGLE (/o Brown, whose time is precious, and who detests these visitors ).—‘* Now, Mr. Brown, we’ve looked over all your pictures ; and 
we ’re going to sit down for an hour or two and quietly watch you putting in the finishing touches. The dear girls will be so delighted—and I shoud 


7?) 


like to help mix up your colours ! 
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COSMOPOLITAN COSTUME. COSMOPOLITAN COSTUMI 


DISENCHANTED. 
hie 


WHEN I was an innocent gay-hearted boy, 
With nothing my life to embitter, 

A pantomime filled me with juvenile joy— 

It gladdened my heart like a newly-bought toy, 
With pageants, processions, and glitter ! 





The ballet-girls fluttered in flimsy array, 
With glittering jewelry added. hy _ A. 
I didn’t know then what small salaries they | ow ie sins 
Were wont to receive on each ‘‘ treasury-day ’— Pl : meh >A 
And never imagined they padded ! 


The ‘‘ supers ”’ in soldiers’ habiliments dressed 


Seemed always exceedingly martial ; 


4,4 ) 
I gazed on their ‘‘ business” with infinite zest, a P ‘om a 
And wasn’t aware they the taverns infest, I | of Y " 4f 
To beer being awfully partial. | ae 
4 


I shouted with glee when the clown first appeared— 
That quaint irrepressible joker, 

Who chaffed the policeman, and wickedly leered. | 

I hadn’t then learned that his face was besmeared | 
With bismuth, and chalk, and red ochre! 


I didn’t know ‘Aen that the life of a ‘‘ pro” | 
Was one of continual working ; | 
It never struck me it was nothing but show ; 
That poverty, misery, trouble, and woe 
Oft under the motley were lurking ! 


| 

Ah me! since life’s bitterest lessons I've conned, | 
The pleasures of boyhood are banished ; | 

The Christmas spectacle of which I was fond, 

Times ’s touched with his magical harlequin wand, 
And, lo, all its glory has vanished ! 


NAON 
THE COLUMBIA. 


L’AFRICAINE, 
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“ BY-BABY—BUMPKIN |!” 


AcTIVE LADY MEMBER OF ScHOOL Boarp.—*‘‘ And have you and your wife any family?” ASTUTE BUMPKIN.—‘‘ Yus, miss, we ’ave two.” 
Lapy.—‘* What, two boys?” A. B.—*‘* Oh, noa; a boy and gurl,—and I be the bo-oy.” 












Britannia to ’75 and ’76. 


Go, Year, and into Time’s abyss 

Your wretched carcass quickly fling ; 
Around you Lethe’s waters hiss, 

And angry storms your requiem sing. 
Come, Year of Grace that is to be, 

For deeds of daring nerye thy frame, 
From Tory bondage set me free, 

And lift the shadow from my name. 


trunks and rush by various routes away. When 
they return to their various branches of busi- 
ness, they ought not to grumble, though, 
ought ’em ? 

The last season of the year is called rude 
because winter comes as a matter of coarse. 
Early rising needs no promotion at the knuc- 
kles of the housemaid, because every one 
wraps himself up. 





Almaniacal Mem. 


THE year is divided into four hemispheres, 
the rigid, the horrid, the tartaric, and the ozone. 
By this means a man can hem his fear between 
four given equators, and every one has his zone. 


My Navy lies beneath the foam, 
My Army’s rife with discontent, 
My Church is flying fast to Rome, 
i My City’s still on swindling bent. 
The dying year my realm has curst 
With dire mishap on sea and land ; 
Come, stranger, do your best or worst, | 
My future ’s in your baby hand. | 


| 





Lines for an Almanac, 


SINCE England’s deeds in Russia still, 
Though twenty years have flown, 

Our breasts with martial ardour fill, 
As recent fétes have shown : 

Here let a punning poet hope 
Our soldiers ne’er may lack, 

When forced with foreign foes to cope, 
Their good old Alma-knack. 





Words in Season. | 


SPRING goods may be removed in spring 
carts, but, if you want to remove other peo- | 
ple’s goods, beware of spring-traps. Set a trap 
and spring a rattle, if you think any one’s after 
your rattletraps. One swallow does not make 
a summer, and it takes a good deal to make 
one swallow an English summer at all. Clerks 
who like settled weather for their holidays | 


| should imitate the trees, and let their leaves | 
) fallin autumn, Then they can pack up their | HUNTED DOWN. THE FALLOF THE YEAR. —Thefall in Turks. 





A CHRISTMAS CAROL. — ‘* Then Yule 
remember me.” 
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"N‘ Here’ S a party going to skate!” he said, ‘‘I'll just freeze him to the 


Just at the beginning of November, Jack Frost got up, with mischief 
marrow, and delude him with the anticipation of a real good winter.’ 


in his eye. 


—__~o_— error eer eer 


; SKATING RINK | 


‘*T’ll freeze the top of the water just enough, with my cold bellows, to ‘© And then I'll thaw it all at once with the warm ‘uns, and he'll tumble 
in!’? But somehow that ice wouldn’t melt. ‘‘ Why, there’s something | 


let him get on;” | 
wrong with natur’!”’ said Jack Frost, in a great fright. 








‘‘ Here; I’m off!” said Jack; and off he flew to hide his diminished and foolish head, And, thank goodness, 


Down came people in shoals, and skated, 
we mean to be independent of him! 
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” WILL SOON COME TO A FULL STOP!!! 
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(A TALE OF THE FULHAM ROAD.) 


—————— 


THE INJUDICIOUS CONDUCTOR. | 


I DONNED 
my over- 
coat of 


brown 


, 


I turned 
my toes 
away 


f ro 
town 


m 


At five- 
fifteen; 

I shunned 
the rail- 
way’s 
noisy 


fu SS 5 


vy And 


took 


the Put- 
ney om- 


nibus 


To Walham Green, 


I aired my gaily flaunting locks 
Leside the driver on the box ; 
And many queer 
And mystic tute I heard him say 
To other drivers on the way, 
And paled with fear. 


These jerky phrases left behind 
A sad impression on the mind 
That he was mad : 
The answers that were answered back 
By other drivers on the track 
Were just as bad ! 
No subject ever lingered near, 
Their verb’s impetuous career 
To gently curb ; 
No rules of grammar softened down 
Their reckless yearning for a noun 
Without a verb. 


But, oh! I guessed a wealth immense 
Of terrible, though hidden, sense 
Their words concealed ! 
And when these drivers winked, and then 


Remarked, ‘‘ The old ’un’s down agen !”— 


My blood congealed ! 
I watched those drivers many days, 
And as I heard their mystic phrase 
My heart would sink ; 
I saw, with ill-dissembled fear, 
The lithe conductor madly leer 
And writhe and wink! 


I panted strongly to divine 
The sense of ev'ry mystic sign 
For days untold ; 
sy night (as one intending crime) 
I sought the man who keeps the time 
And gave him gold. 


‘The old ’un” (I remarked)—‘‘ Explain— | 


‘*Who is he? Why’s he down again?”— 


He only glared 

In sudden horror and dismay, 

And tore his hair, and slunk away, 
Extremely scared | 





FUN ALMANAC. 


I sought the lithe conductor (Jim), 
And slyly bound myself to him 
In friendship’s links ; 
Whenever he ’d a Sunday free, 
I took him down to Kew to tea 
And stood him drinks. 


Exceeding common friendship’s bounds, 
I lent him many thousand pounds— 
I was his friend 
For twenty years—his constant chum ; 
And ‘Aen I thought the time had come 
To gain my end. 
We met—alone—at midnight—masked ; 
“ What old ’un’s down again?” I asked, 
I saw him quake. 
ut though he glared and gasped and reeled, 
The awful secret he revealed— 
For friendship’s sake ! 
. + * . 


And perforated through he lay 
By hireling’s spit, when midnight’s sway 
Succumbed to morn’s : 
They found him in the dawning drear, 
Defunct, but very lovely, near 
The ‘‘ Bell and Horns,” 


ON HANDICAPS. 
BY AUGSPUR. 

Ir is hoped that the immense amount of research, 
the gigantic effort of genius, and the translucent 
quantity of truth which have been expended on 
these Hints will not be vainly offered up, but will 
meet with a responsive chord in the bosoms of those 
who have so long yearned for exclusive and ex- 
crescent information. I give to the British Public 
the cherished intelligence of long years of inchoate- 
ness and inanity, of idleness and indifference, and 
as a man may who yields the cherished pursuits of 
a lifetime, and their fruit, I boldly, blatantly, ask 
for the appreciation which deserves me not, but 
which, being insisted on, is sure to come. So 
chuck ’em in, ladies and gentlemen, while the 
testimonial tap is turned on and trickling. 


The Horse-Race Handicap. 


To HANDICAP a horse well you must first take 
his measure. This is done by multiplying his mane 
and tail, adding thereto the quotient obtainable by 
a subdivision of the paternal pedigree, and then 
trying how many nods will make a wink in the 
event of his being run in blinkers. If you should 
take him to the water and not be able to make him 
drink, add a 7 lb. allowance to the previously 
arranged amount. Some people, in the event of 
fractiousness or ill-temper, prefer to administer 
long oats and whalebone whispers; but, as the 
Admiral informed me over a quiet glass the other 
nigh’, there ’s nothing like adding impost to allow- 
ance, thereby neutralizing the speed by the stamina, 
necessarily keeping their heads above water—and 
the thing ’s done. Remember, it’s of no use handi- 
c.pping a horse that won’t float. As the Jockey 
Club stewards have said oceans of times, a horse 
that’s born to be sunk will never be floated. This 
being more than usually luminous for them, and 
as it shows a desire on their part to exist without 


HINTS 
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being entirely irrational, I have reproduced it in 
the hope that some day it may arrest attention, 


} 
| sink deep into the heart, cause the pent-up tears 


| to take their trivial course, and withhold the weeper 
| from the wished-for reminiscences of his boyhood’s 
days. But it’s better expressed in poetry. 
Oh, once again he sees the spot, 
The guileless Greenwich Green, 
Whereon the handicap was hot, 
And he was not sixteen. 
And, ah! within his bosom comes 
A sound as of unnumbered drums 
Or other childish toys ; 
And once again he weeps with glee 
To find, betwixt himself and me, 
No longer we are boys. 
And sing whack fol lay. 


Otherwise, what would be the good of horse. 
racing handicaps ? 


The Amateur ‘*‘ Event.” 


The Amateur generally prefers to be handicapped 

| with a gentleman—and requires it much. After a 
_ good deal of allowance he then calls himself an 
| amateur-gentleman, the proportion of the former 
| being like to Falstaff’s sack, while the latter is of 
the colour and consistency of bread when down 
again to even money, and at a very low figure. 
There are of course other amateurs as well, but 
they ave gentlemen, and don’t require to handicap 
themselves with the title. The password of an 
amateur-gentleman is Esq., and he cannot get up 
the proper amount of speed without it. Handicap 
him with the prefix Mr., and salt on snails is child’s 
play compared with his lamentable condition. And 
it handicaps me too much to think any more of him, 


The Aqua Tint. 


Handicapping is chiefly done on the aqua— 
(knowledge, you see, is power)—by means of 
colour. ‘This is generally of a blue hue, some- 
times two light blues are equal to one dark blue— 
sometimes not. Blue is the handicap imposed on 
the appearance after having backed the loser, 
Yet the blue riband is for winners only. Again, 
‘to blew” is a verb derived from the prevailing 
colour of losers, and means much—much too much 
sometimes. Have heard of a man rowing like 
blue blazes, but never got there in time to see. A 
very good handicap is made by putting the umpire 
on a tenner to nothing—but hush! we are observed. 
Another way to do it is to put half a hundredweight 
under a man’s slider—by accident. Blue-ruin is a 
favourite drink among aquatic handicappers ; but 
blue pigeon is not the kind of bird used for send. 
ing off intelligence of results. 


Gardening Gossip and Tupperian 
Triviality. 

THERE’S not a rose without its thorn, for men who 
are of women born 

(The man who’s of another kind you’ll have an 
awful task to find). 

The pickled cabbage grows all red—all reddy for 
its meat and bread 

(Yet pickled cabbage might be green: our pickle- 
time has verdant been). 

The lily ’s white, the violet’s blue—a secret dark 
for me and hue 

(And why they can’t be other tints, we’ll find out 
for some future hints). 

The trees in autumn lose their leaves, but houses 
always keep their eaves 

(An earnest ‘‘ dropper” told us this, but why it’s 
so we dare not wis). 

The early bird picks up the worm, the spring is 
now a vernal term 

(We’ve heard it called the equine hocks, which 
puzzled much our knowledge-box). 

The corn it grows upon a stalk,—we saw it once 
when on a walk 

(But zs the corn a garden fruit?—we carry ours 
within our boot). 

And green must grow the rashes, oh, because a 
writer once said so 

(We’ve often asked the reason why, but never 
learned—and so, good bye). 
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Kees 
AT THE ACADEMY.—PorTRAITS OF EMINENT CRrITICS,—‘‘ Only a moment to stop. Ten columns of criticism to do to-day!” 








- 


NOT AT THE ACADEMY.—DEctineD AND FALLEN.—‘“ Hang the hangers, I say!” 








I CAN’T recollect whether 
it is three weeks or a month 
since I was left all alone on 
this uninhabited island, but 
it doesn’t much matter. I 
am alone. When I arrived 
here it wasn’t uninhabited at 
all; on the contrary, it wasa 
rather populous and flourish- 
ing community, with gas ex- 
plosions, railway accidents, 
yacht collisions, a stock ex- 
change, burglars, and other 
civilized advantages. Now 
there’s not a soul in the place 
but myself, a result brought 
about by a curious trait in the 
character of the inhabitants. 
No sooner did one man—or 
woman—do a thing, than 
ever sO many more people 
were irresistibly compelled to 
do the same. Only let one 
dramatic author produce a 
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‘island wrote about it, and 
| they got up companies for the 
| sale of macintoshes and leg- 
| gings, when up came another 
| Captain, and said he could do 
something a deal cleverer 
swim round the world (mwi/- 
oul macintoshes and le; 
gings) in eighty days. Every- 
body crowded to see him 
start, and watched him out 
of sight in silence. Scarcely 
had he disappeared when a 
little girl of fourteen, without 
aying a word, plunged into 
the water, and set off after 
the Captain. At this the 
crowd started, and with one 
consent from the prey: 
headed oldest inhabitant to 
the tender suckling of yester- 
day— followed in the wake of | 
the adventurous female, and | 
| 1 was left alone on the island, | 
| | watched them until I could | 





































‘see them no longer, then I | 


| went for a stroll through the | 


“‘whimsicality” at ove theatre, 
and every author and every 


theatre produced ‘* whimsi- | one. As , ommnenen ee : | 

iti . ithe principal street & aes 
calities.” If you heard of a " P a All the shore 
bank failure in the morning, struc : 


'were open, and I noticed my | 
‘‘get up” was becoming, in 
a word, ‘‘seedy;” so I pur- | 

| chased a new hat, some suits 

'of clothes in the height of 

HALF MEASURES. | fashion, a large quantity of 
jewelry, and several etceteras 

** What, not got any lamb!” ‘No, m’m.” ‘‘ Nor any mutton?” ‘*No, m’m. Mr, Butcher, | of which I stood in need. 

he only kills once a week, and then only half a sheep at a time, m’m.”’ | From that time, too, I com- 


menced a higher style of 


you might be sure of hearing 
of a dozen others before night- 
fall; and soon. Just before 
the event which emptied this 
island of its inhabitants, a 
young lady got intoa railway 
carriage with a first-class mis- 
demeanant, which so startled 
her that she insisted upon 
riding on the step. Immedi- : 2 
ately first- (and even second- and third-) class misdemeanants sprang up all over | living than I had been accustomed to, and I have kept it up ever Sata cell 
the island, and ladies seemed to prefer riding on the step to any other mode of! fact, I expect by the time the inhabitants return I shall have g' . ae : 
locomotion. At last the climax arrived. A certain Captain Blower had been through their stock. But in spite of my sudden accession to al vself. . nif 
showing everybody how he could swim about in a macintosh and leggings. Of) not at all proud. If I make a purchase, I always carry it home myself, even 1 


. . , -¢ , / 
course everybody else tried it, and it got into the papers, and the chief of the | it is a sack of coals. What do / care for appearances now. 
_ —_ re 
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WIFE (looking at husband’s photo).—‘** How beautifully your hair comes out, Robert.” 


HUSBAND (rapidly bald’ning).—‘* Ya’as, by Jove, in combfulls! 


SHORT STORIES OF THE MONTHS. | 


JANUARY. 

‘* Sir,” said Dr. Johnson, ‘‘ January is Jan- 
uaryly a cold month.” Mr. Whalley heard 
him, and threw a copy of the Tichborne trial 
at his head. ‘‘ Jes u’it one of your own size,” 
gasped the Dr., and immediately expired, 


FEBRUARY. 
Dogging the footsteps of the Prince, in the 


interests of the United Kingdom Alliance, Sir | 


Wilfrid dropped into a shilling ordinary in 
Madras, and had three times from the joint. 
Urged to take something for the good of the 
house, he made a joke and declined. Where- 
upon the black proprietor seized him by the 
beard, and thrusting him into the street, ex- 
claimed, ‘‘I’m jiggered if ebder you airy man 
come eat here again.” 


MARCH. 

‘* Why, this hare hasn’t got a head !” remon- 
strated the First Lord to Sir Walter Tarleton, 
specially appointed Purveyor of Game to the 
Admiralty. ‘‘ No,” replied the Admiral, ‘it’s 
a March hare, and consequently off its head.” 
The First Lord bolted off at the rate of ten 
miles a Vanguard minute. 

APRIL, MAY. 

‘The more ridiculous the conception of a 
Shaksperian hero, the more the public like it,” 
growled a critic in the stalls of the Lyceum, 
** Quite so,” bawled a voice in the pit: ‘‘ those 
who stick to Nature cannot hope for success 
now-a-days—those who afe ’er ill, may.” 


JUNE, JULY. 
**Couldn’t do under sixty per schent, ma 
tear; my friend scharges me fifty-five,” whined 
the Jew, looking dubiously at the kite in his 


9) 


So 


A FISHY LOOK-OUT. 


THE IDEA! 

* IDEAs and beards,” Voltaire once smartly said, 
**Men have not till they come to man’s estate. 
On woman’s chin or inside woman’s head 

Nor one nor ’t other grows—’t is past debate ! 
Now as to beards, a wife’s sweet coaxing face 
So close unto her lord’s I’ve often seen, 
Hir sute to plead, the beard did change its place, 
And just as much seemed hers as his, I ween! 
As to ideas, does Nature want advice ?— 
No; woman, as she is, at worst is nice! 


”» 


hand, ‘It’s worth the money to hear a jezune 
Few lie,” growled the victim; ‘‘give me the 
coin and be ham’d to you!” 
AUGUST, SEPTEMBER. 

MARCHIONESS OF HEALY :— Dear Mrs. 
Brown, my august mistress has sent this lotion 
for your lumbago. She knows your family as | 
a rule only accept bank-notes and plate, but | 
she trusts from her you will accept emdberoca- 
tion. 

Mrs. B,:— Thank her Majesty kindly : 


any one can see her goodness in her liniments. 


OCTOBER, NOVEMBER. 

‘* Magna Charta and the governor for ever! 
down with your coppers,” shouted the youth- 
ful Ahmed to the gaping crowd. At this 
moment a well-directed cinder sent him spraw- 
ling on the ground. ‘* How shocking,” said 
the Bishop of Manchester, as he surveyed the 
scene, ‘‘that the son of England’s future Pre- 
mier should be knoct ober by an hove ember!” 
Then he went and preached a silly sermon. 


DECEMBER. 

It was Christmastide anda ball-room. His 
Serene Highness was twirling the lovely Coun- 
tess round in the mazy waltz, when suddenly 
she paused, and exclaimed archly, ‘‘Oh, dear! 
I declare we ’re under the mistletoe boughs.” 
‘‘The Mistletoe bows !” shrieked the Prince, 
turning an ocean-green, ‘* somebody fetch me 
a funnel.” Then taking to his heels, he rushed 
on board his yacht. Due notice shall be given 
of his disembarkation. 


Year yer are, 
WHEN is yer shirt like 1876?—When it’s 
next yer—of course. [Does this idiot mean 
of coarse material? JVe don’t know.] 


——i 











| tents. His vengeance was complete! Sun-strokes were predicted in January, | accomplish between them.” 
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PPh tists Fit; ETRE Feed 


“YOUTH WILL 


Kinp HostTEss (encouragingly).—‘' Now, Mr. Spoonbill, I’m sure you want a vis-d-z/s,” 
SPOONBILL (oh/ so young).—‘‘ No, thank you, I’d rather not—I ’ve just had a bun.” 











’ BREACH OF PROMISE ~- and snow-storms in July; fogs in May, and 

FILLIPO'’S FAILURE. OF : ati brilliant weather in Nevmbe Impossible 
ONCE upon a time, on an encrusted second MARRIAGE Hill yes feats were prognosticated ; men were to swim 
floor in the neighbourhood of the orange Tiber, MISS PELICAN v- Gwar YA (== | across the Channel, and women were to prac- 
dwelt Fillipo de Medicis—a poor but noble cul- ~ i= | tise as doctors; common sense and decency 





were outraged. The British ironclads were to 
sink each other in calm water, and our hermit 
Queen was to follow a Scotch cottager on foot 
to the grave. An Earl was to commit high trea- | 
son, a daily paper was to go filibustering in the | 
interests of its circulation, the heroes of Bala- 
clava were to be hired bya showman “for one 
day only,” and slave-dealing was to be revived 
| as an English institution. Gladstone was to be 
| offered a stool in a Foreign Loan Office, and 
| 
| 
i 


tivator of maccaroni and the fine arts. He 
loved the fair Polli Borgia de Borghesi ; but 
alas! she preferred the handsome astrological 
tourist —Sir Zadkiel Moore. And when the 
latter spoke so sweetly of Saturn and Jupiter 
and the Heavenly Houses, and sang her comic 
songs about planets and constellations, she 
could bear it no longer, but whispered to him, 
‘*Oh, my Zadkiel ! lead me to some hymeneal 
altar first, and to some small suburban square 
in your lovely London afterwards, and I will be 
thine for ever!” which —having the where- 
withal for the ceremony and two parliamentaries 
to town, z#@ the Mont Cenis Tunnel—Sir Zad- 
kiel immediately did. 

Now, Fillipo had hidden himself behind a 
stick of maccaroni, and heard all. Selling his 
earthly possessions on the three years’ hire 
system, he invested the result ina barrel organ, 
and followed the fugitives by the night express. 

Months passed on, and the days were drawing 
nigh when Sir Zadkiel should give his annual 
Almanac to the world. The Italian’s hour of 
vengeance had come! When his rival be- 
laboured his brains for prophecy in the upper 
storey of his suburban villa, Fillipe ground out 
the wildest Offenbachian melodies in the road- 
way without. In vain the astrologer endeavoured A SOLATIUM. so disgusted, that he smashed his organ and 
to arrange his events according to common sense SL ' troke his heart, and hired himself to the Gere 
and the seasons of the year. ‘‘ angle! jangle!” went the instrument ot torture, ; man Government at a thaler a day to cheer old William through Milan. 
and facts, figures, planets, and constellations danced a ‘‘can-can” within the un- And, further, while Dr. Richardson was laying the first stone of Hygeia, he 
licensed premises of his cranium. He wrote, and he knew not what he wrote. | found the moral of this story, which Mr. George Smith translated into Assyrian 

At last the day of publication arrived. Eagerly did Fillipo purchase an early | for the ‘‘ D, T.” and the ‘“New York Herald ;” and its purport was this: 
copy, and his eyes emitted phosporescent sparks of joy as he perused the con-| ‘‘ Nothing is too absurd for an English climate and a Tory Government to 


half the London Press was to be gagged by a 
bumptious tragedian ! 

‘* Hurrah!” shouted the Count, in its Italian 
equivalent, as he read this tissue of absurdities, 
‘* I said I’d send him off his chump, and I have! 
His reputation’s done for! I'll wait and gloat 
over my rival’s downfall!” And he waited. 

When Sir Zadkiel read what he'd written, 
he sent his Polli to his aunt’s, and locked him- 
self in the coal-cellar, waiting for the Parish 
to send the keepers for him. And Ae waited. 

But when, one by one, his prophecies came 
true, he blessed that unknown organ-grinder 
who'd done it all, and bought his Polli a skating- 
rink and a polo match, and hired Buckingham 
Palace for himself, and lived there till his 
statue was ready for him. And Fillipo was 











——_—-— ———_ SS eee 








rs 








-_—— 





aii 
a 













FUN ALMANAC 






1 URNING THE TABLES. 
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< . . ‘ ° , 
Mr. Lon.—‘‘ By Jove, Crab, here is a fine specimen for our Deep-Sea Aquarium.’ 
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And they were put into an Aquarium themselves. 





THE CALENDAR CONGLOMERATED. 
BY A LUNATIC, 


Iiusu ! I hear the moonteams shining, Sagittarius needs must follow Hark ! the Bandog barketh loudly, 
’Midst the music of the spheres ; Capricornus—like a shot ! Whilst the Bear before him flies ; 
See, the Gemini are twining And the little Fishes wallow Leo stalketh, grandly, proudly, 
Dainty wreaths for Mars’s steers ! In Aquarius’s pot ! Through the midnight of the skies. 
And the Bull is madly roaring How the Ram and Scorpion, fighting, ‘*Gently, Pegasus, my beauty,” 
O’er the vast celestial plain, ; Twist and turn—all heads and tails ! Dian sigheth nox erat;— 
Chasing Virgo—she’s imploring Till the blazing Crab, alighting, KEEPER, /og.—‘‘ Come, it’s time I did my duty.— 
Succour from her Charles’s Wain. Turns the balance of the Scales! Now, old gentleman, stow that!” 





—E—E——— — = - — tet Ente: 


MR. STREETER, 
18 NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W., 
Goldsmith, Jeweller, Diamond Merchant, and Manufacturer of English Lever Watches and Clocks by Machinery, 


Novelties in 18-Carat Gold and Gem Jewellery for Christmas Presents and New Year's Gifts. 
Illustrated Catalogue, Post-free for Two Stamps. 
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A LEGACY. 


HEN an old year has gone and a new one is born to us 
W Fiction informs us again we are free ; 
That with a “clean slate” there is come a new morg to us— 
Gone are the days that were sorrow and scorn to us— 
Peace is supreme now, and ever will be! 


The old year's gone forth; all its evil is sent with it 
Into the void of the mystic to dwell ; 

Long there to rest, and all sorrows that went with it 

Ne’er shall return, for their hold became spent with it: 
Chimes of the Christmas to them were a knell. 


Thus we are told, till we half make belief of it, 
Half think our troubles are fled to the winds: 

Chide the departing, remember the grief of it, 

Blindly forgetting the good that was chief of it, 
Welcome the coming with selfishest minds. 


The lesson is wrong, as are those who have thought to teach 
More than they knew or they ever will know ; 
But people wid/ try though they’ ve far less than nought to teach ;— 
Those who know most can quite rarely be brought to teach, 
Else we might soon hope for surcease of woe. 


Alas! for a year that has gone all too speedily — 
Passed ere good words could be turned into facts— 
Swallowed by one who devours all greedily. 
Plans still remain; but, ah! hungrily, needily, 
Look we for what should have been the good acts! 


This is the lesson we'd wish to impart to all : 
Time passes on ’mid our troubles and pains. 
The New Year may seem to supply a good start to all. 
May it be so! Still let’s say with true heart to all, 
Time passes by, but the evil remains! 


**An Ounce of Practice——.” 


Tux Royal Commission on Vivisection met a few days back and did 
some talking. Singularly enough, what should have been the real 
object of such a meeting never struck anyone present, which is, per- 
haps, as well. It is hard to say what might have been the result if 
any conseientious member had had whispered to him, d /a Stokes, “ Fiat 
experimentum in corpore The moot point is, would he have 
hari-karied, or otherwise. Such a commission should certainly 
refrain from omission. Before they begin perhaps they'll issue tickets. 
We'll pay our twopence willingly. 





“er ‘ ** ‘ . . . 
A “Ticut” Lirrte Istanp.—Great Britain at Christmas. 


te 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Justice of the Peace thrown while hunting. This orcurred in Trip 
Park. Under other circumstances a magistrate would have been sure 
_to keep his seat. — Cardinal Manning objects to general Christmas 
| indulgences. Recommends his own instead. — Girl at Chester 
| charged with perjury, she having sworn that her master, a clergyman, 
| got drunk once. Jury discharged her, probably on account of her 
/moderation. Some servants would never have stopped at “ once.” «= 
| Real name of the Bremerhaven assassin discovered. Great and 
| immediate consolativn to sufferers and friends of the slain. — Lady 
| passes her examination, and is admitted a member of the ’harmaceu- 
| tical Society. A branch of it is shortly to be called the Chemistresses’ 
| Assoeiation, where drugs and dressmaking will be taught in turns, 
and puddings be alternated with prescriptions. < Magnate of the 
| North presented with an illuminated address. Will he put it on his 
| eards or his doorplate? We pause for illumination on the subject. 
| Threatened publication of a new review to be entitled Mind. But it 
| won't Matter. — Gale in America unearths a hoard of bank-notes 
| from under some board palings—a real hoarding, in fact. More so 
than the story, we should think. — Match for the championship at 
billiards. The success of the new tables now being undoubted, the good 
example will be followed, and running matches be decided in the 
Serpentine, trotting matches in a 24 ft. ring, and so on—when for the 
championship. = Reception of Lord Mayor M’Swiney by the Pope. 
His Holiness always shows great politeness to our prominent noblemen 
and distinguished political leaders. 





Trying It On. 
| A Goop specimen of political dodgery was shown in the publi- 
| cation the other day of a circular said to have been issued by the 
Gladstone Administration in 1871 directing the surrender of fugitive 
‘slaves. Even a Tory, provided he was a decent man as well, must 
| feel disgusted at this mean attempt to put the sins of one party on 
the shoulders of the other—more particularly as a strong denial has 
_been given, and no one believed it even before it was contradicted. 
Otherwise of course it would have been a “splendid Party move- 
ment.” 


A Reasonable Plea. 
| A Mormon has just been sentenced to two years’ imprisonment by 
| the Federal Court of Utah for polygamy. This is news. We always 
| thought that the more married a man was out there the more respect- 
| able he became. Perhaps, however, this sentence was passed at {his 
| own request ; if so, we have a heart that can feel for another under the 
| circumstances, and without the extra inducement. Legally, we should 
have thought that at the worst the practices at Salt Lake were less 

than criminal—they are merely Mormonomaniac. 


A Novelty. 
Hospira Day is next year to be held on the 18th of June. In the 


| interests of the charity this observance represents we beg to propose 
a paradox, which is that Hospital Saturday be fixed for the same oc- 


casion, and for once be tried on a Sunday. The greater would in this 
case be very sure to absorb the less, and charity and mathematics be 
for once both mixed and vindicated together. ‘* One trial only 


requested.” 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Dee. 29, 1876, 
[Cartoon. ] 


A DELICATE QUESTION. 


"T's not because the stage is spread 
With things of commonest condition 
That Fancy must remain unwed 
And ever ander false suspicion. 
"Tis not because the streets abound 
With alcoholic sustentation 
That we may not our foes astound 
By pantomimic proclamation | 
Thus sound o'er sense persistent climbs, 
And Jabber on all Judgment capers: 
Our punishment has come betimes 
For looking at the Tory papers. 
We only skimmed the leaders through 
With hope to glean some ray of reason, 
And now we don’t know what to do 
‘'o keep our notions to the season. 


a. * * 


Well, this is what wo mean to say— 
No more we'll try our readers’ kindness— 
St. Stephen's soon will start its play, 
And run its course of Tory blindness ;—- 
Its course of clowning quips and cranks 
And pantaloonish adaptation. 
Why comes relief not from these pranks ? 
Will none come forth and lead the nation ? 


Tux concluding events of the wretched Wainwright “ mystery " are 
indeed saddening to all men of fairly balanced minds, who cannot but 
regret the manner in which capital punishment has, in more senses than 
one, been made to realise its title. ‘The unfortunate convict, having been 
found guilty and cast for death, might surely have been allowed to 
work out his salvation in peace. The time so shortened by man, who 
rashly takes away that life which only the highest Power can bestow, 
might have been left this sinner in order that he might make his peace 
with Him whose teaching has ever shown how justice may be tempered 
with mercy, and no man suffer. But no; even the last hours of the 
condemned were disturbed—how brutally who can say!—by an 
effusion which it would be hopeless to attempt fairly to characterise. 
Bat passing over the flippant disrespect of, and assumed familiarity with, 
sacred objects, as matters too unpleasant for analysis, what can prove 
the utter degradation and abasement of crime more signally than the 
receipt of such a letter as that which Wainwright received a couple of 
mornings before his execution! People who echo the cant of the day 
as to the deterrent effect of hanging, should pause and think how many 
men would care less for the death than for the degradation of being made 
the object of such a missive. And therein lies the lesson for which 
our teachers have so long been seeking in vain. Let the masses once 
know how utterly debased a convicted murderer becomes, and the real 
deterrent stands confessed and palpable. Given this result we can be 
thankful for even Stokes and his congeners. Of some other phases of 
the same drama we should wish to say nothing; but it is hard to think 
how small a chance morality possesses when those who are the first to 
preach it under circumstances which affect not their own pockets, give 
way to the first possible temptation themselves. Where are there to 
be found promoters of gutter literature worse than those publishers 
who rushed out “special editions” on the morning of the execution 
with an indecency equalled only by the untruth of their accompanying 
placards? It is indeed asatire on our civilisation, that those journals 
which are the first to teach how wrong is greed of gain are ever 
foremost in the race for the honest penny which “ enterprise’’ may 
always find attending on crime and accompanying disaster. We 
wonder, at this season of the year particularly, whether money earned 
thus brings peace, happiness, and the proverbial good will. 

The Brompton Cole-box. 

In consequence of recent revelations, the old saying, “ It’s like 
carrying coals to Newcastle,” will be discontinued at an early date, 
and the proverb, ‘It’s like sending Coles to South Kensington” wiil 
be used in its stead. 


Hooky Walker. 
Mr. Disrartt has, it is rumoured, given Mr. Ward Hunt a beauti- 
fully bound volume of Theodore Hook's works. The fly-leaf bears 
the inscription, ‘“ Dear Hunt, take your Hook.” 


“ Frrenps 1n Councri.’’—A Quakers’ Meeting. 
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THE ROAD 70 WRAITH, 


Iw the heyday of his youth, Charles Jenkins was a blighted, 
miserable mam. Blessed with a small imcome, prolific wife, and a 
quiverful that made him tremble when hethought of it, he found the 
enormous salary of a ae pee insdfficient for his daily 

. Many a time when was turming the up ess om the 
wrong lineand letting a goods train try eonclusions a limited 
mail, hie would ponder on the means by which he could better himse!f 
and his family. After due deltberation he determimed that to better 
his family he must sacrifice himself; end having a acble heart of his 
= beneath the company’s fustian waistcoat, he made up hismind 
to do so. 

“Mxs. Jenkins,” said he to his wife one evening, when (in conse- 
quence of four separate colliaions ing bis particular set of rails) 
he had half-an-hour at home, “Mis. Jenkins, would you like to have 
decent clothes on your back, and to feel wamm, and to see the kids 
putting wholesome food inte their atomachs ?” 

“ Wouldn’t I just, Charles! Butthere, what's the good o’ talking 
on it? ‘That ain’tmever likely to happen.” 

“We shall see, Mrs. Jenkina,” said Oharles; and he went ouf and 
lived a sober and virtuous life. He loved his neighbour, did his duty 
in every station of life he got into, and toiled till the sweat ran off 
his brow and the skin bade his fingers good-day ; and at the end of 
three months he was down with a fever, and his wife and children 
were naked and starving. No hand was stretched to aid them. The 
world passed by on the other side and stared in an opposite direction. 

Out in the pitiless winter weather, a carcass of a man Cragged him- 
self about, his limbs still palsied by the fever’s blow, his scanty blood 
still boiling with its heat, The carcass m to earn a few 
coppersand crawl home with them to his gaunt and ravenous belong- 
ings But nobody helped him, nobody pitied him ; he was only one of 
a thousand others, intended by nature to form a contrast to the sleek 
and wealthy. 

When the stomach’s empty the head’s often full; and the carcass 
upon mature consideration began to consider that he was fishing for 
decent clothes and good food with the wrong bait. So he left off 
being a carcass, got rid of the fever, and plunged, with a little capital 
acquired with considerable sleight of hand, into the depths of crime 
and dissipation. 

Then things began to change, and he got ambitious. While he stuck 
to ordinary thieving and swindling there was always a chance of his 
career being interrupted by the officious interference of the law, and 
thus his beloved ones would be penniless and unprotected. A 
recently acquired taste for information had flung him much into the 
society of the Penny Press, and an example of how to provide for 
your relations presented itself quickly to his perception. 

He confided his plans to Mrs. Jenkins, who declared he was the 
best of husban‘s, and then set out, knife in hand, to commit fourteen 
of the most frigidly sanguinated murders the annals of horror 
contain. Mr. Jenkins had barely time to wipe his knife and be 
arrested, when subscriptions began to flow in from all quarters for 
his wife and children. Private detectives were employed to hunt up 
his distant relations and hand them five-pound notes. The morning of 
his execution the devoted Charles had the pleasure of hearing that 
his widow would hive twenty thousand invested in Consols ; that his 
boys would be sent to Eton and his girls adopted by the Queen. And 
he told the clergyman he was glad he hadn’t died am innocent honest 
man, or his wife and children would have been in the workhouse. 

‘“‘If you want to get sympathy be a cold-blooded villain,” he went 
on to say; but a sudden change in his necktie interrupted him, and 
the matter dropt. 


NEW ANIMAL DIRECTORY. 


| Cats—The various Mews. 
Bloodhounds— Kensington Gore. 

| Donkeys—Jerusalem Passage. 
Rats— Norwood. 
Bulls and Bears—Stock Exchange. 
Rabbits—The Borough. 
Moles—“t The Underground.”’ 

| Tigers—Crouch End. 


Doas— Berkeley-square. 
Horses—Any neighbourhood. 
Cows—The low quarters. 
Deer— Buckingham-gate. 
Hares— F leet-street. 

Sheep— Lambeth. 

Lambs — Sheepside. 

Mice— Cateaten-street. 


‘* Be firman fear not.’’ 

Tue Sultan of Turkey has issued a firman, ordering the execution 

of various much-needed reforms. If the Father of the Faithful is in 

earnest he should double the “ m”’ in his document, and put the result 
at the head of affairs. 


Wury is catching a man setting fire to his house like a box of deadly 
poison ?—Beeause it’s a case of arson-nick. 


Tue Fivest Tune re SHarren tue Wits.—A File (of Fun). 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES 





AT THE RINK. 


Entry. Doesn’t Mr. Bouncer put on his skates gracefully? He hae 
volunteered to teach me—isn’t it kind? He says he can skate beauti- 
fully. There he —look ! 

Evpxrostne. Isn’the clever? He sends his feet all kinds of different 
ways. He is clutching at to save them from falling! Now he 
is pretending to tumble down backwards. Look! he has tumbled down 
forwards. His nose is bleeding ! 

Emity. He says he did it on 75 
Canada: and he says nobody could keep 
are too small. 

Evrurosyne. He has changed his skates. How his left foot runs 
away from him. How is that? 

Emity. He says the iron in his left skate causes it to travel towards 
the pole. He is very scientific and clever. Isn't it naughty of his 
left skate to keep going on so?—the other one is very docile. 

Evpnrosyne. There is a heap of people on top of him—they must 
be very heavy. Let us pull him out. 

Emity. He says he did it on purpose to save them from falling on 
| the hard rink--isn’t he good-natured? He says it is impossible to 
avoid falling in his present skates—they are tov big. 
Evrurosyng. I'm glad he has another pair now. Why, the right 
| one has gone mad now; it wi// get round that post, and he can’t catch 
it. Aren’t his legs long? A Bishop has tripped over one, and a stout 
| old lady over the other. 

Emriy. How fast he goes now! he cannot decide which way to 


They always do that way in 
up on the skates he has — they 


turn, when he gets to the end of the room; sometimes he turns one 
way with each leg. He says you should lean over—+o, when you want 
to turn. 

Evrurosyng. He has leant over very much—too much. How his 
head rattles ! 

Emity. He says a saint would capsize in those skates—the wheels 
go round too easily. There, he is off again—doesn’t he spin along ¢ 
His feet are leaving his head behind. One leg has got round a 
post!— No, he has caught it again! He is going faster and faster. 
| Veople are chasing him round therink. They say such great velocity 

is dangerous. He has pulled off an old gentleman's wig. 
| are catching fire. 
| something he has left behind; he cannot persuade it to come hack ; he 
| is revolving on his own axis! I[sn’tit fun? His skull must be very 
| hard—I heard it right over here. They have taken his skates off. 

He says he is going to the doctor’s in a cab to eall for a friend. Isn't 
| he nice ? 
| 





The following are a couple of short songs to be used on the occur- | 
rence of Rink collisions. ‘they might be of much benefit if learned | 


by people who never know what to say on the spur of the moment. 
No. 1 is a duet for two polite persons colliding :— 


Ne, 1.—“I Reatty Bea your Parpon!”’ 


Brown. I really beg—good gracious me; 

JONES. It’s all my fault, confound it! 

Boru. It's that disgusting post, you see ; 
We both were coming round it. 


eeepc 





His wheels | 
See! one of his feet has turned round to look for | 








I'm truly grieved, upon my word ! 
No wonder folks are sneering ! 

My carelessness is quite abeud— 
It's my atrocious > 

Good skaters, as you must agree, 
It’s scandalously hard on 

To have confounded dolts like me— 
I really beg your pardon! 


Am I, and other fools, to fall 
On decent folks, and mangle ? 

Oh, pray don't mention it, at al— 
Suppose we disentangle P 

Am I (who never rinked before), 
With my unheard-of guiding— 

A clumsy, straggly, awkward bore— 
To go about colliding? 

I ought to have—insensate dunce !|— 
A coat of feathers tarred on; 

Or else be guillotined at once ;— 
I really beg your pardon! 


Brown. 
Jonna. 


Brown. 


Born. 


No 2 is a solo for a rude person :— 
No. 2.—*‘ Wuere ane Yer Jouty Weir Darvm’ Now?” 


Bother yer clumsiness —there yer go! 
Where «fe yer peepers wat 5 im yer ‘ead ? 
Shovin me over—I told yer so! 
Hadn't yer better go ‘ome to bed ? 
Kickin’ about! Do yer want a row ? 
Where are yer jolly well drivin’ now P 
And so on. 


Easily Surprised. 

Baron Braamwev has been lifting his judicial eyes to heaven and 
breathing forth pious platitudes because a believer in witchcraft has 
been found in South Warwickshire. Does his Baronship know that 
in this favoured land of ours there exist members of Varliament 
who believe in Arthur Orton, critics who believe in Wills’s History 
of England, poets who believe in Walt Whitman, Liberals who believe 
in Lord Hartington, soldiers who believe in the Commander-in-Chief, 
sailors who believe in Admiral Tarleton, judges who believe in the 
floating Juggernauts of Royalty, and actually some benighted in- 
dividuals who believe in Baron Bramwell! ‘This is a believing age, 
Baron. 








———— 


A Popular Delusion. 

In the case of Waddling v. Oliphant, Mr. Justice Archibald has 
laid it down that ‘‘ What would be suflicient for the maintenance of a 
day labourer would not be sufficient for the maintenance of a literary 
man.” ‘This will startle society. It is a generally accepted idea that 
literary men, especially journalists, exist on cold scraps from the 
Mansion House, and stray drinks stood by tradesmen in seareh of 
publicity. 

Fine-ite. 

Tue officers of the School Board are perpetually having poor people 
mulct in large sums for not sending their offspring to school. Bene- 
volent beings! they would give the parents a “ fine” education, and 
the children a sound one. Sound is the word. 


Most Worshipful. 
We note that Chance presides in the flesh at one of our metropolitan 
police-courts. He manages, besides this, to be present in spirit at them 
all—and in the City to boot. 
| Elementary. , 
| Tux Conservative policy is a ar con The Tories got into 
| power by beer, and they're trying to keep there by water. 











-— + - 
| A Lvexy Ber.—Miss Elizabeth ‘Thompson. 
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Elder Sister :—“ Don’? BE 80 LACKADAISICAL, KATE; 


Kate: 


THE OLD YEAR’S WARNING. 


| Tue midnight chimes had died away, borne onward into space, 

| The bells rang forth to welcome in another year of grace. 
The Old Year's limbs were still at last, he'd laid his burden down ; 
The son leapt lightly on the throne and donned his father’s crown. 


Grim sexton Time had pressed the turf above the monarch’s breast, 

| But years, like men, have ghosts, you know, which cannot always rest ; 
And scarce had youthful Seventy-six the regal robes essayed, 

When borne upon the midnight air he saw his father’s shade. 


“ Fear not, my son,” the phantom cried, “ the sceptre still retain ; 
I did not leave my cosy grave to claim its cares again : 

But ere my ghost is laid I would to your young eyes reveal 

The sort of things with which a Year is called upon to deal.” 


' 
} 
' 
' 
' 
} 


Three circles drew the spectre then, and stamped upon the ground, 
And bade the youth give eye and ear to every sight and sound. 

At once a placid sea was shown, o’er which a steamer flew, 

And played a fearful German game called “ Cutting yachts in two.” 





The sea grew rough, a fog came down, a squadron then appeared : 

A Champagne Bottle held command, a sleepy stripling steered. 

A crash! and half a million pounds had sunk beneath the foam: 

The Bottle laughed and sailed away—he'd potent friends “ at home.”’ 


The waves are gone, and in the their place some Courts of Justice stand. 
. A Bramwell truckles to the Crown, a swell Brett dares not brand; 

: A Scotch defaulter shows his te eth, the Judges shut their eyes, 

| Policemen wink, the Scotchman bolts—then all express surprise. 


Now scarlet tunics quick succeed the gloomy view of law, 

And give, at Seventy- five’s command, their screaming farce, “‘ The 
raw.’ 

A colonel tweaks his ensign’s nose, a major cheats at play, 

A timid Highness hides his head and ie the other way. 


KEEPING HER HAND 


IT’S NO GOOD MOPING ABOUT ONE WHO DOES NOT CARE FOR you !” 
—* Wuy wor? AT ALL BVENTS IT WON'T HURT TILL I FIND ONE WHO DOZES.” 





The scene is changed : the youth beholds the City’s golden halls, 


Half dead with fright the boy sinks back, and crouches on his throne, 


| his devotion to it would induce him to run the risk of being R.A.M.’d 
to death. 


'_dially agree with his lordship, and we go still further. 
| ministers, as it seems to us, do their own fibbing. 
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Where Speculation’s evil eye the heart of man enthrals. 
Upon the carnage-sodden floors the bloated vampires stand, 
Who suck within their greedy maws the life-blood of the land. 


As hissing comes a venomed beast, the deadly Foreign Loan. 
‘‘ Nomore !”’ he cries ; ‘‘ O Father mine,in mercy spare your child; 
Say shall with monsters like to these my kingdom be defiled ? 


‘T see a church whose pillars brawl—an army led by men 

Who drag their cloth through Courts of Law, through pot-house hell 
and den. 

I see a Bench where Judges sit who pander to the great ; 

A Senate where mere party pique outweighs the needs of State.”’ 





‘* My son, you merely see the sights,” the ghost exclaims with tears, 

“ Which made thy father’s name accursed among the vanished years. 
Go, sweep and garnish gll thy realm, and may thine actions shrive 
The sins which lie upon the soul of wretched Seventy-five. 


In the Key of Sea, 


Ir is rumoured that the Duke of Edinburgh will take the command 
of an ironclad early in the spring. We knew that H.R.H. was a 
patron of the Royal Academy of Music, but we were not aware that 


The Same, only Different. 


Lorp Degrsy, speaking at Edinburgh recently, remarked,—‘ A 
Conservative policy, as it seems to me, tells its own story.” We cor- 
Conservative 
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Scrpiics Porviation.—Clergymen. 
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Master Fun:—I HOPE THIS WILL BE 
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| All about “ Albume’’ and “ Inns”’ is the plot of it : 
Thus much the title has guided me to. 


| Janvaky 1, 1876.} 





DUNBROWNING: ‘“‘THE NEW POEM.” 
By Our LyNALBUMENIZED Revigswer. 


Henxe's the new poem: a regular prize it 18, 
Done by my favourite poet andall! 

Look what a sweet little, neat little size it 1s; 
Lovely and green, and octavo, and small. 

When it was advertised, sudden desire for it 
Caused me to purchase the book in a trice ; 

Sever. whole shillings are what they require for it— 
Isn't it sweet, and expensive, and nice! 


Truly that’s all I can make of the lot of it, 
Though I have read it most carefully through. 
Though, with stupidity quite indefensible, 
Right through the poem I've journeyed me twice, 
Still it is utterly incomprehensible— 
Still it’s a mystery! Isn't it nice? 
Here, it’s all dashes—conjunction-less jerkiness— 
Phrases—no heads to ’em—not to be solved— 
Here, I discover in foggiest murkiness 
Dozens of sentences wildly involved! 
So many pages with such ingenuity 
Carefully muddled, are cheap at the price. 
Finding the sense of it’s mere superfluity— 
Shelve it and gaze at it—isn’t it nice? 


Per Procuration. 


A MAN has pleaded guilty to the charge of signing 
the names of several well-known actors to cheques for 
large amounts. He should have pleaded that he signed 
them “ per pro.’ Noone could have disputed the truth 
of his statement. 


The Thrown of India. 

Tue Prince of Wales has been thrown out of his 
carriage and has fallen off his horse. Rumours are 
afloat that more money is wanted for the tour, and 
evidently his Royal Highness has not much of a balance 
left. 


‘Oo NAME NOT THE WORD!” 


Shopman to Stockjobbing Customer :—‘ Fink DAY TO-DAY, SIR; WANT A NICB 










































A Hsavy Memory.—That of Christmas. 7” 





| 
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WOMEN. “THAT BEE HANGED.” 


Women now plunge into politics heedlessl y— 
Scorned are mere old-fashioned feminine things ; 
Life's stormy waves they now buffet quite needlessly, 
Floating on windbags and thinking them wings! 
Wretched were we if our wives were new-fangled ones, 
Always on platforms and public affairs! 
Bad as if savage (Black, nose-ringed and Bangled) ones, 
Adding a horror to life and its cares ! 
Caring for candidates’ party affinities 
More than for conjugal union of souls ; 
Hating to be honoured household divinities — 
Running away from their needles to “ polls!’’ 
May we be able to un-wed the wives of us 
Should they go on in these terrible ways! 
May some be left to make happy the lives of us, 
Even amidst these degenerate days ! 


Not the One He Wented. 




















| 
| 
H’M, BBG PARDON, SIR—6HOULD 8AY A CHRISTMAS INDISPENSABLE?” 


Art a recent ‘‘ spelling bee’’ neld in Lambeth, a lad was put out of 
the competition for spelling a word ly. The reason given was 
because the authority selected was iv sfeae It seems there is rather | 
too much *‘ Walker” about these little social gatherings. Until the spell | 
is removed from our dictionaries, and one authority alone is acknow- | 

_ledged, spellers are likely to find these arrangements more satisfying | 
to interrogators and chairmen than to themselves, and more likely te 
| gratify small ambitions than to aid the cause of learning. One change, 
| however, may be expected through them. Spelter will, under the 
new conditions, wrest from brass the proud position it has hitherto 
held among those who are ever ready to teach where they are most 
| qualified to learn. Why not put a chairman through his facings in 


| ene of these hives—pour encowrager les autres ? 


— 


An American Balance. 

Tug New York Times calls the proprietors of the Daily Graphic 
“ blackmailers and villains.” We don’t know that they areas bad as | 
that, but when they “annex” illustrations from the pages of Fun | 
they might go through the form of acknowledgment. The process 





Horrrvt, looking over a newspaper for about the first time in his 


life, suddenly turns round to his father and says, ‘“* What isa money being respectable, 


market, pa?’’ Pa seems unable t» answer the question for full three- 

quarters of a minute by Benson, and then replies, with a sigh, “A 

place, my son, where you buy money—and experience, both at a high 

price.” We think we know what this gentleman has been about 

during the year 1875. He's evidently been speculating for the fall 

and getting it. People seem to grow very ungrateful nowadays. 
Involved. 

, A DAILY paper says that “ the capital sentence passed upon Edward 
Phillips at the Liverpool Assizes, for the murder of his wife, has been 
respited."” The constructor of such a capital sentence as this might 
fairly in turn get himself hanged. 





is cheap, which somewhat counterbalances the disadvantage of its 
Who, Indeed! . 

A rxrienD of ours has just had a son and heir poesenins to him, and 
is in great trouble as to his sponsorial appellation. The original 


| intention was to call him William, but the unfortunate father has put 
| a cheque (crossed) on that. 
| boy except as Christmas Bill—‘‘ and who could love him then !” 


He says he should never think of the 





A Home Question. 
We know a lady who is exceedingly disliked by her servants, but 
as she is seldom at home she cannot be so much domestic-hated after 


all, eh ? 
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THE DEMON SKATER; OR, 
A RECOLLECTION 


‘Tue Broan 


Tue Lever Crossina. 


LEAVES FROM MY INDIAN DIARY. 


(PARAPHRASED, WITHOUT PERMISSION, FROM TIMES TRLEGRAM3.) 
Busnvteporg, Jan. 1. 
Ir took us a long time to make and stuff that indiarubber elephant, 


and the manner in which Mr. Fitzcamdux worked to fasten the straw 
and fix the squeaking machinery affected me much. It is wonderful 


how blood will tell, and the purple stream that runs in the veins of | 
Fitzcamdux indicated itself more than ever over this magnificent piece 

He is very fond of me; and when the Prince hasn't | 
time to pat me on tke back and show how he believes in my accuracy | 


of mammalia. 


of description, Fitz affords very good consolation. 
M 


Some of the other fellows had got arocking horse, covered it with | 


elephant skins, and wheeled it down to the jungle, whore it certainly | 
'inquired affectionately after my health, Fitzcamdux and I bade him 


| be of good cheer, and be sure and fire first. 


looked very imposing. But it was not like ours, which snorted and 
roared whenever the bellows inside was pinched, and we felt that if 
the natives could only be kept at a distance, our reputation as great 
English sportsmen would be made forever. For this purpose Fitz and 
I warned all those whom it most concerned that in elephant shooting 
it is necessary to fire at everything that comes near, owing to the in- 
sidious manner of the enemy’s approach. A waving sapling or a 
bending bush may at any moment concoal the trackless monster of the 
forest, whose ingenuity baffles even that of a special correspondent. 
And so we gave solemn notice that the blood of the natives would be 
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Es 


CrAUGR. 


nl 


BZ 


7 


WL ND ye 
WH a LT 


Tug Sgeven-LEAGUED SKATES. 


| on their own heads if they got hurt. For how are sportsmen to dis- 
_tinguish at a moment's notice between the dusky elephant and the still 
more dusky denizen of the vicinitous village ? 

By the first grey streak of the morning’s light everything was 
accomplished. We had borrowed a dead elephant, killed in the slaughter 
of crippled monsters which followed the recent fight, so as to be able 
to make a show after the battue, and we had planted our own speci- 
mens where they could be best surprised and shot down most effectively. 
Fitz, a8 soon as the Prince was expected, set the rumbling machinery 
at work, and those in charge of our rocking-horse rival were by no 
means idle. I flatter myself that tame pheasant or pigeon shooting 
isn’t half as exciting as the sport we organised, and i am sure it is 


quite as dangerous. 
As soon as ever the Prince had shaken me heartily by the hand and 


‘‘ England,” said I, with 
a sudden and unexpected impulse of true genius; ‘ England, sir, 
expects that every man—and you, sir, particularly—will this day do 
his duty."” We then shook hands all round, proceeded to keep our 
powder dry, and promised to stand by each other to the last. There 
were, I may as wellinform you, many others present beside the Prince, 
Fitz, and myself, but as they are neither royal nor connected with 


royalty I can afford to let them pass. 
For some considerable time we awaited the onslaught of the furious 





LL 


beasts, and it is werthy of remark that though the oldest and swarthiest 
of the Numidean, not to say copper-nosed, hunters turned pale, the 
Prince, myself, and Fitzcamdux remained as firm as at the commence. 
men of the proceedings. We could hear the rumbling of the irate 
elephant in the distance, and from an opposite direction there came 
the sound of waving boughs and crackling branches: we knew the 


rockers were hard at work, and would be down upon us with the a 


and fantasy of a forensic whirlwind. But let themcome! Fitz and 
were there, prepared to protect and cherish our beloved Prince, and 
each clapped the deadly breechloader to his shoulder, and, like Bayard 
or Duguesclin, Tristram or Lancelot, awaited the onset. But some- 
how or the other it came not, and at last, despite the entreaties of the 
Prince and Fitz, I girded up my loins, pulled up my boot, and went 
forth alone, but not afraid, into the dim recesses of the forest. Need 
I say that Fitz would have followed me, but he felt it his duty to stay 
and die by the side of his Prince of the blood relation, should necessity 
and patriotism require such a consummation ? 


The mystery of the delay was soon cleared up; it was the result of | 


eross cowardice on the part of those left in charge of the quarry. They 
were afraid to besr down on us for fear of being hurt by our concen- 
trated fire. Afraid, forsooth! Fitz and I were not afraid, neither was 
the Prince! And why should they have had any fear for theirpaltry car- 
casses? The delay had now become so great that it was necessary to do 
something, and at ence. Sc, with another stroke of that genius which 
has never yet deserted me in the hour ef need, I immediately{planned 
it all out! Atonce I led forth the Prince and Fitz from their conceal- 
ment, and dashing through the jungle we commenced the assault on the 
infuriate monster whose trumpeting tongue betrayed his whereabouts. 
‘« Fire !”’ said I at the critical moment to the Prince ; and he, with a 
coolness and bravery which does him honour, at once let go both 
barrels. Fitz and I discreetly knocked the props away, and with one 
more rumble of his bellows the elephant sank to his rest. “There 
goes another!’’ cried Fitz, pointing in the direction of our second 
‘‘ plant,’”’ and the Prince again fired. Then we led him to the dead 
elephant, upon which he as well as Fitz and I stood, amid the accla- 
mations of the overawed and still distant multitude. The rocking-horse 





“SEEING IT 


Tne year awaits his “ exit-cue’ 
His time is drawing to its close ; 
He’ll shortly bid us all adieu, 
To seek his hardly-earned repose : 
And here, ensconced beside the fire, 
I'll sit awhile, this New Year’s eve, 
For I possess a great desire 
To see the poor old fellow leave. 


IN.”? 


, 


I'll welcome in the infant year, 
Whose programme’s in the future hid,— 
Though promising, he’// do, I fear, 
Just as his predecessors did. 
At first he'll probably ensnare | 
Our fancy with his baby ways, 
And afterwards, with grim despair, 
And crime, and woe, he'll end his days. 


Eleven-thirty! Poor Old Year; 
Good-bye,—you're fading from our ken. 
Your young successor’s drawing near. 
"Tis but a brief half-hour, and then 
* * * + * 
What’s this? Weird figures seem to flock 
sefore my eyes; chills o’er me creep ; 
The fire’s gone out, and Two o'clock !— 
Why, hang it all, I’ve been asleep! 








Not a Conundrum. 


Mr. Knox has just committed a medieal student for 
trial as well as for creating a disturbance at the well- 
known and generally orderly Oxford Music-hall. Why 
didn't the worthy magistrate “settle it at once” himself? | 
Surely Knox is best qualified to decide where there is _ 
more tham a suspicion of chaos. 
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now caracoled around amid a perfect b!aze of fireworks ; and covered 
with perspiration, dust, and glory, with torn clothes, but happily 
unhurt, the Prince, Fitz, and I, amid frantic shouts of delight, 
returned to our quarters, and to tiffin. 


_—- -_- ———— ———$— 
-_--— — . — 


Similar, not Identical. 


Ir is not true that a well-known stationery firm at New Cross con- 
struct their diaries on the vegetarian principle, and find that towards 
the end of the year they have to be “cut down like grass"’ for the 
London market. We believe that the rumour originated in a mis- 
conception. The Diaries are certainly Letts’s, and Letts’s alone, but 
lettuces have no part in their composition, the similarity of sound and 
market-gardens of the publishers’ neighbourhood notwith- 
standing. 


An Accidental Purpose. 


AmonoG new charitable associations is one for the relief of families 
whose breadwinners have been struck down by any of the mischances 
so constantly occurring in London streets. Were the society not 
bound together by means of accident we should be tempted to aay its 
projection was a good design. Perhaps in sucha case Fun may be 


| allowed to couple these otherwise invariable opponents together, and 
| te recommend their junstion to the notice of the curious. 


‘‘On the Brink.”’ 


Tus is the name of a new drama recently offered to the British 
ublic. We suggest a companion play, ‘‘ On the Drink,” to be oifered 
y the British pub. 


—_ —— 


Leading Juvenile. 
In the Chinese theatres they call their first young man le jawi< 
premier. 


Near Revations.—Stingy ones. 


a 


ee 








fF 
i 


; 


Re a) Luan tik ed 
ee ul 
* al =e tf 
Py el ane 
dl . pe ——— 
Ya —— am 
Q oS > 
a aT) | eee ee 
GS) " 


a 
oA kL . ¥ 
" 
| 
} 


~ ty 


OUR BALL-ROOM GUIDé. 


By a Cukrstuas “ Pawry.”’ 
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‘“THE SOUND, BUT 


DIZZY'S DARLING. 


A putt Member of Parliament, duller even than the general run of 
| those representatives who reserve their eloquence for their own con- 
stituents, and are discreetly silent in the House, has been 5 
| comparisons. Mr. Gladstone is described by him as the politica 
Wainwright, Harriet Lane being, in the play of this Charley person’s 
| mouth—we can't say mind—represented by Democracy. ‘* He moved 
| her into the secret recesses of the ballot-box, lodged ‘ ballots’ in her | 
brain, and concealed her remains in American cloth till Mr. Disraeli, 
| the modern Stokes, penetrated the disguise.’”’ Apart from any feeling 
that may be expressed by gentlemen, no matter whether Conservative | 
| or Liberal, as to this brainless bathos, we may perhaps be allowed to | 
| suggest that the term ancient Stokes would be more appropriate as 
concerns the revered Premier. Let the rightful hero wear his White- 
chapel laurels uncontaminated by an inanity which even Ae would spurn 
—and let Mr. Disraeli be proud of those on whose support he so 
saguciously depends. He is indeed welcome to them. 
Helping him Home. 
An old gentleman has just died “ from acute bronchitis, aggravated 
by mental depression caused by losses on the Stock Exchange.” The 


|| rigours of winter and the riggers of the Money Market did for him 
| between them. 


Gzocraruy.— What are the boundaries of Turkey ’— Sausages. 
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C. BRANDAUER & 090,'S New registered “ press 
series’’ of these Peus neither scratch nor spurt—the 
points being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorti«] Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to your band. 


COCOA 
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DP ...ted by JUDD 3 CO., Phuouix Works, St. Andrew's 
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CADBURY’S 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION,—I/ Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch 
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NOT THE SENSE.” 


Bus Conductor (to Purblind's intense disgust) :—‘* Near sicut ur, Bit!” 








Not to Day! 


A patty contemporary, great at discovering wonders, states that an 
old man “ named Fergusson has just died in county Monaghan, aged 
109 years.’ We are not told whether he was the original of the once 
popular saying—“ It's all very well, Mr. Fergusson, but you don't 
lodge herve!’ Whether or no, it will apply extremely well just now, 
if our humble opinion may be exercised on this new venture. 


Waity Work. 


Tue P. R. is said, with some show of virtuous pride, to be defunct. 
Why, then, are Christmas Boxing and Heavy Wait competitions still 


| permitted? If they don’t forma prize “ring” the English language 


is a libel, that’s all! 


A Christmas Box. 
Can a bout with the boxing gloves be described as spar de deux? If 


| it can't, never mind. 


Perry Casu.—Threepennypiecces. 


Now Ready, the Twenty-ninth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being the 
TWENTY-SECOND VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 
Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 


Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each, 
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Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, Jan. 1, 1876, 
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THE ART OF CONVINCING. 















** You would wish for one in plain white, Miss?! Oh, certainly. ** This, I think, will be exactly what you sare pleased t+ require ? 
Plain white—quite so!” I think you will find this article plain white."’ 





“Dots on it, Miss? Oh, dear me,no! Ido not perceive any dots on it.’’ “ Tf you will look at it without prejudice, in this light, you will perceive 
there is no pattern on it. Besides, it will wash out at once.”’ 


eed! 
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“I do not think I could recommend anything plainer, Miss; and, in fact, : * You must have it either quite plain or very loud? This is just the 
this is the only article we have in stock.’’ thing then—I couldn’t show you anything louder than tis.” 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Jan. 5, 1878, 
([Caxtoon.] 


NEW YEAR'S FAVOURS. 
“Coun, Tom, Dick, and Harry, 


My merry men all, 
Let nothing miscarry 
That's well within call. 
No merit there's claimed now 
lor noblemen's bays, 
Persistency’s named now 
The best of all ways,” 
Thus Benjamim bold, with his patents and gold, 
Admits that hig favours are bought up and sold. 


‘‘ Conservative voters 
Mark well what I've done, 
Mark well the denoters 
Of merit. For one 
There's wealth. For another 
There's land. Fora third 
A swell is his brother 
I give you my word.” 
Then Benjamin smiles, with his titles and styles, 
And Worth shrinks abashed from Conservative wiles. 


oOo --- 


A GENTLEMAN who evidently knows nothing about it, and more 
than probably always rides in his own carriage, hazarded the 
suggestion a few days back that there are no uncivil cabmen, no cab- 
men inclined to overcharge and abuse their passengers. Far be it 
from us to try and blacken the characters of men whose number best 
proves that the variety contained therein must be somewhat like that 
of any other body of human beings; but the insanity of the desire to 
whitewash the whole of these metropolitan Ethiops is best shown by a 
perusal of the police reports during the past couple of weeks. From 
them it would seem as if it is positively dangerous for a peaceful man 
or unprotected woman to take a cab, unless with the intention of pay- 
ing the driver double fare, besides giving him “for drinks,”” The 
gentleman to whom we have made reference stated that he had never 
known a cabman objectionable unless provoked, though how a 
passenger can be expected to provoke a cabman, unless by offering him 
his legal fare, or asking him to drive in a direction other than that 
in which cabby wishes himself to proceed, we do not profess to under- 
stand. But imthe midst of these difficulties with drivers there comes 
a fresh terror = overshadows all the others, and makes them 
appear as nothing. It is bad enongh to be asked, ‘‘ What's this?” 
told to keep a shilling ‘to buy a clean dickey with,’ or to have your 
wife insulted when she rides out alone, and only gives a fare and a 
half; but to have your boxes “ stopped”’ by an insolent fellow, and 
to find there is no way of getting them but by paying his overcharge, 
would be ridiculous were it not so painfully umpleasant to those who 
ride much in cabs. A few days back a gentleman and lady were 
driven to the Euston Station, and because the cabman was not pre- 
sented with what he thought was true meed of his consideration, he 
refused to give up the lady’s basket-box. The station inspector had 
no power in the matter, and as the box was wanted and the train was 
due, the overcharge had to be paid. Subsequently, at the Marylebone 
Police-court, the tables were turned, and the cabman made, like other 
ingenious gentlemen, to suffer for his ingenuity. But the question 
arises, Ilow many are there who care to go through all the trouble and 
unpleasantness of a Police-court case only to prosecute and punish an 
objectionable cabman? For one summons that is issued there are a 
hundred offences committed, and it would be well if some less cumbrous 
process of cabman-quelling were introduced—some way by which 
nervous people need not, towards the end of a ride, get into a white 
heat, and desperately plunge at the outstretched hand with just double 
the amount intended when the cab was called, and perhaps treble that 


to which the taker is legally entitled. 











To be Drunk on the Premises. 

Mr. Watrorr, M.P., speaking at a banquet recently at Ealing, 
exclaimed, ‘On public grounds we can always drink with the utmost 
satisfaction.” At a time when philanthropy is urging a man to take 
his liquor at his private home and drink fair with the rest of his 
family, such a sentiment from a popular senator is a matter for 


national regret. 








Nearer the Mark. 

In consequence of the enormous quantity of packages sent by rail 
during Christmas week, many of the long journey trains reached their 
destinations six or eight hours late. The Times states that traffic 
was greatly impeded—“ hampered,” it should have said. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

Tue Christmas pantomime at Covent Garden is lly a thing 
on which the rising generation look back for exaetly fous, months. 
This term is followed by a mixed feeling of uncertainty as to the 
claims of the piece that has gone over the one thas ia to come; and 
the prospective event finally conquering when exactly fonr’ months 
more have elapsed, the remaining third of the yearisgiven up entirely 
to a contemplation of the joys which are beund to burst upon the 
juvenile view when next the curtain rises at ‘‘the Garden” on a 
Christmas pantomime. ‘This statementis deliberate, and, what is more, 
it is true as well. Our special calculator has been engaged interviewing 
the youthful occupants of all parts of this house for a large number of 
pantomimes—he says several hundreds—and this is the return made 
by him and attested by his next friend, who expressed his willingness 
to attest anything, especially warm and with sugar and lemon. We 
gave them a shilling between them as a reward for the perseverance 
and ability exercised, and then turned on the dramatic critic to know 
whether this year’s pantomime is worthy of its predecessors, and 
likely to exercise a similar influence. He seemed very much excited, 
and related at once the story of Cinderedla as it is told at Covent 
Garden just now. The effect was magical, and after mingling our 
tears of joy and sorrow, we decided that this ever juvenescent lady 
had been fitted with quite another pair of slippers, which became her 
better, if anything, than the oldones.. No gentleman’s library will be 
complete without the book of the new edition; and we advise intending 
purchasers to take their families, ‘‘ baby and all,’ with them, so as to 
see they obtain the largest possible amount of amusement for the 
money—while it’s to be had. 

Lord Bateman is the title of the novelty at Leicester-square. During 
the comparatively short time he has been in office, Mr. Cave has 
done much to re-establish the reputation of the Alhambra for splendid 
dresses and gorgeous scenery—a reputation which was fast becoming 
as faded as the materials often used by the scene-painter and the 
costumier. In Lord Bateman, which contains most of the historical 
incidents of the famous ballad, fancifully elaborated, the management 
has fallen inno way short of previous efforts— may, in fact, be said to 
have outvied them. ‘The scenery is good, the dresses are better, and 
there is a ballet which is best of all. The verdict passed by the public 
on the night of our visit was ‘‘ Gorgeous !”"— the term is quite truthful 
enough for us. ‘The libretto, conttibuted by Mr. French, is extremely 
well done, and shows that pieces which are dependent mainly on 
musical selections, mise en scéne, and exaggerated acting, may also be 
made vehicles for literature of a very different kind from that generally 
associated with Christmas pieces. 

Mr. William Holland has once again at the Surrey Theatre proved 
that “‘ people's caterer”’ is no empty phrase, since it has been used by 
and become identified with him. Like most other pantomimes, the 
one at the Surrey has an old title, or rather, we may say, a set of old 
titles, for in the line which first catches the eve there are not only 
Jack the Giant Kiler and Tom Thumb, but King Arthur and the 
Knights of the Round Table as well. We almost regret to bring the 
grave charge of anachronism against Mr. Frank Green, who has 
gathered all these characters together in one transpontine group; and 
yet the outrage on time-honoured and famous chroniclers shocks us 
beyond measure. Always ready t» admit ability, however, we, even 
in the midst of our grief at Mr. Green's iconoclasm, must say that 
the work more than compensates for the-demolition of time, space, and 
fable. The ancient reputation of the Surrey for splendid extravagance 
suffers in no wise at the hands of its present lessee, and if any ghosts 
of over-the-water playgoers should, during the present “ run,” revisit 
their favourite house, it is only fair to suppose “‘the pale glimpses of 
the moon” will give them every satisfaction so far as pantomime is 
concerned, and show them that, vast as are the alterations which have 
been made over the water, the chief improvement of them all is that 
which, in spite of geography, made Holland one of the boundaries of 
Blackfriars-road, and led catering for the people to be considered one of 
the fine arts. One, too, with which neither the Obelisk nor the Academy 
can for a moment compare, great as both undoubtedly are within their 
respective and relative spheres and boundaries. 

At the Globe Blue Beard, which, except for colour, is like Mr. 
Tennyson's Brook, still plays to delighted audiences. The Moore and 
Burgess Minstrels at St. James's Hall have been so well and so 
extensively patronised of late that they have again registered their 
constantly recurring vow never to perform out of Piccadilly or the 
Postal District while life with them remains. At the Agricultural 
Hall there is a World’s Fair which offers a variety of enjoyments to 
the young of all ages and degrees; and the Alexandra Palatians are 
both princely and pantomimic in their notions of what constitutes a 
seasonable performance. 

Surely it will not be considered out of place if we reckon Mr. 
Ledger's admirable Era Almenack among our list of seasonable amuse- 
ments. This production commends itself peculiarly to the playgoer, 
and he who dwells upon the names of actors as upon sweet-toned 
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music will find herein much to beguile his leisure, soothe his sorrow, 
and increase his joy. Some of the most eminent among playwriters 
and dramatic ‘‘ censors" contribute stories more or less humorous and 
startling, while actual experiences from actors of reputation form no 
mean portion of the compact little volume. ‘ The Poor Players’ Lesson 
in Cookery’ is a good specimen of the general work, though we 
always thought the story was not so much concerned with the fibrine 
from beef tea, as with bread-puddings and an obvious deduction. Mr. 

, who believes imitation to be the sincerest form of flattery, 
continues his autograph selections, which are sure to command much 
attention. We can’t quite grasp the reason why there should be two 
styles of treatment meted out to contributors. For ourselves, we 
think extra merit should be shown in the work itself, and not in the 
extra size of the type used for it. But then the Ara Almanack is 
essentially a theatrical production, and in it a system of “ starring ’’ 
may be dltowed which would be intolerable elsewhere. 


THE COMMUNIST. 


I say it’s rank injustice, and it didn’t ought to be, 

That Lord Tomnoddy has a lot more property than me ! 
I’m bethered if we bear it, and'Ieay we'll up and strike, 
And have a revolution—and we'll and share alike. 
For equal distribution it is happiness’s 8; 

So don't have no superiors, but:live on level terms : 

All bloated aristocracies and tyranny shall cease, 

And all shall have a bit of ground and half-a-crown apiece : 


And if so’ be that Robinson is cleverer than Brown, 

And batters with him cunningly, and gets ‘his half-a-crown ; 
And if-so be supposin’ Jones should neat) play his hand, 
And sever Smith the foolish from‘his ‘little bit o’ land ; 

And if so be’that summun else, from’knowin’ wot is wot, 
And bein’ cleverer than all, should up and get ‘the lot — 
Why tken, you know, it’s obvious:and palpable and plain, 
We'll have to get that property distributed again. 


Aad if so be'the sharp ’uns, when we'd ‘tried a little more, 

Should up and. get acquiring as they went and did before, 

By cunningness, or treachery, or aceident, or cheek— 

We'd go and have the property divided:once a week. 

But if so'be as.it was me as happened for ‘to fill 

His pockets and his granaries by .greaterness of skill — 

Why then, you know, what Lacquired, why that would be my own, 
Andso we'd give the matter up and let the’thing alone. 





DOTS AND LINES. 


CrurksHank Collection purchased for the Summer and Winter 
Garden at Westminster. This collection will awaken many a favour- 
able re-collection. No more seasonable place than an aquarium could 
have been found for the great water-drinker’s works. — Professional 
singer ‘of great fame inthe provinces” steals a looking-glass from a 
shop. Though he stated that he had plenty of “fine rich mirrors at 
his palatial abode,” this professional singer has been sent for three 
months to a place where there are no songs—and no suppers. = 
Pauper lunatic makes his escape from a workhouse in St. Pancras- 
road. He may have been a pauper, but we doubt if he can be con- 
sidered a lunatic. — German papers have left off reviling John Bull 
for having a ship wrecked “‘ within the shadow of St. Paul's,” and are 
giving Brother Jonathan a turn for allowing the Bremerhaven exploder 
to be an American. Perhaps he would have prevented it if he had 
but had due notice beforehand. = Papers report a race for the “ one- 
mile a championship.” How on earth is a one-mile bicycle 
measured? = A very particular paper speaks of a man being com- 
mitted for “‘ trying to murder his mother on Christmas Eve.” What 
would have been done with him if he had tried the evening before 
or after? We tremble to think that a good day’s work may havea 
bad result after all. — Child scalded to death in a bath. Coroner's 
jury return a verdict of death from Misadventure Yet that wasn’t 
the name of the hospital nurse, who didn't think it necessary to test 
the condition of the water. — Boy falls out of a railway train in the 
North, and finding himself unhurt, tries to catch it and get in again. 
If he wants to run races against railway trains with success, let him 
come to London. ‘Two miles an hour will do, and leave something on 
hand. — An old Welsher, of Wales, charged with begging, and over 
£61 odd found on him. Said this was the result of forty years’ 
teetotalism. ‘This seems to be slow work in more senses than one. — 
West Bromwich j y return verdict of Accidental Death in a case of 
deliberate suicide. Perhaps they think that the accidents which wi/d 
happen must be deliberate, and suicidal as well. — Postman found 
drunk and unable to “stand and deliver.’ Is assisted by a comrade. 
Magistrate thinks there is esprit de corps about this. He evidently 
means a spree de Christmas. 
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K4RL KOLENZO. 


A Sroxy or Scisnrcs. 


Kar. Kocewso was a great chemist. 

No bright-hved bottles stared defiantly from his front windows; no 
saffron-coloured young gentlemen patted perpetually at p- culiar 
tte or manipulated medicines in magniticent mortars; no fair- 

aired daughters of fashion rapped on his counter for artfully cogno- 
menized pics-me-ups; no plaisters were retailed by him for the aching 
backs of poverty ; no loze. ges adorned his shelves, to lure the youthful 
from the trickling rivulet of lolu to the broad and remunerative 
term of the “ Mixture as Before,” at two shillings per bottle. None of 
these happinesses were reserved, alas! for Karl Kolenzo, for he was a 
chemist of science and not of trade. 

When quite a baby he made coffee from loaf-sugar by the scien‘ifio 
application of the flame of a candle. Scarcely had he been breeched 
when be discovered a rapid method of converting pennies into peg- 
tops, and at the age of thirteen he could speak with experience upon 
gunpowder as an active agent in the rapid removal of eyebrows. As 
years ‘were on and he attai: ed the only estate to which he was heir, 
scientific pursuits engage’ his deepest attention, and, eschewing the 
ordinary ‘walks of life. he dev ted himself entirely to chemical research. 

Like all truly great men, his early inventions were deniei the 
patronage of an obtuse public. He discovered a means of turning 
fresh butter into rsilway grease, a powder for instantaneously destroy - 
ing the effervescing qualities of champagne, a pouch which reduced all 
tobacco entrusted to it three degrees below lighting point, a rocket for 
upsetting lifeboats, and an explosive substance warranted to do things 
before undreamt of in the silkematiey of warfare. 

lt-was at the explosive substance period of his career that an event 
occurred which brought our hero prominently into notice. It hap- 
pened one fine morning thava German armada was di-covered 
within ‘easy landing distanee of Dover. The army being at the 
moment engaged as witnesses in a military assault case, and the navy 
being'busy surveying the geological formation of the ocean's bed, the 
local authorities wired for scientific assistance. Karl Kolenszo hap- 
pened ithat:morning to be removing the ob iterating marks from used 
shilling stamps on behalf of un employe of the Telegraph Office, and 
got quick wind of the messaye. Thinking the opportunity one 
to show what he could do, he placed a little dynamito-glyco-gunorene 
in a hollow 't,oth for safety, and started for Dover. Received with 
open and presented arms by the Mayor and auxiliary forces, he let off 
these memorable words:—‘ Fellow countrymen; where arms are 
powerless science carriws her victories. Yonder are the foe. Ina few 
shortihours, ‘but'for science, the foot of the invader would pollute our 
soil. ‘Kehold how science prevents such a calamity.”’ 

Drawing from his hollow tooth the explorive substance, ‘he was 
about to hurl it at the fleet, wnen 

* 7. * > ec 2 

The Mayor, who was picked up in pieces some weeks afterwards 
and neatly joined with a preparation of Turtle, bears witness in 
foreign climes to the fac that his native land once existed. The foot 
of the invader never eullied it, for science and Kolenzo had placed it 
beyond his reach. ‘lo suggest tha’ pulverising one’s native land in 
face of danger is bad policy would be to limit the whole theory of 
scientific warfare, as at present incul ated in our British Institutions. 








DREAMLAND. 


One night I lay placidly sleeping 
(A habit I’ve had from my youth), 
When into my brain there came creeping 
An incontrovertible truth. 


For there I lay quietly dreaming 
(As frequently happens with me), 
And things that were only in seeming 
Were better than matters that be. 


Methought I sat happily smiling 
(An elegant habit of mine), 

While people my time were beguiling 
With all that makes living divine. 

Then giving my reason employment 
(That s also my habit you'll find), 

This truth in the midst of enjoyment 
Occurred to my sapient mind : 

’T were better this Dreamland surprising 
To live in for ever than be — 

As surely I shaii be at rising — 
Where nobody notices me! 

—————————>__—_—_—_ 
ProversiAL Purtosorpxy.—A bottle of good wine in need is worth 
two in a bush. 
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‘“WHEN GENTLEMEN MEET—” 


Irate Sandwich:—“ Hovr or THE WAY, INDEED! I s’PosB YOU THINKS YERSELF Mr. MAcoNNICKEY WITH THAT ’ERE TORCH, OR THE 
[ Lorp CHAMBERMAID, OR PE#RAPS THE Lorp Mayor, Just A ’cos IT's roGGy? Ou, you’D MAKE A NICE FIGGER, 8UGARED, AND STUCK ON 
| A PASTRYCOOK’S COUNTER, YOU wovLD!” 








I I NON CREDO. THE NEW GERMAN PENAL CODE. 


I pon’r believe in many things _ His Princesurp or Brsmarckx has been endeavouring to introduce 
] Some other people do, into the German Penal Code a clause which renders the committor of 
| i Though time such wond'rous changes brings an offence against a German subject abroad liable to be punished for 
That false may turn out true. it by German authorities the moment the offender may land on German 
: But ’tis so difficult to say soil. Had his idea been accepted it was the mighty one’e intention to 
What will be true—or won’t— move the following:— 

Not to believe’s the safest way— Any Englishman mentioning the German for ‘“ Basta” to a brass 

| I consequently don't! band to be sentenced to six months’ uninterrupted Wagner. 
Anyone objecting to Germans combining the table-fork and tooth- 
pick in one instrument, to be chained to Bremerhaven Quay “ on spec.”’ 
Anyone suggesting that a German officer could not capture London 
at a moment's notice, to be chained to a German common soldier till 


I don’t believe in sausage-meat, 
Or broken hearts, or ghosts, 
Or cockney huntsmen in the street 


As red as pillar posts; fever carries the miscreant off. 

I don’t believe in ladies’ hair, Anyone denying that the Deutschland was lured on to the Kentish 
| Or figures, I may say— Knock by the y 
! And thus it is my lady fair sauerkraut. 
| Deceives me not—this way ! Anyone hinting that the world could go on withou’ Bismarck to 
I don’t believe she'd cast my love manage it, to be treated like a Roman Catholic Bishop. 
! Away for richer swain, The proposition to sink every English vessel sailing the German 
Just as she'd fling away a glove seas, and to blow up every get-attable American, is reserved for future 
| Too old to wear again! discussion. 

wy. love is not a faithless she, ne ee eee 

hough she may “ pad” and “ dye,” Feu d’Artifice. 

And that she is not true to me Bricravian mothers look upon their daughters as pyrotechnists 

1 I don’: believe—not I! do upon their wares—their only ambition is that they may go off well. 


ord Mayor of London, to be choked with raw pork and 
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REGINALD. 


A Merrre Geste or CHIVALEI®. 


S EGINALD RATTLE. 
PATE RIBS 
BEEF 
Lived in a Moated 
Grange alone, 
Norman villain and Sax- 
on thief 
Often had brought his 
grey hairs to grief, 
So he built him a 
beautiful Grange of 
stone. 


Reginald often would 
stand in state 
After he’d builtenm his 
Moated Grange; 
He never let anyone pass 





his gate, 

But said to the stranger, 
“Now stand and 
wait, 

I'll lock up my silver 
and count my 
change.” 


Reginald thought of Cru- 
sades with scorn, 
But toppled and fell in 
his Grangered Moat; 
Soonful he wihed that 
he'd neer been 
born ; 
Hesank— while the sound 
of his favourite horn 
Hovered around where he'd left the boat. 


Reginald’s armour was made of mail— 
Down to the bottom it dragged him fast ; 
Moat was muddy, and rank, and stale. 
Down he went right to the Moat’s deep dale— 
Still in his ears rang the bugle blast. 


Reginald’s ears were both large and wide — 

He buttoned them under his helmet's brim ; 
To use them as paddle-wheels soon he tried, 
And would, but the button was latched inside— 

And still as he sank blew that bugle dim. 


Reginald sank: and constrained to sink, 
He let himself down in a dubious doze, 
And felt that he'd got all this water to drink. 
Again came the blast from the bugled brink— 
That bugle seems blowing right under his nose. 


Reginald wonders why doesn’t he drown— 
Wonders and wakes—it is misty morn. 
Tle starts and he swears, for his cowherd clown 
Is rousing the echoes and half the town 
By blowing on Reginald’s bugle horn. 


DIALOGUES DURING A RECENT FROST. 


ON THE WAY TO A PARTY. 


Brown. I say, let's look sharp; I’m sure we shall be awfully late. 
Isn’t it better in the middle of the road where the horses have 
Tullo! Any bones broken? MHere’s your hat—your umbrella’s over 
there. Let me brush the snow off. 

Jones. Middle of the road be hanged! Here’sa nice mess! 
a great bump at the back of my head. 
ment, where it hasn’t been trodden dow Hurt yourself? Finger 
out of joint, eh? Here's a surgeon; he'll put it right. 

Brown. Mind the steps, it’s awf Dear—dear! Broken your 
a, So it has—it’s quite flat. Never mind—same surgeon will see 

0 ° 








There’s 
Let's try the edge of the pave- 








* . * . + 
There, that’s more comfortable; your nose does look funny with 
those bits of wood on it! 
Jonzs. Bother the edge of the pavement; let’s try the middle; 
somebody's put down some cind Hullo! Bless my soul—I’m 
afraid it's a compound fracture. Here, let's make a splint with your 
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umbrella and boot-laces; you can limp along now? Lean on me. 


Look sharp! 

Brown. Confound the middle of the pavement! Let’atry the side 
of the ro —— There now! Shoulderout? Put it against this lamp- 
post and we shall get some leverage: let me get a purchase againat 
the wall: now push hard. Hasn't that pnt it in? Waita bites 
me stand on it. No good? Oh, there, let's leave it out. Come slong! 





Jones. Deuce take the side of the road! ‘Try the gutter a bit, it’s 

not so Ha! It's quite smashed your hat. I'm afraid some of 

our ribs are gone: you feel awfully soft here! Three, I fancy. 
t's hurry! 


Buown. No more gutters for me ' 
side of the road. 


Never mind— it isn’t more than ten feet. 


Try the top of that wall by the 
Your nose does look queer ,; Vil descri — Oh! 


Oracked your skull? Oh, 





stuff. By jingo, it has though; there's a great hole; let's studf some 
cotton wool in—that’ll do. Come on, I say. 

Jones. Hang the top of the wall! We'll try the parapetef the 
house's I say, here! Wake up,I say - do open your eyes; oh, 
lor! I say, Brown, you know, I say, you ain't dead ? You did 
alarm me. Generally shaken up, elbows out, and ankle broken, that’s 
all. Come on! we're sure to be late. 


Brown. No more parapets—let’s climb along this fence. Tlere, 
wait a bit; I'll unhook you. It’s torn such a slit in them; you can't 


go in so, you know. Get this tailor to sew ‘em up. 
* * * * > 


Jonzgs. Here we are at last. I say, weare ina state. Wecan't 
go in like this !— We're positively disreputable. Let's go away. 
Jones. Yes. Which hospital is open 


Brown. St. George's, I think. 
Jones. Let's go there and make a night of it. 





ON THE WAY FROM A PARTY. 

Canny. Can't take yer nowheres to-night; roads is too slippy. 
Ealing ? Oh yes—like ter see myself! ‘ ‘lake yeras farasthe Marble 
Arch?” Shan't take yer a incl. 

Fans. Do you take lemon in it? 
bit, eh? 

Canny. There, get in. 
Arch, though: gee-up. 

Fars. Is this the Marble Arch? Bless me, how soon we're there. 
Do you take it neat? Well, perhaps it warms one better. 

Canny. Oh, well—jump in agen, there. Don't mind goin’ as far 
as Nottin’-'ill, thisonce. ‘’Ard work for the ‘orse, yer see, Come up, 
will yer! 

Fars. Oh, ah—of course, Notting-hill; so it is, you can drive 
straight on. 

Canny. I shan’t drive straight on—what next? Oh, 
I don't mindagen. It +s cold, ain't it ? 

Fars. Shall we say two sixes, warm? 
some with us in a flask—that will do meely. 

Canny. Oh, all serene! Sheppud's Bush then; and then no power 
on earth shan’t get me a slep further ! Werry nice smokes, there 18, 
Good stuff, these yere: your turn now, sir. ‘ Drink fair,” I says. 

Farr. Can't be Shepherd’s Bush already! All right old fellow. 
Couple a bottles o’ sherry, eh? Take one of ’em with us. Dont be 
afraid of it — you're a very nice cabby, ain't you now f 

Canpy. B'leve yer m’ boy! Right yer are are —jamp tn. 
sharn’ tummle orf box—I'm allri’. Gvinter ride on roof, ar 
Werry well - all shame shlongs yappy. 

Fare. Acton be bio’! driveaway : 


tall. Thallul do! 
. 


‘There — that's warmed us up a 


Can’t do a step furrer nor the Marble 


well, thankee ’ 


That's it. Let us take 


Oh, I 
yur sr 


Here's the bo'lle —Done dring 


* . 

Bless my soul, I’m very cold! Why, I'mon the roof! Where the 
dence is the fellow driving to? It's getting light! Why, he 
isn’t on the box! He's tumbled off and got left behind. Wo-o-o! 
Confound the animal—hi! here! Stop him somebody! 


‘‘ Loyal Quand Meme.” 

“Our contemporary,” the Saturday Review, accuses the English 
Press of “ flunkeyisin ” in not protesting against the Prince of Wales's 
presence at the inhuman sports at Baroda. What nonsense ! While 
society remains constituted as it at present is, the Press, its servant, 
must respect its prejudices. Why not accuse the animals of pandering 
to a degraded taste by goring each other to death? Picking holes in 
popular idols is a dangerous practice in a heathen country like ours. 


‘‘That don’t Count.” 
Count Arnr denies that he is the author of the famous pamphlet 
“Pro Nihilo.’” No one can again accuse the Count of selfi shness after 
such a specimen of his self-denial. 


Morro ror A Bopysnatcuen.—De mortuis nil nisi bone ‘em. 
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TROP DE ZELE AGAIN. 


Angelina to Edwin (whom she has asked to give a lead over, and who has tried, with the result familiar to the truly zealous) :—‘* How 
TIRESOME YOU ARE, Epwin; oF couRsE I pIDN’T MEAN LIKE THAT—I MEANT HORSE AND ALL!” 


| wind mildly intoned a coronach over her departing offspring. When 


AJAX THE ADAPTER. 


By Our Dutt Contrrisutor. 


Ovr Dull Contributor has turned up again, and insists on being 
printed and paid double for keeping away so long. He also demands 


immense sums for the following story, as he says it is intended to show | 


how very much better are all the other stories which have appeared in 
Fun during his absence. As we firmly believe that brilliancy palls in 


time upon the vitiated taste, and that dulness is a remarkably respect- | 
able quality, we have given our man even more than he asked, and | 


hope every reader will find the moral which, in addition to all other 
recommendations, lies hidden, Ae says, in his narration. | 


My friend Ajax is, like most of my acquaintances, a remarkable man. | 
| science—he never tried, and wisely so, for the block had been for so 


He was born at an early age, of honest, though Scottish, parents, was 
sent to the English metropolis in his youth, and never returned to his 
native soil, thus singularly differing from the practice of his country- 
men. 
to me. 
to any advantage in a suit of armour. 
and thought he might in time develop the good old Greek principle 
of seizing whatever he could lay his hands on, and thus qualify him- 
self for bearing such an illustrious name. How he fulfilled their 
hopes we shall see. 

On leaving Caledonia stern and wild—meet muse for the poetic 
child—he was affectionately embraced by his father, who said between 
his sobs, ‘‘ My lad, I have nothing to give you but good advice. I 
have been honest, though Scotch, all my life, and of course you know 
the proverbial reward. Avoid the fatal errors of your father; spare 
not the Egyptians, nor the Philistines, nor any of that ilk; go forth 
and prosper, and above all dinna forget Rob Roy’’ With that the 
old man sank upon his native heath, murmured that his name was | 
Macgregor, borrowed one-and-threepence of the traditional half-crown 
his son and heir was bringing up to London as a start in life, and 
calmly sank into a comfortable alcoholic slumber. All this while | 


He was not particularly warlike, nor would he have appeared 


Perhaps his sponsors hoped | 


| forth to the world in book form. 





Why he was called Ajax has often been a source of speculation | 


| friend Ajax. 
| lating a French classic, his light was put out by the Society for the 








I say coronach I may not be using the right word ; it may be pibroch, 
or what’s-a-the-steer-kimmer, Willie Waucht, or thereabouts; but 
this I do know, the noise was horrible enough for anything, and but 
for the intervening valley would have been perfectly unendurable. 

To follow Ajax upon his journey would be, if possible, more 
uninteresting than the rest of this true story. My readers must be 
eontent to know that he reached London, and that the fifteenpence 
did not last even him more than six weeks. When his store was 
exhausted, and his credit at the scone shop had followed suit, he began 
to look about him for the means of making a living. He had no food 
and no fire, and though the latter want might have been supplied by 
setting light to his head—which was wooden enough in all con- 


many years the centre of a ruddy cloud of red hair that all chances of 
ignition had long been lost. He was not proud, so he took to writing 
poetry as a commencement, but with no success. Finding originality 
a mistake, he borrowed some American newspapers and copied verses 
from them. Here he was found out, however, for each scrap had 
already been collared by two or three enlightened publishers, and sent 
He next tried novels, but the butter- 
man lowered his price and the paper-seller would give no more tick. 
Through the rest of his vicissitudes I will not attempt to trace my 
He was very unfortunate for a longtime. After trans- 


Suppression of Vice ; after cribbing a popular Parisian play he got sat 
upon by the newspaper critics all round. But these times are past, 
happily for Ajax, who now rolls in the lap of luxury. The secret of 
his success was a fluke, but that same secret is none the less valuable. He 
never steals now, he only “ adapts.” Nothing from a patent mangle 
to the idiotic utterance of an American humourist comes amiss to him. 
He adapts alike poema and pulpits, sermons and scrubbing brushes, 
dramas and diving dresses, and all the rest, while none dare say him 
nay ; but let anyone attempt to go over the ground he has trodden in 


Ajax's maternal parent stood upon the brow of an adjacent mountain | his rapacious course, his cry of complaint will resound through the 


called Ben-something-or-other, and with her tartans waving in the | land, and the voice of the law bid the trespasser beware. 
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AWAKING. 


Away from the world of toil and trouble 
I sat on the height of the Cornish cliffs, 
Watching the ocean boil and bubble, 
Catching the breeze in fragrant whiffs. 
There on the spot where the wild Atlantic 
Washes the point where England ends, 
Life was tinged with the hue romantic 
The grand to the silent always lends. 


Over my head the seagulls fluttered, 
Under my feet the breakers swirled; 

‘‘ Here in this lonely place,’ I muttered, 
‘“ Man is safe from the teasing world : 

Here,” I cried, “I will build a mansion 
Far from the bustle of daily life— 

Here where nature in wild expansion 
Drowns the hum of the distant strife. 


Hark! on the pathway hard and gritty 
Cometh the sound of a hobnailed tread— 
Boots from my inn at the distant city, 
Waving a paper brick-dust red. 
Blow it! a telegram? I must hurry 
Back te town by the night express, — 
Summonsed—excuse the Lindley Murray — 
For three weeks’ hire of evening dress. 


GENTLEMEN MECHANICS. 


(THE VERY LATEST THING OUT). 


Mr. Fun is really quite ashamed of himself. He has been reading 
Mrs. Crawshay’s beautiful circular about Lady-Helps until he has 
become quite horror-stricken at his own backwardness in embarking 
in impossible enterprises of universal beneficence. Having suddenly 
awakened to a sense of his own baseness, he has determined that he 
also will become a philanthropist. So much is being done for the 


ladies; why shouldn’t he do something for the gentlemen? He 
will. Here is Arts circular:— 
Mr. Fun, believing there are many gentlemen who may 


possibly have become tired of being clerks in the City at an 
annual remuneration of £5 (increasing 1s. 6d. yearly), earnestly 
recommends them to take to the British Workman line of business. 
To those gentlemen who may feel that they have no aptitude for such 
employment, Mr. Fun need merely say that it is a calling which 
affords scope for the condensation of the very largest amount of 
incapacity into the very smallest undertakings; as may at once be 
seen by employing any present member of the fraternity. Any 
gentleman, therefore, earnestly and sincerely wishing to become a 
British Workman may, on payment of a small fee, be admitted to 
certain preparatory classes which Mr. l'un will have the pleasure of 
instituting, and attendance at which will completely fit that gentle- 
man for his future calling. The following are the classes which Mr. 
Fun proposes to establish :— 

No. 1.—The Beer-swilling class. This class will be held at the 
nearest public, each student paying for his own liquor and bestowing 
a fee of 2d. on the potboy. Gentlemen able to drink two quarts every 
half-hour will be presented with a certificate of efficiency. 

No. 2.— The Taking-a-week-over-a-minute’s-job class. 

No. 3. The Patching-up-and-doing-more-damage-than-you-repair 
class. ‘To be paid for at the expense of private householders. 

No. 4.—The Muddle-brained - political - economy - and - strike - for - 
higher-wages class. ‘To be held in Hyde Park. 

It will be necessary that any master agreeing to employ a gentle- 
man-mechanic, shall provide the latter with a carriage and pair, a 
handsome suite of apartments (with valet and so on), twenty new 
suits of clothes from the West-end, and a stall for the opera. 

As of course it is impossible that any gentleman-mechanic should 
undertake the rougher work, such as brick-laying, painting, or sawing 
wood, Mr. Fun earnestly requests that masters shall provide each 
gentleman-mechanic with a gang of ordinary workmen to prepare the 
wcrk for his hand. The work being thus prepared for him, he would 
perhaps not lower himself materially by patting the last brick, 
admiring the graining, and so forth. As‘ rule, a gang of about ten 
ordinary workmen would be sufficient for one gentleman’s use. 

In cases where employers cannot afford to keep a staff of workmen 
to prepare the job for the gentleman-mechanic, it being out of the 
question for the latter to carry out any job entailing rough labour, 
it might be as well to find some kind of light fancy work for him to 
employ his time upon—such, for instance, as blowing soap bubbles 
(prizes to be offered for the largest specimens), finding needles in 
bottles of hay, star-gazing, and soon. Should the employer, either 
from natural curiosity or malice, on reading this, ask, ** What on 


earth is the use of this gentleman-mechanic:” Mr. Fun can only 
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reply that he hasn't, and never had, any idea; that he likes the 
notion because it is something new; that he thirsts for notoriety, and 
that he wii/ have his hobby. 

As of course no gentleman-mechanic eould possibly be expected to 
speak to any ordinary workman, it will be essential to provide some 
a possessed of a certain amount of gentility to act as medium 

tween the parties when, in the course of their work, communication 
may become necessary. 

Also, if it should be at any time unavoidable for the gentleman- 
mechanic and the ordinary workman to take a meal in the same room, 
Mr. Fun feels sure that masters will have the good taste to place a 
screen round the gentleman while he eats, 

As the gentleman-mechanic would not of course debase himself by 
associating with ungentleman-mechanics, and could hardly presume 
(unless in case of special invitation) to hold any social intercourse 
with his employer; Mr. Fun flatters himself that he will be instru- 
mental in establishing a class of recluses who are in the world, but 
not of it, and who will be able to retire within themselves and medi- 
tate upon the frivolity of human life without the annoying inter 
ruption of worldly companionship. He will also be enabled to prove 
the utter erroneousness of all immemorial traditions of society, and te 
show that a person’s social standing is in no way affected by the 
intellectuality or otherwise of his calling; and he is to think 
that he will have the honour of setting up a school of human beings 
more useless, more out of place, and holding a falser position than 
any class (except one) ever before heard of. 

Mr. Fun will (for 3s. 9d., prepaid) forward a copy of his whole 
programme, with—(in order to prove the utter absence of 
glorification and yearning for notoriety with which he carries on his 
work of charity)—his photo, autograph, and a view of the Fux office. 





AUTHORS’ COPYWRONGS. 


Ir is said that such dissatisfaction is exhibited among authors 
at the manner in which the members of the Royal Commission 
on Copyright have been selected that some of the most ominent 
writers have decided not to recognise it. Royal Commissions 
seem, as a rule, selected on the principle that those can decide 
best on a vexed question who know least about it, and this Com- 
mission and its selectors have committed themselves to nothing 
novel, although that form of literature is to benefit by their labours. 
While pleased that leading writers intend to stand on their pom 
and decline to be patted on the back by swell nobodies, we must object 
to the opportunity taken by the other nobodies—who are not even 
swells—to state that no evidence shall be given by them. Verhaps, 
however, the determination of Mudbrain and Guttersnipe not to be 
examined may lead some members of the Commission, in despair, to 
volunteer evidence of their own experience in the paths of fiction. If 
so, the result is likely to be extremely instructive—to no men so much 
as those who, in the greatness of their own conceit, now regard them- 
selves as authorities on the subject. 








The Only Chance. 

Unper the head of “‘ Gluttony "’ we find an account of a pauper who 
choked himself to death with his Christmas dinner. It may be so; 
but there seems more excuse for a starving creature to choke himself 
with the opportunity which comes only once a year, than for smug- 
faced, round-paunched, well-fed gentility to take this means of 
denouncing the crime of hunger. 





A Buttery Hatch. 

A contemporary has discovered that the Public He«lth Act permits 
the sule of bad butter “ with impunity.” The penalty for selling the 
genuine article is not stated; but the omission is unimportant, for the 
London tradesman who merits the infliction has yet to be found. 


An Egyptian labourer has committed suezcide by throwing himself 
into thecanal. Verdict—Fellah-de-se. 
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‘“VAULTING AMBITION.” 


Broom to Butcher :—“ Now, Buy. ’ere’'s YER CHANCE!” 
passing under a large bunch of mistietoe hung out at the greengrocer’s. 


(The little darling was just 


“AS “YOUNG AS EVER.” 


"T1s New Year, and the rooms are bright 
With mistletoe and holly ; 

The cake displays its crest of white, 
And everybody's jolly! 

My happiness I can’t contain— 
I vow I feela boy again! 


Though fifty-odd, I’m full of glee, 
With ‘ youngsters”’ here disporting ; 
And oh! it gladdens me to see 
Young couples slily courting. 
Ah, bless their hearts! they're not to blame, 
When J was young I did the same! 


In all the children’s games I join, 
Their happiness enhancing ; 
I play at cards and lose my coin, 
And even fry at dancing ! 
In ** Blind-man’s-buft’”’ I revel, too— 
And “Cobbler, cobbler, mend my shoe!”’ 


Whene’er I tell of gnomes and fays 
Their eyes with wonder glisten ; 

And when I carol “‘ comic” lays, 
How joyfully they listen: 

Each youngster earnestly believes 
My version of the “‘ Forty Thieves.” 


Time tracks me, but 7’m not appalled, 
To dodge him I’ll endeavour: 

What though my head’s becoming bald ? 
My heart's as young as ever. 

Though age has flecked my hair with grey, 
I wilt disport on New Year's Day. 


Tue remark made bv the astonished century 
plant whenat last it does bloom is simply— 
** Aloe!” 





INTERJECTIONAL EPISODES. 


I met a maid when in my prime— 
For months we courted and caressed ; 
I married her in course of time, 
And—well, I’m blest ! 


I yes my money in a bank— 
hear that bank has gone and smashed ; 
Of course I have myself to thank, 
But—well, I'm dashed ! 


I did a sketch awhile ago, 

Which all my previous efforts “‘ banged" — 
Committee men admired it so 

That—well, I'm hanged ! 


I wrote a highl lished play 
With wit an Be st crammed, 

They brought it out the other day, 
And—well, I wouldn't have believed it! 





In Statue Quo. 


Tere seems to be great difficulty in finding a suitable spot for the 
erection of the equestrian statue of Lord Mayo, lately sent to India. 
An advertisement in the Ca/eutta Gazette states that unless the statue, 
now lying on the jetty, be immediately removed “ it will be sold to 
defray expenses.” His late lordship was never a proud man, but 
after such treatment as this it is surely time for him to be stuck up— 
somewhere. 


A Vestgep Inrerest.— Waistcoat-making. 





Iniquitous Inequalities. 


Witiram Campsrtt, a Scotchman, convicted on the clearest evidence 
of the crime of playing on the bagpipes in the public streets, has been 
condemned by Mr. Woolrych to the miserably inadequate punishment 
of ten shillings or seven days. And yet a recent ingenious gentleman, for 
only assassinating and mutilating the mother of his children, was 
hanged at the Old Bailey. Such are the anomalies of our penal code. 


Difference without Distinction. 


Swell Yachtsman :—‘‘ Been to any races lately ?”’ 

Swell Sportsman :—* No, afraid of being welshed !” 
(After a Pause.) 

Swell Sportsman :—“ Been yachting lately ?’’ 

Swell Yachtsman :— No, afraid of being Welched!”’ 


Charity begins at Home. 


We are really very sorry for that rising of the natives in the Malay 
Peninsula which was telegraphed the other day ; but seeing that they are 
three-and-six a dozen at this moment in London we cannot afford to 
expend much sympathy. Still, we shall be glad to hear that they are 
down again—“ to even money.” 


Cryina Evits.—Babies. 





Now Ready, the Twenty-ninth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being the 
TWENTY -SECOND VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 


Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 
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“We can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.””"—Standard. 
“TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 


SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C. 
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sophers and learned | 
me eg especially 
with regard to their 
estimate of the 
ourang-outang and 
gorilla as compared 
with man. “ There's 

a divinity that 
shapes our ends, 
rough-hew them how 
we will.” — Smoke 
goes down a chimney 
and chokes two 
sailors at Galway, 

It must be borne in 
mind that Galway is 

in Ireland. Lord 
Wharn liffe’s second 
title is to be Vis- 
count Carlton. Is 
there any hidden 
reference to club 
interest in this or is 

it merely a mild | 
little Conservative 
pleasantry ? «. Man 
sent to prison for 
“wilfully damaging 
a police-constable.”’ 
Prisoner ought to 
have been tried 
under the Act 
specially passed to 
prevent the defacing 
and damaging of 
her Majesty’ s 
coppers. Mr. 
Gladstone recedes 
from the Keform 
Club. Reform be- 
gets reform — with 
him. * He'll be 
sorry for this.” And 
perhaps more so. 


£200 to be “dis- 
tributed in coals.” 
This looks like an 
expensive pleasure 
even for a duke. — 
Glasgow pawn- 
brokers fined for 
‘“ neglecting to enter 
pledges in their 
books.” Has this 
got anything to do 
with the expulsion 
of bookmakers from 
that town a year or 
so back? = Greek 
revenue is said to 
balance the expendi- 
ture. This must 
save both trouble 
and expense, = 
Leeds Town Council 
reject proposition 


for the appointment 
of public-house inn- 
spectres by a large 
majority. Naturally | |= Pat ae id a 
they object totaking | ASSSSRI RST (intemal: | AE 
such Leeds. — Zimes | eh i hohe aal e ITN we ay A zy 
telegram states that 
‘‘no more cases of 
cholera”’ have oc- 
curred on board the 
Serapis. ‘This is 
Printinghouse- | 
squarese, for “no 
cases have occurred 
at all on board the 
Serapis.” = Farn- 
ham Bench refuses 
te believe that eight 
men found in a 
licensed house after 
hours had paid for 
beds, and fined them 
7s.6d. each. If this | 
is to go on, we shall 
have men fined | 
whenever J.P.’s | 
don’t believe they’ve | 
paid their quarter’s 
rent, or their wash- 
ing, or anything else 
before it’s due. 
Where are the 
privileges of 
Englishmen? — | 
Three Scotchmen | 
found dead from | 


en 
ee 


Drunk or 
Dying ? 
Tue poli ie are 
frequently blamed 


| for not attempting 
to find out whether 


a fallen man is 
drunkordying. To 
prevent mistakes 
they generally 
make up their mind 
he's a bit of both— 
dead drunk. 





New Reading. 

















excessive drinking. - SL SLE Ea Se : 
Should like to know sg ‘ . not 
the quantity it took, ARCH ARCHERY. - "eB tddah ? 
and whether they ; , and a Bu 
died rather than Nellie :-—“ Weit, Hitpa, anp 1r CHARLIE SMITHSON DOESN'T PROPOSE, I'm SURE OF N.B.— Could we 
waste any. — Mr. Harry Ramsay. I ALWAYS LIKE TO HAVE TWO STRINGS TO MY BOW!” find the villain who 
Charley, M.P., Hilda :—“‘ InpBED! WELL, IT SEEMS TO ME MORE LIKE HAVING TWO BEAUX TO YOUR sent us this—Be- 
objects to “ philo- | STRING!” gum, we d Muslim. 
Separated, soon it’s plain they are both in love again, 
; TOM AND GERALDIN E. laa the elo ties regularly bill and coo; 
Anyropy might have seen Tom was fond of Geraldine But they’ll—lest their dream be o er—never marry any more! 
(Consequence arising from Geraldine’s adoring Tom) ; | 
Having little else to do, he would bill and she would coo. | 3 <i 
Soon upon the seventh ult. came the obvious result— ‘* Whoso is found,” &c. ; , 
Orange blossoms, trousseau, cake, bride and bridegroom in their wake; One of the pantomimic houses advertises ‘* Women float in the air 
Tom is now commencing life—Geraldine is Tommy’s wife. without any visible means of support.” ‘Then, according to the Act, 
. the police are bound to run ‘em in. 
Close upon the marriage vows follow intermittent rows. 
Geraldine can sneer and snap, Tom’s an irritating chap : Cuarity OrGanisation.—Playing 4 barrel organ to get twopence 
Quarrels ending in, of course, Court of Probate and Divorce. to go away. 
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THE GOOD LITTLE BOY. 


Mamma Barr. Dear little Bertie, 
Just wo seats reg 
Has spent money in toys. 
Beyond a icion 
He's his mission— 
Made friends with the best of your boys, 
And sing Fol-lollipop-lay. 


My boys are delighted, 

Not one of ’em spited, 

With presents they all are content. 
Your good little sonny 
Got rid of his money 

By giving wherever he went, 

Singing Fol-lollipop-lay. 


The best of all candy, 
True “ sugar,” we've handy— 
We'll fill all his pockets with this. 
He's such a good Bertie, 
He's just four-and-thirty, 
He's filled up our measure of bliss. 
General chorus in which lollipop-finders join. 


—o —— 


Wr do not see, in referring to the case of Mr. Irving and ourselves, 
that anything more suitable and straightforward can be done than to 
thoroughly endorse the statements made by the defendants in the 
magistrate’s court at Guildhall. Said the writer, “I only wish 
to say that I have tendered an apology to Mr. Irving because I con- 
sider that it is due from me to him— because if I did not do so I should 
lose my own self-esteem. I have temdered that apology with no 
desire to shield myself from the consequences of my act. I wish now 
to “ nothing extenuate ;’ but I deny most solemnly that [ “ set down 
aught in malice.’ This is, as we take it, a fam and honourable 
acknowledgment of an error committed without spite or premedita- 
tion, and as such we have now reprinted it. The statement of the 
editor ran as follows:—‘ I wish to express os regret that I should 
have inserted anything in the paper of which I am the editor capable 
of bearing this construction. I am very sorry that there should have 
been any idea of malice or ill-will,as I am eye 4 unacquainted 
with Mr. Irving, and have often written notices, as he himself has 
admitted, admiring his acting extremely.” So far as Mr. a 
concerned, these two utterances satisfied him that no personal ng 
or malice was shown or intended, and, like a generous foe, he allow 
the matter to drop. The case is at am end, and we wish to be as brief 
as possible in our comments om it, so much publicity having been 
already obtained; but before we close, one word is necessary in our 
own justification. We wish to distinctly state that the reference to 
the press was never intended in the light in which it was received; and 
as we state this of our own free will, and quite apart from anythin 
that was said in court or requested to be said, we hope our feeling will 
be respected even where it is not understood. The di having thus 
been disposed of in all its phases, we trust our readers will be satisfied, 
as Mr. Irving was, that whoever may have been in fault, neither private 
spite nor personal malice was in any way concerned im the question 
at issue. 


Nurse Inp. 


Born. 


—_——- ()-- - - 

Every department of owr meval affairs seems as if it must come to 
grief sooner or later, and the burning of two training ships on the 
Thames, within so short a time of each other, is but, after all, a con- 
tinuation of the ill-luck which has for so long pervaded the more 
efficient branches of the service. We have no wish to enter into the 
question of how these latter deplorable results were brought about, 
but if accident really was the cause in both cases, then those who 
believe in the doctrine of chances and coincidences may consider them- 
selves well on the way to be avenged for all the slights that have 
hitherto been cast on them and their belief. We admit that envy— 
open and deliberate—is the feeling we have for those who can see in 
every link of this chain of dreadful disasters always something which 
more than consoles them and compensates the country for the loss 


sustained. 


oO 
—— 


Jockeylar. 

Lrevt. Patrick pk MacManon, the Marshal's eldest son, has been 
elected a member of the French Jockey Club. While his father looks 
after the French race, he'll have a hand in the management of the 
French races. Of course. 





Lonpon Lerrexs.— Metropolitan lodging-housekeepers. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


COURTS OF JUSTICE. 
I. 

A Person (to another person). I say, the Court of Confusion is 
somewhere about here, isn’t it? I suppose you haven’t any idea 
which is the right door for the witnesses ? 

Tux Orner Person. Well—no; I can’t say I have. I want to 
find it myself. I’ve tried that door over there, but it leads into some- 
body’s kitchen; and I’ve tried this one, but it leads into somebody’s 
cellar; and I’ve tried that one round the corner, but it doesn’t 
lead anywhere! I'll ask this policeman. He says he doesn’t know 
any more than Adam. He says it’s his duty to keep the door of the 
court, only he can’t find it; he’s been crying, poor fellow ! 

A Pexson. Somebody told me you had to go through some vaults, 
and then up a ladder, to reach the court. Here's a crowd round that 
door over there—let’s try that. 


OUR 










Tue Oruer. It leads into somebody's garret. I must get in some- 
how—hang it! I’m a witness! 
A Psrson. Soam J! 


The case must be half over by this time. It’s no use 


Tue OTHER. 
Here’s the crowd off to another door—it leads to 


waiting here. 


somebody's parlour. We're too late to be of any use now. Let’s go 
and do a “ bitter!” 
A Person. All right. Come on! 
II. 
ConsTABLE 1,000,000 B. Oh, do get away with yer. It’s no 


manner of use followin’ me about—it’s only breakin’ my ’art. I 
can’t find the door, and I’ve strict orders not to let nobody go in, 
without a card from the judge. If you don’t let me alone I'll commit 
sooicide ! 

A Tatu May. 
I’m the counsel for the 
want me im the course 
window, but they turned me away. 
building like a pi e. 

A Suort Maw. Oh, J know the court well enough, though I don’t 
exactly remember any door. I fancy there's a kind of entrance some- 
where up an . Fm the counsel for the defence—I’m afraid 
they'll miss me. body says the court’s full. There’s room for 
about ten people altogether, including the space on the bench. It's 
no use waiting here. Do you rink? 

Tati Man. Yes—I’m awfully fond of rinking! 

Suonr Man. Let’s hide our brief-bags irside this pump, and go 
and rink ? 

Tauz Maw. Done! 


What the deuce am I to do? Where is the door? 
osecution, you see, and they’ll very likely 
the proceedings! I tried to get in at the 
That's the court; that low 


Itl. 

Covsranix 1,000,000 B. Oh, DO leave off! I'm going mad, / am! 
There ain't no door, and the court’s full, and the entrance is closed for 
repairs, and there ain’t to be no trial to-day, and it’s all over a hour 
atone ! There’s a lot o’ people hangin’ about that door—you 

ry it. 

Aw Anxtovs Person. Look here—here’s countless gold. I 
get in, or I shan’t get my verdict. I’m the defendant ! 

1,000,000 B. I don't know anythimg about no defendants; I’ve 
a a not to let in no defendants nor nothink — besides I can’t 


must 


Awxtovs Pamry. Here's more gold. Couldn’t you just smuggle 
me—— * 

1,000,000 B. Now, you be off; or I’ll run you in! 

Awxtous Parry. Oh, very well. I'll murder somebody for this. 


I'll go away now, and have some oysters and stout. Good day! 


IV. 
GENTLEMAN OF THE Press. ‘This is a pretty state of things! How 
on earth am I to get my report done, if I can’t get in? Which is the 


court? Js there any court? Why the case must be nearly over! 
Here, by Jove, perhaps this is the door! 

_Crowp. Hoo-ray! Here's a party found the door! Let’s follow 
him. Yar! He’s gone in and filled the court—it only holds one. 
Hullo! He’s come out again! He says it only leads into somebody's 
two-pair-back. Chair him round! Hooray! 


¥. 

SamaLL Boy Oh, my! Here's a peeler bin’ and drowned hisself in 
the pump. Here’s a letter a-stickin out of his boot. It's all about 
‘* Despair,”’ and ‘ Couldn't find,” and “‘ Door.” Poor feller! 

VI.—Ar an Eatine-novse. 

GENTLEMAN (with oysters and stout). Have you any idea how that 

| case went this morning, sir? I'm rather interested in it. 


GENTLEMAN (with sweetbread and chablis). No, I haven't any idea 
at all. I couldn’t get into the court. 1’m rather interested in it, too. 








ee 
ee ee 


a 


rer see eet greenest aee tee 


Sy ee ee 


A 


a - 
en ene 











Jawuarr 12, 1876.) 








Gent. (with stout). Oh, indeed! Curious coincidence—ZJ couldn't 


get in either! 
Gent. (with chop and bitter—after consulting with eleven other 


gentlemen with chops and bitter). Whata strange ciroumstance! We 
couldn't get in, either! We're rather interested in it teo! 

Gaenr. (with stout). Ah, witnesses perhaps ? 

Gent. (with chop, consulting with others with chops). ‘A—no, the 
fact is, we were to have been the jury—but we couldn't find the door! 

Gent. (with stout), By jingo! Then perhaps you'll oblige me 
with my verdict after all. I'm the defendant. 

Gant. (with chadlis). Well, now I know who you allare, I don't 
mind telling you in confidence that I'm the judge. 

Person IN THE CoRNER (with rheumatic fever). Then, ‘by Jove! 
you're the gentleman who saat me the card I got in with! i'm the 
plaintiff, you knew; but Iutook the precaution to get ome of your 
cards. You see, when {I q@et mto the court there wasn't: room for 
anybody else at the. samectame, because the court's rather small, so 
they couldn’t have haditikettrial, even if they'd found the door. It’s 
draughty too; I onkysetayed five minutes, but I'we get rheumatic 
fever from it. Here, I'll shew you the way—yon get at it over some 


roofs, and down a rain-pipe. 
Jvupoz. Oh, bother the court! Here's luck all roumd. 
[They carouse. 


LOVE’S INVITATION. 


Come, sweetheart, let's wander awhile throughithe aeads,— 
To gaze on the flowers, whose leaves are aglitter 
With clusters of dewdrops—like crystalline ds— 
And list to the songsters that merrily twitter. 
Let’s stroll hand-in-hand, by the murmuring stream, 
Now birds greet the day with harmonious chorus: 
We'll whisper Love's ancient, yet ever-new theme, 
And talk of the rose-coloured future before us! 


“Ay, down by the rivulet’s moss-covered bank 

We'll pluck the forget-me-nots—famous in story— 
(You know what the lover exclaimed as he sank : 

He died for his lady-love, deeming it glory.) 
Ah me! timesere altered, and Romance has fled, 

And stern Commonssense has made Chivalry cower ; 
But-still, litthemaiden, love isn’t quite dead: 

E’en now-aedays many acknowledge its power ! 


Then come, dear, the sun, with his life-giving rays, 
‘Now giaddens the earth with a radiant splendour— 
Each wakening ‘flow’ret its colours displays,— 
And ali: to‘Queen Nature their homage sheuld render. 
Oh, come,,and your cheeks, once so pallid, shall glow, 
For Phovbus isifamed as a glorious tinter. 
Yet stay, love! The meadows are covered with snow— 
The trees are quite bare! J forgot it was Winter ! 


SPORTING EVENTS IN SEVENTY-FIVE. 


(SpgcraLLy ComPiILeD AND CoNnTRIBUTED BY AUGSPUR.) 


As I sit in the dim recesses of my contributorial chamber and know 
that the year 1875 has gone to the place where once per annum the 
ghosts of departeddates rise up and say, ‘‘ Year year are again! ’—I 
feel a sense @f solitude steal over me, and long to have been present 
when old Se “five was received by his younger brethren. How 
magnificent wéfrething must be their conversation !—how proud 
each must be6f whatteok place in his time, and how each must affect 
to think nothing whatever of events which have made other of his 
companions famous ! 

I have never been able to make out exactly what ‘happens when 
some fellow comes fresh to the Bcurne boasting of an important event 
which really belongs to another gentleman deceased seme ‘two or three 
thousand years ago. There must be awful quarrels, especially when a 
defunet Year sets up a claim as r of such inventions as gun- 
powder, collard head, electricity, pickled cabbage, prime ministers, 
postage-stamps, Conservative reaction, penny buns, lightning con- 
ductoxs, railway sccidents, and old brown windsor soap ;—and some 
shade vises. up and, in a e forgotten even ‘by the authorities at 
South Kensington and Earlswood, lays dlaim:totheimmovation. There 
is nothing new umder the sun, except every Wednesday, price one 
penny, and it monly to be obtained of the publidher, at 80, F'ecet- 
street, E.C. 

I have been by the editor of this to give an impor- 
tant and synopsieall gather than cynical glance avai F ctlen ptt 
of the past year,mmé if I am late with my copy, at must be ascribed 
more to the care anid-attention I always bestow en‘the work before me 
than to the festive season and the flow of souil, especially in our neigh- 
bourhood, where there has been a sound of revelry by night all day 


> 
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long, very much interfering with the construction of my sentences 
the constitution of what few ideas I may conscientiously call my 
own 
Well, with regard to the sporting events of 1875. 
we had better know what we are about, commence at the commence- 
ment, and decide at once and for ever on what constitutes this item of 


Inthe first place 


current journalism. A sporting event is, as | »siderstamdit, an event 
which has some bearing —no matter how remete—on the cesdition of 
sport; and with a view to its being arranged I beg to propose that 
all my readers will insist on this view being adopted. ‘T'rain up a 
sportsman the way he should go, and when he is in good condition 
bring off the “event.” ‘That's a selection from ~ny new bok, 
Sporting Proverbs, now in the press, for which stamps are or will be 
received as cash, while a discount of twopence in theshilling will be 
allowed on post-office orders. No gentleman's libgary will be complete 
without it. Order of your bookseller at oncepsamd if you haven't a 
bookseller try at the oilshop. Only, be sure thatethen you ask for it, 
you put your foot down and insist that it shallbe marked ‘ Augspur,”’ 
without which none are genuine. I think’ Dixevemow “ brought off "’ 
one event. Another sort is to be found in anotherphase of sporting. 


It wasn’t on the Epsom course, to which I often went, 
I found what I consider was the raciest event. 
It wasn’t in the billiard-room ‘mid clicking of the balls, 
Nor in the now defunct P.R., its mills and mobs and mauls.— 
If you said, ** Was it boating ’’’ I could hardly give assent, 
Though rowing on the river is most truly an event. 
It wasn't in the cricketsfield, nor in the foot-ball@harge, 
It wasn't in the steeple chase, although its sphere is large. 
It wasn't in the pot I won, with which my thirst to slake, 
It wasn’t in the match I made to eat nine pounds of steak. 
It wasn’t in the boxing bout with splendid little gloves, 
That give black eyes “ like winkin,’ and are perfect little loves. 
Nor was it in the first essay I made upon a rink 
(No, that was anything but sport I most sincerely think). 
don’t believe in bagatelle, and so it wasn't that, 
Nor do.I care for marbles, or for shuttlecock and bat. 
My notion of a sportinglike event's alittle mixed, 
I'm potting at.itelowly, and will shortly have it fixed. 
I think if I were polled to state the sportingest event 
That ever claimed my notice—it was once when I was sent 
To eee a grand spectacls ; it was on a soe _ 
My best idea of gporting was my notice of the play. 

I fancy this @heuld be found to distinctly settle the question, and if 
poetic authority is mot enough, readers will have mo difficulty in 
finding plenty of evidence in support of my theory, df ‘they will only 
look in the proper place for it. Having saneeaial im my primary 
object so successfully and satisfactorily, | think I had better subscribe 
myself, at once, and before I destroy the good impression effected, 
your true discoverer of the meaning of disputed pvints, and general 
analyst of the year gone by, AvGsrun., 















Ea revanche. 


Tue new Slave Circular just issued fromthe Admiraity is likely to 
give no more satisfaction than that which preceded it, and people 
begin to ask aloud why ‘‘ the Lords"’ are so anxious to force a mea- 
sure on the country which is bound to be most repulsive to Englishmen 
of all kinds and conditions. Hush! good folk. Cannot you see that 
as our navy becomes smaller and smaller, it is necessary the work of 
our sailors should become less and less? Why, this is a piece of Con- 
servative strategy which more than balances the losses of the lust 
twelvemonth, and is certainly worthy of a most rapturous reception. 
Still, it would be hard if a Conservative Ministry became popular on 
the score of any such common quality as cleverness. 








Melloncholy Occurrence. 

Just before going to press, we learn that the esteemed actress, Mrs. 
Mellon, while playing at the Princess's Theatre last night, at the end 
of the first act put out her Rip, ‘to the evident distress of all the 
spectators. Yet she seemed quite used to it. 


Quiddity. 
Poor Quilldrive has a large family anda emall salary; the forme 
increases annually, but the latter obstinately sticks at two pounds 4 
week. Still he is not happy. He weakly eays a tertium quid is 


wanting. 


Lyttony. ‘ 
Lorp Lytton is to be the new Viceroy of India. Mir. Dismadli could 
not possibly have Lytton on a better man. 


Wuere would a lunatic expect to find woollen blankets growing ’— 
Bedlambs, of course. 
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—BY ONE WHO DOESN’T BELIEVE IN HIM. 


VIII.—HIS 


THE BRITISH WORKMAN. 


guvnor, while I go and 


CHEEK. 


PHASE 
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there was a i 





or two.’”’ 


that up with yer finger. 
Ishan’t be moran a 


solder ? 
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day 
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** Cold, te-day, ain’t it? Ishall werry 
’ week, to do that bi 


the end o’ nex 


*ow yer was a gettin’ hon. Can’t come 
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“ Pve jest come to arsk yerif yer’d pay me for this little job 





in advance, ’cos I’m a-goin’ to git married.”’ 


“ "Ere, I’ve got the Se. I've forgot my tools. 
Back soon. 
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AN IDEA. 


Tr people who on earth:do dwell 
Ne’er into paths of evil féll, 
And each one loved‘his neighbour ; 
a oo. were things unknown, 
men earned and ‘their own, 
And lived by honeailiabour — 
If suitors never metetos tilt, 
If human blood wene: ; 
And trade hadimo,commetions;:~— 
Where would “the Bench” .ihith: heaven bless— 
Its quaint ideas of life express, 
And air its funny-notions-? 


Well, if it e’er shoulticome- about, 
We put the light of evil ont, 
And stop illegal capers; 
Our magistrates shall’ be employed,— 
That still their jokes may be enjoyed 
With “laughter ”’——in the papers. 


——SESESS 


One Way. 

TueERz is a chance for peace. inSpain afterall. The 
Government have resolved towsend an expedition tothe 
Zulu Archipelago to revenge-some indignities suffered 
by Spanish subjects. Now, if'the Carlists and Royalists 
will make common cause and all march off together, 
Spain may have a spell of qniet. There are a few 
absconding foreigners in the neighbourhood who would 
Collie-nize the country during their absence. 


‘‘In vine——.” 

Sar Jones to a friend, “ Won’t you take something 
short—a nip of old brandy, a glass of good port?”’ 
‘“‘ Not port,”’ said his friend, “for, I’ve reason to think, 
verv stout I should get did I that liquor drink!” 
“Pooh! pooh!” remarked Jones, “ ’tis beyond any 
doubt, if I ask for port wine you will scarcely get 
‘stout!’ ” 











WueEn a man has interred a scolding wife, where 
should he go for his honey—his week of mourning ?— 
Shrewsbury. 


TRUE CHARITY. 


Once there was a poor widow with seven small children, and being 
a woman destitute of everything, including proper resignation to eight 
empty stomachs, she thought she would go to the offices of a Relieving 
Association and ask for some bread. Very illbread of her to do so, of 
course ; but you see the widows of to-day didn’t have the benefit of a 
School-Boarded youth. Well, she went and knocked at the door— 
such a beautiful door, all over brass plates and knockers and bells, and 
the name of the Association in six feet letters: it almost made the rude 
people who called leave off being kungry to look at it. And the door 
was opened by a gentleman with a beautiful thick coat on, and a 
waistcoat and a gold chain, and he Jooked so warm that the rude people 
almost forgot to feel cold when they looked at him. And he showed her 
up stairs—such lovely, high, sharp, nice stairs—and they looked so 
still and quiet that they almost made the rude people forget to feel 
tired as they clomb up them. And on the top of the stairs was a room 
with a gentleman in it—such a nice gentleman, with rings on his 
fingers and roses in his cheeks, and nice white linen and black cloth 
all over him; and he looked so happy that the rude people almost for- 
got to feel miserable when they looked at him ; and he spoke to people 
80 nicely and politely that the rude pesple almost forgot to feel rude 
while he talked to them. Then he asked the widow what she wanted, 
and she said she’d seven children at home who hada't tasted food fora 
week, and her case was ditto to theirs. And he said “hum,” and a 
gentleman who was with him said “ha,” and the widow felt quite 
inclined to say “hum” and “ha” too—they had such a genial way 
with them. ‘“ Well, my good woman, we'll inquire into your case— 
let me see—the day after to-morrow—leave your address.” Now he, 
like atruly charitable man, had hit upon the only thing that the 
widow could spare, so she left it and thanked him, and went down the 
comfortable stairs and past the warm man and out of the door with 
the bells and brass plates, and felt quite pleased to think she’d walked 
seven miles on a bleak winter’s day to see such nice, merry people, and 
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‘FULL OF. AITCHES.”’ 


Old Lady :—* Ou, Mr. Jonzs, I’vz sucH A PALPITATION; WHAT WOULD 
YOU ADVISE FOR MY ’ART?” 


Absent-minded Do ctor :—WekLL, MADAM, I THINK I’pD TRY A LITTLE 4!” 





the children all about it, and there must have been quite a family 
rejoicing, for three days afterwards, when one of the merry gentle- 
man’s merry gentlemen called to inquire about the case, they were a} 
dead on the floor. There was no doubt about it, joy had killed them— 
joy at knowing their case was going to be inquired into. And the 
merry gentleman reported that it was quite a deserving case, and 
entered it in his book with an account of the expenses of inquiry, visit, 
and report, and the subscribers were delighted to think their money 
had been so well laid out. And so everybody was happy; but such is 
the rudeness of these common people that it is quite probable the 
widow and her children were happiest of all. 


LOVE ON ONE SIDE. 


As the moon, “ cold and chaste,” swells the bosom of ocean, 
And the sirens sing songs taat seduce us to sea, 
So the woman I love fills my heart with emotion, 
Though I know that she cares not a button for me! 
Why should I be foolish and waste my affection 
On a bright and cold moony and sirenlike bride ? 
The best that could happen would be my rejection— 
For I know that our Love would be all on one side! 


It is strange how a love, with its wild fascination, 
Will so utterly obfuscate reason and sense, 
That ’twill run you away into infatuation 
There to conjugate “ Love” to its ultimate tense ! 
But I won’t be a victim, and marry a statue 
That I can’t to the British Museum confide! 
(Could you bear loveless eyes staring stonily at you °) 
No! I won’t be a husband with love on one side! 


Wuy is Speculative Stock like Pride ?—Because it must have a 


such a cheerful place. And when she got home to her garret she told | fall. 
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FOLLOWING FASHION. 


Mistress :—“ Wet, JANE, 80 YOU'VE GOT BACK AGAIN?” 


Jane :—“ Yes, MEM—THANK you, MEM!”’ 


Mistress :—‘“ AND DID YOU ATTEND YOUR SISTER'S FUNERAL, JANE!” 
Jane :—“ On NO, MEM; IT IS NOT CUSTOMARY NOW FUR—EH—LADIES TO FoLLow!” 





SOME MAGAZINES FOR JANUARY. 
MAcmMILLAN opens the year with the commencement of Mr. Black's 
“* Madcap Violet,’’ and the close of Mrs. Oliphant’s ** Curate in Charge.”’ 
The new story promises to be interesting, theugh the heroine, so 
far, seems like Becky Backy transplanted from the O/d Commodore and 
French polished. This is, perhaps, more due to the fact that we have 
been reading Marryat lately than to anything else; all hoydenish young 
ladies are bound to possess a certain amount of resemblance—on paper. 
The other contributions are above the average. In the Cornhili there 
is a dog which, if it could be taken out of the picture and put in a 
show, would not be passed over by even purblind judges. By the way, 
is purblindness a recommendation for show judgeships? We notice it 
as a peculiarity of judges. The St. James’s has some interesting con- 
tributions in addition to its two well-written serial stories; and in 
Colburn’s New Monthiy the most noticeable thing is a translation of 
Biirger's “ Lenore.” It is far from bad, but we fancy the youthful 
venture of Walter Scott will still continue to be read by the conserva- 

tive in literature, which, in this instance, includes ourselves. 

The Atlantic Monthly, in addition to a varied contents list which 
contains the names of some of America’s most famous writers, presents 
its subscribers with a lifelike, as well as lifesize, half-length portrait of 

w, sometime known in both England and the States asa 
representative poet. The reviews in this magazine are worthy of the 
<r contributions, among which, for this month, are poems by 
Aldrich and Wendell Holmes. In Scribner’s, Bret Harte, important a 
writer as he is, stands by no means alone in his glory. ‘ New York in 
the Revolution” is the commencement of a series which should be at 
least as interesting to Englishmen as to Americans. “ Pictures of the 
French Renaissance”’ is another interesting artiele, and the verse is 
readable. But the illustrations of this cheap “‘mag’’ are things which 
must be seen to be appreciated. Our cousins evidently do not believe 
in “ the slow shilling,” or the shillingsworth either. 

The Gentleman's contains the commencement of a story by “the 
poet.” We are glad that the claims of rival writers are now arranged, 





_ even though Mr. Buchanen’s premiership has been settled by adver- 
tisement and not by criticism. Mr. Hepworth Dixon explains his 
views on the Suez Canal purchase lucidly. We think, however, that 
| literature rather than politics is his line. ‘ Recollections of Writers”’ 
can hardly be intended for general readers, but the “ Table Talk” is 
brightening up somewhat. Zinsiey’s has a new story from the pen of 
Mr. Farjeon, ‘‘ The Duchess of Rosemary Lane.’’ This popular author 
is making a somewhat novel venture, and though novelty should be 
the principal feature in novels, it is so rare en exception that some 
wiseacres will doubtless ponder over and wonder at the innovation; 
maybe will think the writer is risking his reputation. Should the 
story continue as it has begun, those enthusiasts who have so far done 
Mr. Farjeon more harm than good with their wholesale admiration and 
short-sighted comparison will have reason, for once, to congratulate 
themselves on their correctness. The astonishment likély to result 
from this is, however, too painful tocontemplate. In London Society 
“ Above Suspicion ”’ is concluded. “Ona and Off the Stage’’ is worth 
reading, and there are some nice lines in ‘‘ Waiting for Escort.” In 
the poem we mean, not the block. ; 
e Sunday at Home and Leisure Hour are well to the fore in their 
ee line. In the former is a German illustration called “A 
rayer for those at Sea,” which we notice because it seems to be in- 
serted on its merits, unlike the numerous kindred importations 80 often 
encountered in cheap illustrated periodicals. The Gardeners’ Year- 
Book comes this month with the Journal of Horticulture, and both, 
though they teem of things earthy, are “ none so dusty after all.’ 

We have also received :—St. Nicholas (the juvenile Scribner), AU 
the World Over, the Nautical Magazine, Hardwicke’s Science Gossip, 
Once a Week, Westminster Papers, Golden Hours, Journal of Horticulture, 
Photographie News, Gardener’s Magazine, &c., &c. 


Sow it ought. 


Tus Prince of Wales has knighted Mr. Hogz, of Caloutta. This 
quite atones for the pig-sticking. 
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“a THE DOMESTIC SERVANT DIFFICULTY. Mrs. J. (arranging furniture in new house). Anything else, my love ? , 
“e Jones. Yes, open the window. (She does so. Jones drags her once fe 
ae ITS SOLUTION. round the room by her hair and flings her into the courtyard below. A } 
a pause.) Are you dead? 
1a 1.—SERENADE. (By ovr Distracrep HovsgHoLper. Mrs. J. (meekly from courtyard.) Not quite, my love. 

q ; 


Jones. Then lie still and don’t talk, while [ get on with “ Six 
Weeks imIndia.” Let mesee—heads of chapters: ‘ Excessive Heat,’’ 
ee *“‘ Elephants,’ “ Yellow Fever,” &. Hum.  (Calls.) 

ane ! 


eagertety 


Ou, beautiful Slavey! Oh, hear my lay! 

My bosom is heavy—my hair is grey, 
My sorrow no words can speak : 

For, theugh I am owner of gold and Jands, 

I’ve polished my boots with mine own fair hands 
For many a weary week! 


a> om ne 


Enter Housemaid. 

JANE. What is it, sir ? 

Jones. Go and buy me some serpents, some elephants, and s@me 
men withiyellow fever, and when you come back set fire to the hese 
to make:me feel hot. I must have a practical acquaintance with titese 
subjects. Here is a shilling, and mind you bring the right : hae 


a ee 


I’ vejtaken the frying-pan off the shelf, 

And frizzled my dinner my lovely self ; 

I’ve polished the plate on my own front door, 

And sifted the cinders, and scrubbed the floor— 
Till it’s oh, and alack! 
For my hands are black, 

And my knuckles and knees are sore! 

Tum, Tum. 


wh oe 


* an oe ‘——- * 
> tie 


(Exit Janz. Jones calls out of window.) I wish you'd make e 
and die, Mrs. Jones, that leader’s wanted at four and it’s nearly e 
now. 

Mrs. J. — frem courtyard). I think if you were to dropgitfhe 
library table on me I would manage it, dear. 

JonEsS. Don't be a fool, the murderer didn’t assist his wife with a 
table, and I can’t import a foreign element into the affair. Igqmst 
get on with something else for a bit. Let mesee—“‘ Is Viviseetion 
Painful?’ That’lldo. (Cal/s.) Charles! 


Enter Handy Boy. 


CuaRLEs. Vant me, guv’nor? 

Jongs. Yes, go into the next room and brimg me a large knife, an 
operating table, a glass receptacle, and an air ip (CHARLES 80. 
Jones takes up pamphlet, “‘ Some Cases of Vivi er , 
“The animal-was held forcibly on the operating ‘tab 
meforcibly on ‘the-operating table. (Does so.) “His skin 
vomapued fous the Inly with a sharp knife” removemy $kin 
with a sharp ‘knife (does sc)—‘“‘and he was drepped =. a 
receptaele'from which the air had been exhausted.” opeme 
in the glassreceptacle and exhaust the air. (Does so,) 

Cuanuas. Goon, guv'nov. (No reply.) 

Mrs. J. (meekly from courtyard.) I shall be dead in two min@fes | 
now, my love. } | 

JANE (rushing in). Here’s the serpents, and the elephants, and “he 
yellow fevers, sir, and I've set the house afire, and-——— , | 

Enter Editor up Fire-escape. 

Ep1rTer (in passion). Now then, Jones, where the deuce is your copy 

Hullo! here! I say! 


(The building is enveloped in flames, and gives way with a crash as scene 
closes.) 





So come to me, come to me, Slavey dear— 

Ill give thee a thousand, at least, a year; 

My uttermost farthing with thee I’ll share, 
And load thee with “‘ fivers’’ to curl thy hair! 


Oh, beautiful Slavey! Oh, hear me sing! 

For cleaning the steps is a kind of thing 
At which I was always bad: 

I never was clever at making tea, 

And cooking a cabbage is Greek to me, 
And threatens to drive me mad. 


I never can properly make the bed ; 
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My puddings are horrible—worse than lead— 
And when [ endeavour to make a pie 
I butter my trousers and boots and tie— 
And I wallow in lard; 
And the crust is hard; 
And then I begin to cry! 
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Tum, Tum. 


So come to me, come to me, Slavey mine, 

And numberless pearls in thy hair shall twine: 
I'll give thee a million, or more, a year— 

I even will marry thee, Slavey dear! 





II.—RESPONSE. (By ovr INpEPENDENT HELP.) 


I do not care 
To curl my hair 
With “ fivers’’— no, indeed, not I! 


HOUSES OF CALL. 
For Bankers ......++.... The Chequers. 








ap of ante ee ee cent ae The Friend in Knead. 
Ogee my curls For Shoemakers.......... The First and Last. 

I wouldn't give a single sigh. War IS. oe eb dédaee Paddy's Goose. 
ae weeny geunes: For Sculptors...........: The White ’Art. 

Then Fy ph wilt b - ate Radia Dp” CR ae The “ Ben” Jonson. 
Thou a ae all. oe For Paper Makers ...... The Raglan. | 
(icemiie ae a pees ens ah ae oF | 
s og or Egg Merc i oss e Adelaide. 

Me “ Lady-help’’—I’ll come to thee ! For Betting Men ........ The Golden Vlosee. 

PRACTICAL ACQUAINTANCE. S. by 8S. 





An amusing story—so it is called—is enrrent at Cuckfield about a | 
carrier and his dog. It seems to us, aft: a hard struggle with a 
Sussex paper supposed to tell the tale, thi; amusement consists—on 
the South Coast—in leaving the point out vf astory. This is evidently 
done in the interests of those who consider humour an insult and 
originality a crime. Strange as it may seem, we are soon likely to 
find that the South Coast includes the whole of this island, Scotland 


and all. 


A Metoprama In Every Act. 


# Scenz: 4 study. Jones (eminent topical writer) discovered at writing 
4 table. 

Jones. Let me see. Leader on Mayfair murder, review of ‘‘ Six 
Weeks in India,” essay upon “ Is Vivisection Painful?’ and halt a 
dozen “‘scraps.’’ A good morning’s work. Let me at once become 
practically acquainted with my subjects. No man can write ¢on- 
er without personal knowledge of what he is describing. 


(@: Us.) s. Jones! 
Enter Mrs. J. meekly. 


Mrs. J. You called, my love ? 
| Jonzs. Yes. Take the paper and read me the particulars of the 

$a Mayfair murder. Skip the introduction and begin with the aet. 
oe Mrs. J. ( reading). “He.then dragged his wife by the hair of her 
a head across the room, and, opening the window, flung her violently 

into the courtyard below.” 

_ Jonzs. Right! Open that window. (She does so.) Does it look 
| into a courtyard ? 
a Mrs. J. (meekly). No, my love. 
q Jomzgs. Then let us pack up our furniture and remove at. once to a 
house where the window does leok into a courtyard. (They do #0.) 
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Resignation Rewarded. 

Tux Viceroy of India is abo-t to resign, and in consideration of 
his services her Majesty will grant him an Earidom. Thisisan Early | 
intimation of coming events. r 





ce a-head. Such cheap amusement should command success. 
f puns were allowed in this journal we should remark—at tariner 


rate it ought. 


Provers Bx A BonpHotpsr.—The Peruvian bask is not so bad as 
its bite. , 


4 
Tux Crystal Palace is now open to the public on Mondays at six- | i! 
ch 
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A DIVIDED DUTY. 


“T sav, JIMIMEBR; YOU KNOW WHAT TEACHER WAS A SAYIN’ ABOUT WE 
| MUST WATCH AND PRAY. S’pose you sToP ’BRE AND PRAY, WHILE I waTcH 
| AT THE END OF THE coURT FOR Bitty Purvis AND CHUMP ’IM OVER THE 


»8D WITH ’ARF A BRICK AS ’E GOES BY!”’ 








‘‘LIBERAL” CONSERVATISM. 


Tuere will probably be a great dearth of Conservative newspaper 
editors in Londoa shortly, in consequence of the appearance of an 
advertisement in the Atheneum, addressed “to literary men,’’ which 
s‘ates that there is ‘‘ wanted, for a first-class Conservative Provincial 
Newspaper, a gentleman to undertake the management of the whole 

literary work required. He must be competent to write leaders, sub- 
edit the paper, and oceasionally to assist in reporting, and must be a 
shorthand writer.” This splendid offer eould only come from a Con- 
servative quarter. Had an editor, &c., been wanted for a so-called 
Liberal newspaper we might have expected to find the above simple 
list of duties extended by an intimation that, in addition to the 
management, seeer-wpiting, sub-editing and reporting duties, the 
fortunate individual selected would be required to assist in the reading, 
nn ie the composition, lend a hand with the machinery, take a turn 
in the stoke-hole, and fill up a portion of his superfluous time in selling 
the at the street corner. This latter duty is said to be already 
fi by the staff of a very cheap contemporary. We shall never 
again have a doubt as to the existence of “ Liberal ’ Conservatism. 





Oveur you to call an Admiralty Judge, “ Your Warship ?” 













PAULA 


(DR. CALTHROP’S,) 
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THE PRINCE TA-RA-LA. 


Tue Prince he has sailed in a gay gilded ship, 
| Now calling at Athens and Aden and Cairo; 
| They’ve shown him the wonders, the joys, of the trip, 
The marvels of Greece and the glories of Pharaoh. 
| Still on he has sailed in his vessel so fine— 

Sailed on to the land where old kings in their glory 
Oft melted their jewels to sweeten their wine ~ 

All this we are told, but it may be “‘a story. 


Here Sultans and Rajahs, Grand Viziers and Khans, 
All vied with each other in gorgeous displaying, , 
T’o feast and to honour him in their divans ;— 
The Prince had a rare merry time when awaying— 


With hunting the tiger, and “ sticking the pig,” 
With woodcocks or anything else that was handy, 
Grand banquets and balls with “good health,” toast, 
and ji 
And slepliint sport in the sweet groves of Kandy. 


While poor little wifie was moping and sad— __ 
’Tis true that her babes gave her blissful emotion ; 

She sent for her mother, she sent for her dad, 
Likewise for her sister from over the ocean. 


Said our Queen to the Princess, ‘“* My own little pet, 
Your sons, like their father, in beauty will grow, dear; 
Because he is absent you never must fret— 
He has gone for the glory of England, you know, dear, 


‘‘So courage, sweet heart, and dry up the sad tear, 
I know you're a good and a dutiful daughter, 

Your Christmastide dinner! There, eat it this year 
In your own Copenhagen that lies by the water. 


| 

| * And when you return in the beautiful spring, 

| All gushing and glad with new life and éc/at, dear, 
May joy fill each heart while the loud voices ring 
In welcome to you and the Prince Ta-ra-la, dear.” 
| 


———_——————————— 
Fancy Work on Kid. 


Tue French lady who killed six of her children by 
sticking needles into them has been executed. She 
carried the use of the needle to such a perfection and 
finished her work off so thoroughly, that she lost her 
head in consequence. 


Ratting it. 

A “‘ VERMIN EXTERMINATOR,’ resident near Ealing, advertises himself 
as “ purveyor to her nes Government.” What the Government 
can want with rats it is hard to say, unless it be tosupply the places of 
those which we are told are always the first to leave sinking ships. 
Surely they don’t want more of either than they’ve already got at St. 
Stephen’s. 


Christmas Weights. 


An engaged couple, sitting in church at Cherry Burton, were 
recently severely injured by the fall of an enormous clockweight, 
which, as a local paper humorously puts it, “ alighted’”’ on their heads. 
Looking at the character of the damaging agent it is absurd for the 
same journal to head its paragraph, ‘‘ Untimely interruption of a téte-d- 
téte.” Still, it must have been a blow to both of them. 





Cruel Kindn:2ss. 


A cat is popularly supposed to be fond of her offspring. A popular 
delusion! She is constantly licking them. ie _ 





A Dgnsz Foc.—The mind of a Cauhecvetive leader writer. 
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St. Andrew's Hill, Docters’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, Jan. 12, 1976. 





PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stareh 
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THE FANCY BALL. 
(By Ovun Lenatic LAvuREATE.) 


a At Colney Hatch—delightful place !— 
The home of beauty, wit, and grace, 
We've lately had a party. 
The rooms were full of titled folks 
Who wagged their heads and cracked their jokes. | 
(ZJ chaperoned Astarte.) | 


We had a job with Charles the First, 
Who kicked his crown, and swore and curst 
Because his head was missing. 
a His son was there, but wouldn’t dance, 
a Because of Cromwell's mocking glance | 
And aggravating hissing. | 
A chap from St. Helena’s isle 
Dropped in a moment to beguile 
(‘“* The Corporal” they call him) ; 
| But Wellington set up a shout, 
§ 


. ee 
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And, falling on him, kicked him out, 
While Blucher helped to maul him. 


Old Doctor Johnson hobbled in, 
And made a pun and snuffed his chin, 
While Boswell kept him talking 
But when the fun was at its height, | 
They bowed and wished us all good-night, 
Away to Fleet-street walking. 


I noted, too, a batch of queens, 

Just fresh from hist’ry’s moving scenes— 
Elizabeth and Mary. 

And dainty dames our hearts to win— 

Fair Rosamond and Mistress Gwynne, 
And Marlbrook’s “ artful Sairey.” 


Rude daylight eaught us all too soon, 

The fiddle played its final tune, 

} And sleep assailed our peepers. 

a Still often in our lonely cells 

f We madmen dream of vanished belles, 
And “ polka” with our keepers. 


eS hastens 


‘ Man and Manners. 
“? Tue chairman of a Manx celebration in Manchester, 


| lateiy gave the first loyal toast as ‘“‘ The Queen of Man.’’ 
a We shall have Manx muddlers calling her Majesty 
ie “The Man Queen” next. 


LIFE!” 











HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


SomerHIne undefinably painful, and quite as undefinably pleasant, 
strikes one upon entering the room containing the work by which 
young Frederick Walker made name and fame—made himself worthy 
of becoming an Associate of the Forty who are England's glory in 

. art. Such rapid improvement in and gradual mastery of every detail 
Ca of both oil oan water-colour are shown to anyone who cares to follow 
4 his career, even casually, by means of his works, that surprise on one 
“ hand is checked by wonder on the other—wonder at what would have 
been the result had this young founder of a fresh school but lived till 
the spring of genius had been toned and softened by the summer of 
success. Not pecuniary success—that he had achieved long before; 
but the success which comes only to the truly great in art or literature, 
that which no money can buy and no amount of friendly praise can 
rival. From wood-blocks to water-colours, from water-colours to 
those specimens in oil which year by year made the appreciative 
marvel, steadily Walker pursued his path, until quietly he passed 
4 away at an age when other men—men of choice gifts, too, perchance— 
3 are yet wondering whether they will make the slightest mark upon 
a their time, and have hardly settled in their own minds how it is to be 
done, if it is to be done at all. In a kindly preface to the catalogue 

e we are told how Walker, quite a boy, about fifteen years ago made 
mn his first application for work to the then Editor of Once a Week, and 
i how those on the look-out for rising talent soon had reason to con- 
gratulate themselves on having given the youth an opportunity. The 
exhibition itself concludes the story commenced with such promise ; 

therein is gathered all that can be got together of the dead painter's 

work. Walker had true poetic fire and delicacy, and though those 

who look at a picture only as so much colour upon so many inches of 

canvas may find fault here and there with small details and 
mannerisms, our appreciation of him is based on much higher grounds 

than these, which, be it remembered, are themselves matter open to 
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MISSING HIS MARK. 


‘“‘ How DARE YOU THROW STONES LIKE THAT, YOU BAD BOY? You VBRY 
NEARLY INJURED MY CRANIUM!” 

“INJURED YOUR CRAYNUM! WHY WHAT IS YER CRAYNUM—I AIN'T NEV8R 
SEEN ONE? Wuy I’vE NEVER THROWED A STONE AT A CRAYNUM IN MY 


criticism, to praise or blame, according to the taste and education of 
the critic. alker’s water-colours are perfection; it is only fair to 
one he would, in the fulness of time, have developed the same 
quality in oils; and even as it is we may look a long time at the 
works of our greatest modern masters before finding anything to 
equal “‘ The Bathers” or “The Right of Way,” the latter being, for 
delicacy of conception and power of detail, a perfectly unique speci- 
men of art. Those who affect not to care for painters of the present 
day, as well as those who consider youth an offence only to be wiped 
out by the slow process of time, may have their opinions very con- 
siderably modified by an inspection of the collection now on view at 
168, New Bond-street, W. 

We are pleased to record that Mr. William Senior, for some years 
one of the principal descriptive writers on the Daily News, was enter- 
tained ata banquet the other night by his brother journalists previous 
to his ee for Queensland, where he will be officially engaged. 
The gathering was at Willis’s Rooms, and was eomposed almost 
exclusively of journalists. So exclusively, that although many of the 
best writers on our best papers were present, those who think the 
greatest men on the press are those who get their names in print 
oftenest might have been inclined to sneer at the insignificance of the 
compliment paid Mr. Senior. But from a purely journalistic point of 
view—the point of view of the promoters—the event was a success in the 
very way that most similar attempts become merely pretentious failures. 





Whey’d in the Balance. 
A wRITER in the Animal World says that “a tenant erected a 


| som in his piggery to pump the whey out of the cheese-room. One 


y I saw an old pig deliberately take the handle of the pump into 
his mouth and pump itself some whey.’ This, after all, is only a 
new whey of telling am old “story.” Brown says it makes his blood 


curdle to read things which are so “ very like a wheyle.” 
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NOTES OF PREPARATION. 


MopErn:sED FRAGMENT OF AN ANCIENT CHRONICLE. 


Ir is the good Sir Harcourt, and b@%summions to the fray 

The young and old, the brave and eld, and points to them the way; 
Rig’t cheerily he urges on his legions to-attack — . 

He points théeway, and who shall ‘say hisfollowers stand back? 


Sir Harcourt ‘is the bravest knight that ever trod the stump, 

His verbal flow, now fast now slow, streams out as from a pump ; 

His tone is loud and dignified, as one who all things knows— 

’Tis royal;blood—no liquid mud - that thtough his system flows. 
* ! * ~ * x 

But suddenly Si# Harcourt takes some unexpected turns’: 

Not he to lead—not he, indeed! in him no ardour bursisy- 

He's only there to give advice; let others: lead the van=~ 

“ And wh@myou're led, obey your head, for he’s the proper man?” 


’Tis then Si Haveourt drops behind, and leaves the leader clear, 
And beingetold; the’Britons bold shout “ Hartington is‘here!”’ 


Sir Haréourt’s 's to advise, ’tis Hartington’s to fight ; 
Upon thei this d+y—we trust their way"is right ! 


—o——_ - 
Our Justicosof the Peace have lately been rather severely criticised, 
and some of ‘theiractions* have called for the interference of the 
Home Secretatyy This*seems so much a mattefof course; and is of 
such constantéreourrende;‘that the public now take*little notiée when 
a fresh outbteak*of justice and Secretarial ‘interference 
come round imtit, unlessdt be to fix more firm] ei miitids the 
already strongly "plantedaversion for the Great Unpaid. #6 has, 
within the paséfew ann up a positive atid unalterablomotion 
that whateverad @ Peace may Wo, it forms the a 
which ee poet’s rule, and. is wrong. That*this is it 
only takes véry" little consideration to show, and as we have never 
failed to express our opinions of shortcomings among J.P.’s, we can 
afford to point without suspicion of feeling or favour to what is due 
to those who call themselves by the ambiguous word Justice. Some 
excitement has lately been caused by information that a man had been 
sent to prison for cutting a cabbage under the impression that the 
vegetation on the ground was waste, and was to be “ploughed in.” 
Everybody was ready with a bad word for the Bench, the cabbage- 
cutter was speedily as pure-souled as poor humanity can’ be, and the 
action of the Home Secretary, who is known to be rather uncon- 
servative in these matters; was watched for with anxiety. But for 
once the Unpaid Bench has the best of it; the cabbage-cutter is proved 
to be a tramp and vagrant of the commonest and most unromantic 
order, who deserved at least as much as he got, and probably wouldn’t, 
during this season, have minded more. From all this we obtain the 
lesson, by no means novel, but certainly worth the retelling, that 
every act of a man or body of men is not bound to be bad simpl 
because that same man or body of men happens to be stupid or iit. 
favoured, or subject to attacks of periodically recurrent imbecility. 


aaa ee 


TO AN OLD CYNIC. 


Ho! ancient man with bewrinkled skin, 

W hose heart is ice and whose soul is sear, 
All your aim is money to win— 

Oh, if you could but again begin! 
Take a look back for forty year. 
Take a long look o’er all that time, 

And show what you've done for public weal. 
Ever your course is marked with slime, 
And dirt, and venom, and Grub-street grim 

Take a look back—now how d’ye feel! | 


. ‘*¢‘ Teach your Grandmother!” 
We have received a slip containing an article on Eggs, and a 


written ission “‘to quiz or criticise.” Now why is this permit 
like ova packed for exportation? (N.B.—lIf it will make the answer 
any easier, the question can be turned ova and the word exportation 
substituted.) Because—and you are requested not to laugh till you 
hear, and hearing, undeestabdl teeauss; its Eggsstraw-dinary. We 
trust this will meet the eggspectations of our eggsacting readers. 


A Good Life. 
Tse “ Court Circular” informs us that “ Prince Leopold has taken u 
his abode at Bo Codford.” Perhaps he didn’t like to keep it 
down in such a ge locality. 
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THE ARTLESS SERVANT MAID; 


OR, 
Every Home its Own Music Hall. 


(“As superior to the absurd drivel called ‘ The Improvident Householder’ as it 
is possible to conceive.’’—See Advertisements. ) 


No. I.—ROMANCE. (Mrs. Jinks’s Song.) 


“Ou, butcher-man with oily hair, 

The skies are blue, the world is fair: 

Oh, lend me but thy kindly aid 

To find a little servant-maid.”’ 
Lulliety-lal-la. 


The butcher’s voice was soft and low ; 
The butcher had an air of woe :— 
‘‘ There came a maid but yesterday, 
But she has gone and em-mee-gré.” 
Trallal la lulluliety trallal la. 


‘¢ Oh, baker-man, who vendest bread, 
The skies are clouding overhead ! 
A servant-maid, when thou shalt see, 
I prithee send her round to me.” 
Lulliety-lal-la. 
The baker frowned the tearful frown, 
Of one who in the mouth is down :— 
‘“‘ There was a maid of tender age, 
But she has taken to the stage.” 
Trallal la lulluliety trallal la. 


‘Oh, grocer-man, the skies are black 
And gloomy with the driving wrack ; 
If e’er by thee a maid be found, 
Be good enough to send her round.” 
Lulliety-lal-la. 
The kindly grocer, grieving, took 
My name, and placed it in a book :— 
“‘T knew a little servant-girl, 
But she is wedded to an earl!”’ 
Trallal la lulluliety trallal la. 


(Mrs. Jinks will again oblige presently.) 


No. I.—“I’M QUITE U-NIQUE!” 
(Elvira, the Servant-maid’s Song.) 


I'm a gradle'too good-lookin’ 
To demean myself by cookin’; 
And I couldn’t clean a-winder, and I ain’t no 
But you needn't stand and waver, 
For I’m comin’ as a favour— 
And there ain’t another slavey in the neigh-ber-’ ood. 
Cronus. Sing tiddy-iddy-iddity and tum-tum-tay ; 
You needn't go a-sneerin’ so, nor sendin’ me away ; 
For any other slavey you may vainly seek, 
As I’m the only specimen, and quite U-nique! 


good : 
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Ill array myself in satting, 
And I'll do a little tatting, 
And I'll play the grand pianner, as a lady should ; 
I must have a lot of leisure, 
And be treated as a treasure — 
For there ain't another slavey in the neigh-ber-’ood! 


Cuorvs. Sing tiddy, &c. 


Now I ain't to be corrected, 
Nor I ain’t to be inspected, 
& As I wish it to be definitely understoad— 
‘y Or I beg to give you warnin’ 
As I’ll leave tosmorrer mornin’ — 
| And there ain’tanother slavey in the neigh-ber-’ood! 
Ba Cuorvs. Sing tiddy, &e. 





No. Ill.—‘SHE’LL THREATEN TO LEAVE!” 
flrs. Jinks’ s Song.) 


a Oh,when for the dinneryou wait 
, From six till a quarter to eight, 

‘ And dishesymy hubby, are greasy and grubby, 
3 An@ forks, in a horrible state ; 
rs .When underdone cabbages hold 


4 “Warm water, and maggots, and mould: 
i And mutters is vastly revolting and ghaatly, 
4 And flabbyyand-greasy, and cold— 


I beg you, I beg you, to simper and smile, 
And bear with it, bear. with it all for a while ; 
Oh, let not Elvira your anger perceive— 

We musn’t offend her—She’ll threaten to leave! 


When chance your propriety scares 
By showing you soot on the stairs, 
Or haply disclosing a saucepan reposing 
4 On one of the i chairs; 
i. And oh, whemthe fo loots 
; Your co ime, and cheeroots, 
And finally to.smashing the glasses 
And hiding the bits in your .boots— 
I beg you, I beg you te-simper and smile, 
Pretendin wery.contented the while ; 


Elviras aes aggrieve, 
4 For ifwe offend her-sShe'l/ threaten to deave ! 
a And whenimthemoerning you're down, 


‘4 Intent upom going to town, 
gi My hubby, sigpemeanamamaesing, 
oa You musn’t be surly and frown! 
% -But open the shutters with glee 
q »And, finding your coffee (or tea), 
Set light to the firing, you're haply requiring, 
And scuttle away to E.C. 
Qh, never, I beg you, be angry and sneer, 
But flatter the servant and call her a dear ; 
Addressing her softly in recitative ; 
‘We-musn’t offend her-——She'l/ threaten to leave ! 





a No. IV.—‘ THE SPOONS ARE GONE, AS WELL!” 
‘4 (Jinks’s Song. Just out. Free by post.) 








No. V.—“THAT AFFAIR OF JINKS’S!” 
( The neghetleas-neighbour-and-very-old-~chaan’s Song.) 
Why, bless my soul, you wearanair 
As grave as any Sphinx’s— 
You can’t have heard of that affair, 
_ Of that affair of Jinks's ? 


'} borrow other people’s ideas and notions! “Dhere is, howev 
back to even the mew scheme—the Huddersfield tirm r 


% 


You can't you know, or else you'd laugh : 
Let’s have a glass - and while we quaff 
A friendly half of mild-and-stout, 
By jove! I'll tell you all about 
That rum affair of Jinks’s ! 


Cuorus. That rum affair of Jinks’s. 


Yousaw that dirty servant-maid P— 
Theforwardest of minxes— 
I theught you knew the par& she red 
In thasatlair of Jinks’s? ~ 
Why J. himself distinctly swears 
Shed@light.the fire with legs of chairs: 
She went and hanged the dog and cat, 
And spouted Jinks's Sunday hat! 
That servant-maid of Janks’s. 


Corvus, That servant-maid of Jinks’s. 


Though Mrs; S»passessed an eye 
As sharp as any tynx's, 
They found her jusé a bit too sly, 
That servantsmaid of Jinks’s. 
For on a Sunday, rather late, 
She sneaked away with alk the plate— 
And even till the present date 
She wanders un-in-car-cegsate— 
That servant-maidof Jinks’s! 


Cuorvus. That servant-maid of Jinks’s. 





No VI.—*NO ‘HELP’ FOR EVERMORE.” 


Operatic Lament, with piano obbligato, by Mrs. Jinks. This composition 
reaches the sublime. 1,000 stamps. 





DOTS AND LINES. 


GENERAL denunciation,efthe new Slave Cireular. Present Con- 
servative as well as «mathematical impossibility: Squaring the 
Circular. = Noblemany sends,»gift. of hams and bacon to country 
hospital. Evidently he«knews they are on the way to be properly 
“cured.” Wonder whether a,man saves nis bacon by doing this ? 
= Unfortunate case of aceidental drowning discovered. Man resident 
near Windsor “ cut hia throat. with a razor and then fell into the 
water-tank.”’ Moral:Keep clearof the water under similar circum- 
stances. = Boy charged «with deserting from the Wurepite. Would 
have been rather hard to expect him to stay on under exiging circum- 
stances. = Child skilledthrough drinking whisky from. a@»hottle by 
mistake. Boozle don’t believe anyone ever drank whisky “by mis- 
take,” but thinks the spirit must have been tampered. with—probably 
diluted—or it couldn’t have been harmful. — Man, at Blackburn, 
charged with attempting to murder his wife, convictéd of aggravated 
assault. Probably a jury of married men believed that it. was so. — 
Gentleman resident at Worcester gets drunk and “attacks a woman 
living next door with a hammer.” Evidently he only intended to 
reprove her for her curious choice of a companion ; bat his motive was 
much misunderstoed. And so was the hammer. — Ruffian sent for 
trial for cutting out the eye of a woman “and totally destroying it.’’ 
Once out it was hardly worth while preserving, except as a love token ; 
and Liverpool roughs don’t wear watch chains. — Vagrant roasted 
to death trying to warm himself. Another of the results of trying 
too zealously. But what right have vagrants to warm themselves 
except under parochial direction? -= Opening of a new railway line 
at Bury St. Edmunds. ‘Trust it will be satistied with the St., though 
it’s Bury suggestive. = Mr. Disraeli presents Rev. Mr. Devine with 
a living. Disraelistic Devination of the double sense of duty. = Times 
publishes a long extract from Bon bay Gasette, which contradicts almost 
every statement made by G#andara special. Conservative reporters 
seem to evolve their e reporters are themselves con- 
served—in the back office and. the enclyolopwdias. The pro- 
cess is cheap. = Amerieam. of a man 1609 years old, born 
in the United States. »Born befer@histime evidentiy. “Hehasdoenbt- 
less counted the our as days Of xest—that is, . ao cou 
’em at all. = Mar MacMahon “pronounces.” ernie 


very good—for a Frenehman! 













ies. 
A rirm in Huddersfield ammounces its readiness toyqnamiifacture 


“ fancies” toany amount. Fancy what a boon this must ‘bew@ihose 
“new and opigmidl” authors who have hitherto been ee 
er, @ 
2 






draw - 
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paid for its **dancies,’ while borrowing remains as ch 
popular as ever. 7 
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THE BRITISH WORKMAN.—BY ONE WHO DOESN’T BELIEVE IN HIM. 
PHASE IX.—HIS NOTIONS ON GRAINING. 


“ Now I comes to you and I says « Jeoaginy,” " I says. ‘“Werry welt, you 


“Then I says ‘ Wornut,’ I says; and makes it werry dark and turns 
"the twiddles u goog down |” Abd there's yer voenut.” 


“ Wott! Not like marble? You're a disgrace to yer father, you are!’ 


“‘ Then I changes my mind and I says ‘ Oak,’ I says. What do you do?, ~~ 
Why you up and vende it lighter and puts the twiddles t’other way.’’ 


**Tt’s all along o’ that School Board! Where's that there strap !°’ 
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ARMING FOR THE FRAY. i 


YE GOOD SIR HARTINGTON MAKES PREPARATION FOR YE BATTLE OF IMPENDING SESSION. HE IS ail 
COUNSELLED $BY HIS LADYE-LOVE, SWEET HARCOURT. ng 





OB 


a a 
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COGENT REASONS. | 


I’m not a “‘toper”’ bear in mind, 
Nor am I one of Lawson’s flock. 
a To have a “ glass”’ I'm offinelined— 
y Pray, water-drinkersy bear the shock ! 
Despite Sir Wilfrid’s stinging quips 
I do indulge in sundry “ nips!” 


Mt When winter’s winds my fingers numb— 
When choked with fogs, or dréndhed with rain— | 

I now and then have “ goes”’ of rum; 
Or, yes, of gin I take a drain. 


3 ee 


: A little grog, as I’ve been told, 

a Prévents a man from taking cold. 

i Dyspepsia, I grieve to say, 

eS Has grasped me in his horrid clutch~ 
a And oft his torments to allay 

wy I take of “ Irish’’—well, not much. 


For many folks declare, you know, 
That whisky’s indigestion’s foe. 


i I often feel extremely queer 

When in a busy, crowded street ; 
Then;‘if a restaurant be near, 

I try'a drop of brandy, neat. 
When feeling faint, I’ve always found 
A glass*of tat soon pulls me round ! 


ie I’ve often no desire to eat, 

\a To tempt me choicest viands fail— 

‘i And that emergency I meet 
With half a pint of bitter ale. 

A draught of bitter, fresh and bright, | 

I find begets an appetite. | 
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I’ve given many reasons here 
" Why TI so frequently indulge 
3 In sundry drops ‘of “‘ short”’ and beer. 
Another reason I'll divulge 
Before I cast away my pen: 
I dike a glass,—just nowand then: 
| TOO MATTER-OF-FACT. 
4 A Feeling Remark. 
is Grandmother :—“ You OUGHT TO BE ASHAMED OF YERSELF, MATILDA 
" Mr. Purmsoti speaking at a recent meeting declared ANN, TO ’A SAT WITHOUT A TEAR WHEN THE GOOD CLERGYMAN WAS A 
" that he dared not express his feeling in words ~he TALKING THAT BEAUTIFUL, AND EVERYONE ELSE WAS A WEEPIN’ so!” 
4 would put it into his work. Such heavy metal is Matilda :—“ Wux, How covtp I cry wHEN I HADN'T GOT A POCKET 
a more than likely to affect his loadline. ‘peeeenain * © 
a —— | 
a ' 5 6 ” Minister for the time being didn’t see it, that was his misfortune, not 
a THADY O'GRADY; OR, “MISUNDERSTOOD. his fault. Poor, dear, innocent-hearted O’Grady! guileless son of the 
4 THapy O’Grapy was never born; he burst upon a wondering world. | island whose sons are fair and whose daughters are brave—how did 
" He never went to school; he imbibed knowledge with enthusiastic | Fate revolving on its own axis smite thee on thy benignant head. It 
i eyes, and took in practical experience through the pores of his skin. | was hard, it was cruel—but the world would laugh at his beautiful 
He was a resident of no place. He occasionally turned up in London | morals. All the letters to the papers, all the patriotic songs, all the 


at the request of her Majesty and the nobility, and as often descended 
4 upon New York responsive to a Yankee wail for a glimpse of his 
effulgence. As to his profession—well, he was a gentleman, a politi- 
cian, a lawyer, a comedian, a doctor, a dramatist, a translator, a social 
censor—anything that was decent’and respectable, and profitable. But 
actually, if you asked me to define O'Grady, I should say— using the 
word in its noblest sense—that he was an idealist. All his life long he 
was animated by ideas, and they were always neat ideas. It was he 
who first conceived the notion of making a pasteboard pump and a 
real ninepenny bucket, an object of nightly interest to his educated 
fellows. It was he who proved that a St. John’s Wood goddess was 
the best guardian for a University boating man; it was he who staked 
a good round sum that an enlightened public would prefer an Irish 
comic song to all the plays that Shakespeare ever wrote—and won his 
wager. Hesaw a moral in everything. He'd the quickest eye for a 
moral of any man in the kingdom. And he wasn’t selfish : he never | 
kept his morals to himself; he sent them to the newspapers, not 
necessarily for publication, but asa guarantee of good faith. Ifthe 
clown in a pantomime sat ona baby, and the people laughed, he traced | 
infanticide to harlequinades. If a gentleman jumped into the water | 
to save a young lady from drowning, and the people applauded, he felt 
sure they would all go home at once and learn to swim. Ifa young 
fellow who'd kicked a Prime Minister turned virtuous in the fifth act 
of his career, and was returned for his native borough, without a 
single hiss‘being heard, O’Grady felt sure the world would admit kick- 
ing Prime Ministers was the royal road to Parliament. 


nee 


daintily fed controversies, went off at a tangent and hit the comic 
target of humanity, instead of the serious. If O'Grady had only been 
understood, he would have been one of the noblest teachers of the age, 
but he wasn’t; and if he were to write an essay upon sudden death, 
people would chaff him about it and suggest it was either an adver- 
tisement or an elaborate joke. 

Such was the fate of one who, having bright ideas, sought to beat 
them into dull heads. Let the moralist of the future shun cheap pub- 
licity. Yet it seems very hard to be good and clever and generous— 
and silent. 


Tafiy’s Little Joke. 


A Ruyt paper, writing about the new local Aquarium, refers some- 
what enthusiastically to what we suppose were effigies of the late 
Prince Consort. They are spoken of as “ Prince of Wales’s Fathers,’ 
a kind of delicate compliment to the Principality of which Rhyl 
forms a part that would have been quite lost on us had it not been for 
our own Welsherman, whose native instincts enabled him to seize and 


appropriate the joke at once, together with several other little 


portable matters in the way of toasted cheese, mutton bones, and ale. 
Particularly ale. 


So ita P. Rs. 


A once famous pugilist has been found dead from starvation. He 


If the Prime | evidently wasn’t able to “‘ box Harry.” 
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Young Mistress (who has just procured a girl from the country) :—“ Weit, Mary, HAVE YOU PUT OUT THE GAS IN MY ROOM - 
Girl :—“ Ys, MUM, AND A RARE JOB IT WERE TOO. I Guzss I ’BIN A-BLOWIN’ JIST ’ALF-AN-HOUR FORE IT wD GOO ouT!”’ 








CHUCKING HER OUT. 


(A Vutear ExtravaGAnza.) 

Scenz: The Fairy Bowers of Juniper. Kina Bontrace on throne (c.). 
Attendant Sprite, FiTINPOTMAN, serving nectar to Demons and Hags. 
Eater Dame Mippiekins (R.) fo music. Air: “ Drink, pretty 
creature, drink!” 

aoe All ale! - a 
AME. 0, gin; twopen’orth, if you please. 

My legs won 


*t bear me; here, I'll take my knees. 
[Leans on Counter. 
Bonrraces. What! drunk again; come, mind what you're about, 
Tip up the ready, or we'll chuck you out. 
Firmvpotman. She's game, my liege, for six more twos, I think, 
m Wh s tog the mee, for I heard it chink. 
AME. en you've done give us something hot, 
ae shilling, int Pte blew the lot. 


veshnin serves Damm, who becomes rapidly more intoxicated and 
rolls about. 


Bontracs. You've had your bob’s worth, Dame, now out you go, 
nless the price of something more you show. 
Daag. I've got beneath my shawl an iron fiat, 
It spouts for fourpence—give us gin for that. 
[Firinporman takes flat-iron and serves Dame, who gets noisy. 
Bontracr (sixgs, accompanying himself on a long clay pipe and short tabor). 
My faithful sprite, I really think 
Ske Biase bea bed tun cauah to drink. 
Cuorvs or Customers. Why don’t yer chuck ’er out? 
Frrinpotman. My gracious liege, I think you're right, 
And I'm the potran who can fight. 
Cuorvs or Customers. We'll help you chuck ’er out. 
Bonrracs. These gentlemen are all agreed 
The law allows, in case of need, 
To chuck a drunkard out. 





FUN. 
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Just hold her nose to stop-her squeals, i 
Then take her by the head and heels a 
And chuck the nuisance out. 


[Frrinporman seizes Dame by the hair, knocks her head against wall, and a 
throws her violently outside the grand entrance of Fairy Bowers. Grand i 
Ballet of Customers. At conclusion enter a Fairy Policeman. 4 


Farry Poniceman. 
The Dame outsi 


King Boniface, oh, here’s a jolly lark, | 4 
e has slipped her vital spark ! & 
[ Customers run out and drag in body. | 


Frest Customer. Oh crikey, Bill! she’s tumbled on her head. 
Bontrace. Go on, she’s drunk. 
First Customer. She may be, but she’s dead. 
BoNIFACE bene? Alas! poor creature, gone with all her sins 
ond the reach of Brandies, Rums, and Gins. j 
T chucked her out, you know, to keep her quiet ; = 
She’ d spent her coin, and kicked up quite a riot. | 
Farry Portceman. You did your duty, for the law allows 
No drunken person longer to carouse, 
Her money spent she was no use to you, 
"Twas charity to split her skull in two. 


[Grand Procession of Parish Authorities, who remove body to Mortuary. 
Fairies do homage to Bontracr and Fitinrotman. Demons and Hags 
crowd round and fling money at their Jest. Grand Transformation 
Scene: ** Killing no Murder.” Biue ruin and Curtain. 





His Worship. 

A Surrey Mayor complained lately to his Council that the seat in 
church provided for him was not sufficiently comfortable—besides, in 
leaning back he injured his mayor's chain. A cushion was accord- 

ingly voted for him. We should have thought a niee little “ nest,” 
would have been not only more comfortable, but more suitable to the 
dignity of office. Nest ce pas ? 
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MORE AUGSPURIOUS ANTICIPATION. 
(PREPARATIONS FOR THE CominG CAMPAIGN.) 


Sm,—The generous, not to say prompt, manner in -which ‘you 
responded to my effort of last week, and the fact that during the 
deadest portion of the unturfic season there is nothing:else to do, 
cause me to send in another contribution, and to hope that your 
generous feeling for one who etcetera will not have passed away. You 
will notice that I say the deadest portion of the season, which is, I 
suppose, right, as I took it down in shorthand from a sporting paper, 
which was not to be detained more than ten minutes after bespoke. 
It is a privilege of the racing season that at one time it can be 
deader than at othersa privilege granted, [ believe, by the Jockey 
Club, which is at once~ the most exclusive and far-seeing of institu- 
tidns: All members must be of stable mind, and the discovery of at 
least. two) mares’ nests is necessary before anyone; no matter how 
great, is eligible even for becoming a visitor. Every:movement: in 
the'way of reform is bound by this body to be made backward, and 
each member has to read a chapter of the Stud Book before breakfast 
every morning, and then canter gently over the Rowley Mile with 
8st. 10lbs up, h. forfeit. I never hear of the Jockey*Club without 
imagining what a splendid thing it would be to get an appointment as 
poet to that great institution. Of course the first effort would be 
“ TheAdmiral’s Soliloquy,” which would run thus :— 


Within 'the'season’s deadest time how could I feel afraid ? 

How could I fear that anyone could “ Rous on Racing” snub? 
Tor have I not the handicaps for years unnumbered made? 

And amel not a steward of the jocund Jockey Club? 


What tho’ railwaysrun o’er England and there’s steam upon thesea !— 
I hugs«myself with. humour as I take my morning tub ; 

For "twas 1 wrote‘ Rous on Racing,” that’s the sort of book forme; 
And’ ve given’ gratis copies to all members of the Club. 


When'l go down to Epsom on the dreadful Derby-day, 
And watch the cockneys carry-on, and take both grub and bub— 
How I’d teach *em’*‘ Rous on Racing,” if I only knew the way, 
And I'd gather in subseriptions for Newmarket andthe Club. 


And @o on as per sample. I don’t think Moses’s man would have a 
chance with me, and I trtstpsiry) that’ by means of your columns and 
apt adventilution’s artful aid, the Admiral may rouse other members 
of the club to a sense of the duties of their position, «nd that the 
appointment may be made for one who etcetera and knows no guile. 

But I have strayed from my text, which was to point out to you 
and your readers a few of the most probable events of A.D.—Andy 
Diluvidum, as a well-known bookmaker explained to me the other 
day—1876. The same gentleman gave me a good deal of other infor- 
mation of a still more useful kind, of which the following is a 
summary sort of an extract. The Derby will this year be won bya 
three-year-old; there will be more people than ever present, and 
exactly nine-tenths of them will wonder how they missed such a 
positive certainty as it will appear from afterwards. The Oxford and 
Cambridge boatrace will be rowed by eights, and one of two shades 
of blue, light or dark, will be sure to win. The best way is to take 
odds about one boat, and then lay evens, or less, against it. Winning 
may be reduced to a positive certainty by pursuing this plan 
thoroughly. Always hold the stakes yourself; it’s a point in your 
favour, and there’s no knowing what may happen to the man with 
whom you bet. He might win and forget all about it—and so might 
you. I knew a man once who made a lot of bets, and forgot all about 
them, and he held the stakes. I believe he was strictly honourable, 
but he had a dreadfully short memory, and couldn’t for a long time 
remember whether he had won or lost. By the time he did 
remember the money was gone; and so, as he said, the best thing 
was to begin all over again; and make him stakeholder just to keep 
his memory “green.’’ ‘That's all I can remember just now. 

(Signed) AUGSPUR. 





‘¢ That Heathen Chinee.”’ 


Ir appears that we have all been mistaken about that ‘‘ Heathen 
Chinee.” According to the leading paper of San Francisco, wherever 
he appears he beats civilized races out of the field. It is asked with 
sadness, ‘‘ If the offscourings of China are such splendid traders, what 
will become of the Anglo-Saxon when the most intelligent of China- 
men takes his walks abroad?” We don’t intend to answer this 
question, and only print it to show how glad we are to find that 
England is not the only country which is just now suffering from the 
absurdity of China-mania. 


Baddeley’s Bequest. 
Tue Twelfth Night celebration at Drury-lane should be put a stop 
to atonce. It is a dreadful thing that actors should be Baddeley 
tre ited at the National Theatre. 


FUN. 


‘* CRABBED.”” 


Tue Lament or A BuicutTep Genivs. 


I orren wish that I had lived before the folks were born 

Who've left the author's book of life so tattered, thttmbed, and torn 
There's nothing now to write about that’s not beem done before,— 
How eaw one be as fresh as men who wrote in days of yore ? 


If Shakespeare hadn't taken all the incidents of life, 

And laid:the human:heart as bare as e’er did surgeon's knife, 
I think I would have found some plots for very novel plays, 
And borne away dramatic palms in these adapting days. 


If, in a thoughtful frame of mind, some fellows had not found 
That this terrestrial sphere of ours undoubtedly is round, 

I’m gure I should have seen at once it never could be flat ; 
Alas! it’s not my luck to make discoveries like that. 


Then Stephenson and Wattsy the fools! tampering: steam, 
And raised a power which far. canaechiiee ancients’. dxéam. 
if they had only held their tongues, or tried dnother way,” 

I might have been the greatest: man in all the world: e 


’Twas most unlucky for my fame that Caxton e’er should think’ 
Of making print a substitute for pencil, pen, and inke} 
If he and Gutenburg, you know, had died when they were'young, 


As father of the Printing Press my praises had: been sunge 


In modern days still Fate pursues and che, 
Some meddlers rush at all the planson which I have hit. 
If Webb had been a cabman,; I should themhave been the one» 
‘To show how o’er the Silver Streakea journey might be done. 


The Penny Post, the Penny pare ge wm abe schemes of mine. 
A simple thing, I always thought, a. line: 


The Channel ‘Tunnel, years agoyin I had made, 
And in my dreams beneath the sea I'd twenty cables laid. 


It’s hard to think with plans like these I might have made a name, 
Tf people had not started up to rob me of my fame; 
Yet while I brood upon my wrongs, I can’t help feeling glad 
Some fellow was before me with the ModermEronelad... 

7 —————————SSS 


A Debt of Honour. 


WE see it stated that Mr. Frederick P. Lempriére, a grandson of the 
well-known author of the ‘ Classical Dictionary,” is in a starving 
condition with his family at Wiveliscombe, Somersetshire It is said 
that something ought to be done for him. Why not impose a royalty 
on every extract or reference from *‘ the book entitle Lempritre”’ that 
is worked into a daily paper article as original information? ‘This 
would soon relieve the unfortunate descendant of the dictionary doctor, 
and make Wiveliscombe postmen wonder what on earth was the matter 
as well. 


» 





Pocket Luck. 


ALDERMAN Hoaan, of Limerick, suggests that the pockets of the 
local night watchmen should be made large enough to hold a quart of 
whisky. The Alderman thinks the men should perform their duty 
with spirit. Perhaps he will drop in for Macbeth’s curse, for lis cry 
is evidently —“ Hold, enough !”’ 


The Nightingale’s Note. 

FLorENcE NIGHTINGALE has forwarded £10 to the Mansion House 
for the benefit of the sufferers by the loss of the Go/.ath training ship. 
The gift is not likely to be forgotten by the boys, for when they 
become full blown (joke!) sailors they will have many a night in gales 
to remind them of the name of their kind benefactress. 


The Mantell of Justice. 


Sir Joun Manrexy has sentenced another man to three months’ 
imprisonment for sleeping near a brick kila for the sake of the warmth. 
The culprit had his share of the fireplace, and now he has his Mantel! 
piece of justice. 


Army Virumque, &c. 


Mr. Hors, M.P. for Hackney, is going to reform the army. He 
takes great interest in its welfare, and so he ought, for it is a personal 
question with him. Our soldiers’ first duty is to protect the Hearths 
and Holms of England. 

A Parsee Proverb. 

Ban manners may be forgiven, but false grammar cannot4 

parsed over! ae 
————_ 4g a 
A Rea “ Banp or Horz.”’—Labourers waiting to be hir 
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} | ‘*HEIGHO! THE, WIND AND THE RAIN.” 

th Here is a charitable lady, clad in furs ; with footwarmers and every other aid of comfort, who can’t understand why the poor little lightly-clad 

| | shop-girl should shiver and shake while showing the wares brought outside “‘ to save trouble.” Neither can we—it’s really shocking to think of such 
presumption ! ; : 





TRUE KINDNESS. ae anced Standard Maas. ate wy 
: hard . n a list of “* Accidents”’ ca y frost in the s we is 
‘eras eee > St. George’s Hcspital, Police-sergeant Plant, of the A division, was 
Forsaken by the selfish throng violently kicked in the face and head. The medical officers expressed 
Who waited on success 80 lone their astonishment that the sergeant had not been killed on the spot.’ 





, : 4 _ | The accident seems to consist in the failure of the endeavour to kill, | 
iutiiedaueee. ~ |.a delicate notion of Conservative jocularity, for which we are indebted | 
ah anem bo siever fvewred:— to “the largest daily paper.” It is something indeed to have at last 
Of men:to whom he'd seldom shown discovered what constitutes a joke to such cultivated and gentlemanly 
The kindness which. his friends had known— minds as those whose notion of fair play is to wait round the corner 
Friends !—faugh ! the word's ill-favoured till a man is down, and then run out and kick him well for falling. | 
wy ; What a providential disposition it isthat keeps ability clear of the mis- | 
But run on, and Trustful taught use of such cattle! 
- | is lesson, worth the learning: se 
That life’s with many a trouble fraught, Dr. and Cr. 
That wisdom’s all too dearly bought A NEWSPAPER paragraph states that Dr. Profitt, the Queen’s Com- 
With sorrow, shame, heart-burning. missioner at Balmoral, accidentally took some poison in mistake for 
But better far than all the rest, ordinary medicine, and immediately became alarmingly ill, but 
When waking from his blindness, recovered on restoratives being administered. The balance of Profitt 
He’s taught by Trouble’s trying test, was thus satisfactorily arranged without any assistance from his ere- 
The friends who sy f love you best, while constant attendant, Loss. At this time of year such a statement is 
Are those who hide their kindness. likely * cause much envy, to which peculiarity we, in this case, freely 
subscribe. , 
aoe to Know.—Is the “nimble ninepence” made of quick- Whur are ironclads like dumb men ?—Bevause they can’t be made to 
answer. 





R 





i | “ Ws can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard. 


“TI find it to be a. very useful and excellent preparation.” — 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 


QUININE WIN 
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A DREADFUL CRIME. 


I ro.p my hands across my breast, 
And meekly bow my guilty head ; 
I daren't allow mine eyes to rest 
Where sit my judges stern and dread ; 
I know that from their lofty seat | JY 
Contemptuous looks are at ree flung. | 
Alas! their anger is but meet— | 
I’ve dared to sing! and I am young. 


I fancied, like a foolish yeuth, 

That song was free to one and all— 
That even boys might hum, forsooth, 

What dotards from the housetops bawl: 
My faltering fingers struck the keys, 

With trembling voice my song was sung, 
And now I'm down upon my knees ; 

I dared too much for one so young. 


Ah well! I own my fearful crime, 

So, gentle judges, spare your blows! 
Perchance I may repent in time, 

For youth's a fault that quickly goes. 
When riper age has wisdom brought, 

And I am found your ranks among, 
I'll profit by the lesson taught 

And scoff at all that’s fresh and young. 








Mizzle-march. 


A wRITER in a Hampshire paper says he 
could not help noticing that at a recent 
concert at East Cowes “Captain Welch, of 
H. M. yacht Alder‘a, had in his buttonhole a 
sprig of mistletoe.” We should have seen in 
this only a tacit as well as conscientious 
invitation to make him do so. Twig? | 


Apvick To Srtrace-Manacgers.— Always 
follow a heavy five-act tragedy with a little 
laughter piece. 


7? 


TOAST 








DOTS AND LINES. 


Sm Witi1am Harcourt discovers that the Judicature Act will 
bind both branches of the legal profession more than ever together, 
and lawyers need now never fall out. When lawyers don’t fall out other 
people won't get, etc. = One-armed man sent to prison for profanity 
at Newark. Oneder whether profanity at Newark is extra culpable, 
or whether the One-idead are opposed to the One-armed—on principle. 
== Election of Motley as an Associate of the French Academy. Per- 
haps after this jocularity may some day be considered less than 
criminal here. — Detachment of Russian troops “‘surprised”’ by a 
party of inhabitants near Syrmak. Assailants defeated with great 
slaughter. Surprising sort of surprise this, to us—and to the inhabi- 
tants as well, most likely. — Gentleman named Crookem committed for 
“taking advantage of a crippled widow, and stealing from her a 
watch and spectacles.” Sheffielders think he ought to be rewarded, 
as some folk would have taken crutches and all. — Working men of 
Middlesex wish for the privilege of serving on juries. If this is the 
working man’s notion of privilege we wish him joy on his social march 
of improvement. Summoning officers will be ruined now people are 
willing to serve. — Queen’s Bench Justices decide in favour of the 
gentleman who bet that the earth was flat, and then went to law to 
get his money back. Perhaps the legal world is flat. Anyhow, a 
good deal of “squaring’’ takes place in it. — Mr. Sullivan, M.P., 
rejected by the Irish Bar for no other reason than that he is incapable 
of being in two places at one time. This is a good enough Irish 
reason, and should satisfy the Home Rule party—if they’re logical. 
But then, they’d never be Home Rulers if they were. = Governor 
and Commander-in-chief appointed “to the Islands of Barbadoes, 
Grenada, St. Vincent, Tobago, and St. Lucia, and their dependencies.” 
The two dignities will be joined in one—that of Pope (Hennessy). 
Something in a name after all. 


‘¢ Brief and to the Point.” 


Tur New York papers state that the coming Beecher-Moulton 
trial will be a brief one. As both sides retain eminent counsel, most 


probably the New York papers are right. 


SpecuLativs PuiLtosopHEers.—Stockbrokers. 
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‘“STANDING TOAST.” 


Servant :—“ PLEASE SIR, YOU AIN’T GOT NO BREAD, AND THE BAKER 8AY8 HE WON'T 
TRUST YER ANY LONGER!” 
Irate Hibernian :-— Ocu, THE MANE BASTE! 


No sreap! BeEpap, THEN, I MUST HAVE 


A SONG OF THE THAMES. 


I nowep in Springtime, when the Thames was high, 
And scarce recovered from its winter flood ; 

I rowed in Summer, when the banks were dry, 
And there was very little else but mud. 

I rowed in Autumn, when our lovely clime 
Smeared all things with a damp and dismal mould ; 

I went and rowed again in Wintertime, 
When it was just as damp and twice as cold. 

But though the landscape changed from day to day 
As each successive season tinged the view, 

One central figure never was away— 
A man who fished upon the bank at Kew! 


I’ve very often watched him as he stood, 

And wondered how he did it and survived ; 
And when I asked him if the sport was good, 

He always said “ he’d only just arrived.” 
It maddened me so horribly to note 

His changeless presence, that I grieve to say 
I took to throwing pebbles at his float 

To try and make him rise and go away! 
However Nature’s wisdom may arrange 

For worn out things to yield their place to new, 
I don’t believe that anything will change 

That man who’s fishing on the bank at Kew. 


Sus per——. 

Txe recent unseemly publication of the eminent Marwood’s Dum- 
barton wine bill has deluged us with letters containing what our 
correspondents are shinee to term “jokes” on the subject. Such 
offenders are hereby warned that no allusion to “a drop too much ”’ 
can be tolerated “in this connection.” 





Out on the Loose. 

How difficult it is to write English. A man out on the loose gets 
tight, and is often called mad for doing so. This is most unjust, for 
how can a fellah be mad, “‘ don’t you know,” while he’s enjoying a 
looseid interval. 
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PUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Jan. 26, 1876. PAPER-EKNIFE ’ AND PEN. os 

Amone the numerous works of which it is a companior issued by ra 

[Carroon.] Mr. Nimmo, of Edinburgh, none should attract more attention than 4 

MUDLARKERY The Book of Noble Englishwomen. In these degenerate days, when the f 

C ’ Public B ; factor adjacent. Enter noblest duty of an Englishwoman seems to be to lecture, or to preach, or 

Scexn: Anywhere, with statue of Puble Benefactor adjacent. to write in the newspapers, always giving decided opinions on subjects 





two dirty boys with anud and garbage, which they commence to fling at | —) +1, have puzzled and continue to puzzle the wisest heads that are 


Sivy- simply male, such a book as this is indeed a consolation. In it we 


finst Boy. Come along, Batey, find no reference to those whose desire is simply to shriek through 


Go at it, Matey, : existence; the women who are here truly called noble fulfilled their 
Pick up the mud and bespatter his name ; missions in the manner most becoming in women; sadly, maybe, but | 
See that it sticks well— always tenderly and lovingly, sometimes heroically. If the maxim, | 
gg 2 now his tricks well— Train up a child in the way ‘e should go, is intended to apply to 
Dirt, if well thrown, will befoul any fame. juveniles of the opposite sex, and we see a reason 9 our own dulness | 
Ss | eaut to doubt it, such # volume as this should be found in every home. 
ey es ri = ~t o ie “For a Good Girl” seems to be quite a natural inscription in it. a 
Here goes a chunk as’1l spoil Sammy's leok ; The Wational Nursery Book (Warne) is an imposing looking volume, a 
Spoil his pretenstiea— about which there is, however, no imposition. If anything, it is better ie 
Stop his inventiaa-— outside than in, the ninety-six full-paged coloured illustrations marking * 
Write him down “ duffer,’” amd let’s take our heok. at once and for ever the costumes and colours worn by such old a 
7 - : and dear friends as Red Riding Hood, Cinderella, Mistress Hubbard ee 
| Boru (detisively). Yes, he's a duffer, (of gracious and canine memory), my lord the Marquis of Carabas, a 
: | Both of ussuffer, and others equally famous in legendary lore. We note as a fact ga 
| Both are heart-broken his stoxies to hear. worthy of preservation by one of the numerous learned societies, that | 1g 
ames. Tam smeciy red cloth was extremely fashionable in all the periods of which these | i" 
, Seco 7: Not a dirt carter,— f veracious narratives treat, and that the most important heroes were a 
Boru. ken Aim well, and we've nothing to fear. not then above wearing the brightest of bright blue breeches. We OF 
[Breckdown of Triumph. which is speedily interrupted by the appear- | apologise for the use of this hitherto ‘“‘unmentionable ” phrase, but ‘a 
: ance of Potice-chusteble Joum Bor, who rushes on, secures them “ in the | we had a notion of saying something about breeches of etiquette. Is b 
| act,” andruns them ia to-sie music and general approbation. ours one, or a pair? a 
—_o—— The Discrepancies of Freemasonry (Hogg) is a book which must have % 
. legality practi | been intensely interesting to those most concerned in its construction, 
| ote ctiemetan e - nae done, Ss _ time —_— and doubtless will be read with interest, if not pleasure, by many | 
humanitarians, forgetful of their most prominent principles, are up in of “the Craft.” We fail, however, to see how it can in any way “ 
| arms.and athirst for the blood of miserable ‘ moderates,” is worthy, if | interest the general public, or to discover how an association formed ‘" 
not of more attention than it has already received, certainly of much for the purposes of philanthropy and conviviality, which very worthily K 
more than it would merit under ordinary circumstances. As this isa fulfils both, loses caste in any way because its history possesses “ dis- oa 
semi-sporting subject, perhaps we may be permitted to say we run | Crepancies. Rather the reverse, we should think; anyhow, the Ns 
subject is hardly one for general controversy. 


second to none in fair and practical appreciation of the services ren- 
dered and the lessons taught by animals, as well as of what is due to 
them from those who assume the position of guides and protectors. 
This, however, so far from inclining us in favour of attempts now and 
again made to secure certain small immunities for very small sufferers, 
but causes us annoyance, especially when we think how much better 
the same «mount of force might have been employed in another and 
far more deserving direction, Is it not absurd that the petty ques- 
tions of cruelty now and again tried should ever be brought forward, 
while such glaring and monstrous sins as exist in the sporting world 
are allowed to pass unchallenged ? It is worse, for such hot-headed 
and purblind procedure but spoils an excellent cause. J oxes are but 
vermin, and Englishmen are educated to see them drag their weary 


Lilustrated Cinennati (Triibner), though but a handbook, has the 
merit of being far more complete and comprehensive than similar 
old-world publications. A smaller work, from the same London 
agents, which treats of the railroad scenery in Pennsylvania, hes 
more claims than those put forth by American nature. The American 
art, both in drawing and engraving, is admirable. 

From the Bazaar office we have received a packet of very useful 
little books, principal among which are The Canary Book (which enters 
more fully into the subject than we could have believed possible, con- 
sidering the size of the bird) ; Joinery for Amateurs (a plane treatise ‘ 
on carpentry, not on cooing and coupling) ; and The Leather Work Book i 
(which is appropriately bound in “ cloth”). The advantage of these ; 


and terror-distraught way across country—and no thought of agony works is, that they are evidently written by people who know at 
endured by these wretched creatures over enters the mind; but what least a little about the subjects selected, an arrangement which unfor- 
do even fox-hunters think of that cockney carnival, a suburban stag- | tunately is too often wanting among those who take upon themselves 
hunt, under royal patronage! What, again, is to be said of the | the ré/e of handbook “ experts. 

butchery of hand-fed birds, tamer than barndoor fowls, knowr as Among a heap of miscellaneous books and pamphlets which we have 
battue-shooting—what of the pigeon-matche:, which we do not hesitate | 206 space to notice in detail, the most worthy of a word are Jie 
to describe as sickening? Let us, in the name of common sense, first | Musical Directory and Annual, A Practical Guide to Private Theatricals, 
wipe out the foul blots before we begin to scrub so zealously at the ri he Garden Oracle, by Shirley Hibberd, and the Year Book of Photo- 
adjacent splashes, and let us, above all, beware of the influence of that | 9“¢P/y, by Wharton Simpson. The two last named are, with their 
little knowledge which in matters like this is more than ever | @ditors, so well-known, that the mere mention of them by us is 
dangerous. There seems just now to be a fearful epidemic of undue sufficient to at once create a fresh demand and call for extra editions. 


interference prevalent ; the precept may be most praiseworthy, but the | The Art Union of London issues for this year a beautifully engraved 
practice is undoubtedly insane. Great and famous pathologists are print of Maclise’s famous fresco, “‘ The Death of Nelson.’’ ‘Those who 


taught by tyros; books are written by energetic ignoramuses to prove only get this engraving in return for their guinea investments need 
that England is the home of infamy; and everybody wants to be | be im no way dissatisfied; while the fact that it is intended simply for 
teacher while nobody will be taught. The result of all this is but too | those who, by comparison, consider themselves losers, says more than 
painfully apparent; and our only hope is that among the numerous | We ©@” for the importance and position of this, the greatest legitimate 
societies fer the prevention of this, that, and the other, there will lottery in the world. 
shortly be one for the Suppression of those People who w/i Interfere 
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oa the Slightest Provocation. ‘‘_- at the Price.” 
ae pane are ; cnr sending us cuttings from an 
DOUBLE DI extremely cheap but awfully mice neighbour, with all sorts of errors 
sien Bikewa' Pehar ab byrne ornate vie and exaggerations marked thereon. This ‘is unfair, as the things 
“ro boner oka a sorely aching, complained of form the only efforts at originality which our con- 
Hei Peat ht rd at pee whisky’s a ss. temporary has yet made, or seems to have any room for. Our corre- 
e long kept his word but the pledge now he’s breaking, spondents should know that it is only Irish echoes which answer 
He's wearied of water diluted with gin. perfectly, and make no errors. 
While reading the papers, wrapped up in perusal, 
eae Tighte on & ~y “ hott ae _—. - Mysterious but True. 
18CO a whisky that’s m ai iusel; Way didn’t Stubb's mare, “Lively Mary,” win the for the 
No headache in hogsheads—to taste it he’s fain. fifty guinea cup ?—Because ie eae 1 or _ it!’ =_ 


“ One trial’s enough, this I'll drink evermore, aetatiaeininaitbiiociniibdiizenoanns 
Sure I ne'er take a glass, but I call out Encore!” Tue Hovsremam'’s Prace.—The Pail of Civilisation. 
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Kixc. Old Couple, you're surely deficient in nouse 


EUN. 47 


For it grieves me to say 
; We've a rum litle way 
Which embitters the end of an old couple's life— 
That of parting for ever fond husband and wife. 
( Elderly Couple shed tears, embrace fondly, and mourrjully setire handain 
hand.) 
Comte Song, by Kine (on his head, with an extme™ fuot™ at the finish), 
Oh, hello, boys, Hooray ! 
We have frightened 'em amuy, 
And they'll never, never, come here amy: mare. 
Oh, the game wus very fly, 
Por they’ ve gone away to die. 
Let ue do a double shuffle on the Boardvonmp floor. 
[Grand allegoricel representution of Out-door Rutvef arwahed by an offer of 
the House, Cun-vun by Death, Disease, Dint, and Drmdyery. Unerus 
of Kibald Scum, and 


JANUARY 26, 1876.] 








THE HOUSE; oR, —. 
A Witp Buramars. 


Scant: Audience Chamber in Kine Guanpeamals pudsor te the realms of 
Parochia. Kine G. on throne surrounded by MBinasters, Music as 
curtain rives; everyone blowing jis aun temmpet ; Woumesnoss in 
corner playing second fiddle ; two Puupers ween through apen window 
rattling their own bones. 


Kine G. (incantating), Shades of Oakum, Toke, and Skiily 
Gather round me willy-nilly. 
All the Scum of all the earth 
Pill the air with ribald mirth. 
and Dirt and Workhouse rations 
Come with all your foul relations. 
Death upon our counsels wait : 
Let. the pauper see his fate! 


(A noisome odour is observed, and the Parochial Demons asvond and group 
themselves round their Maemarch.) 


Chorus of Demons. 









CURTAIN. 





THE QUALITY OF MERCY S2URAINED. 


King, obedient to thy bidding, Lapy Bexperr Coutts has written to Bis Ciaughten to urge 
Here thy faithful subjects see, that the funds collected on Hospital Sandee’ shall not be divided 
We will aid thee in the ridding among any institutions where vivisection is practised. We cannut say 
All thy realms of pov-er-tee. that we are in favour vf inflicting pain upon dumb animaiseven in 
Chorus of Ribald Geum. the interests of science, and we fully appreciate the goedawss of heart 

Let the poor folks sce our faces which dictated the Jetier ; but we object strongly tu the:dimision of a 
Bid them: herd with sueh as we. national fund being ruled by the crotehets of enthusiasts. If one 
Only put us through our prees section of society objects to ite neighbour's penee benefiting the 
Then they’Il quickly turn and flee. patients of a hospital where vivivection ie practised, another muy use 


wt’ influence to spite estublishments where alcohol isadministered, and 
yet anuther may put the pecuniary screw upon institutiega where the 
agunws of Nonconformicts are relieved. Unless the Hospital bunds 
are distributed with a total disregurd of creedwand crvutehets they 
fuil im their avowed object, and should be like:a vt cinder. 
One vf them has already evoked heartburmings, petty jealousies, 
police-court cases, bickerings and slanders, and thas latesg attempt 
to make special charity a party weapon of attack sheuld he its coup 
ae yruce. 


Kee G. Dear imps, approach and hear your loving chief ; 
We wage a war against Out-deor lielief. 
If men come here and, starving, cry for bread, 
Or women whine because their:mates are dead, 
We'll turn deaf ears to ev'ry seb and pray'r ;— 
For wants like these we have no cash to spare. 
But just their hopes, with cunning art te chouse 
Well offer them the option of “the House.” 
(Demons place their fingers to their noses with expression, awd diwmppeor 
behind throne. Setoon the Inocker, and enter RespECTALLE CARPENTER.) 


Recitation : R. CARPENTER. 


My name is Johnson: somewhere in St. Luke's 
I live, the victim of foul fortune’s flukes. 
For four long days I haven’t tasted bread, 
My kids are ailing and my missus dead. 
I’m out of work; I cannot beg or rob,— 
Next week, please God, I hope to get a job. 
Till then, that Death and Hunger may be stayed, 
Great King, of you I beg some trifling aid. 
Kine G. (after short hornpipe). These stories, friend, are often framed 
The Parish Fund to chouse. 
We'll help you if you’re not ashamed 
To come into the House. 
Chorus of Council. To come into the House, dear boy, 
To come into the House. 
CARPENTER (indignant). Break up my home because I'm out of work ? 
Kuve. Youd rather not! The sacrifice you shirk. 
Our home is pleasant—here your trouble ends. 
You'll not. be lonely—these will be your friends. 


(Demons and Ribald Scum rush out and offer their claws to CARPENTER. 
Bait C. hurriedly. General chorus of eacchination and dance of 
Demons. Enter Aged Couple.) 


Comic Song : Acep Covpte. 


We've dwelt together, man and wife, 
Through twenty years of happy life, 
And always helped our neighbour. 
But now, O King, your aid we seek, 
Because we're old and worn and weak, 





Berwick Bopeepery. 

Tue town of Berwick-upon-T weed is admittedly peculiar. Acta of 
Parliament have testitied to this from time immemorial, but « leeul 
‘advertisement does more im ene minute than they huve dume m@m 
hundreds of years. ‘* Wanted,tive or sim acres of turnips, to be eaten 
on the ground with sheep.” Wht are the Beswick putive abows; to 
ullow # proposition to be published which combines cannibalism, 
vivisection, and, worse than all, the eating of raw turnips! Is would 
be almost worth while baying @ bulf-handred of coals and guing down 
fur a free and al-fresco “ swarry.’” 


Macsalbethvini. 


Te correspondent of a daily paper kindly informs us that Salvini 
is at Florence, studying Macbeth, ** which he intends to make hisc/evaé 
a~ bataille in London during the ensuing season."” We dont quite 
see how Macbeth cam be made a battle horse, but if prices ruie at 
Drury Lane next season as they did last, we could admit the :elevancy 
ot hippic allusions to stalls and a charger. 





The Cut Direct. 


We have received from Messrs. Bemrose a clever little book on the 
art of Fret Cutte.g. The reason we notice it here aad not in the 
ordinary list is because a woodenheaded and obstinate reviewer says 
that he Cut Fi ettany years ago, when his first wife died, and that the 
author has infringed his copyright, and incurred his anger. How 
sensitive these geniuses are to be sure ! 


‘Ear! ’Ear! 
Ar a provincial “ Bee” the printed regulations state that “ the 


And past the age of labour. spelling shall be aural.” Apart from any consideration as to the 
We have a roof above our head, proper use of words at these novel educational gatherings, what 
A chair, a table, and a bed, arrangement could be more likely to set competitors and referees “ by 

But ask a modest ration the ears ?”’ 


Of parish help from day to day— 
Enough, in fact, to drive away 
The dread of slow starvation. 


(Break-down by Aged Couple, cellar flap and jig by Council.) 


Through Fire and Water. 
Tue question of granting a training-ship for Dublin is under con- 
sideration at the Board of Trade. Another burning injustice to 
Treland is evidently premeditated. 





If you fancy our help is so easy to gain, 
We cannot refuse if you'll enter the House, __ 
But I fancy from that you would rather refrain, 


TennysontaAN Morro vor a Ssoorme-Gatteny Prorrieror,— 
‘* Charge for the guns, he said.” 
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‘MORE HIBERNICO.” 


Lady Visitor :—“ Weit, Mrs. Donovan, I sHAn’r FORGET TO SEND THE SOUP TICKETS, AND I’LL*LOOK OUT SOME WARM CLOTHES FOR 


THE LITTLE ONES; LET ME SEE, HOW MANY CHILDREN HAVE you ?”’ 
Mrs. D. :—“ ARRAH, BEDAD, AND WOULDN'T I BE HAVIN’ SIX OF 


A. RHYME. 
For tHe Tie (anv Piece). 
Master. Man. 
a It deeccth 
t ap t appeare 
Master feareth, Workman reareth, 
Badly steereth, Striketh, jeereth, 
Fortune veereth, Spouteth, beereth ; 
Lock-out neareth ; Labour cheereth 
Trade it queereth While he leereth 
Down at Erith. Down at Erith. 








BOLD ADVERTISEMENT. 


In the Zimes we find that “a practical journalist with an advertising 
connection worth £2,000 per annum” is anxious for an engagement. 
Why such a treasure should be at liberty it is difficult to imagine, 
unless his advertisements - so mixed up with his articles that you 
couldn’t tell t’other from which, and a suffering editor to 
draw the line somewhere—say at two ing teas cropping up in 
obituary notices, or at patent starch being included in the Conserva- 
tive programme for 1876. We know journalists with large 
advertising connections, and agreements with enterprising firms to 
puff wherever and whenever practicable, have been hinted at, but 
that they should publicly avow their dubious position we most 


sincerely regret. 


’eM, IF TWO OF ’EM WASN'T TWINS ENTOIRELY !” 








In Statue Quo. 


Tue O’Connell Memorial Committee have varied the monotony of 
their squabbles by some lively discussion as to how they shall dress 
the Liberator. A strong party favours a cloak—probably with a 
view to hide as much of the statue as possible—but the objectors to 
this garment are equally powerful. Between them Dan’l may get no 
clothes at all. We eon he were consulted he would select a long- 
tailed coat—and give his memorialisers a speedy opportunity of 
treading on it. 





Precept and Practice. 

Trex instances are reported, within three days, of boys and men 
narrowly escaping death while playing at the now fashionable game 
entitled Wainwright. So long as man is an imitative animal, so long 
will vivid descriptions and realistic réchauffés of violent deeds be 
productive, in the long run,:of evil. As the pig treats the acorn, 
the uneducated man treats the story of a murder. He shoves the 
shell of moral ing hastily aside, and proceeds to crunch the nut 
of loathsome details with true swinish gusto. 


Blind Leaders. 
_ Mr. Henny Jenxrns brings an action because he does not believe 
in the personality of Satan. Mr. Edward ditto writes a book becanse 
he believes the Old Gentleman to have gone into the public line—and 
tries to get his licence endorsed. We shall expect soon to see 
ae “ Various Views of Davy Jcnes. By his Friends, the 
ily of Jenkins.” 
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beer was drunk on the premises, and he only followed suit. He forgot 
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A TRIPLE ALLIANCE. 


A Goop many sapient Saxons affect to doubt the tales of travellers 
in Ireland, and can never be brought to believe in the prevalent use 
of the word boy by “ sister islanders.” As it is our wish that the 
wrongs of Ireland shall for ever cease, amd the Hibernian be now and 
again understood, especially when he Ra into print, we fasten with 
avidity on an advertisement published in the Freeman’s Journal of a 
few days back, which commences, “‘ Boy Missing.” The description 

- which follows requires no assistance from us. ‘‘ A Boy, 27 years of 
age, though appears much older ; wore @ corduroy trousers, with a few 
blue patches ; a new black frock coat, a black hat, peaked towards the 
top; a new pair of buskins; wears his whiskers (unless on his chin) ; 
supposed to not have shaved since missing.” Coming, as this does, 
just at the time when such magnanimous and disinterested appeals are 
being made to the Premier for the release of other missing ‘‘ boys,” 
no one can fail to see something ominous. The “boy” is evidently 
on his way to Drury-lane or Downing-street—so Disraeli tremble, for 
the allies are at hand! The costume of the “ boy,’ as described in 
the Freeman's Journal, foreibly brings to mind an opposition candi- 
date for fame, who, however, has the advantage of being a man, and 
a Scotchman, too. So far as we remember, and bating the brogue, the 
request for him ran :— 

Oh, have you seen my mam, My man, my man— 
Have you seen my man looking for me ? 
He wears a blue bonnet, a bonnet, a bonnet, 
A humr on his back and’a patch on one knee! 
He is a nice man, nice man, &c., &c., 
Could this latter gentleman but be induced to discard his national 
prejudices, and join Mr. Boucicault and the “ boy,” who can say what 
the effect might not be? We commend this suggestion to the con- 
ductor of the London Scottish Journal, who seems particularly anxious 
his countrymen should not be misunderstood, or their good qualities 
overlooked, and patiently and with all confidence await the issue. 

With such a junction there should not only be a release of Fenians, 
but a general gaol delivery, and a public subscription as well as 
Government grant to the eminent author, actor, and manager, to re- 
coup him for the losses he has sustained in advocating his bleeding 
country’s cause. His labours he, of course, gives for nothing. 


APPROPRIATE THEATRES. 


For Sportsmen os ‘ oe The’ Aim, Mark it. 
For Weeping Widows ‘ The Cry Teary ’un. 
For Elderly Cripples The Ole Limpic. 


For Peckham Sketchers . oe The Drew Rye Lane. 
For Crockery Mongers . . The ’Ad Delfy. 

For Magistrates .. ° The Lies see ’um. 
For Young Rinkers.. ‘ oe The Prince Essays. 
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For Total Abstainers ° oe The Gay at Tea. 
For Sullen Charwomen ., oe The Charing Cross. 
For Singers .. eo oe oe Sanger’s. 

For Geographers’ .. oe oe The Prints of Wales. 
For the Bilious ee oe ee The Grease shun. 


‘¢One at a Time, Please !”’ 


Tue “leading journal” contains much criticism of Mr. Holms and 
his projects for the improvement of our army. The member for 
Hackney is much misunderstood, and attacks flow in from all 
quarters. Ready writers might first learn that mobilisation does not 
in this case mean the attacking of one man by gangs, organised or 
otherwise. The sounds “mob” and “lies” seem to have roused the 
dormant sympathies of those who rush in to give their little side- 
strokes and kicks at one who is already engaged in combat with more 
worthy foes, and who has, therefore, no time to turn round and brush 
off the insignificant, yet tantalising, intruders. A curry-comb would 
be a useful instrument in a modern controversy. 





Thought while Reading our ‘‘ Daily.” 
DiscLaIMER.—We have not been requested to state that the Mir. 
Brown who was recently stated in these columns to have said something 
bright and clever is not the Mr. Brown of Smith Brown and Jones 
Robinson, and that the publication thereof is likely to do himconsider- 
able injury in his business. We do so, however, with much cordialiby 
and great respect. 





A Fine Distinction. 


Some astonishment has been expressed because @ publican was 
lately fined for being drunk on his own premises. The man said his 


that the results might be identical, for the beer was also fined. 
A Sav Doc.—The Type Setter. 
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A LITTLE PECULIAR. 


“* Now, whether it’s a mere effect 
Of weakness of the intellect ; 
Or consequence, in whole or part, 
Of generosity of .” 
(Aly crony Brownwould muse) ; 
*‘ When I encounter anyone 
Who says he wants a favenr done, 
I never can refasel”’ 


And this was so: u 
This trait of his wanagle abba ! 
** Still less can I refuse,” said Brown, 
“When that request is written down ; 
And oh, the heart were flint 
That could ill-naturedly pooh-pooh, 
Or coldly steel itself unto 
A favour asked in print!” 


And thus, where’er he haply went, 
Importunate advertisement 
Would subjugate his foolish breast 
With some entreaty or request 
Or fiat stern and hard : 
‘“‘ All these advertisements,” said he, 
‘¢ Are personal appeals to me 
I musn’t disregard! ’’ 
And, following this wild conceit, 
He would “ Alight at Baker Street.” 
Unhesitatingly he'd go 
And “ Buy his hats of Dash and Co; 
(The largest stock in town).” 
I'm certain those who could refuse 
To Try M‘Pincher’s boots and shoes ’”’ 
Were heretics te Brown. 


Meir: utterly unselfish aims 
e’'d * Come and dine at Wotsynaim's ”— 
Where one is sumptuously fed 
For three-and-six (including bread)— 
With readiest consent; 
Anon, discovering the way 
To go and “‘ Spend a happy day,” 
He generously went. 
To please an advertiser's whim 
Was such an aim in life to him, 
That when a friend would come to Brown 
To beg the loan of half-a-crown, 
His kindness he would stint : 
‘“T'm grieved I can’t assist a friend, 
But, first of all, I must attend 
To these requests in print.” 


‘“‘ They wheedle me to purchase wine; 
They beg me so to go and dine; 
They come in such a tender way 
And bid me go and see the play, 
These posters, by the score ; 
They bid me so superbly dress— 
That certainly I can’t do less 
Than act as they implore!” 


And Brown's acquaintance—two or three ~ 
Arrived in time at beggaree : 
He'd followed out his whim so well 
He'd spent their money, strange to tell, 
hen none of his remained : 
And Brown's good lady enily bade 
The bounteous parish yield her aid— 
As Mr. Brown abstained. 


“My better-half’s request,” said he, 
“Ts merely verbal, don’t yousee! "’ 
But when, from Courts of Law came down 
A note inviting Mr. 

To seek these goals of crime : 
“ Now here,” he said, “ I'll take the hint, 
For this request is made in print — 

And still he serves his time! 

a _——————===="=—=—=—== 


Hackney Downs. 


Tur Lord of the Manor of Hackney is asserting his right to be 
down on his Downs in an unmistakable manner, and Mr. De Morgan 
is equally down on him. Gauging the conflicting parties in the 


accurately, we should say the plans of one were 


present struggle 
Hackneyed and of the other Downy. 
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THE BRITISH WORKMAN.—BY ONE WHO DOESN’T BELIEVE IN HIM. 
PHASE X.—HIS IDEAS ON FAIRNESS. 


2 eGR ES Ta Oza": aerate —— 


g his wife an’ cbildren—we ain’t got no wives an’ children ! 
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*Ere, you! The Amalgamated Society of Working Men says as we're to ’ide all yer tools an’ tie one of yer ’ands behind yer, ’cos nobody ain't to do no more 
work ben nobody else. Blest if he ain’t a workin’ as ’ard as ever ! 
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Glad we got ’im kicked out. Now you won't do more work = me; an’ 2 won't do no more work thun = t 
yo eet taee you—an’ we won't incourage competition, 
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WELL, r m blest if ’ere ain’t a clap a-doin’ come @ay's work ! !!! We can’t ha’ none o’ this ” ere nonsense—’ tain’t fair to them as wants to smoke. 
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lotsh of n’s!—and shum e’s an’ shum g’s an’ things. Gimmey minnit 
t’conshidder. — 

Betrer Hatr. Go to bed, Mr. Tippsey—and if ever you goto a 
Spelling Bee again ——!!! 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 








ON THE; BOULOGNE BOAT AGAIN. 


Mr. Botrsr. Yes, the factis I'm off to Boulogne, because I want 
to “‘ take the bull by the horns.” I hear they're talking a good deal 
in town about the plague coming over again, so I like to get away in 
time. It's always as well to keep out of the way of your credit -—— 
out of the way of such things, you know. 

Mr. Niccier. Ah, that’s just what J thought. I wonder why that 
fellow in a seedy overcoat keeps hovering about. Don’t you think he 
looks a likely man to have a warr——~ I mean, to have the infection ? 
I wish the boat would start! 

Mr. Borrer. Sv do I. You see a fellow’s affairs—I mean a 
fellow—gets into such a low state sometimes, that he’s likely to be 
taken unexpectedly at any moment, 

Mr Niceter. Dont! I’m sure that fellow has the warran—— the 
infection. Don’t let him lay his hand on your shoulder—or you're 
sure to catch it! , 

Mr. Borvrer. Dont! By jove, he's looking at me—he’s coming 
aboard! Ah, they’re starting! They've pulled the gangw2y away. 
He’s gesticulating on the quay. We're all safenow! Let's make faces 
athim. Hooray! Comeaad drink, 





















ON THE BOULOGNE PACKET. 
Mr. Nirvus. I say, Timmerus, old chap, d’ye see that gentle- 


manly-looking man in gold coming down the gangway ? 
Well, d'ye see that wooden box he’s got—eh? I say, old chap, it 
seems rather heavy, doesn’t it? Don’t turn white, you give one the 
horrors ! 

Mr. Tiumsrus. I’m vot turning white! You are. Look! don’t 
you think the mate’s looking suspiciously at it? He's coming this 








way with it! Here, I’ll be back in a minute, I’ve forgotten something | | 
= below—that is, up aloft—in the forecastle—on the keel— “WANTED.” 
own ‘ sit every night 
Mr. Nirvus. Don’t be an idipt— it’s all right. He's got it under ae = pipe, ee of and a book, 
his arm; he wouldn't carry it there if there was anything explos——. Only one other thing I ae 
Mr. Timmervs. Good gracious! oh, lor! He's taking it down A competent cook! 


stairs to the cabin. Some and fatal i urges me to 
plunge headlong after him and learn the whole dreadful truth at 
once. Don’t let my wife and children starve; we've been friends for 
a long time. Here’s my tobaceo-pouch as @ souvenir. Adieu! 


At my dinner, not served to my mind— 
In fact, ruin’d in flavour and look! 
How I wish for a charm that would find 


Adios | A competent cook ! ‘ 
Mr. Nirvus. Dear me, I wish he wouldn't; he quite unnerves I dream often—by nightmare opprest— 
one! What a fearful time he’s down there! Perhaps the vessel’s In the larder I’m h on a hook! 


And I know what would give me sweet rest-— 
A competent cook ! 

I will make it the work of my life— 
Of the world I will search ev’ry nook! 

And—when found !—I will take as my wife, 
A competent cook ! 


blowing up gradually, and he’s the first victim! I wonder if it would 
be safer on the paddle box? What an awful time he is—this suspense 
is kil Ha! There’s his head above the cabin stairs. 

Mr. Timmervs. He’s put that box in his berth—it’s just under 
yours. The lid is nailed on, and there’s string roundit. I saw his 
initials on his portmanteau, and his name begins with a T ! 

Mr. Ninvus. If you were a man you'd go and get it and throw 
it everboard: J would in a minute, only I want to keep my eye on 
my carpet bag and can’t leave——. Hullo! he’s gone down again. I'll 
raise an alarm. 

Cuorus oF Passencers. Oh, horror! There’s a gentlemanly- 
looking man in gold spectacles down in the cabin with a wooden box! 
It’s all over with us—but we die repentant ! 

Mr. Timmervus. He’s undoing the string and taking the lid off. 
I was about to run him through with my penknife, but he saw me. 
I’m sure I’ve never robbed anybody nor done anything particularly 
wicked; I’m quite calm and caliecheh: and my stepmother will 
never, never see me on Boulogne pier. 

Cuorus or Passencers. He's gone down again to beard the 
wooden box in its den! Isn’t he brave? 

Mx. Timmervs. It’s all right—it’s a box of figs. He says figs 
always prevent sea-sickness, and he never travels without ’em. He's 
a very sociable fellow indeed; he offered me some figs, but I don’t 
feel inclined to eat figs just now, it’s rolling too much. I don't feel 
inclined to eat anything. Just give mea hand to the side of the boat— 
I’m—oh, lor } 

Mr. Nirvus. All right, ’1—join you old—ol—chap. 





The Police and ‘‘ the Public.” 


We learn from head-quarters that quite recently the entire City 
‘“‘force””—each member being ied by his “ forcess’’—made 
a determined attack on the staff stationed at the ancient palace of 
Crosby Hall, but failed either to run them in or exhaust their ammuni- 
tion. A veteran constable being asked by our own interviewer to 
account for this, replied in significant tones, “There is never no 
accounting for the doings of Féte!’’ The observation was, of course, 
Fétal, and “‘our own” leaves a widow and seventeen “ of ’em”’ aennenty 
consolable to mourn the loss of one who dared not wisely but too well. 
Subscriptions will be received by the Publisher at this office, or may be 
paid into our (private) account at. Crosby Hall itself. Telegraph 
stamps not taken. 


A Natural Deduction. 


A pAILy contemporary refers in touching tones to the deaths of two 
distinguished lion-models, who resided for some time in.“‘ the gardens” 
at Regent's Park, and were much studied by Sir Edwin Landseer. 
“They were a couple of fine South African lions, but they are dead 
now, having survived only a short time the unveiling of the T 
monument.” The inference is obvious, and shows to even the naked 
eye how insignificant a thing nature must ever remain when brought in 








THE LATEST FORM OF DISSIPATION. 
Better Harr. What do you mean by coming home at this time 





in. the morning, Mr. Tippsey? Do you know it’s two o’clock, sir? 
How dare you? , Where have you been? 

Worse Hatr. Ony been to Sh-shpellin’ Bee. Y’shee we ’ad 
shum rath’ difficlt wordsh, so we were ’blige keep tup late. Took 
long time t’shpell ’em all—nineteen—twenny shyll’bles, some vum. 

Berrer Harr. You reek of prmwx, Mr. Tippsey—DRINK! 
Why, what’s this in your tail pocket? It’s a brandy bottle! Now, 
sir—what does this mean? 

Worse Harr. Thatésh firsh prize f'r shpellin’ c’reckly—word 


vundred and fifty shyll’bles—ah! ‘undredfifty'’sh no word for it! 

_. Berrer Harr. I’m ask 

in @ fit state to spell anything ! ; 
Woxsz Hazy. Shpell.en’thing? Well I know theyesh shum n s— 


of you, sir. I don’t believe you're 


connection, or even comparison, with the stupendously gigantic and 
colossally magnificent association of art. 


A Summary Process. 
Tue Times has reprinted its summaries for twenty-five years, and 


offers the volume to the public fora shilling. During this wintry 
weather anything summary 

of the book, that it was set in type 
suggestive of “kid” for a grave old gentleman like our con- 
temporary. 


is welcome. The information at the end © 
by four boys, is interesting but too 


Weattn's Leaper.—The Duke of Riche-morde. 
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WESTMONASTERIAN WONDERMENT. 


Angelina (looking at the fish) : 


—‘* WonDER HOW THEY GOT SUCH FUNNY CREATURES TO WESTMINSTER?” 


Edwin (absently, looking at the fashionables) :—‘“* WonDER HOW THEY GOT HERE? WHuy, YOU CAN SEE HUNDREDS OF THEM WALKING 


'?? 


ABOUT THE PLACE EVERY DAY: 


[ Angelina’s astonishment knows no bounds. 
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RINK RINELES; OR, THE SKATER’S SEATECHISM. 


Never rink against y our rinklination. 

Many a rinkeress’s Thhaxé asphalte for another what it cannot feel 
for you. 

aa skates are like Conservative politics, opposed to the common 
whee 

- A*rinker should never knock against her he a-doors, but he may 


rink’ at his a ane 
Pretty stockin are de rigueur atthe Addison-road Rink. See 
a * ae ose speeches. 
_— t your umbrella in your (r)inkstand. 


Py os a — = rinks eat be upon a sliding scale, and 
e sranaan 0 superinten men well known to fame 
as skaterers sal the public. . 


Mrs. P.’s Hemmanation. 


“Tue Hematite has been found by a pilot-boat abandoned in Bristol 
Channel, and towed into Ilfracombe.” Mrs. Pralamop feels that 


“abandoned ”’ is the right word for Hemma if she was tight, but 
she thinks it an‘ unmanly action to toe her imto Ilfracombe con- 
sidering her condition. 


Lex Ta.iy-nHo-n1s.—Hunt Rules. 


(Goce 





C. BRANDAUE R Ra 60." 'S New registered “ press 
S caeateer er nor epurt—the 
rao oe aan on a new process.—Ask your 
tationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample ee 
select the pattern best suited to your 








CADBURY’S 
COCOA ESSENCE) 


PURE-—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION,—I/ Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch 


THE WOES OF WINTER. 


Ucu ! winter! why, its very name I hate— 
I vow the mention of it makes me shiver. 
A season when all silly noodles skate, 
When lumps of ice are floating on the river! 
A time when children to the playhouse go, 
To split their sides at pantomimic fooling : 
They watch the clown with faces all aglow ;— 
They d better be attending to their schooling ! 


At ev’ry turn street-boys have made a slide 
On which unlucky passers-by are slipping, 
And when we fall, our anger they deride; 
The little brutes—I’d give them all a whipping ! 


J ” look, the sky is leaden-hued and drear! 
I think the ) prospect i is enough to damp you ;— 


What's that f > a snowball mahi me on the ear! 
How dare you throw at me ? you little scamp, you! ! 
NOTICE.—Ox Wzpwzspax Fav. 91x, 
THE VALENTINE DOUBLE. NUMBER OF FUN, 


ProrusELy ILLustRatep.—One Penny, 
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POravat come to pieces, Sir Impossible! I assure they are‘all tested, and will bear a strain of three tons, Try this one, Sir. 


— 





This cravat come to pieces, Sir? Impossible! There must be some mistake! Will you try with this one? I’m sure you'll find this one will last at 
oo for ever! (And so on through generations.) 7s 

















arene’ EYES. Tue good Nottin din'tolk ten bcs’ ein Il at f th 
= o 
Wuen first I gazed within my darling’s eyes— fashionable Bee boaeis gs which just ae give Sock taleadd enneete 
Dark depths all full of love, sweet, tender, true !— nity for the display of authoritative disparity. The promoters of 
My glad heart bounded with a strange surprise this arrangement seem to have been more than usually vague on the 
0 see within a world so bright and new ! subject of orthography, which perhaps accounts for their readiness to 
From out those loving portals of the soul “star” Mr. Counsellor Gilpin as referee. We have no personal 
Came sunny dreams of happiness to be, objection to this gentleman, whatever; but still he might have 
— met I} ae from my a = stole, councilled his colleagues as to a poliey of councilloration. 
mingled wi em in sweet revelry ! 
O speaking eyes! O love that lives for aye!— U Know, u Know! 
O life, that without you and love is nought! Jonzs got his opportunity and made his little joke the other night. 
. + . . ” Said he 2 = my of the spelling mania—don’t you know ?— 
Just as I got this far the other da ah—that is—the letter « you know—is dropping out of fovor.” And 
‘ A suadbee came, tub dete a my thought! nobody laughed but Jones, who intends to “ do these things in print, 
It was my wife !—I mean it was her voice— you know, for the future, so that any fool may see ’em, don't you 
; My muse affrighted fled op — rhyme! know!” : 
had to go, of courae—I had no choice ;— A Scotch Joke. at 
Bat hope to finish this another time.) | Tue 117th anniversary of Burns has just been celebrated by a +44, 
_—————eoaeaawewwwo=— dinner. The speeches were full of fire, and the meeting boiled over Bias | 
A ‘Crerican Exror.—The Bishop of Lincoln's objection to the | with enthusiasm. But though there were plenty of Burns, we do alan 
title of “reverend.” not hear of any Scalds being present. a 5 
aye. 
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PRACTICAL ARGUMENTS. 


Aunt Satty’s a sortof Conservative thing, — 
Conservative, seeing ead got out.of it ; 

‘Ti ical, too, of political “ ring,’ : 
reeks ings” cota oh, would we could doubt of it! 

‘Tis silly to say that a// motives were good— 

This cant of a party we ne'er . 


Aunt Sally’s now played by old Benjamin Diz, 

Who's oft in his time been the breaker of pottery. 
He's now the assailed, and the sticks with a whiz 

Fly round his old head—sueh his share of the lottery. 
See, the shower gets ready in ponderous might— 
Once again the assailant’s great Birmingham Bright. 


Ben Dizzy's soon found in a desperate strait, . 
He's covered all over with bruises that batter him ; 
The wrongs of the people have had their full weight, 
To gay he looks well would ee him. 
Sure for one who persistently preaches, “‘ 't fight!” 
A mighty hard hitter’s great Birmingham Bright ! 


TueEae is little need to apologise for approaching’the lamentable 
Abbot's Ripton calamity here as well as in another portion of the 
paper. So dire and distressful an event has many and most Opposite 
phases, which require treatment accordingly. Altogether, perhaps, 
the history of railway “accidents,” most miserable portion of litera- 
ture though it is, contains nothing more harrowing than the details of 
the frightful massacre of the 21st ult., which has claims on considera-. 
tion far beyond those put forth by the mere number of the. slain: 
These matters have, however, been discussed at much greater length 
than we can afford to give them, and so our desire is but to mention 
one or two little items that have either escaped observation or ‘been 
calmly ignored. During the examination of unfortunate subordinates, 
it was evident thatemore than one of ‘the examiners was impressed 
with an idea of his own:skill at uestioning, and every a 
was made to throw diseredit on thee ce of those whose only famit' 


was that they .were the administrators‘of amistaken policy. It is the 
system, n individuals who are at fault. To badger poor engine»: 
drivers and p as to optical delusions which cannot be ex- 


plained fueidly by experts is petty sport indeed. An attempt to make 
the secretamy of the Great Northern Railway Company appear a cruel 
and bloodt monster failed so signally that it only deserves pass- 
ing mention; bat at least a volume would be the due of those 
gentlemen »whé at once wrote to the leading and other journals to 
prove how they knew this thingwwas going to happen, and, if their 
advice had) been taken, how it would-have been averted. The story of 
the publican who refused a bottle of brandy for the sufferers because 
the messenger was si short is too horrible to believe, and we 
trust the statement-that all beds in the place were at once secured by 
the sound; ‘teth@detriment of the maimed, is overdrawn; while on the 
other side, we cannot, for the life of us, understand why the greatest 
amount of syeReihy was not bestowed on the greatest sufferers. If 
the commonwealth principle is ever to obtain in this country, it. should 
be, above all things, when the wealth is that of woe. It would be 
instructive if some one could discover, and publish, the number of 
people who, without suspecting it, have been within an ace of similar 
death and disfigurement, and who are now walking. about, ignorant 
that they owe their lives to what, when chances are calmly considered, 
can only be regarded as accident. 





Short Notes. 

Mr. Rusx:n is painting his front door for circulation among private 
friends. Mr. Gladstone is writing a Review of the Household roo 
for the Walthamstow Powder Magazine. Mr. Albert Grant is about 
to purchase a square of brown Windsor and keep it for his own private 
use. Several persons having been seen hanging about the streets 
lately, Dr. Hardwicke has insisted upon holding inquests on them. 
Mother Stewart's whisky war has commenced. Several ladies have 
been seen actively engaged in pitching into it. Mr. Bates is busily 
engaged in getting up a party cry for the coming Session. 


Windy. 

Mr. Mitts, M.P., refers to the Liberal Party as “ a band of agitators 
whistling for a breeze.” Very good, but Mr. Mills forgets that the 
Conservatives have got all the windbags among them, and that their 
policy has been a series of “ blows” to the country. 


Frasu Inetirutions.— Light Houses. 





DEMETRIUS O’DESMOND. 


A Srory or THE Wroncs or IRELAND. 


“\EMETRIUS 
O’ DES. 
MOND was 


a gentleman. 
His ancestors 
had been kings 
- Ireland in 

good old 
days before the 
horrid Saxon 
had spoiled the 
country and 
made slaves of 
the brave sons 
and beauteous 
daughters of 
the Milesian. 
The O'Des- 
monds were no- 
ble, and gal- 
lant, and hon- 
ourable, and 
many-a_ pro- 
cess server Or 
sheriff’s -officer 
has been 
ducked when 
daring to pre- 
sent his ugly 
self in the neighbourhood of Castle Macfitzbogandboozoh. Myrmi- 
dons of the law would consider themselves well off to escape with a 
ducking, when caught with the beys, who used to twirl the bold 
shillelagh, and vow it was an insnltto-an«frish gentleman of the rale 
good old sort to ask him to-pay his.debts;just for all the world as 
though he were a low-borm:omadhaum:with a plebeian soul that 
couldn’t feel for the honomr. of hismameand country. ‘“Surean’ it's a 
ee ne shame,” said Misther O’Toole, ‘to thrubble a rale 


| gintll for the dirthy money, just to oblige a lot.of plebeian trades- 


por And all the : ing folk, who didn’t happen to be 
, and to wantiitheir money, warmly appl 
_— os se noneeten could be-se u. 
ut at.lasta betrayed and weeping country;and 4 Parliament which 
bartered its trust and went and eat with the oppressor of: «nation’s 
wrongs, led to-the O’ Desmonds being driven-fromr their'ancient: home, 
before they had mortgaged Castle Macfitzbogandboozole:for much ‘more 
than ten t its original value. The rights of propertyareyelas! no 
longer respected by the invader, and another unit was added: to the 
million wrongsof Ireland,as, slowly and in silence, with sorrowon each 
brow andthe whisky jar an empty recollection, this noble family strode 
forth fromthe home where their forefathers had ruled the lamd for 
miles around, anddaid waste the potato-patches of the rival ifabtion. 
Oh wirrah-asethrue and ochone! Yet common, calculating, low- 
souled demagogues, and upstart ignoramuses, as well as modern 
political economists, calmly tell:us that Ireland has no wrongs which 
cry aloud for vengeance ! 
riven by gross injustice and the persecution of the plebeian from 
happy Castle Macfitzbogandboozoh, Demetrius O’Desmond was 
eventually compelled to dosomethingtoobtain a livelihood. The idea 
of contaminating himself with any ordinary low-souled occupation, of 
course, never entered into the mind of thisnoble gentleman, and he was 
driven from one shift to another, until at. last he determined to stand 
at bay, and from that took to driving himself: he drove a hack car in the 
streets of the beautiful city of Dublin. Thus under a foreign rule and 
Saxon oppression do the noblest and the bravest. of a nation’s sons 
have to seek oblivion—and whisky: Oh, my country! Who can 
wonder that the heart of a true patriot beat beneath the manly breast 
of Demetrius, or that his smile was often saddened bythe memory of 
the past, when he replied to a none-too-often-made proffer of that 
beverage which none but a true Milesian of noble birth can thoroughly 
appreciate—whisky punch ! 
Every trne Irishman is bound to be a believer in fairies. In the 
days when Ireland ‘was free they held unlimited sway, and though 
their power was much checked by the traitorous Union, in which 
Treland was sold, they now and again still make themselves manifest, 
ust to astonish the natives and show there is yet hope for Erin. 
emetrius, as one of the rale old stock, was particularly sensitive with 
regard to these good people, and at night, after the labours of the day 


ed the senti- 


were o’er, and he forgotten his misfortunes in as many jugs of 
punch as his luck allowed, he would to wondering audiences relate 
stories of how his house had been favoured by fairies in the days of 
its and their prosperity. Sometimes these stories :varied very ~con- 
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} amakers’ sparables, among other ‘ imt@igesti 
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10fhemour;:and could drink : 





‘the viattation for.which his.so 


ul yearned. He 


he had ‘for, had been sitting 
ett, several other gentlemen of reduced fortune but spledi@fentiily, [ 
aides the punch: went: round, each: ane told the stories beldmaehibent, 
JO’Desmoni'a'family had been more‘thammsaally {/ 
favoured even when its-claimeewere fairly, not tovssyideiifily, con- }) 
aidered. As the last representativeéf the once powerfaband illustrious | 
possessors of Castle Macfitzbogandboezoh rose te departiit-was noted 
that his eye was fixed and his gaitamcertain; and themgh=no notice | 
was taken of this at the time, it was éften remarked afterwards that it }. 
ple” was upemhim. With } 
a wild “‘ hurroo!’’ he departed, and took with him a considerable share | 


was evident the influence of the “ godd 
of the prevalent odour of Irish nobility—and lemon peel. 
* | * 


+ * i’ 
OP Desmond's own: storyzacteld.tothe stipendiary magistrate,-was to 
the tiffect thatihe:hadn't:drivenfar'on his road cide when he heard 
himacif.ealled: by: mameypandithomgh he looked about everywhere he 
coald-only ‘hear these-words:—““Demetrius O' Desmond,sen ofa race 
repeated rapiiily;andsoon hesaw thousands of fairies ee 
Gling kim the same. thing—that nd 
: re numberedamong hermobility. 
Beneath their weight the car-brokeidown, and the horse being-evidently 
utider some magico: spéll‘dashed:off ata great rate. O’Desmond, like 
all true: Izish :patricians,:being possessed of speed 
filiewed-on foot, and-evantually ran the animal down. !Batwhen he 


got near, he discovered that the — of ac ae sane ing on the } 
animal's back, (formaxgiass of whisky punch,’ oand »quick. 
enkeanake happy if his lordship would onty come } 


back to the house, but the king waxed furious, and said such dreadful 
things about this being the result of Saxon oppression and the want of 
Home Rule that O’Desmond fainted, and when he awoke found him- 
self; evidently out of fairy vengeance, in a police cell, charged with 
being drunk and incapable, his car smashed all to pieces, and his horse 
dead lame. 

But an unbelieving and Saxon stipendiary and an avaricious as 
well as English car-owner*were unmeanly obdurate, and Demetrius 
O’Desmond, one of .a:tinewofidsimgs, was sent to prison, without even 
‘the option of a finéhe would have died rather than pay. ’Tis thus our 
ne are trodden under foot, and thé burning wrongs of Ireland 
rankle. 





Taking up His Sparable. 

A)Presrwicu lunaticidmproved.theshining hours of his-earthly 

ri by an ineffectual endeavour¢osassimilate some 1,639 shoe- 
ible articles,’ the gross 
weight of which was 11 1b. 100z. Weare doubtful whether to regard 
the stery as an instance of voracious mendacity or veracious voracity. 
Any way, it is a pity that wholesome nails should be wasted on an 
mnappreciative madman, while many. a virtuous ostrich in Sahara 
shas perhaps not tasted iron for months. 


Unaccountable. 


A GENTLEMAN in search of employment announces as a qualification 
his ability to introduce “‘Irish accounts.” Judging from the 


‘incomprehensible telegrams-which appear in the columns of.a contem- 


, the Hibernian element would appear to have been already 


introduced to nauseation, and to:have continued the introduction on 


its: own account still more so. 


A Straight Tip. 
Ar an inquest in Tredegar the other day, :nedical evidence “‘ went to 





“show” that death resulted from the effects of a kick “ given by an 


iron tip fixed on the toe of a boot such as is worn about here.” Many 
worthy people conscientiously object to tips, and after this who shall 
say that their objection is bootless. 


i 





‘To Women!” 
Anew song has been recently published dedicated to woman, 
wherein the poet declares that he loves her still! Our married man 
says that’s how he prefers her. 





A Correction. . 
“A yronm for ‘sale, the owner having no further use for it.” So 
runs an advertisement. ‘‘ Owner,” forsooth! Why not say at once 
‘Creamowner ? 


Wuar Part of Speech is most Distasteful to Lovers?—The third 
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siderably, but this was the fairies’ fault and not. that of Demetrius, 
who -was the soul 4 


ther decayed nobleman in . 
a enna taking hid beseoeianittienel 


all: yet:bdifree ;idrive on and prosper.” ‘This was 


amid :endarance, | 





1 







““DO WE ‘CHANGE HERE’?” 7 


AbbOF 2 Ripton, Jv rwary Ql; WTs. q 


“Geansidonder, Winds, your Banshee ory amid the leafless: trees, © 
Shai eal the sudden wail of woe that haants the winter breeze! © 
, ashen Skies above, and let your fall 

iat fvoeentfiakes above the slain,.a soft and snowy pall! y 


nego back,-and youthand strength rushed emwatd thro’ 

might, ei] 

sueteendties hearts were beating time to travel’ s flight. + 

‘A cash! Ah God! here lies what was—w be never 
“mmore ;— 

‘The fying: wheels are idle now. Alas! the juarney's o'er. 


Somildithe scenes of bloody wreck beneath She lnmtern’s gleam, 
The living rise as if from sleep, and fancy that.they dream ; 
Whilesone: man ‘neath a shattered mass cries-out in accents 


; 





strange, 2 
And hails a stooping guard, and asks if heretheyhawsto change. | 
To chamge? Ah yes! Life's train hasvwenthedidts ‘fearfal 


-place,— ‘ 
The answer to the question lies on many selespor’s face. q 
No warning bell ‘rung for them, but si Coe 
And changed from life and wild unrest to 4 





A Wroug Beading. 
One pound is the pricecdifiered™“‘forca -cortifiente6f.the death of 
John ——,” by advertisement “incthe Times. “That's what our 


trade’s a comin’ to,” says BilbGikes, “arid: yet they-enysas ‘ow skilled 

manniwal labour’s:at:anpessemum. “Why, I knows the: time when 

gen’lefolks woulda’t a bemeaned: themesives*to:think o’ such a thing 
has buried: 


at the price.” rn we ee at‘heartever the decay of a 
cherished institution, chissbludgeon, andawaits “the end” 
with the calm satisfaction of -onewwhodhas:done*his duty in that 
station of life to which it has pleased providence te-eall him. 


Sing-ular Views. 


A ConsgRVATIVE evening p»per devotes a leader, a column anda 
half long, to “Tommy make room for your uncle.” Our contem- 
will, we earnestly hope, adhere to a field of discussion far more 
suitable to its talents than such awkward affairs as Slave Circulars 
and administrative bungles. Nero fiddled while Rome was burning, 
and why should not Conservatives sing comic songs during a political 
conflagration which promises to leave nothing but the ashes of a 
mighty party structure for their shockheaded and Hanwellian contem- 


plation. 


‘* How’s that, Umpire?” 

Unpgr the head of “ Football” a Liverpool daily paper informs 
those whom it most concerns that ‘‘a smith’s striker was charged at 
Salford with assaulting his father and mother, and throwing the 
latter on.the fire.” Whatever was the referee about to allow such an 
unseemly finish to so generally interesting a same ? The interests of 
true British sport should be better protected this. 





**Does not a Meeting —?” 

‘‘ SHoutp this meet Mr. Moses’ eye,” says an advertisement, it will 
find a legacy from his aunt. We trust the amount will be worthy the 
encounter, the danger of which during the present state of our street 
traffic can only be estimated by those who have already gauged the 
value of the ordinary Jew's-eye. We've never been able to meet 
an eye of this kind sufficiently separated from its congenial hook. 


Rank Charleytanism. 

Tus Attorney-General remarking at Manchester on the local popu- 
larity of Mr. Charley, M.P., said it was because all the ladies 
constantly sang ‘‘ Charley is my darling.” The gallant. speaker also 
stated there were no ugly girls in or about Manchester. So much for 
Attorney ralship. But what, we ask with mixed feelinge—what 
about Sal Ford ? 
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I’vz GOT IN THE sHOP!” 


HUN. [Fesrvary 2, 1876, 
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LEX TALIONIS (LICKERISH LAW). 


Trascible Non-Compulsionist :—“ Hato, Boys! THERE'S THAT THERE 8CHOOL-BOARD MAN A COMING; LET ’IM "AVE ONLY ONE ONER—A 
REG'LAR LICKER—ON THE BACK OF THE ’ED, AND I'LL LET YOU ’AVE A GOOD SUCK ALL ROUND AT EVERY BLESSED STICK ‘OF LICKERISH AS 
i 


TITLE v. RIGHT. 


Asa eres of the recent decision of the Judicial Committee of the Pri 


having a population of 216, advertises in 


estern Morning News 


will not be called by the *“‘now desecrated epithet of ‘ The d,’*”? and 
warns correspondents not to be offended if he rejects letters so addressed. 
True Christians those parsons who grudge to Dissent 
A title that's only in courtesy meant: © 


True 
To follow His lead and the Devil disma 


for do they not show us ” way 


e 


y 


(No harm there can be using Lucifer’s name 
Since the clergy insist on that gentleman’s fame.) 
A warning we'd give to those Churchmen absurd 
Who fasten their faith to an obsolete word :— 

If your claim on the people has basis so small, 


You'd better be or down 


u may fall 


Go! earn our for ’tis perfectly clear 
That the title is due but to those we revere. 








A ‘Trump’ Card. 


A Frencu critic ing of land’s purchase of the Suez Canal 
e Turkish ae . | 


in connection with 


question says it was “ the trumpet call 


for a retreat.” We ee ee both “ brass” and notes, 


but the purchase was popularly supposed 


on this side of the Channel 


to represent an advance rather than a retreat. 








A BOOTLESS ERRAND. 
An important despatch has been received from Rangoon. “ Colonel 


, Rector of Little Petherick, St. Issey, Cornwall, a parish | Duncan has been instructed not to take off his boots in the presence 


of the king of Burmah.” Now, the king of Burmah likes people to 
take off their boots when they talk to him, and difficulties would 
have been best avoided b aiias Mr. Churchward of Dover to him 
in the place of Colonel Duncan. Mr. Churchward likes taking off 
his boots, and recently had to fight for the privilege in a railway 
train. It. is anticipated that our representative’s objection to bare 
feet will lead to naked arms, 





At it Again. 

Apmrrat TarteTon has had a narrow escape of being wrecked. 
His ship, the Hawk, got among the breakers in Branshire Bay, and 
“‘was with great difficulty put about.” Like admiral, like ship. 
Seeing how coolly he took the Vanguard affair, we should imagine he 
was hard indeed to “ put about.” 





Not to be Expected. 
_ A sitty fellow has lately been haunting a quiet neighbourhood 
in the shape of a midnight phantom. A reward has been offered for 
information, &c., but with no result, his confederates refusing, 
reasonably enough, to give up the ghost. 





Tus Best Sursr-viston.—The sight of Treasury on Saturday. 
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THE POLITICAL AUNT SALLY. 
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A SUBTLE REVENGE. et 


I sELDom obje@tin a general way 
To anything people may, happen to say ; 
But I do find it rather repelling: 


When blustering fellows like Anthony, Brown Ny | \ | 
Go strutting and boasting all over the town, WANS ay Ne 1 (a ee ‘ ey ~~ -e \ YY. \\y 
And airing their knowledge of spelling. WT Sa ASINY ANS . < a” \ = 5) \ Nek 
Ys Lr . ~ eo Ae > 
By Brown: to be bothered, pursuing his fad, TNE A he NS ff ay | =S Pan 
With Spell ‘ oxyphlegmasy,’ Jenkins; my lad”’ \ he =e SS 7 ie a 


Is really too much for my meekness. 
I hate his thus forfeiting proper respect 
Besides, it’s so apt to make people detect 

My own orthographical weakness. 


For years with impatience T bore with these larks, 
And larded my language with wicked remarks 
Progressively growing in badness ; 
Till all of a sudden there flashed to my mind 
A plan of a Machiavillanous kind, 
For vengeance and consequent gladness. 


I took him to where, at a thing called a “ Bee,” 

“* Yclept:” is permitted to end with “ e— d”— | 
A change undeniably clever; | 

Where “ bdellium’”’ for ever begins with a “ p,’ 

And “ dactyl's”’ allowed, yes! an ultimate “ e”— 
Which shattered his feelings for ever ! 


> 


Astonishing the Natives. 


Tue Times states that the natives are disappointed 
because the Prince of Wales has not given any large 
sums to charities. Cheer up, sweet Indian innocents. 
Don’t you know that the money is ready, but can’t be 
distributed: until an agent from the local Organisation | ee 
Society has:inquired into the merits of each institution i Se wit MRL 
andexamined the native police as.to the character of SNS y Pe wT | 
its managere? There are certaim little English customs / — | VV Once ; OAV \ 
which evema Prince cannot dispense with. COVER | BYOLUA WY \\ 
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Down in the World. a PY] 


We met a gardener of our acquaintance yesterday, FUN’ FAN-CY. 
and he planted a thorn in our sympathetic bosom. He UN'S cy 
looked sow seedy ! Fan-Tastic SuGGESTION FOR A New Bonnet. 





| under our present Poor ‘ Relief” system. = Arrival of the American 
DOTS AND LINES. champion (female) whisky warrior. . It is nct true that the Metropoli- 
Her Magzsry objects to the tenants on her Highland estates “curl- | tan Benchers have generally decided to make no “calls to the Bar”’ 
ing,’’ as she fears it encourages a love for malt liquor. If it’s true— | during her stay here. = Charity “ agent" discovered charging “the 
and the proverb tells us it is—that sorrow’s dry, this remarkable | usual ten per cent.” Truly “ charity’ does cover a multitude of sins 
manifesto will “‘ encourage a love for malt liquor’’ more than ever. = | and duplicities. == Peculiar People again. Peculiar seems a peculiar 
Opening of the Royal Aquarium at Westminster. The day was dry— _ word to use. We should have selected one, harder maybe, but cer- 
and so were the tanks. (N.B.—This was not the only drought visible.) | tainly nearer the mark. = Solicitor-General still solicitous. 
Everything admirably arranged. — Oxford University Boat Club men | ih 
decline an invitation to row in America. Not because, as a watery | 
wit said, they would certainly have to “‘row over.” = Earl of Dart- | A Sell. 
mouth opens a Conservative Club at West Bromwich. After satisfy- | AN eminent auctioneer advertises several “ butchers” as on sale at 
ing himself of the contents he put the lid on again carefully, so that | his establishment. All are said to be “doing well,” and one evinces 
none of the essence of Toryism should evaporate. — Home Secretary | an aptitude for being “doubled in the hands of « good manager.” 
releases several misconvicted prisoners. Happily Mr. Cross does not | The only butcher we ever saw doubled was one who was doubled-up 
conserve his notions of iustice, Conservative Minister though he be. = | during an exhaustive argument as to the advantages of personality in 
First meeting of the political forces at St. Stephen’s fixed for the 8th | Whitechapel. We presume that butchers are now bought and sold 
inst. Mr. Disraeli sends round an appeal to his “ friends and patrons, | as reminders of the time when flesh meat was not at famine prices in 
and trusts,’ &c. This doesn’t lock much like Conservative cock- | England, and when such a thing as steak was re ed with other 
surety. = Well-dressed man and woman leap into the Thames from | eyes than those of wonder and curiosity by the people. 
Blackfriars, “leaving in a recess of the bridge a large carving-knife.”’ | 
Perhaps they were afraid of hurting themselves with it. = Dr. A Wall Paper 
Dewdrops threatens to become a religious reformer. Surely no one , 
will grudge him the title of reverend. He has at least as goodaclaim 
on that as on the word Englishman. However, he says his position 
will require no further ex-q.c’s.—Mr. Cook, the reverend insister 
upon Satan, says that if judgment goes in favour of Jenkins, he will 
even then not administer, but resign. And (we own the wish is father 
to the thought) set out in search of ere = bo —* << 
ence! — Plymouth paper, reflecting on the probable absence irom 
England of all mien of the Royal Family during the forthcoming Byely Improper. ac 
season, says ‘we shall be able to discover what the country would be | A Lapy thoroughly acquainted with the manufacture of artificial 
like if it became arepublic.” Nonsense, the officials of a republic don’t | eyes offers, for a consideration, to impart the occult process. This 





A Bz.rast paper merchant has been prosecuted for selling a wall 
paper, as “innocuous to the young,” which contained ‘‘a poisonous 
composition.” Some sellers of papers that are not intended to go on 
walls have watched the case with anxiety, for their wares are anything 
but innocuous to the young, and contain a good many poisonous 
compositions. 


spend their time and money abroad. = Somebody in India has pre- | should be put a stop to. The ladies already make eyes more than 


sented the Prince of Wales with a swerd worth £10,000. Tobekilled sufficient for the demand, and we prefer “ sheeps’ eyes’ au naturel to 


‘with such an expensive weapon would be something like starvation the artificial process any day. 
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MATRI-MONEY. 
Wife :—“ You sab YOU WOULD GRUDGE ME NOTHING, I wAs 80 VERY DEAR TO You!” 
Husband :—“‘ But, DEAR, THE WORD DOES NOT ALWAYS MEAN EXPENSIVE!” a 
THE GREAT COLLISION STAKES; | No. Il.—“*I HAVEN’T MADE MY WILL!” . 
: ‘> . ; | (The Passenger’s Song, omitted for want of space. This song should cer- 
Every Railway Station its Own Music Hall. tainly be obtained, ‘even in preference to all the others of the series.) 2 
(Tux Railway Gaugentee —_ to be getting oe 9 See of om out 
of the collision joke, that we don’t see why we sho ’t have a little . * 
of it on our own account. ] No. III.—“I SHALL BACK THE MAIL! 





(The Porter's Song.) 
No. L—*“THE SHATTEREM JUNCTION STAKES.” 
(The Station-Master’s Song.) 

Wuenever the state of your fortune’s brisk, 
And gives you a fiver or two to risk, 
Oh let me advise you the home to seek 
Of our Shatterem Junction Sporting Clique ; 
For all the officials are in the fun 
And plenty of money is lost and won: 
And nothing whatever the sport can dash 
So long as we've plenty of trains to smash. 
Hurray! Let ’em suffer, from axle to buffer, 
The carriages, engines, and brakes— 
It’s reckoned, with reason, 
The thing of the season, 
‘“‘ The Shatterem Junction Stakes.” 


Supposing the mail to be due—we shunt 
A mineral train on the line in front; 
Then carefully signal the line as clear, 
And wait for a bit till the mail is near: 
Then, as it approaches, we slowly play 
At shunting the mineral train away ; 
And often the betting’s extremely hot 





There's the mail—it looks like winning! 
Sixty miles an hour it’s spinning, 
me nee a the line ; 

ow its quick descent beginnin 

Down a sharp decline. . 

Watch it in its wild careering, 
Quickly, yard by yard, it’s nearing, 
Trucks they won't have time for clearing, 


On whether the two will collide, or not. Clearing off the line! 
And chances are slender for engine ani tender, 
And carriages, waggons, and brakes — Toward the coal-train—(grunting, shunting 
It’s reckoned, with reason, Its extensive tail 


To a siding) —quickly gliding, 


The sport of the season, 
Wildly bent upon colliding, 


“The Sbhatterem Junction Stakes."’ 


ttt tate : 
--— - 





No. V.—*THE SAFE SIDE.” 





Fasrvuary 2, 1876.) 


Onward comes the mail. 
Pleasant for the people riding ! 

I shall back the mail! 
Expectation keenly whetting; 
Quite exciting it is getting— 

Quite a piece of fun! 
Bill, my hearty, how's'the betting? 

Give you three to one! 
Betting equally divided ? 
Give you—— hullo!’ They've collided? 
Bill, ay boy, the bet’s decided— 

? 


the thing is done. 
Hear the people moaning, groaning— 
’Tain’t of no avail. 


Ain’t they scattered, badly battered ? 

Ain’t the cars and engines: shattéred. 
On that’ blessed mail ? 

Ain’t the things with dirt ttered 
Now I’ve backed the:mail ! 





No. IV.—“THEYIL GIVE US THE SACK FOR THIS #) 
THE SMASHED: DIRECTOR.” 





Come Billy and Harry, and George and Bob, 
Oar energies let’s combine 
In doing that little attractive job— 
Assisting to.clear the line :. 
Let’s look for the passengers knocked about 
And gather them bit by bit, 
And put them together, and sort ’em out, 
And fasten the parts that fit. 
Get shutters and stretchers, and nails and glue; 
And bandages, lint, and rag; 
For here is a gentleman chopped in two, 
And here is his carpet-bag. 
Oh, gathér’the- pieces; and'save the scraps, 
‘never’a.morsel' miss: 
Oh, hang it! A horrible thought! Perhaps: 
He’s one of our blessed director-chaps ! 
They'll give-us the sack for this! 
Oh, here is a dowager knocked to bits; 
And here are her boots and veil, 
And here are her gingham and worsted mits; 
And here is her poodle’s tail!’ . 
Oh, here is a mountain of hats and ‘things 
From passengers tall and short, 
And here is a muddle of heads and wings 
We haven't the time to sort. 
For nobody is there among them who. 
Would matter the slightest rap, 
Excepting that gentleman chopped in two— 
That blessed director-chap. 
So gather his pieces and hide the scraps 
As if there. were nought amiss; — 
For if they get/knowledge of these mishaps 
To one of our blessed: director. f 
They’ll give us the sack for this! 





‘Raking odds, without compunction, 
Daily at our sporting ‘junction ; 
After my successful innings ; 

I may pauseand count my winnings. 


If you'd always stand to win 
Always bet with t decision 
On the chances of collision— 

That’s the way I made the tin! 


(Zhe Signalman’ s Song.y} 


(The Station-Master’s Song / 
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SUPREME COURT OF CARICATURE. 
THE TITLE OF “ ESQUIRE.” 








SROOKS 0. GRUBB. 
Tus was a’ petition’ to: restrain the defendant, who is a cat’s-mieat 
man, from assaming*the title of uire, and the facts of the case! are 
briefly as follows. On thé 23rd ultimo the complainant, who is‘a 
wholesale déaller in ‘pigs’ trotters, and the defendant were 
the premises 6f Mr. Jones; the well-known pawnbroker in the 
Snooks was / obtaining an advance upon his watch, and 
endeavouring#to negétiate a‘loan upon his Sunday suit. Thef 
hadoompleteé'his coritraet andlwas about to leave the shop)iwhet¥hie 
heatd: theelatter give his: nami®‘to the shopman as Joh ’ Gradb, 
Esquiréfaxl he found 'the sho was about so to destribe‘hiin 
ithe-* tombstone.” [Lord Jitttico Phuziniman here aslieéiwhis 
tonibstone, arid it being explz ‘Ah; 
Yh d this assumption of “the 
ty, into disrepute. He, tl 
Walordér the said title to be erased 











er all, i was oul omlyvan honorary { tli 
Quissiey. forthe petitioner,«t 
his clierit wae” wholesale pw! 
ito ‘i . AY , ¢ 


ae oo 








Tue Count. Your clionttisonlpaanenger of pig’s flesh. 

Mr. Quisstz. But he keeps a shop. 

Mr. Tuumpar. My'clierit keeps # barrow. 

Tse Lorp Cuier Justice. I think we will narrow the issue to 
this: If a man who keeps a shop ‘calls himself‘ Esquire, does the 
ae of a barrow infringe upon his rights ‘by assuming that 
title ? 


Mr. Tuumpgs. Exactly; and we contend that the title being 
merely honorary, he does not. 

Losp Justice Puunniman, In the case of Jubbins- v. Bogie it 
was ruled, I believe, that an Esquire is a man who changes his linen 
twice'a week. 

Mx. Tuumper: That decision’ was: overruled, your lordship, 
because it was found that the title was an anciént one, and’ in vogue at 
a ners when to wear one’ shirt for a year'was considered a pious 
action, 

Lorp Curer Justice. Are you shirtain of that’? Ca 

Mn. Tuumrprr: The fact has been shirtified. (Shrieks of laughter; 
in which their lordships heartily joined.) 

Some further remarks having’ beers made on both sides, their lord- 
ole consulted together and 

HE Lonp Cutter Justice said,—I have given this case most anxidus ’ 
consideration:* It is a mostimportatit case; not only to the trotter and’ 
cat’s-meat fraternity, but to the whole community. There can be no 
doubt that the title Esquire has been much abused in these days. It 
originally meant, I find on reference-to my pocket dictionary, “an 
attendant on’a knight,” and used as a verb, ‘‘ to ‘or wait on.” 
Now it is perfectly clear that the defendant does attend or wait on 
cats with their daily supply of animal food, and he has, therefore, a 
perfect right to assume the title. With regard to-using it on a tomb- 
stone, that’ is coming’ from a question of attendance on # knight to 
| attendance on a pawn— (laughter) — but so far asthe present case is con- 
| cerned I am of opinion that a cat’s-meat man has as much right to call 

himself Esquire on a pawn-ticket as a pig’s-trotter man, and for the 
| matter of that, more, for the and more noble animal 
| than the pig: 


Their lordships concurred; Judgmiént for the defendant. 

= PxrrrionER (excitedly). I carry the case to the House of 
Lords. 

Lorp Justiczs Puunniman. Mr. Grubb has his barrow outside, ask 
him to wheel it up therefor you. (Roars of laughter.) 
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A ‘‘ TAKING” NOTION. 


{ 


“'You’vz Gor A CAKE THERE FOR A PRESENT! I’LL TAKE IT, MUM! 
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HAMMERSMITH SUSPENSION. 


A LitTLE-Boy Benedict, nearly eighteen years of age, made a volun- 
tary appearance before Mr. Bridge, te at Hammersmith Police- 
court, to complain of his wife.” He declared, in a tone of heart-rend- 
ing pathos, that it was quite out of his power to keep mother, daughter, 
and child. “Mr. Bridge told the applicant that he need not keep his 
mother-in-law. ‘You can tell her to go,” said the ma aaEANe, 
ovidentiy enjo joying the absurdit of the notion. Mr. Bri 

nal as well as amusing ou are here to complain o am 
wi e,” he said to the little” Say ‘you should have come awk you 
were married.” Such a paradoxical statement should not pass un- 
noticed by students of mathematics, who will thereby learn that the 
glory of their ancient Pons Asinorwm has at last been demolished for 
ever, 
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Messing it Away. 


Tux Commander-in-Chief is setting his face resolutely against the 
heavy mess expenses now prevalent in Pet and the Con- | 
servative press is backing him up. H.R considers it wrong to | 


spend money freely over a mess, and yet he wants a large sum of the | 
nation to carry out his views with regard to remodelling the army. | 
oe consistency even in Royal ee and Conservative news- | 
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Hungry Spokesman (desperately, after much urging from his. companions) :— 


[ Collapse of old lady. 





"RS QUININE W 


“ Wz can bear personal testimony to its value asa tonic.” —Standard, 
“I find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”—_4. H. Hassall, M.D. 
petted beat teenage oa 
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| A PLEA FOR THE POOR! 


| An, Winter is all very well in its way— 
When Nature appears in a snowy array, 
As white.as the veil of a bride. 
The season’s “ immense”, for the well-to-do folk, 
Who never are galled by grim Poverty’siy oke— 
Who've fortune and health on their side. 


| The rich have all comforts their hearts can desire, 
From cold they’re protected by. warmest : attire— 
They acd: ’t repine at their lot. 
Ay, Winter has probably numerous charms 
For those that. are dandled in Luxury’s arms— 
But how about those who are not? | 


The season is ‘jolly ’—in books... :When_we read 
Of crystals of frost that bespangle the mead, 
e fancy that Winter's sublime. /. 
But ask of the heart-broken victims of Fate, 
Who shiver and crouch—with no fire in the grate— 
Go, ask what they think of the time! 


They’ll tell you that Winter's their deadliest foe— 

A fiend who comes armed with starvation and woe, 
’Gainst whom they too vainly rebel. 

He hollows their cheeks, and he blanches their hair ; 

Want stabs them, and laughs at their cries of despair, 
Then glories in ringing their kneil! 


O ye who can revel in drawing-rooms bright, 
Consider the poor, as they manfully fight 
For food, till all energy flags ; - 
And whilst you are amply protected and warm, 
Remember, that out in the pitiless storm 
You've brothers and sisters in rags ! 


Nota Bene! ! 


Tue old Opera House in the Haymarket has at last 
been purchased by Government for a second central 
Post-office. After all its vicissitudes the change is a 
gentle one for the much abused building. ‘It will still 
be filled with “ notes’’ and haunted by the folks who 
deliver them. 


Anomalous. 


In India they call a lack of Tenet riches. What 
a lax way of talking! 





‘¢ Marry, Sir John!” 


Tx gentleman who writes to Printing-house-square to inform the 
authorities there, and, through them, the English ple, that it was 
in the reign of Queen Elizabeth “ when Mr. John’ Hawkins sailed to 
the coaat of Guinea for the purchase of slaves,” omits to state that this 
was anterior to the decease of her late lamented Augustan Majesty, 
though subsequent to the famous descent upon the Low Countries by 
the desperate Dutch. The very latest—some would call it the most 
fossilised —information seems to be highly prized by the editors of our 
wind and weathercock contemporary. 


To Suit the Times. 


In consequence of the unsettled state of the Burials Question it 
has been decided to make bodies in dispute wards in Chantery. They 
will remain in the custody of the Lord Chancellor until such time as 
matters can be arranged between the friends of the deceased and the 
captious or objecting clergyman. If not removed within six years 
| they will be sold to defray expenses. 


——_—_— 





NOTICE.—On Winenkuy waies) Fp. 9TH, 
THE VALENTINE DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN, 


ProruseLy Ititustratep.—OnE Penny. 
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(for the Proprietor) at 30, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, Feb. 2, 1876 
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THe Canny’s KELL. 











Westminster Aquarium as the cleverest Fish in the world. That | 


s. 
UNFOUNDED RUMOUR Government has abandoned the idea of raising the Vanguard, and | 












Tuat Her Majesty opened Parliament in persoa to shut up the 
personality of the Republicans. That Sir Charles Dilke has adopted as 
his political motto, “‘ We Chelsea what we Chelsea.”’ That the Life 
Guards have struck against peace-work. That G. W. Manning, the 
desecrated divine of Little Petherick, has been compelled to add a C 
to the P. P. on his visiting cards. That the newspapers which 
inserted the advertisements of a recently closed bank have forwarded 
conscience money to the victims. That the Edmunds’ scandal has 
been dramatised. That a national Cole training school has been 
opened at South Kensington; first lecture, ‘‘ Cole Trains in Coleision ; 
or How to Shunt and Where to Shunt.” 


That “the Peep of Day” is | of old Queens at a penny each.” 


intends to raise the Income Tax instead. That Sarah Chandler stole 
the coat to put the geranium in the button hole. That the Prince 
of Wales was let off early in the evening at the 56th display of 
fireworks since his arrival in India. , 


Gane — —— 


Penny Royalty. 

Ir was fondly hoped that her Majesty’s reappearance in public 

would check the onward flow of Republicanism. Alas! on the very eve 

of the auspicious event somé villain publicly advertises ‘‘ Any amount 
For subjects to sell their Soverei 


the real Fill Adelphi-a Exhibition. That Sir John Iles Mantell bas | is not a novelty—but the price, “the shameful price!” We should 


tent & cat to prison for sleeping near his kitchen fire. That Mr. 
Cross has forwarded him another pennyworth of “ public clamour. 





a rerteereeeeeeeeeeeees 
SGu. XARILI. 









That a well known American diplomatist has been forwarded to the | 


like to penetrate the incognito of this penny traitor. 


A FAsHIONABLE Birp.—The Ornitho-rink-us. 
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LINES. Z 
_ Two Trish. are 
aed, to settle 
the land question. | 
And settle the land 
as well, if we may | 
be allowed to judge. | 
== Sheffielder fined 

forty shillings for 

“biting a neigh- 

bour’s nose off.” | 

Wonder if culprit 

could be bound over | 

not to keep the 

piece. =. The price | 
of coal has’ been re- | 
duced from a shilling 
to  eighteenpence 
per ton. ‘This is 
the first time we 
ever knew of a thing 
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i i == Presentation of a | ioe eit ate EE, yee Nea ce ( —— 
| Bible to Mr. Plim- | \ 






soll. By \the way, 
wouldn’t it have 
been better to have 
given it’ to—the 
people on the other 
side of the question ? 
. == Hole knocked in 
! , ae the side of another 
1 ; aa ironclad. Curiously 
) j enough, the JIJn- 
flexible. So much so 
that it wouldn't 
bend, even though 
it broke in the 
struggle. — Ex- 
plosion of “ safety 
powder” in Balti- 
more ; great destruc- 
tion. “Safe and 
sound!” was the 
unnatural reflection 
of one who was in- 
sured, when Ite heard 
the report. = Indian 

ig said to have 

nocked out four of 
Lord Charles Beres- 
ford's front teeth 
with his lordship’s 
spear. A  country- 
man of Lord 
Charles's says this 
comes of not taking 
“the baste by the 
horns.” Irishmen 
seem to make bulls 
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Quesien Go to what | THE SKATER’S VALENTINE. 


WARRANTED First CiAss.—AN EXPENSIVE ARTICLE. 


constitutes a refresh- 
ment house in the 


has overtaken one scoffer, dares to say that ‘‘ some papers must think | 
things are really coming to a ridiculous pass, when even such a_ 
worm as @ country squire, used to being trampled on by the Press, 

without much regard for his feelings, ventures to turn on his perse- | . 
cutors.”’ For the time we were, to put it in the mildest form, | history?” 


a 


History, Class, 


to dawn upon our dull comprehension. For fear others may not see 


quarter.” A Justice of the Peace is an owner of the soil, a possessor | 


who has just looked in, says our apology is a good deal worse than | Trumpet ?—Because they go two, two, two. 


eye ofthe law. Any 
place, we should 
think, whe re 
eyesters are opened, 
(N.B.— This is 4 
special contribution 
from our eyerate 
eyedealist.) — | 
People beginning to 
discover the “ ante. 
cedents of Richard 
Banner Oakley ” 
now. It’s a pity | 
some uf those who 
‘- stood in” and hung 
out the Banner 
didn’t find out all 
this before. — Wo. 
man 106 years of 
age found in a Shef. 
field ‘‘fever den,’ 
where she had lived 
for a long time. 
Fever dens somehow 
or other not con- 
sidered nearly 0 
dreadful since this 
discovery. —= Traffic 
manager of Great 
Northern states that 
the block system 
costs the company 
£80,000 a _ year. 
That must be includ. 
ing blocks and all. 
= Great gale off the 
coast of Galway. 
Crew of a Sunder- 
land barque with 
broken legs, and 
captain with ‘‘ jaw- 
bone smashed to 
atoms.” ‘Talk of 
blowing great guns! 
—these guns must 
have been loaded. 
Galway will after 
this be called 
Sunder-land. = Un- 
veiling of Palmerston 
statue. Appropriate 
opportunity for 
columns of comment. 
Congregation of 
shipowners protest 
against “ the present 
system of  inter- 
ference with the 
trade of shipown- 
ing.” Trade! we 
always thought ship- 
owning was nul- 
bered among 
“liberal profes- 
sions.” Professions, 
so far as can be dis- 
covered, are always 
liberal. 


AN EARTHLY PARADOX. the original offence, but what of that? We've done our duty in the 


‘Tue Dibaieh enki ib mh kbs : matter, our conscience is clear; and we are, alas! but too well used to 
Diss ’ y the swift justice (of the Peace) which | the ingratitude of those on whom we shower such favours.) 


Master :—‘“* Who was the most famous clergyman in English 


flabbergasted, but after due rest and refreshment, the joke began Sharp boy (son of an actor) :—‘* The ‘ Divine’ William!” 


it, ant aad toawve oer coubechgunity trom the trouble which must “The Cave of Harmony.” 
w if such a statemen t unexplained, we beg to| Mr. Cave leaves Egypt for England on the 14th. A valentine 
offer the following, in the hope it may be accepted “in tha proper | more closely connected vith the heshe of money than those of love. 


of the earth, a worm, an earthworm. (A d—— goodnatured friend,| Wuy are Three Couples going to be Married like one Penny 
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PLAIN-TIVE. 


Young Lady :—“‘ Wet, Saran, I supposk you’vVE BEEN RECEIVING VALENTINES, LIKE ALL THE REST ?” 
Sarah :—“ Yes, Miss, EE DID SEND ME ONE, BUT I CAN’T say AS I ALTOGETHER LIKED IT!” 


Young Lady :—‘‘ Wuy, WHAT WAS WRONG ?”’ 


Sarah :—“ Wert, Miss, IT SAID SOMETHING ABOUT ‘SweET AUBURN, LOVELIEST OF THE PLAIN, AND ONE DOESN'T CARE ABOUT BEIN’ 


A PRACTICAL VALENTINE. 
By a Poor Otp Foot. 


I’« weak and old and round of back, my hair is scant and grey, 
My fortune and my health alike have seen their brightest day. 
I’ve neither wit nor charm tf speech, nor any worldly pelf, 
And yet I thought to win a maid who'd love me for myself. 

I hunted high and low for one who'd youth and grace combine, 
And smile upon my dismal lot and be my Valentine. 


T hobbled out at night to balls, to concerts, and the play, 

I haunted Spelling Bees at eve and Skating Rinks by day. 

I squinted through a single glass, and ogled through a pair, 
And posed myself near bonnet shops to catch the passing fair ; 
But lonely on its stalk they left the shrivelled fruit to pine, 
And turned their little noses up at such a Valentine. 


Meanwhile increasing age let loose the demons of decay, 

And some new ache or novel pain got hold of me each day ; 

My teeth came out, my nose grew red, my cheeks fell farther in, 
And still I saw a gleam of hope some woman's love to win. 

I did not mind how she might look, or what might be her line, 
So she would love me for myself and be my Valentine. 


I angled long for many maids, but none of them would bite, 

A perfect lady called me fool, a barmaid giggled “ fright.” 

At last when black despair had flung his arms about my neck, 

A pale-faced maiden passing by took pity on the wreck. 

She heard my tale, and straight agreed to cast her lot with mine, 
“Tl have you for yourself,” she said, “and be your Valentine.” 


When wedlock’s charms had made us one—my lady up and said, 
“ Dost know, old fool, why such as thee I willingly have wed? 


cetera ein na ED 
-——-- + ay Or 


ee 





PUT DOWN AS A REG’LAR PLAIN, EVEN IF YOU BE THE LOVELIEST ON ’EM. 


-_ 


"Eg SHOULDN'T ’AVE GONE FOR TO DONE IT!” 








A female doctor I would be, but e’er degrees I don 

I need an ailing broken man to study physic on. 

For draughts and drugs and instruments you'll do as boys say 
‘ fine,’ 

You see I had you for yourself, you poor old Valentine.’’ 


Alas, e’er since that fatal day, upon my varied ills, 

My spouse has lavished all her wealth of mixture, draughts, and 
pills. 

That she may study every day my body has to bleed,— 

She trusts te pass on Monday week, I hope she may succeed. 

Beneath her practice I have grown as lean as Pharaoh's kine, 

Was ever man so used before by any Valentine ? 








A Little too Thick, 


As soon as ever it was known that we were about to issue a special 
Valentine Number, several firms eminent in the scent and lace-paper 
and love-token line excited our Cupidity, and aroused our astonish- 
ment, by the amount and variety of resource exhibited in their manu- 
facture. Carefully selecting a hitherto competeat contributor, we 
requested his critical consideration and poetic effusion, but up to the 
time of going to press all he has been able to do is to babble about the 
establishment in the Strand. “If I'd a belle and loved her well, I'd 
often take her to Rimmel; there love-sick legends I would tell, and 
out the money ever shell. For oh, if Cupid's qualms you'd quell, 
and reciprocitee compel, be not afraid to do what’s swell, and at the 
shop of sweetest smell, buy what you can’t elsewhere excel.” We 
have discharged this gentleman, taken his valentines away, and 
declined to pay him for even as far as he had got. The general 
verdict of the other contributors is, “Serve him right; why didn’t 


| you ask me - 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Feb. 9, 1876. 
(Cartoon. ] 


RINKOMALEE. 


(Oa Twappie Ovr-twappLeD, AND Fipp1s-pe-De8! ) 


Wuen day begins to fade, and dews from heaven fall, 

Men homewards turn not now, bat kisi por | Raretnenits call. 
Away, away, they hie, to slip and slide and slink, 

And Thee the wateh word passes, “ Rink, pretty creatures, rink!” 


What tho’ the seasons shift, and summer comes with heat, 

The skater straps his wheels more firmly to his feet. 

Once more he calls his love, and as he takes a drink 

He vows there are no words like, “‘ Rink, pretty creatures, rink 


The seasons come and go, the men are stout and slim, 

And some are thick of head as well as lithe of limb; 

But on they constant flow, and as they flow they wink, 

And shout again the pasiword, “Rink, pretty creatures, rink!” 


And so as life on, and str to beans 18 

Old men get pained ide and others ride life’s gale. 

Yes, typical of life, from which we slowly sink, 

Is ever the expression, * Rink, pretty creatures, rink !”’ 
—— 0-———- 

One of the undoubted advantages of wealth when combined with 
position is that it enables its possessors to set fashions, expensive 
maybe, which are sure to be followed by those of smaller means and 
lower social rank. If the recent action of the denizens in Grosvenor- 
square should but lead to a fashion, in humbler regions, of prosecuting 
those shial contractors who honour the breach rather than the 
observance of their contracts, we shall have much to be for. 
We may in such case be even brought to forget, or to ignore, much of 
the mischief wrought upon our lower middle classes by a never-faili 
propensity for aping the manners and customs of their betters. The 
inhabitants of the palatial locality just mentioned consider themselves 
aggrieved at the manner in which they were treated during the recent 
winter weather, and the wicked causes of patrician suffering have been 
made to pay the of their wrongdoing by a police 


te. 
Doubtless, the great Grosvenor-squarians felt the slight tpn tht 
dignity Most intensély ; but, if they have suffered, what small words o 
ours can the condition of those whom fortune compels to live 
in less y tended portions of the great metropolis? It must be 
admitted that, with certain few and favourable exceptions, the con- 
dition of the main arteries of London, not only in winter but through- 
out the year, is a disgrace, scarcely so much to our civilization as to our 
common sense and commercial morality. We presume, of course, 
that contracts are intended to be kept by all parties, though from 
ractical experience we should not be at all surprised to hear that the 
egends which appear on scavengers’ and dustmen’s carts are often 
regarded as humorous sallies appreciable by none se much as by those 
who put them there. North, south, east, and west, leading thorough- 
fares are to be found which, Saharas in summer, are very Sloughs 
of Despond during the cther seasons, while the byways won't 
bear thinking about except as tributes to the genius of the man who 
pointe to them as proof that the more important streets are clean. 
e dearth of dustmen when most desired and their plethora on other 
occasions we dare not enter upon here. We do think, however, that 
if Local Government is to be carried on Dirt and Dust must not be 
the governors. ‘Ihat every man will in a higher state of cultivation 
have to scrape his own doorway, and keep his own portion of the 
road in order, we are well aware. It will indeed be a happy time 
when the race of servants is extinct, and everyone is his own master 
for then each one will have to take a fair share of what isto be done. 
and even such autocrate as dustmen and scavengers will have to 
o emene, besides drink oe = ate wie regard the world as a 
u mudbank, embellished with cin i 
feck okies ’ » upon which to lounge 



















sora ate ret CRERESFONDEN CE. 
e that these icati 
addressed to him, neither were they intended for publication io tho 
columns. How he became possessed of them he d 


that no will be more their writers to see th 
where they are. Readers will therefore oblige by dhochiae the 
rising smile, and seeing in these letters nothing but what would have 


been apparent had they appeared, as originally intended, in “our 
Sm,— When Greek meets Greek then comes the tug of i 
lamented amenity Seat, I believe, by the late Lien Onnends ef 
ory, has been my guiding star thro life, I the 

of the lnjneel-cad’ eatetintne Grek wie toalee tt 
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warm for the other Greek—the redresser of the wronged ; in fact, sir 
I am one of the chief writers of letters to the daily papers. I an, 
prepared to discuss any subject which at all interests _me, and to 
express at any moment, and on any given point, the views of that 
extensive section of 2 
friend the sage of Chelsea. (I say my friend, because, in a long 
experience of letter writing, I find it is always better to do so with 
regard to those who are well known and respected, and then your 
communications are sure to have weight; besides, as the letters are 
not signed with your own name, nobody knows any better.) During 
the dull season I find that any opinion I may express possesses con. 
siderable power. As a mother of a family, and also as its father ; ag 
a poorly paid clerk, as a banker, as a payer of income-tax, as a 
traveller by rail, as one who always walks, as a smoker, a non-smoker, 
a permissivite, a lover of drink and freedom, as an employer of labour, 
an employé, a student of history, a student of war, a mobilisation 
schemer, an opponent of army reform, as a hater of School Boards, as 
a School Board man, as a Tory, a Whig, a Conservative, a Liberal, as 
@ modification of all parties, as one who knows, and as one who would 
like to be informed—I have written to the papers, and may fairly say 
I have found invariable insertion. But now, sir, comes my grievance. 
The dull season is over, and my chance of appearing in print, and 
having a voice in guiding the affairs of the nation, is considerably 
lessened—is in some quarters where space is an object during Session 
entirely gone for the next few months. I have therefore to propose 
that, beating my versatility in mind, and having regard to the fact 
that there is no subject upon which I am not prepared to express an 
opinion, and that there is nothing I have not gauged to the depths of 
my own intellect and the intellects of an admiring circle of friends—I 
have to propose, sir, that you will give me an appointment on your 
staff as a writer, accident and inquest discoverer, dramatic critic, 
special bigtyper, secretary, messenger, or in any position you may 

ink fit to appoint as suitable for one to whom salary is not so much 
an object as everlasting fame—for one who, remembering the work he 
has been ed on, and the opportunity which gave it rise, presumes 
to sign , yours obediently, Ditch Water. 

P.8.—Please answer to the initials D. W., and remember remunera- 
tion not so much an object as position on the Press. 





—I beg to solicit your co-operation and kind asristance. I 
have promulgated a new doctrine, and only require a few subscriptions 
and a little encouragement to make it apparent to the most sceptical. 
I believe that under the crust of this earth there is another and still 
more vanty sphere; beneath that still another, and so on, each one 
becoming larger and more lovely till the last is met with. In these 
days of discovery you surely will assist me to plant the flags of 
England and America side by side in each new empire, and teach the 
natives to speak the one tongue which, with a few variations, is the 
vernacular of two great nations. I only require some long enough 
ladders, a few specimens of green cheese to act as moons when under- 
neath, a band of brave and determined fellows, and a little meney. 
The last may be first in this case; and awaiting subscriptions, which 
should flow in fast for such a fancy purpose, I am, yours respectfully, 

Fry Buster. 





, Cel a lover of animal life I have watched with some interest 
the pr 
I consider it cruel in the extreme. Everyone must know the effect of 
salt upon the tails of poor little birds, and I regret that an idea which 
had its origin in a desire for the extermination of London songsters 
should have been carried out to the brackish, not to say bitter, end. I 
have not seen them myself, as my associations keep me closely confined 
to the house, and are of a seden as well as a sibillant nature ; but I 
am credibly informed that both drivers and conductors of ’buses and 
trams had, during the recent frost, and where the roads were salted, 
any number of larks. In the name of our common humanity, and 
of that which, like yours and mine, is of superior quality, I protest 
against this outrage, and am, with all obedience, yours humani- 
tariously, SAMUEL Sap. 


Sir,—I think it about time something should be done to protect ladies 
when walking solitary and alone. I can assure you that from what 
I have read in the papers my mind quite misgives me when out of an 
evening, and thoug for the past forty years I have anxiously expected 
an adventure, it was not till the other night that one arrived. The 
nasty fellow was quite old, too, and if I hadn’t had presence of mind 
to strike him across the spectacles with my umbrella, crush his hat 
down to his shoulders, and scream murder, I don’t know what insult 
I might not have been subjected to. And only think of the old villain 
saying afterwards ‘that he was simply going.to ask his way. That 
was what I call adding insult to injury. Please use your powe 
voice to suggest some means by which the streets after dark may be 
kept quite clear of men, then one grateful heart will beat in the bosom 
of Beurpa Bu icxT. 





—— 


the community so incorrectly described by my | 


ess of the present plan for salting roads in frosty weather. , 
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; W here’s our household legislation i, 
| THE UNMOVED ONE ; When ¢ thing like this can be? bi 
, OR, ' W ho on earth in all creation ¥ a 
Every Home its own Music Hall. Dared to forward this to me ? f 
| Pa a a roe 7 gross and foul, sir! oh | | 
m depicte i eek 
| No. I—A NICELY-BALANCED MIND. (Wagg’s Song.) Look | Mea sir r Ban't you see ? ef 
! Y nature is plann’d Some other shape—a pig—an ape— ame 
| On a model go grand, Would not evoke my scowls, sir— wT 
It puzzles this mind of mine, But here my rage I can’t ass Ta 
When anyone grieves, I draw the line at owls, sir ! oe | 
| i aie 7 Toei VPs, Chorus.— We'll draw the line at owls, sir— 4 
| ibellous alentine : We'll draw the line at owls, sir— wae 
If scurrilous lines Though time may drag +A 
| With abusive designs And fortune flag— iy 
| Should come by the score a day, We'll draw the line at owls, sir ! ad 
| My soul is 80 great, 4 
And defiant of fate, 

No. IV. —* MASTER’S RAVIN’ DREADFUL!” 





I'd affably smile and say :— 
My dear boys, I can positively assure you—and that without the 


slightest egotism on my part—that 
By Jupiter and Jingo! 


(The Housemaid’s Song.) 














You may go to San Domingo, 5 
Or to Disco, or to Fr’isco, or the Mountains of the Moon, 3 
But you'll never have detected He 
- Any party less affected ‘a 
By external circumszarnces on a Sun-day arf-ter-noon ! 
| [ Repeat chorus. ‘ 
I pity the wight ‘ 
ho can up and delight a4 
In Cupids and bows and strings ; "iia 
And what do I care 28 9 
For a church in the air He’s bin’ and rolled on all the beds ae, et 
Surrounded with hearts and rings ? And tore his Sunday coat to shreds! ead 
I never did get He’s kickin’ up this awful shine “Te 
| , A Valentine yet Ahng o’ that ‘ere walentine a 
Like silly insane young sparks ; , f which he’s got his ‘ead full ! | 
| But if ever I do He's tried to ’ammer out his brains ; : 
I shall simply pooh-pooh Agin the walls an’ wind -panes. ; 
| The notion, with these remarks :— ae —— : nel a 
: nfoun 1 -= 
| My dear boys, &c., (Will oblige again.) He is a ravin’ dreadful 1 . ; 
. . + { £ 
| No. I.—*AIN’T IT THE IMAGE OF PA?” Cherwe.-He (os raven’ dreqdtus ! a 
The Promising Offspring’s Song. Crowded out. a SS uf 
| Peers ae WANTON WASTE. i? 
| A poor woman with four children applied to the Medway Guardians r 
| | the other day. She earned eight shillin ings a week at the most, and , 
after paying rent and firing and one shilling a week for minding her mT 
| youngest child, she had about four shillings to live on, or less than :,} 
tenpence a week for each soul—if people so poor are, under the present | " 
Relief Laws, allowed to have souls. Strange as it may seem, she 
didn’t apply for assistance in the ordinary sense of the word; she . 
| merely stated that as she was compelled to send her children to school, 1 
the Board might supply them with shoes to go in. Nothing of the 
kind. ‘The clerk was directed to reply that the Board considered the 
woman’s means sufficient to enable her to buy the shoes.”’ And so do we ; Pi 
and we also think, if they are not of the best patent leather, with 2 ait 
snisiiialan high heels and spring sides, such comparative wealth as tenpence a to 
week each and “ find all’”’ is being shamefully wasted, and the mother Tart 
| No. III.—“* I DRAW THE LINE AT OWLS!” erent to be ape ofont Ly pr ae as well * the children, 
, and there be taught the folly of improvidence, Su earning must, 
Wags'e Second Gang-) under these and pi inmmaaiadeds, be found — filling by the 
rising generation. 


Redress Wanted. 

“ A Masor’”’ writes to a contemporary complaining that under the 
present barrack system, three or four families are crammed into one 4 
room, and that the soldiers’ wives and daughters have to dress and eT 
undress in the presence of men entirely unrelated tothem. Di - eth, 
ful, certainly ; but it will be a dangerous thing to make soldiers and Mit 
their belongings too modest and decent. If they could properly 
appreciate the proprieties of life they’d leave the in as. 

’t they have to “dress” in full view of spectators of both sexes 
every time they drill ? 


ee 
Se SN Se 


Under the Spell. 


Sxating Rimks and Spelling Bees have evidently amalgamated 
their interests. The other day we heard a gentlemap gnnounce that 














Biess my soul! Annibilation! — " F 
Consternation! Rage! Confusion! he was going to have a spell at the Rink. i 7 
T} . : i 1 . * ° ! of machen - = a : 
ag optical _——- “ Were THERB’s A WiLL.’’—The Court of Probate. 4 
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T'ne PostTaGe. 
Tue Perp: TRATOK’s Fare. 


Tue SLAVEY’s INQUISITIVENESS. 
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Tue PurcuHAsE. 
Tue Ricirrenr's Foxneropine. 


Tue Postman’s Cunrosiry. 
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1. The game of Bad-men-ton and Good-men-ton. 


4. Song for the day: ‘‘O ’tis love, ’tis love, that makes the world go round.” 








MAKING THE BEST OF 


My Valentine! yes, now I know 

How wrong it was when, years ago, 
In fond embrace entwined, 

We heeded not the future day, 

But laughed at them whose careful way 
Betrayed *‘ the plodding mind.” 


We thought, sweet love, that glowing youth, 
Affection’s trust, and friendship’s truth 
Would from us never fall: 
We thought of money as but dross, 
That gaining wealth was gaining loss, 
“* And Love was lord of all.” 


We talked of cots in valleys green, 
Of life amid a verdant scene— 
A life of peace ard joy; 
And railed at all who love the world,— 
Our tiny scorn we freely hurled 
When we were girl and boy! 


IT. 


Ah me! what things have come to pass— 

How often Time has turned his glass— 
Since, childlike, we discoursed ;— 

So much we know of wedded strife, 

And sin, and shame, that, darling wife, 
We're best as now—divorced ! 


The Central Figure. 


A Fenran Head Centre urges Irish patriots not to allow themselves 
to be turned aside from the pursuit of their country’s independence 
by the specious arguments of political adventurers. This may be all 
very well from the F. H. C's point of view, but if Paddy ceased con- 
tributing “ specie-ous” arguments to their cause, Head Centres and 
other rE itical adventurers would have to earn their own livings. That 
18, if they cared to live under such frightfully altered circumstances. 
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VALENTINE’S DAY, FROM THE LADIES’ POINT OF VIEW. 


2. ‘‘ What’s this ’ere ? It’s the hoffer of my ’and and ’art.”’ 
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3. A suggestive queue. 
5. What we suppose it'll come to. 


WANTED! 


Advertisements are inserted in this column gratis, upon national grounds 
and with a view to more prominent publicity than they could elsewhsre 
obtain. The Editor does not hold himself responsible for opinions 
expressed by advertisers. Cheques crossed National Non-operative Debit 
Bank. No reduction on taking a quantity. 


eC, ee 


Waste a Gentleman capable of conducting a Cabinet Business, 
the present Manager and Staff being under notice. No literary 
Apply to Joha 


man or scions of nobility need offer. Liberal terms. 


Bull, Esq., Westminster. 





ANTED, a Person thoroughly acquainted with Shipping Matters. 
None but a thoroughly competent man will be treated with, 
as gross mismanagement has naturally damaged the business. No 
followers. Circulars strictly prohibited. Apply to the Admiralty. 








—— Ee 


Was for the Daily Press, a City Man of honour and 
integrity to do the Money Articles. Must be personally 
unknown to large speculators, and entirely unconnected with the 
Stock Exchange. Perquisites and presents discountenanced. Apply 
at the office of the , or the office of the , or the office of the 
No person at present holding a similar position. 








ANTED Immediately, a Dramatic Critic. Must not be a pe. 

wright anxious to get his pieces produced, or a member of any 
Theatrical Club. A good opening for a gentleman who does not 
require boxes for his friends, or opportunities of slating his enemies, 
A journalist and critic who will keep entirely aloof from professional 
wiles and preserve a strict incognito will be handsomely rewarded. 
Terms a Guinea a Week, and the approbation of his own conscience. 





ANTED, a civil and obliging Railway Porter. One who will 
occasionally study the time-bills of the Company. As few of the 
stations are covered in and the pay is small, robust single men, with 
small appetites, will have the preference. Apply at any of the Metro- 
politan Stations of the Ever Rough and Never Ready Railway Com- 
pany. N.B.—No shoving under trains allowed. 
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VALENTINE’S DAY. 


['epruany 9, 1876, 








fashion, be : 
Now send little gifts of artistic design, 


Embellished with verses declaring theit pas- 
sion, 
And true-lover’s knots that with roses entwine. 
Of bowers and blisses they cheerfully carol, 
And prattle of “ Cupid’s omnipotent sway ; ”’ 
That wicked young urchin with scanty apparel 
Is Master of Hearts on St. Valentine’s Day ! 


Observe from your window Miss Lilian is peeping 
To see if the postman is coming in view. 

Tis whispered she’s somebody’s heart in her keeping— 
And I should imagine it’s perfectly true. 

There! hark, ’tis his knock—with her heart all 


a-tremble ou ts 
_ She answers the summons with little delay ; 


NX f2 OUN G LOVERS, according to time-honoured 
Kio 


She guesses the sender, this Valentine’s Day ! 
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MORE RAILWAY ACCIDENTS. 


Yegsterpay the officials of the L. C. and D. R. Co. were enabled to 
state with certainty that the 10.45 Palace would leave Ludgate-hill 
before the 11.10 Victoria. 

One day last week a Metropolitan Railway porter put an old lady 
into her right train, and told her where to change. 

On Monday last, the 1.15 express Ranelagh to Rottingdean arrived 
punctually at its destination. 

Not a single instance of decapitated plate-layer is reported in the 
morning's papers. 

A gentleman telegraphs from Manchester that he had a basin of 
om at Rugby yesterday, and found it cool enough to finish before 

is rang. 

This morning an elderly gentleman was thrown down at Baker- 
street Station by the sudden backing of the train after it had stopped, 
and was not given into custody for infringing the bye-laws of the 


company. 





Homely Advice, 


An advertisement in the Zimes states that ‘“‘ W. wishes to see his 
arene gartiowien: at home.” ‘That’s how we like to see our friends 
as a rule, es y when they’re out. There is something about this 
notice which, though, reminds us of the Irish gentleman who was 
particularly annoyed by a persistent and perennial visitor, and who 
at last said, “‘ The next time you call upon me, sir, I trust it will be in 
ew house.’ But they order these things so much better—at 
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j There's Clara, fifteen,--how she timidly blushes ! 
As yet she’s a novice in love and its wiles— 
And when to the door she delightedly rushes, 
Her innocent face is bedimpled with smiles. 
She finds, in a box slightly damaged in transit, 
A lace-paper trifle, bedecked with a spray 
Of scent-laden rose-buds, that tend to enhance it,— 
I warrant she’s glad it’s St. Valentine's Day! 


Though cynics may sneer at the custom as stupid, 
It’s fraught with a kind of poetical charm; _ 
And though it may bring us a surfeit of ‘“‘ Cupid”’ 
It pleases the darlings and does them no harm. 
May blesses and happiness ever attend them, 
To cankering Grief may they ne’er be @ prey— 
May Fortune from heart-scathing sorrow defend 


them— 
Their future be bright as this Valentine’s Day. 





PROVERBS OF THE FUTURE. 


You may lead a man to the asphalte but you can’t make him rink. 
Never put square men in (slave) circular holes. 

Every man puffs his own tobacco. 

Sooner or later every express meets its goods train. 

It’s a strong spine that croquet cannot curve. 

One aquarium makes many. 


Bully Boys. 


Ir is said that if the Prince of Wales should visit Lisbon on his 
way home, the younger members of the Portuguese nobility intend to 
organise a bull-fight ‘“‘on the splendid scale of former days’’ for the 
benefit of the Lisbon créches. An revanche, the older members of the 
Stock Exchange of London will organise a Bull and Bear fight on the 
stupendous scale of modern days, for the benefit of no one in 
particular, but in the interest of the public generally. 


Too much Conviction. 


Mrs. Pratamor is surprised to hear a gentleman has been in prison 
for maintaining that the world is flat. She supposes it wil! be high 
treason next to say that the Globe is stale and unprofitable. 


Not from Hanwell. 


Wuen the inmate of a lunatic asylum imagines himself a monarch, 
and gives way to waggery, the attendants always address him as 


CADBURY’S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the eup it proves the addition of starch 
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‘“SWINDLED.” 


I sent a valentine, bedecked 
With lots of little fancy flowers— 
And, if I rightly recollect, 
Its motto spoke of “‘lover’s bowers.” 
I mentioned not the sender’s name 
(Alas, I bitterly repent it !)— 
I thought to hint my ardent flame 
To Madeline; but (cruel shame!) 
She fancies caddish Johnson sent it ! 


Now Johnson is, you'll understand, 
An idiot—to speak unkindly, 
A sort of being Nature planned, 
To muddle through existence blindly ; 
But though not overstocked with brains, 
He’ll talk of love as if he meant it.— 
When he appears my glory wanes, 
And that sufficiently explains | 


Why she imagines Johnson sent it! “ Wr 
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My hopes are withered in the bud, 
But nought shall from one purpose turn me !— 
Revenge! ’tis only Johnson’s blood 


Can ease the agonies that burn me.— a CW 
My little plans are all destroyed, NY , c\ 
My heart is crushed—in twain she’s rent it ; ‘\ ty 

~s, 


I looked for pleasure unalloyed, i 
But all within’s an aching void, ¥ 5 
Because she fancies Johnson sent it! 


Questions and Answers. 
WHEN is a conundrum like a fugitive slave ?—When 
you give it up. When do you give up a fugitive | 
slave ?—When you have a Conservative Government. wy 5 
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When have you a Conservative Government ?—When WROD LCS Es 
your ships are at the bottom of the sea, your army ’ ArsAs“w wo 
. te 7 


in open mutiny, your politics on the Stock Exchange, 
and the country enjoying a quiet doze. Would a 
Conservative Government answer as you have done ?— 
No; a Conservative Government never answers at all. 


Can the scenery of unacted dramas be called un- 
seenery ? 








ON REDISTRIBUTION OF PROPERTY. 


THERE was a certain indigent nigger in Central Africa who 
suddenly arrived at a perception of the wickedness of one person’s 
possessing more worldly goods than another, and determined to work 
@ reformation in the State. So he suggested that everyone should 
only have two blue beads and a toothpick, and that nobody should be 


ed ‘‘ Mister’’; and that all the superfluous blue beads and tooth- | 


the expenses he incurred in giving 
t the form of Government should 
His brother 


picks should come to him to pa 
the other niggers advice, and t 
be a Commune, and that he should be King of it. 


niggers at once saw the brilliancy of the notion, and prepared to act | 


upon it. They took their two blue beads and their toothpick apiece 
the next morning and seemed to be getting on famously; and the 
indigent nigger (now King) quite hugged himself with satisfaction. 
“‘ Nothing like equal distribution of property to makea nation happy,” 
he said; and set out to take an evening’s walk round his State: but 
what was his consternation on finding that some of his niggers had 
four blue beads, and some of them hadn’t any at all. 


“What's all this?’’ he said, calling them all before him to be re- | 


primanded. ‘Um engage in mercantile persoots, an’ some on ‘em 
make bad bargains, an’ some on ’em make good uns, yah!”’ said their 
spokesman. So the king very reluctantly forbade any more mercan- 
tile pursuits, and ordered them to resume their two blue beads and a 
toothpick all round. But the next day the property had got wrong 
again, and the King again asked the cause. ‘“‘ Um fight for de propty ; 
and strong ’uns win an’ weak ’uns lose!” said the spokesman. So the 
King forbade any fights; but still, next evening, the goods were once 
more unequally distributed, and the King once more inquired the 
reason. ‘“‘Um play games, and some on ’em’s sharp an’ wins, and 
some on ’em isn’t an’ don’t, yuk!’’ explained the spokesman once 
more. ‘ An’ some on ’em steals, yah!” 

The King was getting dreadfully puzzled, and thought there must 
be something wrong with that Commune; but, redistributing the 
blue beads and toothpicks, he forbade any intercommunication what- 
ever, and ordered everybody to sit quite still. This succeeded so long 


VOL. ZARLI. 








“Now, CAN YOU SPELL EcsTasy ?’’—* Yzs, 


A SPELLING B-EAUTY. 


V-A-L-E-N-T-I-N-B!”’ 


_ as he looked on with a club; but when he went away for a moment, 
somebody who was strong would knock over somebody who was weak, 
and appropriate his blue beads and tovthpick. So, though greatly 

| against his nature, the King was obliged to order an equal distribution 

| of muscles among his subjects, and it took several days to cut bits otf 
| Some and stick them on to others, and weigh them all accurately. 
| However, it got done, and then the King felt sure he had settled the 
affair ; but next day the clever ones had wheedled the stupid ones into 
| parting with their blue beads and toothpicks, and everything had gone 

_ unequal again. The King then began to be seriously of opinion that 

something really was wrong with that Commune, but he smothered 
his uneasiness and determined to try one last expedient. He ordered 
an equal distribution of brains in his kingdom ; but whether the opera- 
tion was successful in securing the desired result is not yet known, as 
our correspondent left in his own canoe, while the native surgeons 
were sharpening their knives to the exact pitch necessary for so dread- 

| fully delicate an operation. 


Safe Bind, Safe Find. 


Tue Safe Deposit Company announces that its main object is to 
provide the public with a secure but inexpensive repository for 
valuables of every description, thus obviating the harassing strain 
occasioned by the personal custody of such property. After this 
statement the public will not be surprised to learn that “a room is 
specially adapted and reserved for ladies.” The Company should do 
a good stroke of business. 


New Reading. 

An ostler at Hammersmith has been brought to grief judicial for 
biting his master’s thumb. Rash ostler, why wert thou not content 
with biting thine own thumb? Why try to improve on the Bard? 
New readings are suceessful sometimes, but thumbtimes not. 


Artistic Dirricutty.— Drawing a cheque. 
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[Carroon. ] 


OUR ARMY.—A VERY BLANK DISCUSSION. 


Scene: Whereveryoulike, near Westminster, with Reswmiting Sergeants 
‘in the back and Sorégvaall Billeeverywihere stating**hat Ham Masxsty 
wishes for smart Soldiersyand that a free kit and fourpence @ day with 
distant prospect efypromotion, may be confidently expected. British 
Workmen lething-onyand wondering when the business of enlistment ts 
going to begin. 
Finst Sprexanr. ‘Now, smart young men, be brisk and take 
The ingsof Her Majesty the Queen ; 
‘Then don‘the uniform of England’s sons 
And join'through mera glorious band of brothers. 
Wormman. Whatidovou offerusinthisemploy 
Say, shallwe freedom have and due promotion - 
What of our children and our wives—if wed— 
May we not ask for them fair human treatment? 
FimerSeueranr. {fancy much depends upon the chance 
You run in joing various regiments. 
But this I know, that wives have little care— 
Or children either—in a soldier's service. 
His:eare.is for his country. 
Secown Smeerant. Is he not well paid ? 
‘Phen why should he prate decency and honour ? 
Workman. ediemeen're right ; and we were thoughtless, wrong, 
‘To think that-soldiers might claim Christian cause. 
‘Doowives aud families such pauper kine 
Should not:pretend—so once again you're right. 
‘Still,as by labour we cin make our way, 
We'll leavevetilisting to a future day. 
(Sergeants toho had pratueed shillings put them back desperately, and 
British Werlemen depart,dbelieving more than ever in the efficacy of peace 
avork.) 


Tue admirersof Musedlar@hristianity— andsespecially'those who use 
the term im its literal rense—will be pleased to hearthat‘the gentleman 
from Americawwho walked for twenty-four hours last» 
Agricultural Hall, is, when at home, a Methodist preacher. 
preacher is, we believe, the title, and no one can say that preaching 
and practice were ever more in unison. Teetotallers, and enemies of 
tobacco too, should feel glorified as well, for it is stated ‘on 
authority” that Mr. Weston never touches intoxicating drinks, and 
that the noxious weed stinks more in his nostrils than it did in those 
of another subduer of the English race, great King Jamie. Indeed, it 
is said that had it not been for the agony endured by Mr. Weston 
during his walk at the sight of the crowds round the refreshment 
bars, increased as it was by the smell from innumerable pipes and 
cigars placidly smoked in spite of the published prohibition of tobacco, 
and the overthrow of English pedestrian prominence, he would 
undoubtedly have accomplished the task he set himself, and covered 
115 miles in the given time. Perhaps a few of those who neither 
smoke nor drink, but who love their island home, may see in this some 
reason for abating a little of their disgust at what they have hitherto 
considered pernicious practices. Fallen we are as it is—how much 
greater would not have been the depths of our degradation but for 
the effect wrought upon the sensitive nerves of Mr. Weston the wonder 
by the sight of beer and the smell of tobacco ! 


GROOVES. 


Prop se rail at this life, as if better 
Could be had for the price that we pay 

For the act which made Adam Death's debtor, 
And his sons, to the lattermost day. 

To the grave every life-path converges 
Like rays to the Sun, and we move, 

Undisturbed by Time’s heaviest surges, 
Still guided along in Life's. groove ! 

Life in these rapid days of progression 
In grooves of man’s fashioning runs— 

But ’tis made a more risky possession 
By Railways and rifle bored Guns ! 

So these modern inventions in grooving 
Yet lead to one goal as of yore! 

But along them Death to us is moving 
More quickly than ever before! 
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THE UNBIASSED DEPUTATION ; 


oR, 
Every Ministerial Sanctum its own Music- Hall, 
(Apropos oF A Recent Darvuration To THE PREMtER.) 


No. IL—“I HEARTILY CONCUR.” 
(The Prime Minister’s Song.) 


Artuovucn I'm not aware of what 
You're all about to say, 

Nor yet a whit concerned with it 
In any mortal way ; 

Yet (as it’s right to be polite), 
Permit me to aver, 

In ev'ry view advanced by you 
I heartily concur! 


My satisfaction will be great 
In lending my approval’s weight 
To ev’ry plan, I beg to state, 
That you may chance to advocate— 

Ri tum tee looral looral looral Jooral looral Jay! 


And feeling sure you're all as pure 
And all as good as gold, 

I can't do less than acquiesce 
In all the views you hold ; 

It's plain to me, whate’er may be 
Your theory or creed— 

Ii’s plain as light !— it must be right, 
By Jove! It must indeed! 


In possibility’s expanse 
There isn’t the remotest chance, 
The Government could look askance 
On any views that you advance, 
Ri tum, &e., &¢. (Breakdvwn.) 


No. II.—‘* THE GOOD LITTLE DEPUTATION !” 


(The Song of the Deputation of—say, for the sake of argument,—Ship- 
owners.) 

We cannot but feel that we act for the best 
In explaining tkat this deputation, 

In every plan it may haply suggest, 
Ts consulting the good of the nation. 

That any trade-party has ever been known 
To allow the minutest precedence 

To interests even remotely its own 
Is a tale too unlikely for credence ! 

When, therefore, we ask you such laws to provide 
As may favour our views of the question, 

It’s more for the good of the opposite side 
Than our own that we make the sugyestion. 


And you will cf a surety, seeing our purety, 
Favour the application 

Of our very white-vested and disinterested 
And good little Deputation ! 


Decidedly we should be dreadfully raw, 
And our eyes would protrude from their sockets, 
If anyone said that we wanted the law 
To assist us in lining our pockets! 
But we beg to predict your obtaining with ease 
Our sanction most gracious and hearty, 
To laws which permit us to do as we please, 
While binding the opposite party. 
So, when in our fingers we wish to secure 
The fate of the whole of creation— 
We beg to assure you, by all that is pure, 
It is all for the good of the nation ! 
The ‘sourest ascetic would feel sympathetic 
To see the self-abnegation 
Of.our very white-vested and disinterested 
And good httle Deputation! 


No. IlI.—* THE KIND OF LAWS TO SUIT THEM.” 


(The Song of the Introducer of the Deputation of —well, we witt 811, for 


the sake of argument,—Shipowners.) 


When laws concerning life at sea 
Were recently suggested, 
These gentlemen began to be 


Txovucu it may seem strange, it is true that there can be now seen 
on the darkest nights, a Peep vo’ Day. Extremely inter: sted : 
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They owning ships themeelves, it’s plain 
That any bare suggestion 

Of personal or selfish gain 
Is simply out of question. 

And so they thought—since you insist 
On making laws to guide them— 

If such enactments must exist, 
They might as well provide them. 


I feel convinced that neither vain 
Nor biassed you'll repute them. 
When—quite ignoring Joss or gain— 

They unreservedly explain 
The kind of laws to suit them. 


Cuorvus.— We feel convinced, &c. 


They beg to say they don’t agree 
With irksome legislation— 

Their ships must be entirely free 
From all examination. 

All interference to condemn 
Their principal desire is : 

“‘ You'll leave the whole affair to them 
And won’t make no inquiries.”’ 

And, let who may pretend to doubt, 
Or question or confute them, 

‘They’re certain these would be about 
The kind of laws to suit them! 

Grand chorus, as before. 








No. IV. “WE'LL CAREFULLY CONSIDER.” 
(The Premier's Song.) 
No. V. “THANK ’EE KINDLY: OFF WE GO!” 


(Special Chorus for Deputation of—yes decidedly !—Shipowners.) 





No. VI. “THEY ARE SUCH A DISINTERESTED LOT!” 
(John Bull’s Song ; to be sung with a knowing expression of cynicism.) 


Dry Bones of Comfort. 


Onz of those gentlemen who are ever ready to settle samme 
problems writes to a Scotch paper to prove how easy it be to 
entirely reconstruct the army. After remodelling this and that, the 
writer would ‘“ constitute skeleton regiments, having the skeleton 
companies of each regiment complete in all their parts up to a certain 
point, ready to be filled up with rank and file.’ As the chief 
difficulty at present is the difficulty of obtaining rank and file in lieu 
of the skeletons which wil/ keep peeping out of regimental closets, we 
are bound to regard the effusion as but a Scotch joke after all. 
Which, as everyone knows, is but the skeleton portion of jocularity, 
and, like the writer’s proposition, wants “filling up’’ badly. 


An Unwelcome Sign. 


A scuEme has been floated by means of circulars to corporate 


bodies for giving a ‘‘ National Welcome Home to his Royal Highness 
the Prince of Wales.” From external appearances the idea seems 
closely associated with Hospital Saturdays and the improper use of a 
Lord Mayor’s name. We shall wait anxiously for the ladies at the 
street corner with the tables and the little boys and the boxes for the 


collection of cheers. 





Billowe there! 

Ir is whispered that Citizen Kenealy intends to introduce several 
Bills this session. We have the lowest authority for stating the 
Bills alluded to are those which were posted at Hartlepool, and sub- 
sequently mentioned in a County Court. 








Localliesation. 

Rumour states that an American journalist is about to start a local 

paper “ of peculiar construction” in an outlying district of London. 

The choice of locality is significant, outlying is a peculiar talent of the 

American journalist. 
e 

To Lovers of Etiquette. 


Tue coolies who have the task of breezening the Prince of Wales, 
when Hindoors, are the most punkahtilious in India. 





A Miss-Catcutation.—How many valentines she should get on 
the 14th. 


FUN. 79 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue history of a country, as told by its dramatists, is naturally 
peculiar and somewhat contradictory ; the histery of England, told 
anybow and under any circumstances, abounds in what it would be 
folly to call by either of such mild terms. And among allthe peculiar 
people who have appeared in the most varied and contradictory his- 
torical apparel, perhaps the one who stands foremost is Anne Boleyn. 
oe with the unfortunate Katherine have no good word to 
say for Henry's second wife —in fact, they grudge her even this emall 
greatness—and find it in their hearts not only to believe all that was 
said of her in her own time, but invent various additional weaknesses 
which, like most imventions, are often believed in more strongly than 
the original charges. Others, on the contrary, regard the ambitious 
maid of honour as an angel of light, as a brand snatched from the 
burning with a view to the dissemination of all that is good and glo- 
rious throughout a benighted kingdom. This seems to be the view now 
taken at the Haymarket, where Anve Boleyn is presented, not only as 
the long-suffering Queen, but as Defender of the Faith as well. It is 
quite a novelty to have to find fault with the constructive power of 
Mr. Tom Taylor, for whatever may be his other shortcomings as a 
dramatist, want of knowledge of “the unities’’ has not hitherto been 
found among them. (Quite the reverse, Mr. ‘I'aylor having over and 
again proved himself the greatest living master of stage situation. In 
his. mest recent production, however, the author is for once at fault, 
the: main incidents of the first act having nothing whatever to do with 
what follows, while mamy of even the subsequent proceedings could 
fairly be dispensed with. As a novelty in historical drama Anne 
Boleyn deserves careful and considerate study, as there are few writers 
who would dare to produce a play dealing with the first great change 
in the life of Henry the Eighth, and containing but the merest pass- 
ing meation of Katherine and Wolsey. Perhaps in working up 
sympathy for Anne it was to leave out the first sufferer; but 
why omit the second? It eouldn’t be for fear of challenging com- 
parison with a writer who has gone before—Mr. Taylor wouldn't be 
afraid of that! Anyhow, the notiom is new, which is saying « great 
deal, especially when every circumstance in connection with the piece 
is duly considered. 

One of the most pleasant reflections to which Anne Boleyn gives rise 
is that it sa more than usually large number of real artists, 
While dresses and scenery have not been forgotten—are thoroughly 
up to the requirements ef so important a production—it is yood to see 
that money has not been frittered away in pageantry and compensated 
for by the introduction of supernumeraries in parts requiring actors. 
Now and again some one, of course, doesn’t turn out as well as was 
expected, but on the wholethe cast is admirable. ‘I'here is, perhaps, 
too much of the Vincent Crummles school about one or two of the 
characters, but even thathas its advantages, while those actors who 
are good are very goodindeed. Messrs. Harcourt, l’orbes-koberteen, 
Matthison (who sings Wyatt's famous song famously), Kyrie, amd 
Howe deserve, individually, much more than the word of praise we 
can only spare them collectively. Miss Neilson shows a very decided 
improvement, and with a little less to do will do it still better; while 
the Jane Seymour of Miss Carlisle is a real histrionic treat. Alto- 
gether, it is to be hoped that, pared down and pruned of a few mildly 
objectionable incid nts, Anne Boleyn may rival in length of run other 
historica! pieces which have preceded it from the same pen—may even 
favourably compare with is own length on the upening wight. 

The Duke's Daughter, at the Globe Theatre, may be sately recom- 
mended to those who are anxious to experience the sensations to which 
opera-bouffe gives rise, and yet are afraid fortheir morality. It would 
have been hard tc imagine the notorious Timbak d’ Argent capable of 
treatment so decorous as that it has received, and despite the many 
outcries which have been made as to the iniquity of opera-bouffe, the 
Duke's Daughter would not raise a blush upon the most sensitively 
virtuous or maidenly modest. cheek. A high degree of decorum is, 
though, not arrived at without some slight sacrifice, and it must be 
admitted that now and again the business is just a trifle dull. How- 
ever, with Mesdames Rachel Sanger, Pauline Rita, and Dolaro t» sing 
to and otherwise amuse the audience, the shortcomings of a most 
virtuous and innocuous English librettist are soon forgotten, and 
the past recollection of sweet notes, together with the present posses- 
sion of an upright conscience, cheers the weary waytarer upon his 
homeward road, and gives his ultimate eveniag meal an unwonted 
flavour. 

Denizens of the N. W. district may realise the proverb, “ Go farther 
and fare worse’ if they neglect the attractions of the Park Theatre. 
A very pleasant evening may be spent in this bijou house, at which 
good writing, and acting more than usually to match, are provided. 

We regret to hear that Mr. Cave, who during his term of office 
worked both conscientiously and well, has left the Alhambra. 





Tue B's at wHich Men traxe THE Lonogsr Srevi.—Bacca, Back- 





ing, Bacchus. 
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DOTS:AND LINES. 


Sovurn Shields boarding-house keeper fined £25 for crimping. 
Why then should Billingsgate go unpunished? South Shields must | 
object to South shielded. — Provincial ial music-hall man writes to local 

per to say he doesn’t allow double entendres at his establishment. All 
his vocalists are sing-girl intenders. — Mr. Jefferson Davis denies 
emphatically that he was cruel to Federal prisoners. But. why 
emphatically? Is it because American statesmen’s ordinary utterances 
are hardly trustworth 

e 






































yi If so, there isn’t so much difference, after all, 
between a great ublic and a limited Monarchy. — Sheffield paper 
says, only those with tic powers can say what may happen | 
within the next few weeks in Spain. If anyone of the fas gi 

will try his prophetic hand, he can have good odds he’s wrong. Only 
to ready cash, though. — Wakefield Rolling Stock Company declares a 
dividend of seven per cent. Rolling stoeks seem much better invest- 
ments than rolling ren = ot lies. <= Man fined in the 
“‘ mitigated penalty’’ of £12 10s. for hawking cigars at Doncaster. 
Are we, then, to regard hawking cigars as a fowl practice? We 
always thought it was at race times a matter “ of course.” — Opening 
of Parliament by her oro person. Currently reported that she 
considers London much altered. = Rotherham youth “ all but”’ 
murders his mother. Subsequently (and consequently) discovered to 
be a deserter. Note for future lexicographers: Deserter, one who 
administers deserts. — Telegram from Egypt states that Mr. Cave 










































































the “ sugar” question, to speak candied! 


out to arra , Pp 
uke of Edinburgh appointed to command H.M.S. Sultan. 


H.R.H. the 


























is on a visit to the sugar refineries of the country. Natura'ly ; po wes other. Ask the boys. 
tain 





‘“ WAY.” 


Study of two little dears who have met on a narrow bridge where there is no room to pass. As a matter of course, neither will give way or go 
back an inch, yet both are saying the sweetest and most polite things in the world. 


We trust the Emperor of all the Russias will not consider this a way 
of in-Sultan him through his son-in-law, =Disraeli House-ted. Con- 
servative spectacle : binet Minister cabbin’ it home during the 
reading of the Queen’s Speech. 


PARLIAMENTARY. 


We understand that the following Bills will be introduced during 
the present Session :— 

A Bill to make Walker's Dictionary illegal at Spelling Bees. 

A Bill to close the Marble Arch at six o’clock every evening. 

A Bill to make rinking compulsory between the ages of sixteen and 
sixty. 

A Bill to abolish chimney-pot hats. 

A Bill to regulate the price of old china teapots. 

A Bill to legalize the flogging of their fares by drunken cabmen. 

A Bill to place the Stock Exchange under police supervision. 

A Bill to make the use of the word reverend as applied to her 
Majesty’s subjects a misdemeanour. 

A Bill to raze the Albert Hall to the ground. 


A Burning Question. 
Me. Burns has urged upon the Government his scheme of training 
ships. Burns and training ships have recently been brought into 
such close connection that they should know a good deal about each 





Tue Bru or tHe Pray.—Bill Shakespeare. 
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FUTURE. 


THE ARMY OF THE 


BUT ARE AFRAID TO PAY 


IMPROVE ITS POSITION, 


THE PROPER PRICE. 


DEDICATED TO THOSE WHO WOULD 





\ 


5 IA etinenema od . ——S 


art ee teats ecshene® nee 





‘ ar ahd 
sone eee rs 
ieee «Pie cape ee 


oe 


fez S 
, Bae eek, 
Ca aka 
eh 30s. =. % 


ss i eset etree ens 











Fsprvary 16, 1876.] BKTIN be 











A CRY FOR HELP. 


Wuen sunlit day has passed away, 
And night is slowly stealing o’er us— 
When we would hide by home fireside 
The gloom that darkly lies before us— 
When visions bright of home delight 
Imbue true hearts with love undying,— 
Hear then the wail that fills the gale ! 
The wail of want, for ever crying. 


For those who toil and, hungry, moil, 
Who sleep down in the cellar lowly, 
Or, crushed with care in garret bare, 
Stitch, stitch, as day lags coldly, slowly— 
No choice but must, on scanty crust, 
Scarce keeping life and limb together ;— 
Ye young and fair give tender care 
To sister starved in wintry weather. 


When wintry blast, with snowflakes cast, 
And bitter frost make all things dreary — 
When want and cold take firmer hold— 
Then little hope for worn and weary ; 
The thinly clad, the crushed and sad, SS y Ah © AE 
Remind us of a claim that’s holy, SS AL ay Y ae VA | ie ie 
And Motley now, with thoughtful brow, | YY Wy 
Cries ‘‘ Give! ’tis for the poor and lowly.” , a 
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Let Motley cry to passers-by 
That fill the busy, crowded city, 
*“‘ Here at your feet, in every street, 
Are those that, wailing, crave your pity.” 
Throughout the land stretch forth each hand-- 
Lo! Famine for his prey is greedy. 
Come ‘“‘shop,” come ‘‘swells,”’ let ‘‘ madcap bells ’”’ 
Ring, “‘ Rouse, and help the poor and needy!”’ 
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‘Tue question of writing the names of streets upon | —— — Oe _ aA 
corner’and other lamps is shortly to be broached again. SY — 
It is*too much to hope that such a salutary reform | 
will ‘speedily be brought about. Vestrydom is at pre- RFLOW OF AFFECTION. 
sent thickly inhabited by bigots who object to light | THE GREAT OVE | a s 
reading. And the one man upon his round who didn't enter into the sptrit of the thing. 
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a 


are alone worth double the money charged for “the entire collection. 
SOME MAGAZINES FOR FEBRUARY. To our fancy Bret Harte is hardly making a success of his first s« rial. 
In Macmillan Mr. Black settles down somewhat with his second | now seeing the light in Scribner's. This may be because of the extr 
instalment of ‘‘ Madcap Violet,” and we begin to obtain amore defined good quality of the rest of the work, be st among which are the arti les 
notion as to the personages engaged therein. Professor Huxley’s | treating on the period of the Revolution. The International Review is 
lectureon the “‘ Border Territory between'the Animal and the Vegetable | also issued by an American firm or its agents here, and appears si» 
Kingdoms”’ is extremely interesting, and*would doubtless meet the | timesa year. It is similar to our “ quarterlies,” with the excepticn that 
approval:of the possessors of the neutral ground if, by any scientific | it is justas good as it professesto be. Soeven in the midst of similarity 
method, ‘it:could be applied tothem. Some day we may hope to see | there is great want of it. While on the subject of American public a 
brain4transmitters and ability engines as common in the lecture room | tions, a word may be said for Messrs. Cook’s guide to exhibitors at 
as airpumps and galvanic batteries are now. We trust, however, | Philadelphia. It seems very accurate, and sbould be read by all who 
that neither the lower animal nor the vegetable kingdom will be | have goods to transmit. From the same firm we receive the Lrcur- 
allowed'tuch of the advantage of these appliances of the future until | ston’st, which is already full of topies for travellers. 
the bulkkf the population has been performedon. Then, when every- Mr. Farjeon s ‘‘ Duchess of Rosemary Lane" makes the rest c 
body is‘his‘own Tyndall, or, if he prefers it, his Huxley or Richardson, | 7évsley’s very poor reading. The portrayal of low life in Lond mn is 
and when ‘London is one huge Royal Society, and the School Board is | extremely difficult, writers generally fancying they have arrived «t 
left far behind,— then the process of educating the animal world to a | the root of all knowledge before they have well commenced th: 
sense of its duties in that sphere, &c., &c., may be commenced. eanr: oes are glad to ee ee ee ee on, 
Mr. Hepworth Dixon, well as he writes, will not make many | WO nether presumes upon Sige eacedly faeries 
simian oe his article in the Gentleman’s, which, with the essay on | t eae In = a ans See Mecca: new — 
‘“‘ Lady Teazle,” divides the honours this month. The panegyric on a | bie t — dj oll ‘¢ she ai ite En Beas tan WA Wale? the 
young man who, unfortunately for himself and friends, happened to | Ch tee ee » eee oe oo Uti Huhert’e Marcinee ” 
die before he had done everything, is out of place. If written at all, it | F tne C ij outa Olla Podri in So oe A aaeee ag 
should have been for private circulation along with the more elderly | WH nat . wh saath ds dati ities ‘caleies ¢ = 
hero-worship which must astonish all those readers who do not care |) Ss. ae - | Sea taco deal On ity re k, St. Nicholas (Scribner 
for a pigmy pantheism. Miss Braddon’s new novel is, of course, the | 7 ? or) The Life Wies (a ales “tetertitins ot this), Prop Show 
attraction of Belgravia. It is fortunate in its illustrator, and a happy | Gamts Higasius, Fleettet Wert,” Pini Viettitel Gileic 
combination of art and literature is so rare in modern megneee Se? | Magasine, Golden Hours, Hardwickés Science Gossip, Good Things, 
eee ee ae ep hetlaticeal apesan OF tne | Zeonnd dows, Phaaprephie Nowy, Journal ef Mortcttare, Wasser 
Nautical Magazine we can hardly speak evitionliy. Res may note, | Papers, &C., XC. 
however, that it possesses plenty of opinions, and must be quite a com- | i 
fort to some folks who wala ok saben in vain for support. The Statu(t)e Fair. ' he 
The Atlantic Monthly claims attention this month chiefly on account , A YOUNG person advertises her desire to be a lady-help under the 
of its admirable reviews of home and foreign work. A small paper by | assumed name of “ Clytie.”” She couldn t have chosen a better. If a 
Mark Twain is hardly up to that writer’s best “form,” but a poem by | lad -help means anything at all, it's something to stick on a pedestal! 
Trowbridge and amether by Emerson (the great transatlantic thinker) | and look at. 
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EPISODES IN THE LIVES OF OBSCURE INDIVIDUALS. —MR. SHYE. 


He makes bis first appearance at an evening party, and is immediately introduced 


to an eligible partner for a waltz. 
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Is again introduced to an eligible partner; 
this time for a ga!op. 


A QUEER QUEST. 


A DISCHARGED servant having sought refuge from her woes and 
wearinesses in “another place” vid the Regen’ts Canal, a sub-coroner, 
instigated by one of his jurymen, took it upon himself to censure the 
girl's mistress for discharging her. It was evident that this sub- 
coroner and British juryman imagined a housewife’s knowledge of 
what was to happen in the future to be unlimited—like their know- 
ledge of their own powers in the present. The notion to which these 
worthies gave utterance is so monstrously ridiculous that it carries 
its own condemnation with it; but in the event of any servant girl 
teing detained in her “ sittivation” against her will, for fear of what 
might happen if let go; or if any mistress is driven to commit suicide 
herself as the only way of getting rid of a dingy domestic, we shall 
know where to look for and obtain aid, advice, and consolation for 
the survivor or survivors, their heirs, executors, administrators, and 
assigns, or any of them. Perhaps, though, before that time arrives, 
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‘‘ Now what do you do?’’ Mr. 8. murmurs 
that he’s er—er in the City. 


nay Wey aN 


a 
if 


a ~d AY ‘ y G « Al a 
* Fond of dancing aa 


» | \y az ; Hope f AN 
Th ‘aD la = Dd hp ‘ diy \\ 
m8 ~~ oS ve Me Ks 3 Wi ‘ 
ie F-9\\ \ 
= oN \ 
Hi Wet: y 2A |'\\ \ 
rea | 


| UH \ 
} 


And gracefully retires. Quantum Sulf. P.S.—An antimacassar 
accompanies him. 


some one will have instructed coroners, their deputy sub-assistants, 
and other familiars, what are the duties of the offices held by them. 
Just now, like most folk hazy of their own road, they are ever 
anxious to show others the way, and, while most ignorant of the law 
of the land, to sow their notion of its precepts broadcast among all 
with whom they come in contact. 


Going too Far. 


Somznopy sends us a long and not particularly clear “ joke’ about 
an advertisement commencing “ Muff lost.” Our correspondent 18 
evidently anxious to prove that muffs, of one kind at all events, are 
neither scarce nor valuable just now. When they become s0, we’ 
communicate further. 


A Provers ror Le Follet.—A bird in the bush is worth two in 
the bonnet. 
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“THE HYDROSTATIC VAN.” 


(DEDICATION. 


My Degar ®iLENvus,—I dedicate this story to you, not because it 
advocates your peculiar notions, but as a tribute of sympathy with 
you in your gallant efforts%o jollify humanity. Moreover, I believe 
the faculty of seeing double, which you possess, and your liability to 
periodical attacks of .dipsomania, will enable you to vouch for the 


truth of every incident ‘herein depicted.— Yours faithfully, 
MUNCHAUSEN JENKYNS. 




























CHAPTER I.—A Dror roo Mucu. 

One ‘bright November afternoon the famous transatlantic aérial 
mail boat, Ginx’s Baby, might have been observed with the nude eye, 
hovering about thirty miles above the earth. Its occupants were an 
Ameriean Princess, a Secretary of Horse Marine, and the son of an 
emi manufacturer. ‘I am thirsty,” exclaimed the Princess, 
‘“give me to drink.” The Secretary immediately handed her his 
‘brandy flask, but the Princess waved him superciliously to the nor- 
Hiyemor-cast.. “‘f amia total abstainer ; yon water-will suffice to quench 
myAthirst.” “Let:me beseech you, madame, to take a little spirit,’’ 
ammeter. “at. this height cold water would be a dangerous 
fheverage.”’ ‘But the Princess was obstinate, and dashed acrossithe 
deck at the water keg. Alas! in her excitement she lost ‘her 
equilibrium and.went crashing overboard—down—down on the:earth: 
beneath. The balloon was at that moment in a straight line with 
thie, Dialascot Zork’ s stope. es step (his 

‘“/Qood.gracious,. me!” exclaimed a. gentleman:enthe ‘third: i 
external’ appearance bespoke a ‘Baines of American extraction). 
*“Grood. i ‘me! what's that?’ He broke into a violent 

and leaned. against a lamp-post for support. “ Havea drop 

mily ?” said a bystander, who noticed his emotion. ‘ No, thanks. 

sit/Athere is.a-drinking fountain.” He eagerly drained a ladle of the 

limpid liquid, and three days afterwards twelve respectable English- 

men remarked about him, ‘‘ Died from a chill to the system caused by 
cold water on the serum.” 













CHAPTER II.—Dearta 1n tHe FILTER. 


Meanwhile the Secretary and the Filter-maker’s son had descended to 
earth also. ‘‘ Bigphool,” said the former, “if you run away and hide 
yourself I shan’t be suspected of murder. Let's have a drop of brandy 
and talk itover. ‘‘No,” replied the young man, “I have one of my 
father’s filters in my pocket, let us empty that.” That night Bigphool 
had brain fever in the midland counties, and was taken charge of by a 
benevolent murderer who happened to be passing. The Secretary had 
drunk too much water to hide himself with safety, so retired to his 


official residence and quietly awaited the issue. 





CHAPTER III.—A Drink o’ Water. 


_ Please I want to see the Secretary of Horse Marine.” 
“‘T am he.” ; 
“ Oh, I’m a detective, and I’ve come to run you in for chucking an 


American princess out of a balloon.” 
“T never did it; I havea witness who can prove my innocence.” 


“Where is he?” ; 

‘“‘ Unfortunately he died last night in the midland counties of water 
on the brain.” 

“Then nothing can save you from the gallows.” 

“ Are you quite sure? ”’ 

“ Quite.” 

“ Have a drink ? ” 

“Well, I’m thirsty, but I’m a totaller. 
0’ warter ?”’ , : 

“Step into my bedroom, there’s a first-class tap in the jug—real 
spring pumpenheimer. 

That night London Society was startled by the report that the 
Secretary of Horse Marine had been accused of murder, and while his 
captor was having a drop of water had escaped up the chimney. 


man.”’ 


Where can I get a drink 





CHAPTER IV.—A Warery Enp. sailors. 


It was a stormy night for a ramble. ; 

The good ship Member for Dundee was tossing on the ocean. On her 
deck were sailors, passengers, and the Secretary of H. M. 

“Ah!” said the latter, addressing the man at the wheel, “‘ we shall 
have a rough night.” cy 

“ Yes, we've lightened the ship a’ready. The cap’en, blarm him’s, 
been and chucked the rum overboard for fear we should get sprung. 


The sailors overheard these words, and immediately struck up a | 
| 


mutiny. 
” Tm with you,” said the man at the wheel ; and down he came from | 


the mizentopmast. In five minutes the ship, left to herself, was at the | 
mercy of the waves; in ten, her cargo of water had caught fire, and 


she was going down. 


reer 





tell of a: middle-aged: man-who-lest his wig 
, and who, suddenly disappearing from leg 
of again. As he-had frequently im his ravings declar 
victim of a conspiracy, it is supposed: 

procession, and:was hopelessly lost among the tagrag and. 


‘“*"Direzy made himma cell too cold atid damp 








——__- — 


‘A DISMAL SWAMP.” 





‘For a Bart. of blood so blue, 


80 bravely I'll shouldemmy famous gamp, 


And drive to the enemies’-simful camp 
Ima beautiful coach and’ two. 


His portly form, oh, I soon shallisee ! 
And-his ‘ h’-less accents hear, 

For Til follow the Queen asia proud MLP., 

And bid her the lanquishing one set free, 
‘While the people of England chear,’’ 


Aoway to. the sinful camp he speeds, 

: h was rugged and sore ; 
Through helmeted men on pranci , 
With an eye to his henchmen's sobtial deode, 


While his banners wave béfore. 


He saw the camp, and a smile so bright 
Quick over his features played’; 

But a sudden manceuvre snuffed its 

And his followers took to instant fligitt 
When a constable’s charger neighed. 


Then he hallooed aloud, “ Be game! Be game!” 


But never a one would halt ; 
They had scuttled away when the moment came 
To fillip a demagogue’s fetid fame, 
And punish ‘a nation’s fault.” 
And still in that cell so cold and damp 
The “‘ baronet” spends his days. 
No more shall the dewy one roar and ramp, 
For ridicule’s heel with a mighty stamp 
Hath ended a puny craze. 


Whitey-Blackie. 


a a ee 


Like cures Like. 


Game! 


Spirited Foreign Policy. 


al circles, was too oft 
ed that his client was tte 
that-he wandered intoithe tail of a Ro; al 


— non. 


at Falmouth with the complaint. 
oie M.P. Surely, as this gentleman has 
wept so recently about his own alleged scurvy treatment by Mr. 
Plimsoll, he could have communicated the remedy to his suffering 


85 


“ Alas'’’ exclaimed the Secretary, as he sat alone on the aaa 


rbow, ‘‘all my troubles have been broughtgabout by water. 
‘Princess fell out of the aérial ship tryin hit. Her husband 
and Bigphool died from drinking it ; ia 
because there's nothing else eniboatdyand the sailors have set light to 


it out of revenge.” 
Here a big wave out*him short.and. carried him out to. end his 


minutes im the WarTrr. 


now this ship’s on fire 


An inquiry has been ordered by the Board of Trade into the existence 
of scurvy on board the ship Royal Sovereign. 
crew of 24 arrived recentl 
ship is the property of Mr. 


Nineteen out of the 


The 


A rvooTnaLt player having been recently killed during the progress 
of a “friendly ’’ match, a country contemporary remarks that the 
pastime has sustained a sad loss by his death. We beg to add our 
mite of regret for ‘‘the pastime,” which we know is too ge 
kindly in all its instincts not to feel, by all who practise and profess it, 
extremely sorry—for itself—whenever a similar “ accident” occurs. 


ntle and 


Tue author of the Queen's Speech explains that “my relations 
with all foreign Powers continue to be of a cordial character.” 
| may be rum relations, and be that. 


They 


os 


over @ scoundrel he had 
en heard 


Proressok Buackte£ in a recent speech declared that “‘ many a poor 
wretched creature, white about the gillsand not able to digest his food, 
who creeps and stumbles up into the pulpit and then delivers a dreary, 
slow, weak sermon,” might, if he took to drilling, ‘‘turn out a proper 
Half way only can we go with you, Professor. We grant the 
gills, the indigestion, and the slow sermons, but it is exactly these 
persons who do turn out proper men and keep them out. As to the 
drilling, there would be a great difficulty about standing at euse. 
Some clergymen won’t stand at anything. 
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BY-SEX-STYLE| 


{ 
; 
{ Miss Harkaway thinks, with some reason, that as this is Leap Year, little Griggs might have let her show the way. She says it’s all very well 
to say “* Look before’ you leap,” but what about how you may look after ? 


| MEN ONE?MEETS AT THE PLAY. An Apt Pupil. 


} ‘Tae man who vainly endeavours to hide the fact of his being bald, Tux Zimes, in commenting on a recent theatrical production, singles 
by plastering the hair that naturally belongs to the sides of his head | out one actor from among an exceptionally large company, and 
on the top. * unhesitatingly assigns the palm” to him. As the is that of a 

The man who, having seen the play before, tells his companions the | Spanish nobleman, we are rather astonished to find a few lines further 
second act while the first act is being perme on that the praise is given him because “he is a most excellent 

The man who persistently repeats the jokes and puns to his friends. | Frenchman.’’ The dramatic critic of the ‘leading journal” is new to 

| || ‘The man who always laughs with his neighbours, and never knows | his office—all the more praise is due to him for so soon and so success- 


> || ‘what he is laughing at. fully mastering the “ weathercock policy ” which has made fame and 
The man who the very best refreshments at the very lowest | fortune for both paper and proprietors in Printing-house-square. 
. prices. Truly, there must be something in the doctrine of hereditary ability, 


The man who looks ferocious, and tries to persuade himself and his | despite its opponents. 
immediate neighbours that he had not been laughing. 
The man who is personally acquainted with the leading actor's Naval Intelligence. 






~ 





washerwoman. 
The man who weeps at sorrow and misery when depicted upon the | Tx# Admiralty have under consideration, a scheme for saving half 
stage, but who never relieved a starving fellow-creature in his life. : ton of eo If successful, they are confident this will atone 

or past Oo es. 
| It has been decided to raise the Vanguard by leaving her where 
Advice Gratis. she is, as it is anticipated she may come up herself a bit at a time, 
A “panty by the name of Walker” writes for information as to | thus avoiding heavy expense to the country. 

the purrentage of Purrsian cats. He will find all he wants toknow | The Duke of Edinburgh will have command of an ironclad shortly. 
in some Book of Tails at Mewdie’s: or let him—in order to draw out | Tarleton and Leiningen are to be kept on shore during his cruise, for 


~ 














the information, try a cataplasm—or failing that, a catalogue. fear of accidents. So 
. The Circular ironclads are to be employed solely in the Fugitive 
A*Swet or tHe Juncitz.—The dandy lion. | Slave trade. , 









“TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.” — 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 
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a * ‘Wz can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard. 
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COALITION. 


Mistress :—“‘ Mary, YOU BRING A GREAT QUANTITY OF SMALL COAL UP sTAIRS! How 1s iT?” 
Mary :—“‘ WELL, you KNOW, M’M, SOMEBODY MUST BURN IT—AND I COULDN'T ASK cooK!”’ 


THE DETECTIVE’S STORY. 


Ir was a most complicated affair, but I wasn’t afraid of getting at 
the bottom of it. I’ve been mixed up in some rum cases in my time, 
and I’m free to confess that this was ateaser. Old gentleman knocked 
down and robbed of a bottle of Excrygnosphotyrchnos and a two- 
shilling piece with a hole in it in broad moonlight on Hampstead 
Heath. And no trace of the thief. It was a lucky thing he came to 
me about it private. If he’d gone to the station they'd either a’ told 
him he was and incapable, or put him under police supervision 
for three years. 

“Should he know the man again if he saw him?” ‘No, he was 
dreaming of his youth at the time, and wasn’t noticing.” ‘Could he 
give me any clue?” “ Yes, it was raining at the time, and whoever 
was on the heath must have got his boots wet.”’ ‘‘ All right, he might 
leave the rest to me.’ Which he did, and half-a-sovereigna on 
account. : 

Brilliant ideas are common as blackberries in June to detectives. 
I’m noexception tothe rule, and mine came to me that night over a 
pipe and -a-go. The next day the walls of London were placarded 
with an announcement of a monster Spelling Bee at Hampstead, fora 
fortnight after date. The eventful evening arrived, and, disguised as 
an interrogator, I took my seat upon the platform. The hall was 
crowded, the competitors numerous. My practised eye perused their 
faces, and speedily separated the undoubtedly innocent from the pos- 
sibly guilty. I singled out a young man directly, and fed him art- 
fully with innocent words. Then I fixed him with a Scotland Yard 
glare and suddenly asked him to spell Excrygnosphotyrchnos. He 
never changed colour, he never flinched, but just spelt it calmly off 
without a falter. ; 

When he had finished I step to the front and exclaimed, “ Ladies 
and gentlemen, it is my painful duty to interrupt these gs by 

this person into custody on a charge of robbery from the person 
committed on Hampstead Heath a fortnight since.” Then I marched 
him off to the station and charged him. “Inspector,” I said, giving 
my chief the technical details, “‘ I sha!l charge this man, because if he 
hadn’t had the bottle of stuff with the long ame in his possession he 


VOL. XXIII. 





couldn’t have spelt it.” ‘‘ Quite right,’’ said the Inspector ; “ you are 


an intelligent and active officer.”’ 

“* Quite right!” said the prisoner ; “ you're a fool. Of course I can 
spell it because I sell it, and the old gentleman who was robbed bought 
it at my shop.” Which he subsequently proved. 

But for all that I do maintain two things. That my idea was a 
brilliant one, and that Spelling Bees ain’t to be relied upon where cir- 
cumstantial evidence is required. ' 

There's my card, sir ; and if ever you want activity and intelligence 
at a moderate cost come to me private. 


THE MARTYR. 


I’ve revelled in rinking to such a degree 
Whenever I’ve had any leisure to spare, 
That I shudder to think of the softest settee, 
And tremble on seeing the easiest chair ; 
And, somehow or other, I’ve come to regard 
The downiest couch in creation as hard ! 
Now whether the weight of my skull is too vast, 
Or whether the rate of my body’s too slow, 
Or whether the pace of my feet is too fast, — 
Is what I am constantly dying to know. 
And sorely I tremble whenever I thi 
You're going to touch me !—I’ve been to the Rink! 


It’s simply absurd to expect to escape, 
I freely confess I bys oo 
While some of the rollers are oval in shape, 
And others are oblong, and others are square, 
And others immovably stick for a space— 
Then suddenly start at a deuce of a pace! 
My shoulders are azure and purple and brown ; 
y elbows are both in a similar state— 
And—thank you extremely—I never sit down ; 
I’ve taken a fancy to standing of late. 
By Jove, sir, I'll stand till I'm ready to sink! 
Don’t touch me, I tell you!—I've been to the Rink! 
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FUN. 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Feb. 23, 1876. 
[Camroom.] 
THE FALL OF AJAX. 


(PanapHRasEeD Wirnovt PRETENDING TO THE PERMISSION OF 
THE PREMIER.) 


Bemoxp great Ajax, how he strikes all eyes, 

In style majestic and in Eastern guise ; 

With ponderous words his sentences are crowned, 
His epi are frequent and his jokes profound. 
Nor he—likely !— fixed to certain stands, 
His warfare’s weird, he joims mysterious bands. 
High in the House, with vast tremendous stride 
He'll clear the gangways, join the other side !— 
So when some member, fresh from watery mead, 
Forgets his duty in his private greed, 

The mighty Ajax down upon bim swirls 
Jove-like in gesture, ambient in curls : 

Saffe in his art he chuckles, then is grave, 

Sneers at the People’s voice—rechains the Slave ! 


* * * * * 


The warring parties meet ; the battle sounds 

Ave heard o'er Stephen’s and the Abbey’s bounds. 
One would have thought, so furious his fire, 

None could tame Ajax, and no toil could tire. 
Alas! alas! ’tis grievous thus to tell— 

Down swoop the Liberals and bear off the bell! 
While Ajax, ’stead of battling»till he’s sore, 
Turns tail the foremost and “ reacts”’ no more! 


Ig is imbteresting, if not particularly pleasant, te study the manner 
in which those who have an oe > btn grag and keep- 
ing them as are, strive to make i as if the ever-stirring | 
quetian af possessions and their dastafbution had been 

ever by lication of themew Domesday Book. The 

only fault to be found the energy exhibited is in that those who 

are satisfied are rather too amxious—and so betray their anxiety ttoo 

openly— that all ethers should be satisfied as well. In a measune 
landowners and their friends, as well as those who expect or hope some 
day to be landowners, and their friends also, may be said to protest too 
much, and to set far too little store upon large possessions. The 
amount of brotherly love meted out by the owner of half a county to 
his fellow “lord of the soil,’ the owner of ‘half an acre, would be 
ludicrous did it not involve so great a concealment of actual fact 
beneath a guise of apparent sincerity. The statement made by Mr. 
Bright, that the whole of England was in the hands of some 30,000 

roprietors, has been ridiculed with a robustness which has something - 
hind it far more powerful than mere criticism of a hasty statement. 
It is singular, too, that this great and most truly genuine friend of 
the people has received no support, even where it should hav been 
most looked for. Can it be that well-to-do patriots can only ai‘ord to 
go with Mr. Bright as far as their pockets and eames allow-— so far 
and no farther? But i ip and private feeling apart, we have 
yet to learn that Mr. Bright was wrong when he said what he did 
about England and its 30,000 proprietors. No one imagined he in- 
cluded the holders of small plots upon which to build two-roomed 
cottages or the possessors of freehold cabbage-gardens ; and the attempt 
to include these small gentry in a numerical list of owners of the soil, 
though it may tickle their vanity, is hardly likely to makethe English 
ple believe they are living in a great and glorious Commonwealth, 

which every man has what he deserves— and no more. 


Tuoss of our readers who are interested in art, more especially when 
it combines pathos and poesy, deep thought and manipulative ex- 
cellence, will do well to visit the Pinwell Exhibition, now open, at 168, 
New Bond-street, and judge for themselves as to the quality of 
English psinting of the present. day—-when it has been done by a 
— There they may see that though the proverb tells us art is 
ong en be is short, a comparatively brief ae succeeded in 
eaving its possessor’s mark i u é artistic features 
of the time in which he lived. ; os 


| 


Mark and Learn. 
Tus Liverpool School-board have determined to give *badges’’ to 
the street-trading arabs who attend school during ‘a portion of the 
y. Badge the children as much’ as you like, gentlemen, but don’t 
the parents. : 
New Reapine or Oty Qussriow rok Every Hastiet.—To Bee or 
re to Bee—that és the question. 


| FEBRUARY 23, 1876, 


ENTIRELY FROM CONVICTION. 


CHAPTER I.—Txe Dawn or Party OPINION. 


ANY thousands 
of years before 
the birth of his- 


tory, in the recesses 

of the primeval 

ae ‘two an- 

0 apes who 

ponpred much in 

silence, with their 

grave eyes fixed upon 

their toes. They 

were revolving a 

weighty problem in 

their minds: Would 

it be better to turn 

im the toes when 

walking or to turn 

de them ont? It was 

lange iples, and th cio? would b a ge 

i ge princi an éir decisiom® would be # precedent to 

all future ions; so they weighed all the reasons for and | 
against, sat pondering for a long, long time ere they could 

decide. But at length they both looked up and spoke at once. 


| “Qut!” said the one; “Im” said the other. “Why out ?” asked 
| ‘the other; “Don’t know,” answered the one, “but why im?” 


ecm either,” pi pee soma and from _ — they 
went their separate ways disagreed, u inciple, about every 
possible thing. Ihe one who had oan is your of turning out 
the toes began to be diesatisfied with things as they were, and found 
out a way of staiming his nose ‘blue with berries, and hanging from 
branches with his head downwards, and going to sleep with one eye 
ata time, and turning summersaults—this was the dawn of Liberalism. 


| The other, who had given up his life to turning his toes in, sneered 


at the idea of staining this nose blue, and all that, and sat always on the 
same bough, and ate his nuts with the shells on, in order to keep 
things.as fhings had always been—this was the dawn of Conservatism. 
And when either of ‘them was asked why he did as ‘he did, he would 
say, ‘‘ Because the other does the reverse.”” And as time went on each 
of them begat a son; and the son of the one walked with his toes 
turned out, and was dissatisfied with things as they were, and stained 
his nose blue with berries, and hung with his head downwards, and so 
forth ; while the son of the other gave up his life to turning his toes 
in, sneered at the idea of staining his nose blue, and all this, and sat 
always on the same bough,and kept things as thingsalways had been. 
And when either of them was asked why ‘he did as he did, he would 
say, “ Because it is ‘right, and because the son of the other does the 
reverse ;”” and when he was asked why it was right, he would commune 
pew and say, “‘Because it 1s; and my father has always 
one it.’ | 
And so Party Opmion was handed down. 


CHAPTER 11.—Trve ro tux Coxtovurs. 


While civilisation was yet very, very young, a great warrior sat 
at home with his toes turned in, and his brow was very black with 
anger. For he loved to keep things as things always had been; and 
another great warrior close ‘by, who always walked with his toes 
turned out, would insist upon discovering new ways of padding his 
helmet, and eating his porridge, and filling up the dents made upon 
his shins by two-handed swords ; and this goaded the soul of that first 
warrior to anger, till he swore by the toes of all his ancestors, which 
had always been turned in, that he would either compel that second 
= to keep ‘things as things always had been, or would slay 

im. 

So he went to that other warrior to’ persuade him by argument; but 
after the two had argued the matter many days they became angry, 
for ‘neither could ‘be convinced that “he erred in ‘his ideas, and they 
retired, each to his own: and collected all their fighting-men and 
met in battle ; and'they fought many weeks, until none was left in the 
land alive excepting the two great warriors who, as neither could 
slay the other, left off and turned their two-handed swords 
into toothpicks, and sat down ‘to sulk again: And when they were 
adked why they had caused all this slaughter, they said, “ In support 
of their principles ;’ and when each was asked why he ‘held his par- 
ticular principles the said, * Because the other was opposed to them ;” 
and when he was asked how he knew they were right, he said, 
“‘ Because they vere ; and ‘his father had always held them.” 

And ‘each of those warriors begat a son, and the sons argued, and 
ener eens and sulkéd ; and so Party Opmion was 
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- mowing-machine—ad the right way to peel oranges had bothered 
’ And i last there came a circumstance which caused the downfall of 
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OHAPTER IiI.—Tue Arcsrars. 


Now, although Mr. Wigg lived next door to Mr. Tawrie, these two 
could never ex on together, because of the divergence of 
their opinions ; although they played draughts together every 
evening they always had an argument on politics afterwards, and 
invariably quarrelied before they separated. For Mr. Wigg was a 
Liberal, and always turned his toes out in walking, partly because 
his father had always done so, and partly because Mr. ‘lawrie turned 
his in; and Mg, Tawriewas a Conservative, and always torned»his 
toes in, partly because ‘his father had always done so, and partly 
because Mr, Wigg turned /is out. Amd there were many other par- 
ticulars about which ould never agree. Mr. Wigg, instance 
(who was diseatisfied with things as they were), tcou/d find out new 
ways of planting his geraniums with the roots upwards, and taking 
his tea with @ and brushing his hat wrong way round; while 
Mr. Tasrie (who © to keep things as things always had been) 
never liked to let the fire out when he found it burning, or light it 
again when it had gone out, because it seemed a sort of innovation 
and an altering of things. And if Mr. Wigg discovered that Mr. 
Tawrie liked cheese, Mr. Wigg would take a dislike to it on principle ; 
and Mr. Tawrie,couldn’t bear to carry an umbrella because Mr. Wigg 
never walked without one; and yet they were both good-natured, 
virtuous, well-to-do men, and never put less than sixpence in sthe 
plate. Now, agthey were both looked up to as wise men in theirway, 
their mutual friends (they both moved among the same “ set”) were 
very prone to ask their advice on many subjects; but there always 
occurred this difficulty : each of those two gentlemen when asked for 
his opinion would wait until he believed he had ascertained the other's 
convictions on the subject, in order that he might be able to frame a 
decision diametrically opposed to those convictions, and this, from the 
cautiousness of both, often caused much delay. 

There were other matters, too, which each had to consider in fcrm- 
ing his opinion, namely, what his father and grandfather had thought 
about it,and what his newspaper would be likely to say; and thus 
there had been much deliberation before Mr. Wigg had been able to 
decide that mustard and cress ought to be cut with a scythe, and Mr, 
Tawrie to give his divtum as to the desirability of reaping it with a 





the Liberal opinions of Mr. Wigg, and branded him as a traitor to 
the cause which his ancestors had upheld since that occurrence in the 
primeval forest! Mr. Wigg and Mr. Tawrie had been asked to 
advise their friends as to whether bone buttons were preferable to 
linen ones for night-gowns. , per 

Acting with undue precipitation, Mr. Wigg, believing that he had 
overheard Mr. Tawrie express an opinion favourable to the linen 
button, decided, with great emphasis, in favourof bone. On sub- 
sequently learning, however, that Mr. Tawrie hed previously, in 
pu mnreservedly recommended bone, Mr. Wigg found himself in 
oe positions he could not go back from his own decision, 
and ¥e$to corroborate it would be to admit the soundness of the judg- 
ment of Mr. Tawrie, and Mr. Wigg felt that to approve Mr. Tawrie’s 
principles on one point must be to approve them on all. In this 
dreadful gtate of affairs Mr. Wigg decided to become a Conservative 
by conviction, and has, up to this time, with unfaltering consistency 
turned in his toes and branded every measure of the Liberal party as 
a@ piece of gross insanity, and a violation of the immemorial traditions 


of the English realm. 








Personal Feeling. 


Av arecent School-board discussion in Flintshire, a member of the 
loeal committee reminded his opponents that they “were all Roman 
Catholics three hundred years ago.” ,A native Board-man replied that 
“so far as he was personally concerned” this was untrue, and on his 
account, ag well ag on. the accounts of peace and education generally, it 
is hoped that retractation and apology will be made. And yet the 
enemies of cengepariamism still flourish. And, apparently, so do the 
centenarians—im Wales! | 





Very Cutting. 

Tue managers of a ‘‘ ” at the East-end of London advertise 
for “a tailor able to.cafand instruct the boys.” That is, we pre- 
sume, one who will be alle togive “all round” lessons in “ basting ” 
a8 Occasion may requwe ite the requirements it is hardly to be 
expected that there.will be a “cutting competition” for this sartorial 
situation... The watehword is obvigusly cut and not come again. 





As so many of the leading lights of the very High Church have 
been lately served with legal processes, it is proposed to alter the 
designation of their form of worship to writualism. 
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LITTLE WORRIES. 


Txovex many ills may hamper life 
When Fortune turtas capricious, 

The great but nerve Mis®@rthe strife, 
The small ones make.us vicious. 

Fierce griefs areg@oon Outsttipped by one 
Who through @xistence scurties ; 

It’s harder far a mace to run 
With nimble “ little worries.” 


A button bids your shirt good-b 
When late for dinner duening.. 

You have a kite you cannot fly, 
And creditors are pressing. 

You run to catch—and lose—a train 
(That fatalest of hurries), 

Your newest hat encounters rain— 
Life’s full of “ little worries.” 


From day to day some silly things 
Upset you altogether ; 
There’s nought so soon convulsion brings 
As tickling with a feather. 
*Gainst minor evils let him pray 
Who fortune’s favour curries;— 
For one that big misfortunes slay 
Ten die of “ little worries.” 


A CHEST NOTE. 


Tuer Westmoreland Gazette publishes some information which it 
would be wrong to keep within the limits of local influence, no matter 
how extensive that may be. After giving a hint as to artillerymen 
and their proportions in the future, our eontemporary gravely states 
that “no person under 5ft. 3in. round thechest will be enrolled in 
other volunteer corps, except in the case of lads under seventeen years 
of age, who are admitted for the purpose of being trained as 
trumpeters.'” We perfectly agree with the notion of having these 
compar tively commonplace youths trained as trumpeters, as the 
“efficients,” having arrived at a minimum girth of 63 inches 
by ordinary means, might find trumpets—even penny ones—very 
dangerous weapons indeed. But, if the 63-inchers arrive at such 
magnificence unaided, pray what is the stopping point of the youths 
who are provided with the wherewithal for blowing to any extent ? 
Can it be that they help to “swell the columns” of our contem- 


porary ? 





Spellbound, 

A PROVINCIAL paper, which contains in the same issue an account 
of its proof reader’s prowess at @ spelling bee, has an advertisement 
which runs thus:—‘ For sale, amew male cart.” Are we to judge 
from this that the spelling bee is either becoming itself, or tarnin, 
the country into, a perfect male-area? Cart blanche and cart d‘heure 
given for reply, but post-carts expressly forbidden. 


Wiring In. 

Lorp Joun Manners proposes to raise the present high telegraph 
rates in every possible way, and to hamper public convenience with 
some new-fangled shackles worthy the noble imagination that gave 
them birth. We know that Lord John has poetically expressed a 
desire to see commerce sent to Jericho, but the haste which despatches 
it to its destination by telegraph is indecent. 





Ad hominem. 
Art an impromptu spelling bee held ima public-house near Durham, 
a difference arose as to the orthography of the word Hibernian, and 
saree ae — ** out i ae 5 @ broken bead. Though their 
notions of spelling were hazy, isputants possessed am appreciab| 
knowledge of ‘‘ meanings,” and argued accordingly, aa , 


You're Another. 

Tue Glole has been ‘ authorised to contradict” the Standard, and 
does it right bluntly. Whatever eolour truth and cochineal ma 
give to the former journal's remarks, we can hardly call it the pink 
of politeness. | 





A Birds Broan ew. 
Lavy Courts has interested Rerself s6 in the feathered tribe lately 
were her name given out at a Spelling Bee, it would be properly 
spelt, Lady Bird-debt Coutts. 


Roxan Frvir:—The Queen's Peach. 
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“ Chicken, sir?’? ‘“‘Well—a—nooo. That’s a thing we don’t ’apprn “ Eggs—cold meat—soup—chop—steak!” ‘“ Well, no—we’re out 
to ’ave.. Anything else in creation !”’ o’ them too, you see.”’ : 
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EMBARRASSMENT. 


Tux1s bookstall boasts a grand display 
Of volumes very neatly bound— 
A most embarrassing array 
Of works deservedly renowned. 
This pile of literary wares, 
Of famous books, in prose and verse, 
The passing student’s gaze ensnares, 
And tempts the money from his purse! 


Lo, here’s the “‘ Fairy Queen!” (what feats 

And doughty deeds are therein sung!) 
And here, for two-and-six, is Keats. 

(Poor Keats, who died, alas, so young !) 
And here’s our old friend Quixote, too, 

La Mancha’s lean and lofty knight ! 
Here Thackeray, who nature drew, 

And Ingoldsby—mirth-moving wight ! 


And here are Burns's lyrics quaint— 
Old “‘‘Tam o’Shanter,” the rest— 
Here’s “ Yorick”’ Sterne (who's scarce a saint), 
Replete with reason and with jest. 
Here's Cariyle deep in German lore 
And crackjaw phrases—full of sense ! 
ielding,andascore 


Of novelists at ei pence! 
Here’s Avon’s Bard, in monthly par 
And s i Elia’s book ; 


Here Dickens, who can touch our hearts, 

And Moore’s enchanting “ Lalla Rookh.”’ 
So many volumes here are shown— 

Of various types, in bindings rich— 
That I’m di I'll fairly own. 

rd gladly : 


——=====— 


In Luck-now. 


Tue Prince of Wales, on being asked the other day 
to name the principal vegetables of India, replied, 
“with that ready wit, which” &c., &c.—*The vege- 
tables that have made the most inDelhible impression 
on me, in India, are its ru-peas!” 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Serious disturbances at Malines after a Catholie demonstration. 
The former seems to have been considerably more catholic than the 
latter. — République Francaise to be prosecuted for attacking M. Buffet. 
The Buffet and the Bar are one and indivisible nowadays, so the 
attack was, to say the least, intemperate. — Sheffield Company 
extremely jubilant about a reduction in the price of coals. They 
expect to supply Newcastle shortly. — Daily paper says: ‘‘ ‘The House 
of Lords sat for a quarter of an hour.” Mauvais quart d’heure de— 
cackle. — Discharge of men accused of murder in Southwark for want of 
evidence, De minimus non curat lex, and the magistrate compliments the 

olice ! — Deputation to the President of the Local Government 

oard demands the abolition of turmpikes. Referred to Committee for 
Consideration of Toothpicks and Trustees’ Rights. — Permanent 
Clerks in Civil Service anxious that it should be known Guiver and 
Co. are only temporary “ writers.” There is a river in Macedon and 
another in Monmouth, and there are degrees among even dustmen.= 
Establishment of a soup kitchen mear Sahara. The necessities of the 
natives are great, and subscriptions are anxiously expected. Great coats, 
waterproofs, and woollen shirts taken as cash. — ‘‘ An lishman”’ 
writes to the Times to say his “blood boils at reading telegrams” 
that he doesn’t like. That should be a warning to Englishmen to use the 
English language, or else to read with their eyes, and not indulge in 
such sanguine speculation. — Since the discovery of diamonds at the 
Cape in 1867, the product is estimated at twelve millions sterling. 
Our newly-married man says that his “duck of diamonds” has not 
deteriorated in value for all that. Tout viendra !— Labourer who 
was “called’”’ in church on Sunday found hanging on Monday. Of 
two evils he had chosen— but no, we will not be ungallant. — Free- 
fight between vestrymen at the West-end. Local Self Government 
satirised ! — More charges against Beecher. He'll get another rise 
of salary—er-Warded and B. Stowed if this goes on. — Mr. Gladstone 
presented with freedom of the Turners’ Company. Absit omen! But 
why, oh why, was Dizzy not admitted to share in £0, to him, befitting 


& bestowal? — Waterloo Cup. The Dog Derby, of ccuree--and of | 





rune’ 


AND GRANDER TOO! 


The Great Sea Serpent as it appeared to our Special Artist on the English coast. 


Quite equal to the Rio Grande do Sul one. 


‘‘ Tempora mutantar——.” 


From the Peace Society we receive a paper which refers in any- 
thing but peaceful style to the waste of English blood and treasure 
about twenty years ago “in a huge effort to sustain the most debased 
Government in Europe.” We shall not quarrel with this, for as read 
by the present, the past view of the Eastern Question was a mistake 
which cost England dear indeed. But when the Peace Society enters 
into particulars of assaults committed upon the females of Bulgaria 
by Turks, we beg to differ, and trust that a careful inspection of “ the 
book entitled Rabelais’’ will show to even the ceful mind that 
these Turkish tactics are more defensible than they at first appear. 
Seriously, though, we think the Peace Society deserves credit for 
recalling, at this particular moment, the recollection of the “ fifty- 
thousand valuable lives and one hundred millions of gold’’—English 
gold and English lives—which went for what is now ence by 
English politicians, nothing. 


Turf and Surf, 

ApmrraL Rovs has been handicapping the modern naval oflicer, 
and backing his (hobby) horse “‘ Wooden Ship” against that half-bred 
animal “Ironclad.” ‘The captain of our private Puntster—the only 
naval man we retain upon the premises— declares that the Admiral is 
handicaptious, and that his opinions do not carry weight. We think 
they ought to - weight for age. 


The Nearest Cut. 

A young gentleman has been charged at a police-court with 
threatening to cut his father’s throat ‘‘on democratic and republican 
principles.’ This was the surest method of doing it effectually. 
Aristocratic and Conservative principles usually involve cutting your 
own throat. 


A Great Man at Speiumc Bees.—‘‘ A party by the name of 


coursing. But how can it be the Dog Derby without the Daby Dog?’ | Johnson.” 
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INQUIRY. 


Master (to “ select” pupil who has received a hamper from his friends) :—“Is THat PRO BONO, Brown?” 


Brown :—“ No, stp, 17’s DAMsON !”’ 


OUR OWN FLANEUR. 

[Ir being distinctly understood that the only way to get real 
London news is by means of the London co ence in the pro- 
vincial , Mr. Fun has, in the interests of his readers, laid waste 
several -attics and impounded reams of copy, of which the follow- 
ing is a gentle and extremely unelaborated » 

By the way, I don’t know if I told you in my last that Mrs. George 
Eliot Evans Lewes owes some portion of the success of Daniel 
Deronda tome. She had intended to use the Christian name “ David’’ 
—by the way, is David a Christian name ?—but I said, “ No; call it 
Daniel—Daniel come to judgment—reviews, criticisms—don’t you 
see?” I fancy this selection had great weight with the cultivated 
and scholarly press, who can see a good joke with anyone. It was I 
who also advised her to use the word epidermis in her opening, as 
having a bearing on a great topical question of the day. “No one,” 
said I, “‘can see the word epidermis without thinking of vivisection, 
and it is in keeping with the times that t writers show their 
superiority over That is, as I take it, the secret of immortalit 
and true genius—the great is ever superior to the small. In fact, as 
once remarked in one of those flashes for which I am peculiar, the 
= be considered to contain the small.’”’ Entre nous, I think 

vised cuticle, not epidermis, but that is mere matter of detail. 
“D ic” was another recommendation of mine, as having a 
i reference to the Bremerhaven business. Let others have the 
fame; I prefer to be behind the scenes—to pull the wires, as it were, 
that animate true genius. 

A magnificent scene in the House the other night. Gladstone was 
seen at his best when he hurled back the sarcasms of the proud 
Premier, and left him metaphorically plucked and panting. I couldn't 
for the life of me repress the rising joke, and, turning round in the 
ere ane and summary writers by remarking 
that Dizzy had lost his head, and was getting h the Canal any- 
thing but swimmingly. when at the club, I slapped 
Gladdy on the back, and asked him if the atives weren't 
reduced to Lowe water. But he seemed much abstracted, and I found 
afterwards that during the afternoon he had been disappointed in 


getting at his own price some second-hand saucepans with which he 
intended to se$ a new fashion for decorating drawing-rooms. e 

Rinking gets more and more fashionable in London, and “ one says 
that the asphalte is to be laid down in the Supreme Court of Judica- 
ture and the Houses of Parliament. Voting papers are already out, 
and Peers, M.P.’s, and Judges are requested to poll early, and vote one 
way or the other, “ for wheel or woe,” as I put it to an ex-Chancellor 
of the Exchequer the other day. He thinks it would be a good plan 
for reducing the Home Rule party to a reasonable level. : 

The question as to who wrote Shakespeare’s plays still continues, 
and among them the critics have decided, if their joint opinion is worth 
anything, that William wrote none of them. Brown has settled quite 
conclusively that only three of the so-called Shakespeare’s plays are 
really Shakespeare’s, while they are the very three that Smith, a critic 
and commentator of admitted skill, and a particular friend of mine, 
takes most exception to. And so they go on, until the bard’s very 
greatest admirers prove, if they oo anything, that he has written 
nothing. The opinion expressed in a comedy that Finis was the real 
author because his name is at the end is, all, the most incon- 
trovertible; but my joke was the best, and will bear repeating here. 
Said a great scholar, ‘“‘ My opinion isin favour of the theory of Bacon. 
** And mine in favour of its hanging.” Good, wasn’t it? 

Among the latest literary rumours is one to the effect that the 
Times is to be edited by machinery, the apparatus to be worked by 
four boys. It is the invention of the chief proprietor, who has already 
distinguished himself much by his labours in the cause of humanity 
and endless rolls of paper. The balance which will accrue from this 
change of -affairs is to be divided between the new City editor and the 
newer dramatic critic—the latter to pay for seats and programmes 
under pain of being supplemented by an extension of the endless 
Walter machine also. “ If this goes on,’’ I said to a friend who 1s 
likely to lose a good appointment by the change, “it will soon be 
Walter, Walter everywhere—and not a drop to drink.”’ 

People interested in art oe to turn their thoughts 
Academywards, and there are y many rumours about as to the 
agro which will be exhibited. Miss Thompson is reported to 

busy on a 59} by 734, entitled “ Soldiers’ Coats as Seen Upon & 








































Clothes Line. With Proper Props.”’, Mr. Millais’s “‘ Heated August ”’ 
and “‘ Rivulets Running up a Hill” are remarkably fine, but have to 
be kept very dark just now because of the actinic effect of the naked 
eye on the chiaroscuro before varnishing. Sir Francis Grant's 
portraits are to be mounted on rollers,and be let down “ by particular 
request ’’—when requested. Mr. Herkomer is busy with a magnificent 
composition, “Old Soldiers ‘Coming it’ by. Moonlight.” Mr. 
Barnard’s hopes of fame for ’76 are fixed on ‘‘ Horse Guards on House 
Tops being Shaved with Sharp Scissors.” My own pictures I will 
leave to posterity—as I said the other day—to be silent about. 


TOMMY AND HARRY. 


(A Srory ror THE Youna.) 


My dear young friends, this is a eee I want you to believe, 
becaus#it is quite true and will not Tike ‘yom want to be good and 


die youtig# forgiving all your enemies, @ Ng your father upon 
his nof- Athment to the standard’ of paternal righteousness 
set up inthe cheap and angelic literature of chil#hood. Tommy and 
Harry weté Tiké‘you, once little boys (unless you" ha} to be little 
girls), and had a father and mother whOWeré a8 stipid ‘an@ obstinate 
as fatherd and mothers in re:] life usudllWare> bat” this patticular F. 
and M. did one godd thing—they never be ft ren with 


eat and ces rd Tae Up, them do 

just asthey likéd. So Tommy an prewrup": y) healthy, 

aie Te young fellows, and when they” we te sea old 

een e family of the family fortiné and se ‘Oppdsite 

dit6étioris to start life on their own accoutit: | 

Now Tommy had ‘ttiforttinately been cursed with'a desiré foredieh- 
imself throtigh a severe cotirse of ménithl 


tion; and determined'to 
Galva. ud sip d boy, he devoted hi# eve 


- 
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AN ABSURD STORY. 
T am sick of “ Truthful Stories” and of “ Narratives of Fact,” 
Where mere ordinary mortals all their vulgar deeds enact, 
So I mean to write’a riovél just as wonderful as new, 
Painting life and its surroundings from Munchausen’s point of view. 
I will make its leading’actions all so palpably abstird 
That no man with any gumption will imagine they occurred. 
Let me lay the plot in London, make my hero quité'a “ swell,” 
Who’s the lord of many acres and’a magistrate aswell ; 
Yet embarks a biggish fortune in a bank of yesterday, 
Which somé eighteen pounds per centum for ‘deposits is to pay. 
| Now I fancy in a Worship that’s sich’ “ confidence” absurd 
That no reader'out of Hanwell will imagine it occurred. 


Then the poor’ man of miy story, liké'‘a muddle-headed fool, | 
| For some quickly spread disorder’ keeps hié little ones from school; 
| Such a very lame excuse, though, cannot influefice the “‘ Beak,” 

| And my poor man goes to prison like a felon for a week. 

| Now, such horrible injustice is so shamefully absurd, 

That no British son of Freedom will imagine it occtirred. 

I shall have a little horror,’ just to make the story go, 

So I'll work a good collision on'the railway’ in'the snow ; 

Have a train of heavy wapons crawl’a station slowly through, 
Where a fast express is nearly twenty minutés overdue. 

But such accident on purpose is so signally absurd, 

That no guard or engine driver will imagine it occurred. 


All my modest little maidens will go daily to a Rink 
Hand in’ hand with beardéd stranbers‘thoy’ will carélossly enlink ; 
While my brawny youth désertingall the ‘manly’ sports of yore 
Pass'their lazy’ lives in sliding up‘afd down 4 greasy floor. 
But'such instances of' folly aré so pathfully’abstird, — 

That'no man‘with ‘any manhood will acknowledge they occurred. 

I shall draw a fatty picture of an overcrowded town} 

Where'by thousands Dirt and Hunger mow the ‘pallid people down— 
Where the Earth atid’ Air and Water seeds of Sudden Death enwrap, 
And the mansion of the noble is a filthy fever trap: 

But such sanitive arrangements are 80 fatally absurd, 

That no readers of the Lancet will imagine they occurred. 





the abet and sintplé’ on, and in the course of a few 
had’ by diligence atquired'so’mtich knowledge that he" passed ‘e 


stidint* clerkship at eiglity pounds @ year. Then'th® dream of his*lifé’ 
write himself blind, it’s true, but look at the posititn ! and when 
married and Bean to have a large family and doctors’ bills he 


to sone write’ahd cypher. 
ut 

spurred his*ambitious brother. He hired himself out as odd boy to'# 

hard with th he got useful, and in cou 

But how ar he spent his evértrigeT his’ brother” was 

indulgitig inthe refined occupation of checkitig'a buttéreiati’s' ledger, 


or giving the children an evening at the play. Wasn'tit awful? 

Now Tommy, the scholar, had to call his apes Sir, and critige 
and walk on all fours, like a respectable man, to keep his place; arid 
when he fell ill his salary stopped till he got well again; but Harry, 
the workman, ordered his master about and went on strike about twice 
a year, and lived idle at 'the‘expefise ‘of his arfalgamated association. 
And Government made laws for him, and Premiers petted him, and 
newspapers wrote him up’ in leading articles; but Tomtiy was so 
ground down by Government and'insulted by the Press’ that’ at last: 
when hé ‘was too old to alter his plans in life, he began to think, and 
the result of his thinking’ was this. One day the School-board man 
opened his front door with a crowbar, arid slapping his wife in the 
face asked her why she didn’t send'the baby to school; and just as 
she was going to'say bevausé it’ wasn't’ weaned; Tomitty, wHo was‘ink- 
ing the seams of his best’coat in’a corner, took up his par&ble thus :— 

“* Because I do not mean it to be educated—there!”’ 

“ And’why not?” 

‘‘ Because education of your sort bringe'a man tobegyary. You are 

A Jznvsatem artisan has’ presented Sir’ Moses’ Montefiore with a | swamping the country: with clerks at starvation prices. Look here!” 
grairt of wheat on' which are writterr nineteew lines forinitie an acrostic | and’ he ‘held’ the’ Goyétntefit’ advertisement for clerks at £80 a year 
on the philanthtopist's‘name: On' the lited*being rewd; the witty Sir | toward’ him. ‘‘ This is the’bait you dengle before the eyes of youth, 
Moses Storm got it‘waw’ the’ best’ Jerusalem’ heartyjoWe of the’|'isit? It won't godowa. The‘dutice who can't write his name can 
seasott: Jerusdleni porties’ wet then hattded rownd—orl toast and eatn, by manuat labout, just five'times as’ much as the scholar who’ 
after'thé’ ustal loyal’ and patriotic reprisals, the meeting terininated. [has to pass a séVere" exatnination on the chance of getting a paltry” 
(This special”® wire is evidently tot for'us: But'in the’sptrit’ of broad’ | berth liké'this, if he Tikes to leave his'naime on’ the list five'years. No; 
philanthrdpy aria’ cobrtibpoHtatiism which has evéf characterised us, | tty boy shall be atf'illiterate clown likehis uncle Harry. Thereupon 
we annex it nevertheless.) he ki the'Schoot Nt ne ofthe hotse. 

Which was the ‘fitet e' thing he'd done since he halved the 
contents of the family ted@pot. “ 
+ * * 


* . 

Now, my dear youtig frietfas; if after’ this you heat your parefit« 
talk of the ‘ad ges of a good education, intimate politely to’ them 
that they are idiots; and if they cHastise you for icspudérieé, jump 
upon them first, and then refer them to this story, the Order in 
Council for a new division of the Civil Service (examination and 
remuneratioti) andthe natfative’ of the Erith strike. They'll never 
worry you to go to school again. 


Nineteen, and all told! 


Not ‘‘ ritatle a Note of!” | 
A skPteNy* soul; wilting’ in’ Noles’axd “Queries; gives it as’ “ his 
humbte" opirtiéni that” Tinker is‘ English for’ Zingaro, arid means 
neither more nor less than a Gipsy. He orfiits, howéver, to state that 
Brazier is British for Bohemian, though thé lattér is always a tinkling 
symbor of the’ sounding’ Brass. If this doesn't quite: convince the 
convincer, it will’dowbtlessput*him on his‘ metal’ 
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A Power’ 
Ir ig* offfeially” stat6a’ that’ ‘tlie’ BHt'sh arniy” possestes 15,162 
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ably through a sevefé examinatfori, ‘atid became eligible for a COVERY | 
wasrealised. He had to dress’ in black cloth and clean hoe ae | 
another ten ‘poun#a year by keépifig tradesmen’s books in the even! | 
ing: So yousé@ he never had any cause to regret that he had lea#ried! | 
atry, alas? was ‘Tiot actuatéd by any of the grand ideas WHICH” | 
cabinet maker, and instead of stud¥ing in his spare time he tried Hiv’ 
tintie be cattie’a skill od arte anid | Ape 26 a week easily. | 
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_ sigos of ability. 


HEARSAY EVIDENCE. 


Injured Lady :—“’Eux I say, po you kNow as Mrs. Smiru’s AUNT HEERED 
As Betsy Ann Totp Mrs. Gorrin as sHB MET ExL1zA JANB WOT WASA TALKIN’ 
TO YouNG Briges as ’AD JUST BEEN A WALKIN’ WITH OLD MuaoGs As ’apn’Tt 
u°rt Maus. Suirn’S TEN Mrnits as Mrs. Burrins ’aAp CUM TO SEE’AD ’ERBRED 


SAY AS YOUNG SMITH ’AD ’BRKED sAy——’’ 
Festive Old Party :—**"Egrep say wot?”’ 
Injured Lady 


BARMAID AT THE LION—yYOU OLD CONKBERBINS, you!”’ 


CONSERVING HISTORY. 


A conservative evening paper, of extra size, publishes an elaborate 
leader on the assumption of the title Empress of India by the 
Queen, and gives as chief reason for the new undertaking the 
great good which ‘accrued to Ireland by our Henry the Second 
proclaiming himself, or being proclaimed, King thereof. Into 
the brilliancy of*the analogy and the accuracy of the historical 
parallel we do not care to enter, except to remark that still 
another grievous wrong seems to have been administered to Erin—by 
her own historiana, who never told us this before. In the midst of 
darkness there is, however, a gleam of light, for it is refreshing to 
find a Conservative leader writer whe has heard of Henry the Second. 
One day he may still more, but on his own head be the 
sisk—for Conservatives can stand seeing in their leaders s0 little as 
signs of education—unless it be those still more objectionable signs— 


An Express Wisu.—That it mayn't meet a coal train. 


ieee |S 


:—“* Way, "EBRED SAY AS YOU'VE BIN’ A TRYIN’ TO KISS THE 


CADBURY’S 


[Fssruary 23, 1876. 


A SOCIAL PROBLEM. 


Tue butler has gone with the ladies’ maid 
To give little Fido the air, 
The footman ard Emily Jane, I think, 
Are sliding about at a Skating Rink ; 
The coachman and groom, of a different taste, 
To “temples of harmony”’ hurry with haste 
(And coachman or groom I am much afraid 
Will be taking ‘the chair 
When there). 
The cook, in pursuit of a popular rage, 
Has captured Adolphus the little foot page, 
_And gone to a “‘ Spelling Bee.” .._. | 
And none of the maidens and none of the men 
Have got “any call” to be back till ten 
(Which flutters their souls with glee). 


But. wearily time with the family flits— 
They’re dying for want of their tea, 
While up in her boudoir the lady-help sits, 
With no one to get it but “ she.” 
And the family all, till the tea she will bring, 
. May tarry while all get’s blue, 
And the “ missis” to ask her to get it’s a thing 
She never would dare to do ; 
It’s not that the “help ” is addicted to shirk 
The slightest amount of additional work, 
And threaten to go to her mother. 
It’s not that the missis asserteth her sway 
In any half-hearted or timorous way— 
Yet neither will speak to the other. 
For the missis will fight till her latest breath 
-*For the motto of ‘** Etiquette’s rules or death! ”’ 
And the help is a lady of high degree, 
To etiquette’s ruling used, 
And the help and the missis have not, you see, 
Been properly introduced ! 


ES 


A Joke Enclosed. 


A GENTLEMAN writes to a contemporary, “ Will you 
kindly draw the attention of the First Commissioner to 
the state of the asphalte footway that runs between the 
enclosed trian grassplot and the houses in Spring 
Gardens ?”’ nless the enclosure was accidentally 
omitted, we are at a loss to know what a newspaper 
would do with it. We ourselves should either present © 
it to the devils of Fleet-street (with the kind permission 
of the Rev. Mr. Cook), or return it to the sender, 
postage unpaid. 


Tue “ Lar” or Luxurny.—Champagne. 


A ** Pledge” of Affection. 


A park and dreadful rumour has been current in the otherwise 
peaceful town of Batley. The Mayor having been seen without his 
chain, a report became rife “that it was pledged.’ This painful state 
of things being made known, his worship promised to wear the chain 
in future. It is proposed that, in order to foster and goodwill 
as well ae municipality in Batley, the chain be in future accompanied 
by a muzzle. Mayors at a distance will please accept this intimation. 


Chopping and Changing. 

Aw Australian- correspondent says that in Melbourne housewives 
are sadly in want of domestics, especially those who can cook a chop. 
Housewives over here are in great want of anyone who can chop a 
cook. And-change her for the better. 


Tus Propzr Way To Senp tus Names or Successrut ConsERVATIVE 
Canpipates To Town.—By elect-trick telegraph, of course. 


Reckitt’s| 
| tel w is eit 


As Supplied to the 


zr] COCOA ESSENCE aaa Te 


PURE-SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION If Cocca thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch , 


Tite 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phosnix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, Feb. 23, 1876. 
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A LITTLE ‘‘PUT OUT.” 
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Candidate for Place :—“ AND OF COURSE M’'M THE WASHING’S PUT oUT?” 
C. :—“‘ AND THE BOOTS, AND KNIVES AND FORKS, AND—— 


Lady :—‘‘ Ou, yes!” 
Lady (hesitating) :—“ Exr—I reatuy——” 


C.:—‘* AnD I sHOULDN’T LIKE TO HAVE TO MAKE THE BEDSs!”’ 
Lady :—‘' Ou, IF YOU LIKE, WE'LL PUT THEM OUT TOO—WITH THE WASH:ING!” 








DOTS AND LINES. 


BoarpinG-Hovuse keeper fined for starving her servant. Why she 
should have done that while she possessed boarders seems strange. 
Natural perversity of the female mind, maybe. — London mechanic 
succumbs to wound on his toe. Sin sample of toe-tal eclipse. = 
Degradation of a Chinese general. onder what constitutes degrada- 
tion at that depth! — Bridgwater Schoolboard resolves to petition 
Parliament for the suppression of impure literature. By the way, 
how long is it since Parliament suppressed Bridgwater ? — Re- 
election of the Slade Professor at Cambridge University. Taking 
into consideration the present style of rowing and the advance of rink- 
ing, it is only fair to suppose we shall have a Slide Professor next. — 
Mr. Trevelyan proposes “ to take the sense of the House of Commons.” 
That of the Home Rule party will be conveyed away in a teaspoon. = 
Duke of Norfolk’s appeal to the really devout for money to aid the 
Roman Catholic clergy of Germany a lamentable failure. The Duke 
18 @ very young man, otherwise he would never have expected the 
“ really devout” to give meney away. — Coroner’s jury object to the 

hts at Nine Elms on the S. W. Railway line. Some of these days 
a bold spirit will dare to object to the “‘ lights” of coroners’ jurymen. 
One neon one is likely to object to their being too bright. — 
Agent of Mr. John Walter, M.P., committed for embezzling £500 
belonging to the great inventor and proprietor. It is whispered that, 
as & consequence of this, the Walter automaton receiver of rents will 
be patented presently. — Letter from India states that the Prince of 
Wales did not kill a tiger as previously stated. He shot one certainly, 
but it was unfortunately already dead. — Gentleman at Liverpool 
charged on a warrant with having embezzled about £40,000 in 1863. 
Thought such a trifle would have been forgotten after all this time, 
and that bygones might be bygones. — Lady at Middlesborough rather 
more than half killed by a married couple for interfering between them 
when fighting with pokers. Moral obvious to pokers, especially to 
pokers of noses into other people's business. 


VOL. XXIII. 


A BINARY SONNET. 


lst. By a Srx Montrus’ Wirz. 2np. By a Srx Years’ Wire. 


Ou, Charlie, how I hate that horrid lub! 
Charlie, why don’t you go down to your as 
I’m sure you love its ‘‘ Smoke room more than 
Don’t stop at home all day—it worries 
Your talk and pipes, and frequent S. and B 
Our neighbour Brown goes daily ; Mrs. . 
And then your Rubber nights —ay, there’s the b 
Quite wonders how I manage so to = 
If they came often, I would spoil your ) ,, 0° 
Along, as if locked to you by a siti } Chubb, 
And not allow you, sir, a latch or email 
Of which we neither of us had a } °y 
Ah! you may think I joke; but you shall ) 
Now go till dinner time! Don't let me j ase 
You'll find I’m not a woman you can b! 
You, mind! till then, or you will get a } ae: 


You married me for love, you used to , 
You've said already all you have to } = 
Yet find no pleasure in domestic life ! 
Don’t moon away your days, but live your } " 
Ig home a place to fly from every Reet 
Come home te dinner, but not every } y 
To feed and sleep in only! Bed and knif 
At luncheon you will always find a . 
That club is always drawing you , 
And fork for you. Now to your club— omy: 
I don’t believe you care about your wife ! 
And don't stay longer bothering your } es 


me! 


Tus Frrst Scuoot Boarp.—The black one. 
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PREMIER EMPRESSIONS. 
Peacment of aw Anoisnt Hesrew Lecenp. 


Tum Queen has hurried her up to town 
By wpeedy steamer, special train. 

Upon her face there:rests a frown— 

"I faith, she'sinastudybrown— 

For why shouldi#kewacewp and down, 
And troublechave,for@ther's gain * 


Why showlid@he'be disturbed from rest, 

And ‘whisked:avwey from Wight’s fair Isle ?— 
We find herself a guest 
In “at<old ‘Ben's request — 
‘‘ In ‘hondon, which we so-detest, 

Préferring plain provincial style? ”’ 
Then Ben Ju tells this mystic tale— 

‘He tells-his tale‘of : mysterie— 
‘On dreaded discord draws the veil, 
sAmd.then of:many a:spicy : ! 

Romaunts he to her Majestic. 

/ - * 

‘Now ‘hear me out, oh mistress grext, 

(nd wise you will:your Ben Juveall: 
‘When you an Empressare, your:state 
'Will-from abroad obtain its weight ; 
‘Then England's claims will-second-rate. 
And ‘then, my liege, 1, predicate, 

You wwill notreomettotown.atall!” 

—— oe 


Tue Indian “special” of a daily contemporary 
of a sceneat whieh the Heir to the Phrone *‘assi 
witnessed. ve-added ‘the most degrading: as ‘well, if 
his-description be im ‘any ~way borne out “by ‘facts. A cheetah -was 
let loose on a stag, which not only had no chance of escape, but was 
incapable of making even a run for life, having been tightly tied 
by the legs for some time, and carried about until the circle was pro- 
perly formed and the cheetah ready. The details are: most dis- 
gusting. The buck, “frantic with fright, skirted the little circle 
inside the crowd,” and tried in vain for the chance which even the 
coursers of trapped hares here allow their quarry. But no, there was 
no outlet ; and soon, within fifteen feet of the dais on*which sat‘ th 
Prince of Wales.and his suite, the horror was i 
says the reporter, hid their faces, while the s 
that its pitiful cries -might~be heard by: ‘everyone present.” 


‘full : details 


perpetrated. Ladies, 

‘groaned so loudly 
But 
men—foremost. among whom were the rgpresentatives of English rule 


in a country the majority of whese inhabitants abhor the most 
natural and ordinary kinds of bleodshed—looked on while “the 
cheetah’s teeth pierced the neck of the overpowered buck.” Then, 
continues the eyewitness, there was. a noise, another loud 
groan and cry, and the bloodthirsty beast was.seen sucking away 
the life of its motionless victim. This is, indeed,‘far worse than the 
royal slaughter of tame elephants. -_But-we.have no wish to discuss 
the question at length; we merely to learn what those good 
people who are so anxious to .put .down -vivisection, and who weep 
over the wearing: of small birds, have to-say to:this. "We should 
‘sadly like to know, because at present the wailings of those who 
mourn over dead sparrows and interfere with live doctors, while they 
tolerate the grossest cruelties so long as they.are prescribed by fashion, 
strike us as being nothing more nor less than outrageous humbug. 


PuiLantHeory is generally, cheap, but..the philanthropy of a New 
York sere Reg ar ae porns the .limits- allowed. in _ effete old 
country. e Daily: Graphic, commenting on.a series of fancy draw- 
ings—“ The British Werkwin "whieh it has been publishing, 
commiserates with that te ee “There is no-beauty in the 
degraded and sordid life of these rare ‘the heirs of ‘the bestial 
stupidity of ages of aneestors who have never ‘been . 


! possesses you, -have been enlightened 
enough to dip your en's pockets, and moralise as you 
extracted the contents. For that:is exactly what ithe: New York 
Daily Graphic does mow, and -has dften done, with.Fun, who doubts 
very much whether the heirs 

been brought into contact . 


York Daily Graphic. 


‘| the Exchequer— 


,”:@nd which is. 


of the’ 


of bestial.stupidity in England have ever 
-with-angthing half a8. mean as the New | 
| that’s not our affair. Parliament must vote the money. ‘et ‘them | 


Av all times desirous of keeping pace with the times, we last week 
dispatched a special reporter to ‘‘ do” this P entary 
debate for us. We heard nothing of him till date last night, when the | 
following copy was brought to:us by a:tame lioness bearing the 
Abyssinian post-mark. Out of «consideration for his wife and family 
we shall print (but not pay), but we think: it would have been more | 
decent had our Special-attended the House instead of accepting a daily _ | 
paper's commission in. the East, and making up our copy as he went 
along.—-[Since this»was in type, we find our man to be right after all. | 
So-we shall pay him his:money, but must give him the-sack for daring 


to be more correct than his—Eb. ] 


Mr. D'Isntreally still bears traces 
ofthe black eye he received on the opening day. Dr. Curkneely sat | 
on his own hat iby mistake. Mr. High arrived ‘late «on ‘a Aicycle. 

Coote and Tinney's band were in attendance, and ices ‘from the 
Aquarium were handed round ‘at intervals. <At ten minaotes past | 
‘the usual ‘time Mr. High winked at the Speaker, and ‘the debate | 
began. | 
Mr. Hien. The-subject for thisevening's.discussiomis the purchase | 


The House ‘was crowded early. 


‘| of'the Fleet Ditch. ‘The manner in which ‘that transaction has been 


carried out is infamous and disgusting. “When I »was Chancellor of | 


(Banp.: “ Away down Alabama.” 


Mr. Hieu. I had to:—pay some money. 
Mr. D’isntrpaLty. ‘Oh, Laird! 
Mr. Hxexu. If ‘the Conservative humbug at the head of ‘the | 

Government. interrupts again I'll bonnet him. I ipaid that moneym | 

a constitutional mamner, and saved ‘the country ‘fo ce. I don't | 


urpen 
| grumble:at'the Government purchasing the Fleet Ditch, but they need 


motihave.gone'to Houndsditch for the money and paid 20 per cent. 
} ‘from 'that,:the Ditch:isno good to us: it isn't worth a 


| for it. —_ 
quarter we have’to:pay for it. The conductof the Government 


is‘criminal. 1 :shall:supportithem with my vote, ‘but they ought to be 
in ‘Newgate. (Cheers.) 
(Bann: “‘ Pulling: hard-against the:stream.”’) 
Mr..Joxstows. "When wastissuing:the Vatican Decrees in 


-monthly parts:he had his hobby. 


(Banp: “ Dresden China.”’) 


Mr. Joystons. But that hobby was nothing to do with the Fleet 
Ditch, so I will not allude to it further. I agree with my friend, Bob, 
that something ought to be said about the transaction. I think the 
best thing to do with it is to.eut it into lumps and give it to the 
Turners’ Company. Let us lay theaxe at the root of the evil. 


(Bann: “Oh, woodman, spare that tree !’’) 


Mr. Joystone. I believe my right hon. friend at the head of the 
Government bought it to give his Houndsditch friends a turn. The 
whole scheme is rotten and-anconstitutional. "The water in the ditch 
is:running short, and.if the-Lord Mayor. chose to:shut Temple Bar we 
shouldn’t: be:able;to.getrat it-atall. (Cheers.) 

‘Ma, Dozsuckx. I have nothing to say upon.this subject, except 
that. [-am.a funny old fellow, and that the. late Lord Palmerston was 
pig-headed. \Onee I: believed insthe Fleet. Ditch ; but the whirligig of 
time, ha! sha! ,so.J.shall -vote against it mow. Before I sit down J 
will) make a good-old ‘Tear’em joke:—Mr. High.is.an Old Bailey 
Lawyer! (Cheers and Laughter.) 

. ‘(Bawn: “ Another good man. gone wrong.’’) 

' Sm Srickrorp Sovrncoat. Mybusiness isifigures and the defenee 
of t according to*Cocker. I could make :a joke, ‘but the 
Premier don't like poaching. I can triumphantly answer‘the a 
of Messrs. High and Joystone. They put ‘dawn one'and carried ‘two | 
(hear!) in: reckoning the eostof ‘the undertaking. They should have | 
put down two and carried:one. (Government «cheers:) “They have 
over-esti ‘the Houndsditch ‘commission ‘three:halHfpence. (Pro- | 

Government cheering.) I would.go ‘farther into figures, | 
‘but'the ¢concert:at:the Aquarium ‘has. got ‘into my vulgar fractions. 
will; therefore,:subside m‘favour.of my illustrious:¢hief. 

(Baw : “‘ ‘Pommy. make. room-for jyour uncle.’’) 

Mz..D'Iswrazauy. -It.is-evident.if the member for Bluewich had 
been at. the: head of.the.Govermment hexmight have bought a Chelse 
teapot;.but:never:the Blect; Ditch. ;(Cheers.) He -has istated that 1 
went.to Houndsditch for. the money — 

((Bawv: “:Anld Lang Syne”) 
and ‘ that «such a thing was never done -béfore. (Mr. Joystone was 
understood ‘to say “‘Thatisa eram.”) ‘Hevsays he didn’t; wel, w¢ 
heard him. It isdisgusting that im :an:important:affair ‘like ‘this the 
Qyaveition ‘should go ‘into ‘figures. “Phe ‘nation ‘atcepte ‘the Fleet 
teh asia’ Conservative ‘triamph,:and if it «isn't: worth ‘feurpen®; | 
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do it with a good grace. I shall now make an epigram. Here is a| visit was not so much in the flesh as in the spirit. But, then, it is 
bilious one. Englishmen are sea-sick of the silver streak, and are | the spirit of the thing which makes all the difference — in fiction. 


delighted to go in for the smoother waters of a golden ones-the Fleet 
Ditch. If anyone sees the joke let him laugh. (One laugh from the 


Times reporter.) 
The-vote was then agreed to. 


VERY LIKE A WAIL. 
From our Topreas:.Haxp, 


Miewrr Fates! if you. will listen; I have:heren short petition 
T'should like to bring. before-you: ‘tis a-daring:one | own, 
For it impudently urges you.to alter:the-condition: 
Of the tangled web that deftly: from:your airy loomis:throwns. 
Time is short and Art is longish, but:your nimble.little:fingers: 
Weave-so many varied samples for our notice in a day, 
That the student though before.them most persistently -he lingers: 
With their niceties and details cannot hope to be aw.fait. 


Here .are:patterns by the thousand, falling one upon another; 
ine asthtonts by ee ee iron. rail. 

‘Neécessity:! you're surely not:this:new invention’s mother), 
Heére-are maritime disasters»on a fast increasing: scale. 

ay lL a ladies, as an ordinary being 

‘ou think I’ve time:to tackle more than one:of these a day ? 

Y6bil-never take.a. paper: without half-a-dozen seeing — 

‘With:particulars of each one:liam:bound to beau fait. 


Gan’t: you manage to oblige me(I am sure you're philanthropic 
And of:senatorial wisdom -give:a:smaller daily: dace ? so 
When:at: Westminster they've started any: interesting topic 
They»can -very rarely finish:under “ t 
Can'tyou make the talking members 
Why; to-read them with attention takes me nearly half a day! 
Memmast hang upon a paper likea dozen starving leeches, 
ier Parhament’s. proceedings: theyywould keep themselves au 
ast. 


In)police and civil matters:yomare quite:as: openhanded, 
Giving eight important casesin: asi ernoon. 

If you'd work:it so:big felonsin rotation could be landed, 

h, the topieal performer would accept it as a boon. 

Why:must bankers and directors who have blown a biggish bubble 
Be. presented.toshis: Worship half-a-dozen imaday ¢ 

Make,’em naughty seriatim, you. would save:the:writer trouble, 
And he'd get a chance of keeping with:thesevidence amfuse. 


"Fates! the world is wicked and the populace is:growing, 
mre and accidents are spreadimg like the ill-conditioned>weed ; 
BY¥om theearth’s remotest corners.’ neath the ocean e erare- flowing, 
Streams of weighty information which a fellow’s bound to read. 
If you will not stop the torrent of occurrence and disaster, 
He must dedicate to reading ev'ry second of the day. 
Dwenty; thousand :varied subjects take a zoodish time to master, 
“And ‘his editor expectshim with the lot:to bevus fait. 


NEW. LEAVES. 


The Sign of the Silver Flagon :('Tinsley, Brothers)! is:the title given by 
Mr. Farjeon to his last complete: work. This,.im: accordance with a 
new phase'in'the:history of serial stories; has, we ‘believe, been running 
in several provincial papers-at. one: time, thereby giving its author a 
short cut on the road to fame and, it is to be hoped, fortune. The 
title is, perhaps, the least happy. part of the story; as we do not come 
upon its reasen; an’ ancient. hostelry,; till just before: the end; and 
thomgh it. may: be admitted: that. the: incidents. enacted: therein: are 

enough: in-all conscience; there:are other seenes: in other 
spote»which: would have: been better adapted for the title: page of a 
modérn'novel. ‘The critic has a:pleasant. task who cannot: find. more: 
fault withia ‘book than: that. its: title: is illsehosen; that: is; if critics. 
r ys‘are’in the: habit.of. reading. the works they: criticise, which, 
Judging by results, we often very much:doubt. That:there are other 
and more serious faults:in the Silver Flagon we are aware, but as 
they are more than balanced by along list of special merits we have 
het.spaceto enter upon,.it would be unfair to detail what. they are. 
Though itis: nice to point. out the defeetsiof a book, and leave the 
reader.to discover:its:claims on consideration: for himself, we will for 
once forego that principal pleasure of the reviewer, and only refer to 
the fresh and novel description. of Australian life and Australian 
settlers. We saw it noted im a‘ scholarly”’ article that these same 
deseriptions.are the; result of studying, Never Tvo Late.to.Mend:. With 
]ust-one, trifling exception.this. dogmatic utterance:may be: accepted as: 
facts: Mi, Farjeon.was.for some. years. a: resident. in: our, Austra'ian. 
colonies, travelling and seeing what was to be seen, while Mr. Reade’s 


¢ 


A widely different story from the foregoing is Mr. Mackay’s Popular 
Idi (Bentley), though it, too, treats of subjects much misunderstwod in 
Ehglan, misunderstood in every country but Erin, and apparently, 
not authoritatively settled even there. Written by an Irishman, many 
Inishmen willdissent from it and its opinions, and opponents of views 
expressed.anayrsay that Mr. Mackay seemsato know more about another 
island thamhe»does about his owm island: home. We allude to “the 
island ‘of. Bohemia,’ which seems :to. have» been carefully studied, with 
practical results;.by our author; and maybe. his adegiance belungs to 
it rather than.to the more verdant sput-—first flower of the earth, first 
gem: of thesea,.though it be. Though Mr. Mackay's:pathos.ia not to 
be.depended: on, he» possesses: a vein of satire which, if not. of: the 
poi ** polished razor ’’ kind, is none the worse-for that—and none 
theless: dieither. A good many of the characters seemto 
‘bes sketched from: the. life; and: if the topular Jdvi. does nos make 
certain. Home: Rulers. feel more. Irish tham usual, they’ will. have 
nobody.to. blame but themselves for their: calm: but. inconsistent: con- 
dition. They certainly: will not be able to biame the author: 

The- Book for Every Day (Nimmo) includes the. 29th of February-as 
well, and, as this.is Leap Year, maybe considered a. seasonable prox 
duction: It. is a) hamdsomely bound: volumes of. 600. pages, well 
illustrated, and containing so varied a..mass-offact, fiction, und flight 
of:fanoy, that it is.almcst-impossible to. open itwwithout: tinding some- 
thing ;to. arrest. the: attention, irrespective of day or: date; so perhaps 
the.word:‘‘ every.” is.even more correctly used: tham was originally, 
inteadeds. 

Fér-an good; honest; downright: category of charges: worthy of the 
days: when newspapers were not and pamphlets did therworlkof parties, 
coramend iusto a. brochure. directed against the Charity sALiOn 

i .whieh, as it. is: nearly, all; quotation and) i seams 







?’| intended; ifthe work is: correctly done, for the purpese of conyvi 


Organisers-out.of their own organic utterances. The, titleis pitehed 
in so high:akey that: we refrain from reproducing more: than.thiedfites: 
words:ot it; 4m Inguiry (Logsdon; W hittaker-street, 8. W:), and asave 
believe: the: Organisation: Society is very anxious to’ clear iteslfiof 
_current'opinion, shall await. with some impatience the official rejoinder: 
Sketches (Menzies) is a clever little: book which should: 
make the eyessof all Scots resident in remote regions, such. aadiomdon 
and Paris, water as they read and remember: Atheniam Auld) Reskie: 
and the: lovely. Land o’ Cakes. Proyided. the: eyes of Neotehmen: 
resident’ abroad ever do water atthe recolleetion of. anything bat. 
‘‘Campbeltown,”’ minced.collops;amd@ihaggiss. Perhaps: “ Hic,’ who 
seems a kindly. Scot.indeed, andia cléver: one: to boot; will: inform, 
Faiting him we» shail have to: apply to the London Scutt.sh\Journat, 
which basevidently been instituted tor the purpose of putting Scotch» 
men —— with: that, as. yet, undiscovered portion.of, the globe thas 


The-second volume of 4// the World Over (Cook and Son) more than 
realises the promise held out by its predecessors, and will be found 
useful, asan awakener of: the memory or elevator of the hopes—as 
experience, youth, or occasion may require. Une Hundred Years a 
Kepublie (hribner} is more American than humorous, and: the draw- 
ings are. worthy of. a. much. earlier stage in the: hi . of the 
United States. The Profe«sor s: tocket: Hovk (Radall, Carte, and Uo.) :is 
intended for those professors.of imusie»who carry their professions into 
practice, and as an example to them fulfils its primary. intention. 

We had. thought. of: giving, a. few: lines. to some samples of the 
Russian ‘Téa, under the usual. Magazine head, but remembering that 
this novelty,is not.oaly.not gunpowder, but. very unlike it, wedesisted 
é6ven more.sud thanis our wont, and find. a word here for these, 
newest..of new leaves: ‘Chose who: have not tried the: cup which: 
eteeteras but not elaborates in its latest form. haven't tasted it at all). 
and so we advise them to rush an’ tea while it's to be had and the. 


water's boiling, 





A Littie. Touched. 

DestveRine a lecture, atthe London Institute, upon precious stones, 
tabernacles, sealskina, small. apothecaries, and himself, Mr. Ruskin 
stated. that. ‘he. always. liked: to. talk about: things that could: be 
touched.’ The. (according. to the Ztmes); slightly incoherent philoso- 
pher should have little: difficulty im: finding a head for his next 
discourse. 


A Cestumary Thing. 
A soctaL: Munchausen always reserves: his best stories for dinner 
patties. Then all the gentlemen are in swallow-tales, 


Wuy are the English heavens like a pu lic prosecutor?—Beeause 
they're always arraigning. 
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LAUDATOR TEMPORIS ACTI. 


Ancient Mariner (to his youngest) :— Wei, IF YOU LIKES THE GIRL WHY DON’T YOU GO AND TELL HER 80, ’ENERY. I MIND THE 
T1mzk—I’D MARRIED YOUR MOTHER—AH, AND DONE MY SIX MONTHS FOR WOPPIN HER TOO—LONG AFORE I WAS YOUR AGE; BUT, LOR , THERE 
AIN'T NO SPERET IN YOUTH NOW-A-BAYs!” 


Rainn Sma ee Sm 


Ke : 


UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


Tuat Messrs. Rothschild are so disgusted with Mr. Lowe’s remarks 
about their “‘Com”’ that they have founded a Society for the Suppression 
of Bicycles with the money. That Mr. Marwood has been insulted by 
a School-board officer offering to shake hands with him. That a well- 
known M_P. has determined to “ witch the World with noble Hors- 
manship.” That atear of Mr. Bates’s has been forwarded to the 
Nautical Depét of South Kensi Museum. That the Queen 
wishes to be called “‘The Padi of India" as a compliment to 
Ireland. That the overture to the Zo is considered a standard musical 
work at the Extremely New Academy of Music. That M. Buffet has 
taken to pronounce his final letter since the French elections. That 
the inventor of the Real Ice Rink has been requested by the G. N. R. 
te provide it with a ready-made snowstorm, to be available in case of 
accidents.’ That the man who was fined £8 for being cruel to his cow 
went home and kicked his wife because he wanted a cheap luxury. 
' That the new play at the Olympic has been criticised Gas pro and 
Gas con., and is very much Gas altogether.. That the Hansom women 
at the rinks are all four-wheelers. 


+ 


Uneasy Circumstances. 

In a stationer’s window last week we read, appended to the 
portrait of a famous prima donna, this mournful d, “ Patti! 
reduced to 10d.!’’ Poor young woman, she will be compelled to 
her diamonds ! 

A Counter Ieuirant.—A pushing shopman. 


HIS PICK AND SPAN. 


Now war at last from his racked country fades, 
Alfonso has his pick of ills to banish ; 

Though swords are sheathed, he needs his sharpest blades 
To make things look a little spick and Spanish. 


Audi Alter ’em—but Don’t Part ’em. 


Tux Reverend Mr. Cook, of Devilish notoriety, has seen fit to preach 
@ sermon inst the law of the land, and to call it ‘‘an iron lever 
which would compel him to do wrong.”” Mr. Cook uses his mechanl- 
cal figure in the wrong place. He should have applied it to Mr. 
Jenkins the disbe-lever who will compel him to do right. Our 
printer’s boy says he’s glad Cook's been a Kitchen’ it. So what 
about the personality of the devil now, Mr. Jenkins? 


Oh Law! 

In consequence of certain memorials, all the Law Offices and Courts 
will henceforward be closed at two on Saturday. The croakers who 
prophesied that the weekly half-holiday would lead to lawlessnes? 
were right after all. 


A Curious Gift. 

Tus Fishmon have presented one hundred guineas to the 
British Hospital for Incurables. It is understood that if the donors 
come across any herrings that are incurable they may claim a free 
admission for them. 








i U N —Marce 1, 1876. 
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BEE-ATTITUDE. | 
By One \wHo HAs STUDIED THE GAME. 


Ones ataSpelling Bee 
Muchly they:bothered me, 
Made me directly: we'di started their butt. All 
Said ‘I .was wrong to try— 
Gave nie good reason why. 
‘“ Blow it!’ thonght I, “ilet’s invest in a Nuttall!” 


Next.at another “spell” 
\Wildly :I-tried;.and well, 
Yet I went:down ’fore.a\regular caulker.— 
“ When that I next essay 
‘No oneshall me dismay, 
Guided I’ll\be! by a bobsworth. of Walker ! ”’ 
Reading my ‘Walker.throngh, 
‘sNow," thought: I, * this'll do, 
Fortune forgives me-though often I’ve cursther.” 
Alas ! for the chance of worth! 
Soon was I borne to earth, 
Worcested by one who. was ‘‘nnts’’ upon Worcester 


Conscious of merit’s claim, 
Once more I tried for fame. 
Floored ?— yes, again, by:a:naval word—sponson 
Argument wouldn't wash— 
Judges said, ‘‘Oh, what: bosh! ” 
When. I. exclaimed,’ “‘Why; it isn’t in Johnson !”’ 
Tired being solemn, sad, 
Mourning o’er luck so: bad :— 
“Now comes the time for your ill-luck to ebb. Stir 
Out:and: be doing, man ! 
Here’s yet another plan— 
Save: up your coppers and purchase a Webster! ”’ 


Still it remained the same, 
Croppers I constant. came, 
Ogilvie, Latham, or Richardson’s learning. 
Not once a prize J took, 
Not once by hook or crook 
In this long lane could I find e’erfa turning. 
This is the lesson taught, 
Worthy and wisdom-fraught : , 
Den’t with hard words be your brain-overtasking. 
If you.can’t win the ‘. 
Get up a Bee yourself— 
Spelling's quite easy when you do the asking. 


5 
N 


‘“CRUEL ONLY TO BE .KIND.”’ 


AMONG many and diverse opinions expressed as.to the merits of the 
Gascon, at the Olympic, is one of asmore than usually ambiguous kind. 
It appears in.a sporting paper—sporting papers seem ‘just.now to be 
quite a comfort to authors and actors:who are being badly treated by 
what used to be considered the authoritative portion of the press in 
matters dramatic—and runs thus: — ‘‘ Mr. Hemry Neville, as the 
Gascon, is well-fitted with the part of a showy and boastful young 
man, who, with many pretensions to the character of a gentleman, is, 
after all, but a somewhat pitiful creature.” From the context. we fancy 
this was intended to be .complimentary,.and. trust Mr. Neville-¢may 
find it so. The “ eternal fitness ef: things’ peeps out, however ;; and 
it is only right that a sporting paper: should be found a fit medium for 
a pen that considers no statement well made until itis well “‘ hedged,” 
and about which one might take “the long odds” as.to its.meaning 
anything but what its writer intended. Providing, of course, that.its 


writer had any intention beyend the intention of slinging so many dips | 


of hitherto harmless ink on so much heretofore immocent.and otherwise 
profitably. unemployed: paper. 


Cum grano. 

Tue Egyptian special of a daily contempo gravely narrates that 
the Khedive of Egypt daily consumes a colme kind of rice-which | 
costs ‘him ‘£50 a «mouthful, or about a ‘louis a-grain. To properly 
appreciate that rice over here : it requires to ‘be:taken with .a grain of | 
something else—say salt. | 





Imp-pertinence. 
A conTEMPORARY remarks, “ Nothing is so ridiculous as to see a 
small boy of abouttwelve:or ‘thirteen: smoking a(cheap cigar, and 
ing over the railings:in .H Park, evidently i he is 
doing the:eorzect thing.” ‘Ridscnleus! We should \ the :ecene 
imp-poaing. 


A Bans, Foor.— Naturally, one that.is only twelve inches. 
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BEES CASTING A SPELL. 
“ And hear the buzzing sound of busy bees! ’’"—Old Poet. 








‘“PERKINS‘S PAMPHLET.” 


Mr. Meneravus Perxins was eccentric in his style ; 
He lived by stringent rules, and was habitually thrifty, 
His philosophic visage was iltumined with a smile,— 
His time of life was something on the shady side of fifty. 
Political Economy he fancied was his forte— 
He always had a strong desire to benefit the:masses. 
So, once he vowed tortravel and to faithfully —— 
The manners and-the-customs of the Lower Working Classes. 


Said he, “I'll pena pamphlet on the cares they undérgo, 
And call the world's attention to their poverty and ‘trials ; 
At once I'll makew pilgrimage to savoury Soho, 
And contemplate the regions of the ‘ roughs’ in Seven Dials. 
And there I’1L stady»eharacter— the denizens I'll 
And struggleto\ameliorate their woe-begone on ; 
The welfare of the ‘ navvy’ I'll endeavour to promote, 
To educate.the ‘coster ’ shall become my earnest mistion.”’ 
He armed himself-withimackintosh, with pocket- books and’ gamp,” 
Togen with ‘a°map’through London's thoroughifires te guide 
im ; 
But lo! upon artiving at the Lower Orders’ camp, 
Our friend was deeply grieved to find them noisily deride him. 
Alas! the low inhabitants were awfully irate, 
They tittered at ‘his queries and benevolent suggesti ms ; 
called hia sandry epithets (which here I needa’ t-wtate) 
Saying, “‘ Wot’s yer little game a-coming askingof! usquettiom |" 
In fact he was assaulted by the population's dregs, 
For his prying had aroused them to a pugilistic fever ; 
They pelted him with ca stumps and questionable 
Deetroyed his little pocket-book-and jamiped upon his 
He hurried from their territory, bursting*into tears, 
Affrighted by the yelling of the costers'and their lasses ; 
And he steadfastly declares that if he lives a thousend yeas, 
He'll never strive to elevate the Lower Level Masses. 
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THE ART OF BEING SURPRISED. 


Tusre is no device so efficacious in gaining one’s end, or in crush- 
ing an adversary, as a well-contrived air 0 astonishment. While 
inspiring the observer with awe and wholesome fear of a his 
foot in it by further pertinacity, it oftentimes convinces his 
error when he has committed none. Further than this, it enables the 
practiser of the art to avoid explanations which might be embarrassing, 
and causes the opponent to give in, lest he supply further ground for 
astonishment. A slight admixture of anger will sometimes give the 


expedient ter force. 
Fiore oe 4 0 examples of this beautiful art. 


No. I.—THE REMORSEFUL HOUSEWIFE. 





s 


3 
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Hovsswirs. Just Jook at this leg of mutton, Mr. Trimmins. 
Smell it! Tainted isn’t the word! 

Burcuzr. Tainted, mum! Bless my soul, impossible! You 
astound me! Can’t be! Never heard of such a thing in my life! 
We've had no other complaints ! 

Hovsewirsz. Well, of course, if you're quite sure—but—a—don't 
you think it is just—just a little bit—a—— ? 

Burcuer. Im ble, mum! You overwhelm me with astonish- 
ment! I shall faint! I never heard of suchathing! Nobody else 
has complained of that leg o’ mutton ! 

Hovsswirz. Well, I really beg your pean for my suspicions— 
I may have been a little rash. Still I had an idea that it might be a 
trifle—ahem—— ! 

Butrcuger. Good gracious! Give meair! Fan me! T'-1-TarntED! 
I shall die ! 

Hovsswirr. No—no—no! Don’t die,Mr. Trimmins! It’s the best 
mutton I ever saw. I’m so sorry! Let me bathe your temples. Can 
you, ean you forgive me ? 


No. II.—THE CONVINCED CUSTOMER. 
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Harrsr. ‘“ Not suit you,” sir? Dear, dear me! I am so grieved 
to hear say so—I'm so surprised. I was just saying to my own 
heart; “‘ Heavens! how it becomes him!’ This blow is so su —_ 
it is too—too much ! 

Customer. But—forgive mo—isn’t it—rather—too large ? 

Harrer. Too tarcr! I gaip! Had you even said too small— 
but roo tarcz! Where's m grees 

Customer. Here! Dear Mr. yderwaike It isn’t too large! 
N oo too er ne ee Oe > es 

TTER. y, you like an angel in it! It gives you a 
ssaphio expecnsion | But you did pain n.2 so! nee, 

Customer. You are right, dou I will complain no more. 
Here is thrice the price of the article. Good usy! Bless you! 





No. DIL—THE GRATIFIED OCTOGENARIAN. 
















Prupent ACQUAINTANCE.— Why, you never mean to tell me you 
have given up all ideas of matrimony! You—who are so full of—of 
youth and spirits! 

OcroGENARIAN. Oh, I am no longer young—at least not extremely 

oung—not of tender age. On the contrary I am long past thirty. 
ou are surprised ? 

P. AcavainTance. I am indeed surprised! I should have put yon 
down for some nineteen summers! Well this passes everything I 
ever——! But you jest? You play upon me? You practise some 
gentle deception—s: me virtuous conceit ? 

OcToGENARIAN. No! I assure you I speak truly. 

P. AcavamsTance. It cannot be! You are sofresh—so lovely! 

OctocENARIAN. Ring the bell for my lawyer. I will make a fresh 
will. You are a very agreeable person— you cannot be praised too 
much ! 


No. IV.—_THE ABASHED DINER. 
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Warter. What will you drink, sir? 

Diner. Give me a glass of water. 

Warren. I—I—beg pardon? Give you wnat? 

Drvzr. I—oh—that is—a half-pint of four ale. 

Warren. Eh?—Really! Bless my soul! I don’t quite catch—[ 
don’t understand! 

Daorsr. You confuse me—I beg your pardon; J—a—asked for * 
glass of—ahem—stout. 

Warrer. Do [ dream? Am I mad? Stout? Catch me, some- 
body! Stout—with turbot ? 

Diver. I—don’t fall!—I should have said a—a—half-pint of diy 
sherry—of course, dry sherry. 

Warrse. You have lacerated my bosom. I was deceived in you, 
ony inbeltecgint! Begone shame! I will fetch it, though 1° 

me 

Divsr. Nay—stop! I would not have it kill you! I am covered 
with confusion—I shall never hold up my head again! I meant bottle 
of your finest Sauterne—Chablis— Hock ! 

alter. I breathe again. Let us forget the past. You stall 

have the beverage. | 





No. V.—_THE CONQUERED CATECHIST. 
Carscuist. Ah! talking of Spelling Bees, you know, I've often 
thought the word Xiphirrhynchusg was rather a puzzler, eh? 
Unczrtain OrntnoGrapuist. Eh? oh, yes—I suppose it would b*. 
I expect those Turkish Bonds——. 
Carzcuist. Now I dessay that word would floor lots of people— 
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course. 


7 Don’t you? Why I don’t believe there’s ten people I know who 

3 wouldn’t get in a muddle—. 

Un. Oxtuoc. Ah! No—I dessay not—I mean I dessay yes, of 

That was rather a bad collision ‘ 

Carecuist. Now, there's you and me, forinstance. We can spell 
aswell as most, but when we come to that word it’s.ten to.one-——. 

Un. Ortuoc. Yes—of course—ten to one; so it is, you know. 





Shall you go to the boat-race this y—— ? 


CatecHist. Why, if the truth were known, I don’t believe you 


could spell Xiphirrhynchus ? 


Un. Ortnoe. ‘What! Do you mean to insinuate that I——? 
Catrecuist. No—no. Don’t take offence. I say, I deessay you 


couldn’t quite spell Xiph—— 
Un. Ontuoc. Am-—am I—how am I to.take this, sir? 


I’ve-never been so. insulted in my life! And this is the friend I’ve 
cherished so. long !—7Zhis—Tuis! Zounds, sir! I’m suffocating! 
Quit my presence, sir, or _I-cannot answer.for the consequences. Not 
spell Sippy— and soon! You-shall hear more of this 


! 








Catecuist. I’m really very sorry. I meant no off ‘ 


Un. Ontuoa. 
Catechist.) By Jove, a narrow escape! 


Begone, sir; we are friends no more. 


wonder what letter it begins with ? 


THE INCUBUS. 


‘THERE is a blundering piece of humanity 
Everybody on earth must have seen ; 
Ever so long has his clumsy inanity © 
Haunted and galled me wherever I’ve been. 
When at a ball one is-waltzing with dignity, 
Round that:detestable persanage goes, 
Wearing an innocent. smile of benignity, 
Heavily bouncing ; and treads on your toes. 
Why, you could strangle the miscreant, verily— 
Pulverise every bone in his.skin !— 
Only he blunders so blaridly and merrily, 
One is obliged to forgive him, and grin! 
Then at the rink, as you follow the crowd abont, 
Gracefully cutting, with infinite care, 
Figures you ve recently learnt, and are proud about— 
Look, to your safety! ,the blunderer’s there! 
Clumsily jolly, and mighty of chest, he comes 


What a horrible word! I 


KUN. 103 


ultimately have arrived at a far different goal. It says much for the 
dazzling superiority of these two painters, that though they were 
essentially different from each other in style and treatment, they stood 
comparatively alone as representatives of the poetic im, art, and sod is 
not to be wondered that in time they were always elassed : 
No other reason can be given fer adesire to couple works. which, seen 
in their entirety, are widely different. We trust all those, who saw 
the Walker collection will not fail-to visit M. Deschamp’s gallery now, 
and judge for themselves of the relative merits of two men »who were 
doomed, alas ! to be more united in.deathithan ever they were in life. 
Pinwell never exhibited in oil, was perhaps a unique specimen of a 
successful. painter who had never exhibited even the smallest geasure 
of his capacity:in those halls of dazzling. artistic light presided. over 
by the proud Forty. ‘There are, however, abundant evidences of 
Pinwell's desire to:shine as a painter in oil, and from the namber.of 
his sketches for a big picture of Vanity Fair, he seems to have been 
a great believer.in' Banyan. Though it is by no means the mest 
ambitious a his completed-works,,we should feel disposed ta.give 
the palm to “ A Seat in St. James's Park,” and next.to,that to “ Land- 
lerd and Tenant,’’ both of which are full of the exquisite deeling and 
tenderness characteristic of Pinwell’s-work. Fain would we continue, 
and express our admiration of the beauty.and delicacy, as well.astruth 
to nature, exhibited in many other works, but we bave.as it .isjrun 
considerably past the-end of our usual-tether, and havenly aew room 
to repeat the wish that all who love art for art’s sake alone. will not 
allow the Pinwell.collection to be scattered for ever before ‘they /have 
thoroughly enjoyedit. 

It is not at all surprising that the episode. of Joxin Bleak House 
‘should be fixed upon for dramatic representation, stillless is it to be 
wondered that this realisation of Dickens's designashould be extremely 
popular with the Briti-h public. Mr. Edgar Bruce has-made Jo his 
‘sheet-anchor at the Globe, and though we areinclined.to/think there 
are other houses where the chances of suveess 4vould havebeen greater, 
if a theatre is to be judged by its previous fortunes, thigis. much more 
the speculator’s business than ours. Mr. Bruce has provided a healthy 
and pleasurable form of entertainment, and if it were for this alone we 
should wish him heartily success; but the work has intrinsio merits of 
its own which should command consideration. ‘Lhe acting is in-seme 
parts admirable —Mzr. Flockton, Miss Jenny Lee, apd Miss Drammond 
most worthily dividing the honours, though .omithe first night 
an attempt was made to introduce the element of friendship at the 
expense of ability. This is, however, so often the case elsewhere, and 
is as a rule so much more successful than it was at the Globe, that we 
can afford to pass the attempt over, merely remarking that it was made. 
The minor parts are, as a whole, well played, and there seems to be no 
reason'why Jo-should not reap as much reward at heme as it is said 
has been its share abroad. 

With his usual alacrity in catering for current tastes, Mr. Hollings- 
head has produced at the Gaiety a wild and weird novelty called 4 
Spelling Bee, which, while it defies all criticism, gives Mr. Toole and 
Miss.Farren splendid opportunities for obtaining roars of og of 
which they avail themselves just as splendidly. Wefangied Mr. Toole 
had reached his height of absurdity in the last act/of Tottses, and sthat 
the audience had laughed their laugh out ; but it is astonishing what a 
reserve fund of risibility there is always on hand when.proparly drawn 
demands gre made upon it. 

Among events well -worthy of notice, but of a kind rarely touched 
upon out of the columns of a sporting, paper, the.recent, billiard match 
between Roberts and Timbrell is to be found foremost. Timbrell,,who 
according to the form shown by him in his native Liverpudlian 
locality, should have -had a fine chance with ) points in 1,000, 
seemed to have left his ability behind,.a mot unusual experience among 
young men ,from the country. ‘The. champion, .vn the other hand, 













(Exit 


I Heavily .rolly and jerky in style— 

Always the opposite way to the rest he re though he started indifferently, and made no '\< break.during ‘the 
. Always displaying his innocent smile! evening, showed a gancral mastery of the situativ: and gontrol. ofthe 
Then he capsizes you, hurting you fearfully balls marvellous to behold. No wonder, then,tht |'imbrell first bepame 
° (Possibly rolling atop of you, too)— demoralised, and. soon went.all to pieces, leaving {toberts.to win as he 
Still, when you look at him smiling so cheerfully, liked. A sporting, and. possibly occasionally dramatic, writer who 
y What can you—bother him !— What can you do? was present remarked that the definition of the word Timbrell would 
aaa in future have to be altered—a ——s to be pleret. a not on. 
| Ourownnotion wasthat Roberts did liter dly “‘soundthe land Pimbgell ”’ 

. HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. and found him to be particularly lige mabe he was done with. 
Tx Pinwell Exhibition, to which we devoted a very few words last | Differing very materially from the billiard player, the Liverpool 
d week, claims a good deal more attention, and is worthy of much more | minstrels now performing at the Philharmonic [‘heatre seem to have 
e elaborate criti: ism, than we can afford to bestow on it. Looking developed an excess of ability and humour: they are certainly deter- 
round the walls so lately occupied by the works of. another master- | mined to leave a most favourabte impression on the-minds of .metro- 

Il spirit, Walker, we cannot help wondering what guides those who trace | politans. ‘The skaters are alone worth going 4 long journey topsee. 











& similarity in the two men’s work, or say that the art of the present 
exhibitor was based on a-study of his predecessor. Like they were, 
Certainly, inasmuch as ‘they were both ardent worshippers at the 
One shrine, destined to be cut off before either had developed 
his full powers, before -either had reached that maturity which 
Promised so gloriously for the world of .art. Both young men had an 
earnest.and wonderful appreciation of the beautiful, :and each strove 
hard to realise his ideal ‘Set each took a different road, and would 


Qn their Metal. 
Tue trade of Darlington has materially increased sinece:the Prince 
of Wales took to boar-spearing in India. The ameunt.of ony 
employed at home is also supposed to have something to dw it. 


AppITION TO THe Peeracs.— The Lady Help. 
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Farmer Brown (who will have his joke) :—“ Hutio, JoHNson, WHAT DO YOU CALL THEM THINGS,—POINTEKS ?” 
Johnson (whose temper has been recently soured) :—“‘ Yx*, POINT-BLANKERS, AND BLANKED BLANK AT THAT, TOO!” 


POSITIVELY COMPARATIVE. 


Lorp Lytton, the new Sub-Autocrat, Deputy-Emper>r, Assistant- 
Padishah, Viceroy, or waeneret we we Comers oes of 
impesnive imperiality will entitle him to be y the time ts 
out to India, has, we see by the daily papers, been honouring Mr. 
Charles Watkins, of Parliament-street, with several sittings for por- 
traits. And so the result of the Kaiser-General’s affirmative to Mr. 
Watkins's request is bound to end in several “negatives” of a most 

itive”"’ kind Queerious this, and yet it is quite in accordance 
with modern science and the latest inveation of Mr. Disraeli. 





Brotherly Love. 


A GunTLEMAN who constantly writes about himself in an amphi- 
bious weekly paper, under the more or less erroneous impression 
that he is benefiting human nature and widening the borders of 
civilization, gave an additional item of information to the world 
recently. He says, with all the dignity of print, ‘‘ My motto has been, 
‘love me, love my monkey.’” In the face of such originality of senti- 
ment, and abnegation of self, one naturally refrains from making the 
somewhat pertinent inquiry,— how, in the name of common serise and 
feeling—having complied with one portion of the request, friends 
either near or at a distance could have failed in respect to the other ? 


Hesrew ConrectTionrry.—Jew-jewbs, 


TE 












TURNERESQUE. 
The House, Hanwell, Leap Year. 

Sm,—Ever since Mr. Gladstone relinquished the Leadership of the 
Liberal Party I have entertained suspicions as to his ultimate object 
I believe it to be the wresting from Mr. Disraeli the Leadership of 
the Conservatives. I am confirmed in this opinion by his recep: 
acceptation of the freedom of the Turners’ Company. He is now free 
to turn. You need not consider this as confidential, and may publish 
it if you like. Yours eternally, 
My X mark. 
[ We do publish it; but if the writer is really in Hanwell he should be 

at once turned owt, as he is evidently in-sane.— Ep. ] 


The Glace of Fashion. 


‘Prorssson GAmMGER has inaugurated a real ice rink, which ” 
nomenclates a Glaciarium. This should be the realicesation of tbe 
rinker’s wildest dream. 


Psycho-logical. . 
Masxkexynz is not Cook, but Cook is certainly masculine. 


APPROPRIATE Dewicacy For A ScuHooL, Boarp InspEecroR 8 Tea.> 


A Rag,m-muffin. 


RS QUININE W] 


“ We ocan bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard. N 
“I find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 


SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON; 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C. 








Printed by JUDD & CO.. Phoonix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, March 1, 1876. 
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MUCH MISSTAKEN. 


(1) Johnson, who lodges with old lady (2) that has a pretty grand-daughter, (3) whom J. has more than once kissed en the stairs. (4) ‘‘ One dark night ”’ 


he prepares for afresh attempt. 
daughter. (8) This is the lady he has kissed. 


(5) Hearing the footstep, he steals the usual, and (6) descends the stairs. On arriving at the bottom (7) he meets the grand- 








HE AND SHE. 


He was a coroner. She was his housemaid. He made a speech, 
and said employers who discharged their servants without furnishing 
& couple of rooms for them, and allowing them a weekly pension, were 
moral murderers. She read his remarks, and all about a girl who 
stopped in a cold bath too long. She smashed his property and drank 

is sherry. He gave her notice, and she offered him the option of the 
two furnished rooms or her dead body and an inquest. He told her 
to go to her mother, and she repudiated the possession of such an 
article. He kicked her out, and she went. But first she stuck a label 
on his front door, “‘1’ve drownded myself in the kurnall ’cos master 
ain’t found me a nome.” He ran after and brought her back, and begged 
her to avoid an inquest, because it would be so disagreeable fer him to 
be lectured by another coroner. She consented, if he doubled her 
wages and let a have her young man to dinner every day. Then 
she pawned his watch and silver candlesticks, and when he accused 
her she threatened “the kurnall” to prove her innocence, and read 
him what a coroner had said about the master of a young woman who 
suicided under similar circumstances. He went down on his knees 
and begged her to forgive him, and doubled her wages again. Then 
she asked him to marry her, and he refused. Off she went to drown 
herself and left a letter for the coroner on her bedroom mantelpiece. 
Then he ran up and down the canal all day, and found her waiting 
for him at the edge with the particulars of her ill-treatment pinned 
to her bonnet, and a postscript to the coroner asking him to “ give it 
to master hot.” Then he married her right away, and two days 
afterwards he had to try the canal remedy himself, and when the 
coroner sat on him he said, “‘ Served him right for making such idiotic 
statements.” But tke slaveys of England blessed his memory, for 
they never got discharged now because their masters and mistresses 
were afraid they'd drown themselves, and it isn’t pleasant to be called 
& murderer and lectured by a bumptious coroner. Still, the slaveys 


hadn’t sufficient gratitude to buy him a twopenny tombstone, so his 
memory survives only in his idiotic speeches and the hearts of the 
mississes he bullyragged. 





VOL. AXILI1. 
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MY CEILING. 


A WHITEWASHED land of hazy dreams, 

It stretches like a sky above me, 
While from its misty depth there gleams 

The glance of eyes that watch and love me. 
When sorrow comes with silent night 

And tear-drops down my cheeks are stealing, 
Hope puts the gloomy clouds to flight 

And paints her pictures on my ceiling. 


Beyond those plaster gates there dwells 
The queen of realms serene and golden— 
A goddess to whose magic spells 
The muse and I are much beholden ; 
She heeds the poet’s plaintive cries, 
Her hidden treasures quick revealing, 
He’s but to lift his longing eyes 
And copy fancies from the ceiling. 


I’m young and poor, and fortune lays 

Her thickest stick about my shoulders ; 
The high-road to my future bays 

Is thickly strewn with jagged boulders. 
On terra firma I’m a slave, 

Before stern masters humbly kneeling,— 
A crownéd king among the brave, 

My sway is boundless—through my ceiling. 
Amid the parching plains of life 

One verdant islet stands for ever— 
A spot where only joy is rife 

And darkness hides the sunlight never. 
Let Fortune fierce her vengeance wreak, 

Sweet Fancy notes my glance appealing, 
And quickly lends me wings to seek 

The peaceful land beyond my ceiling. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 8 1876. 
[Carroon. ] 


TOO LATE AWAKE; 


OR, 


BEWARE OF POLITICAL PROCRASTINATION. 


‘Twas once upon a time gone by, when England ruled the waves, 
And English people swore they'd never, never give up slaves, 
Ward Hunt the Tory skipper said, ‘‘ Just let me have one try, 
And soon ll alter these affairs, or know the reason why.” 


Then English people pined for change, and so they unto him 
Gave over all those battle-ships that on the waters swim ; 

And England that for ages had ruled monarch of the seas 
Soon saw her fleet get less and less—get swallowed by degrees. 


And British tars, who years agone had boasted of their isle, 

And pointed to Trafalgar, Copenhagen, and the Nile, ; 

Now hung their heads, and horror-struck, as each one went his way, 
He'd see, “ Another ironclad gone underneath—this day !”” 


But one alone went undismayed, unmarked by thought or care, 
This one, of course, was Tory Hunt, whose speech was ever fair. 
Said he, “ Brave tars, avast, avast, nay, never pipe all eyes— 

I've had the distance measured safe, and know where each ship lies. 


And surely each of you must see, if you’re but men of “ biz,” 
That nothing’s ever lost outright if you know where it is ; 

And if you doubt my fitness for the task I undertook, 

Not I—but you who put me here must first be brought to book.” 


He ceased, and on his colleagues cast a knowing smile and wink. 

The people overwhelmed with words again forgot to think, 

And when they got their wits to work and said, ‘‘ This muen’t be!” 

They found that every ironclad was safe beneath the sea! 

—o—— 

Te readiness with which persons possessed of the proverbial brief 
authority play the equally proverbial fantastic, tricks is shown in 
many and most various ways. But difficult as it is to decide as to 
who are most entitled to the palm, we think, upon mature considera- 
tion, that coroners’ juries, when acting under the direction of certain 
coroners, are by far the most worthy. Especially since new functions 
have been developed by these congeners of Sir Charles Dilke’s 
Unreformed Corporations. Passing over the recent dictum of a deputy 
sub as to the providential duties of those who dare to discharge 
servants, we come to a verdict recently delivered with the fall con- 
currence of a coroner in full bloom—a verdict of manslaughter against 
the owners of property in the Liverpool-road, on which an old woman 
happened to injure hereelf to the death. The verdict of manslaughter 
having been returned, it was necessary to find some person on whom 
to serve the coroner's warrant, and also some name with which to 
fill in an important blank in the same official document. This, with 
about the same measure of consideration which had characterised 
previous proceedings, was accordingly done, and a not unnatural 
result was that when the wretched culprit was‘arraigned at the 
Central Criminal Court to answer for ‘his crime, he was found to be 
the wrong man altogether! What, we should like to know, could be 
more calculated to bring into supreme contempt that: small portion of 


the majesty of the law which belongs to coroners’ courts? Surely | 


Dr. Hardwicke should have known that the private owners of the 
public highway were hardly the people to be treated in this dis- 
courteous and summary fashion— at all events, if he felt it his duty 
to strike terror into their hearts, it would have been well for him to 
discover at whom he was smiting, and not go to work in this foolish 
fashion. It is almost a pity that when Dr. Hardwicke attended the 
Old Bailey for the purpose of explaining, no explanation was con- 
ridered suitable in regard to such a transparent mistake. Other- 
ue be _— neve ere — advantage — there is, after all, some 
ignity about our Co inquiry—when proper] judici 
melised quiry properly and judicially 
en 

_ Tuxat most eccentric of eccentric geniuses, Mr. Charles Reade, who 
is constantly being provoked by the presence of pen and paper, was 
never nearer the truth than he is in his letter to the Telegraph on the 
relative positions of starving sempstress's and overfed servants. By 
all means, Mr. Reade, let this ¥ gentility, whose end is early 
death, or worse, be cast to the winds, and let there be no shame about 
honest industry as bestowed on “service.” It only wants a few more 
such sensible outspoken to completely alter the aspect of 
our domestic life, and drive the hongry needlewoman and that useless 
encumbrance, the lady-help, from “ Anglo-Sexony ” for ever. 


Wuart French Newspaper should Restive Horses Subscribe to ?— 
Le Journal Pour Rear. 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


THE OTHER SIDE OF THE QUESTION, 
(A Conversation without much Fun in tt.) 


No. I. 


IRST HUMANITARIAN 
(enthusiastically). What a 
splendid fellow the British 
sailor is, isn’t he? How 
brave! How noble! 
Ssconp HuMANITARIAN 
(gushingly). . Ah—rather! 
- What a shame to delay about 
that ‘‘ Merchant Shipping 
Bill!” What a scandalous 
thing to send him to sea to be 
murdered! Let’s sign a peti- 
tion to the Government about 
it ? 
Fraser H. (as before). Wewill! Have you ever seen a British tar? 
Szconp H. Only a long way off—but I’ve read about him in | 
novels, you know. He is indeed noble, self-sacrificing, brave——. 
First H. Let’s go and mingle with him—we shall be able to 
support our case better if we judge for ourselves about him. I'm | 
sure we shall find him noble—— 
Seconp H. Self-sacrificing—— | 
First H. Brave! By the way, what a curious thing it is that 
so few women ever escape from wrecks, isn’t it ? 
Seconp H. (uncomfortably), Eh? Oh—well—yes; but of course | 
it’s their own fault—eh ? | 
Frast H. (with a sudden uneasiness). Oh—why—oh, of course! 


Fmst H. Just escaped 
from a wreck—eh? Poor 
fellow— how you must 
have suffered! How did 
it happen ? 

Canpip Sartor. Well 
—yer see, I ain't certain 
about it! I was so 
frightened like, I lost my} j 
wits. I may ha’ bin on'} , 
my ed all the time, for;, ; 
all I know. p} | 

Sreonp H. 
course you did some- 
thing ? Lowered the 
boats — helped at the 
pumps—— ? 

C. Saror. No, I ay 
dunno as I did. There were a lot o’ women a-screemin’ about, an | 
I b'live I ’elped ’em. 

First H. (reassured). Ah! I’m glad you helped them! Thats | 
like a brave fellow ! | 

C. Sarton. ’Elped ’em to scream, I mean. aol 

Fimst H. (depressed). Oh! How many poor fellows escaped 10 | 
the boats ? ; | 

C. Sartor. Well—I shud say about a ’undred, rough calkylation. 

Seconp H. And how many women ? 

C. Sartor. Well—I don’t’ think there warn’t any escaped. We | 
left about a ‘undred odd on beard, when she were a-sinkin’. Yer s°€ 
they was a-tryin’ to crowd inter the boats, so we made ’em git ou! — 
agen. There weren’t any men drowned—not as I knows on. There — 
was one or two women as tried a and at the pumps, but the men was — 
all too frightened. I’ve bin’ in lots o’ wrecks afore. | 

First H. And did the poor fellows generally escape ? 

C. Sartor. Oh, yes—most on ’em. 

Szconpy H. And the women? est 

C. Sammon. Well, I dunno as I ever see any 0’ them escape. Y¢ | 
see the men gener'ly wanted the boats. We allus thought our lives | 
as good as theirs and mostlike a great deal better. “D——d bad | 
oe te get drowned yer know. Don’t ’appen to ’ave 4 quid | 


° 
No. ITI. 


First H. How about that petition to the Government ? 
Ssconp H. Hum——. Some other time! 


[Let amyone who thinks that there is no foundation for the abors 
read the accounts of wrecks, from'time to time, in his newspaper—*” 
if that doesn’t convince and horrify him ——! 
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A RONDEL. 


CuasineG dead leaves along the thick strewn way, 
Madly we hurry for the wind's prey. 
Caught by the colours which false Fancy weaves 
Our godlike youth in aimless sports we slay. 
Fair is the outset ; "tis the goal that grieves, 
Chasing dead leaves. 


Chasing dead leaves! Oh, wife with care-dulled eyes, 
Far back our start upon the journey lies. 
Where is Hope’s harvest, all the golden sheaves ? 
Where of linked lives is now the promised prize ? 
Spring noons are past, we come to Autumn eves, 
Chasing dead leaves. 


Chasing dead leaves! shall Fame not turn to one 
os so brightly in the morning sun? 

Who a verdure that fond youth deceives 
And hides the canker till the race is run: 


Then mocks the clutch of him whose bosom heaves, 
Chasing dead leaves. 


———————————— 
A MONSTROUS CHARGH. 


Tue report of the United States Direct Cable Company mildly 
hints that the frequent breakages in the cable are due to Stock 
Exchange influence, that is to say, certain Capel-court operators are 
in the habit of severing the apparatus at various points between this 
and America. We will not pause to picture Bulls and Bears, tastily 
attired in diving dresses, imitating the her es of Jules Verne’s 
“Twenty Thousand Leagues under the Sea,’ and leading a sub- 
aqueous existence, or to imagine big operators gnawing the cable in 
half with their hungry teeth; let us rather hurry on to the fearful 
possibility which presents itself. If the Stock Exchange men are 
really such ingenious fiends, half the mysterious disasters of modern 
times are accounted for. Might not a Bear of Great Northerns have 
worked up that snow storm? Might not the Sultan of Turkey be a 
London broker in disguise? Might not the army of Don Carlos have 
been com entirely of Stock Exchange clerks whose masters were 
working Spanish bonds. Why, good gracious, there is no knowing 
for what these City speculators are not responsible. Their name is 


henceforth Destiny. 


W onderfal Wonderment. 


A Norts contains the following about a novel match :— 
“ Notice! onders will never cease! To be seen this day: Two 
Bricklayers doing a fair day’s work for a Wager.” The advertiser is 
mistaken. There is much less wonder about two workmen doing a 
fair day’s work for a wager than there would be about seeing them do 
it for a fair day’s pay. We'll pay “gate” cheerfully when brick- 
laying comes to that conditica. 





Bootless Knowledge. 


Somenopy advertises in a daily paper for a brewer, who must not 
be “a black cloth and kid glove one.” We have often wondered what 
some sorts of “ entire’? were made from, but never suspected this. 
Well may the poet have said “ disguised in drink,” and doctors have 
written about the effects of beer upon the coa's of the stomach! 
And this im the face of a stringent Adulteration Act, too! 





Parti-coloured. 

Mr. Goscuen, in his masterly onslaught upon the people responsible 
for the Vanguard disaster, was careful to aseure the House that his 
was not a party attack. And yet he pitched into the balls and 
luncheons given by the squadron. How do you reconcile these facts, 
Mr. Goschen ? a . my 


‘¢ How the Land Lies.” 

A Tetecram from Paris says: “In consequence of the Seine having 
risen, the low-lying places near Paris are inundated.” Anda good 
job too. Low-lying places are incompatible with a republican govern- 
ment, and cold water will do them good. 





Lo, and behold! 
Waar City magnaté’s name is suggestive of drought, and is besides 
in two languages, original and translation ?— Water-l’eau, of course. 





Sone or THE Lapy LirTeR TO HER TRANSPORTED-FOR-LIFE Com- 
* * a > 
PANION.—“ Never again with you, Robbin.” 
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THE VANGUARD. 


A Navti-PARLAMENTABLE BcuRLEsQusg. 


Scene: Interior of the House. Speaker takes chair and forty winks, 
Warp Henr sitting on thorns, GoscHen waiting to sit on W. H. 
Mr. Disrak.i crimping his hair, Sm Joun Hay greasing a Van- 
guard watch with some Canadian of. Various members putting on 
naval expressions from Johnson's Dictionary, Musical member in dark 
corner whistles ‘* Rellicking Rams.” 


SPEAKEK (dreaming). “Come and be a member of the Ro’licking 
Rams.” (Wakes sudden/y.) Your pardon, sira, 1 knew not what I said. 

A strain of yore was floating in rvy head. 

Mr. GoscuEn (rising.) A strain, I think, that suits the subject well, 
On which to-night I ask the House to dwell — 
“The Vanguard loss” —and confident I am 
That sad disaster happened through a Ram. 
My object, sir, is first of all to show 
How, on our ships, too much “ fantastic toe” 
May lead one day to that fantastic heel 
Which on the bottom stretched the Vanguard’s keel. 
This fatal cruise was one long round of larks, 
And floating ball-rooms were our priceless barques. 
A wreath ot roses circled Neptuae’s brow : 
‘** Youth at the helm and Pleasure at the prow.” 
Youth at the helm! Alas, one foggy day, 
Dear for his post had luckless youth to pay ; 
Swift through the mist old Pleasure steamed ahead 
Heedless of peril to the ships he led. 
The rest we know—with blushing cheeks we've heard 
How, theugh his bungle, this aftair occurred. 
How ‘neath the waves our costly ves-el sank, 
Lost through an admiral’s harum-scarum prank. 
Now let the Fir-t Lord tell us, if he can, 
Why no Court-m:rtial sat upon the man ? 
Why, with the chicf no fault my Lords could find 
But cast the burden on a boy behind ? 
Why youthful Evans guilty they proclaim, 
And shift on Dawkins Tarleton’s heavy blame ? 
No civic feasters toast our friend to-night, 
No langhter here will flippant jest requite. 
All England's voice, through me, within these halls 
Loudly for justice for these scapegoats calls, 
And waits his answer for his heavy share 
In conduct so unEnglish and unfair. 


[dn interval of twenty minutes, during which several hon. members let o ff 


tattle speeches to their own evident satisfaction. Mr. Warp Hunt 
borrows a large amount of assurance from Mx. Roruscniip at twenty 
per cent., and rises jauntily. | 


Mr. Warp Hunt. The Vanguard is gone to the bottom it’s true 
And you fancy you've bit on whose fault it was through ; 
Now, my share in the muddle I will not confess 
But devote my attention to slanging the Press.—Tiddy -fol. 
Now the gist of the matter is this, 1 opine— 

It was Evans who ordered his ship out of line; 

If he hadn't been there he’d been out of the mess, 

So we gave it him hot, sir, in spite of the Press.—Tiddy-fol. 
As for Dawkins, we thought him the safest to sack, 

For we must put th» blame upon somebody’s back. 

As to punishing T,, 'twould a Tory distress 

To yield to the voice of a virulent Press. —Tiddy-fol. 


I shall not regret and I shall not explain, 
But I'll treat all my critics with lofty disdain. 
Since the Navy I ve shattered with so much success 
My next little game sha!l be smashing the Press. —Tiddy-fol. 
[ One cheer from Mason O'Gorman, who tries to pat Ms. Hunt on the 
head, but is forcibly held back by the Home Rule Party. } 
Mr. Disrazit. A better speech, upon my word, 
In all my life I never heard, 
Th.«n clever Mr. Go-schen’s. 
Except although his manner s blunt 
The lovely words of Mr. Hunt 
So full of lofty notions. 
Government Cuoxvs. So full of lofty notions. 
Mr. Diszaett. I don't quite know how matters stand. 
I’m less at home on sea than land, 
But think the safest action 
Is now to let the subject fall— 
I’m sure it must have given all 
The fullest satisfaction. 
Government Coorvus. ‘The fullest satisfaction. 


[ End of Act I, As curtain falls BriTANNIA ts observed waiting to have 
a word with the Fiast Loup or Tue ADMIRALTY. | 
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THE BRITISH TRADESMAN.—No. 2, THE OUTFITTER’S LITTLE JOKE. 
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* Let me see—’er, gloves, you said? I couldn’t recommend any neat “OQh—ah, yes—gloves, of course. Now, here’s'a sweet thing 
little thing qh this way, I suppose ?”’ ’ * in dressing-gowns [> 
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“Can’t wait, sir!—Well, the fact is we’re out of gloves just now, you’ see, but-——.”’ 
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ROLLICKING RAMS: A RECENT ENCOUNTER. | 


Fun A.B.:—“GO IT, GOSCHEN. YOU CAN’T VERY WELL RUN DOWN THAT THERE CIRCULAR CHAP TOO MUCH.” | 
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LIMITED. 


Twat everything that’s “ Limited ” 
Is bad may not be true; 

But probably it may be said 
Of everything but Loo ! 


Our thoughts and wishes have an aim 
Unlimited and free ; 

And if our incomes were the same, 
How happy we should be! 


Life’s limited, and so is truth, 
And companies, alas ! 

They take good gold from age and youth, 
And give them only “ brass!’’ 


The very word offends my sense! 
I’ll seek some savage spot 

Where man. is measured not by pence, 
And companies are not, 


"Neath monarchies I cannot stay, 
If “ Limited” they be! 

I'll fly to where the ruler's sway 
Is pure Autocracy! 


A ConsERVATIVE contemporary is being favoured with 
articles by a returned convict. We wonder that the 
idea has not long ago possessed some of our true blue 
organs to engage “ gentlemen from Australia” for the 
general literary work, They would be so thoroughly 
versed in that which is of the first necessity in a Con- 
servative journalist — beating about the bush, 





Fishy Fashions. 


Tur War Office has decided to renew the experiments 
in submarine mining which were carried on last year. 
What on earth, or rather, what under water, has the 
War Office to do with submarine experiments. The 
only solution of the problem which appears likely is that 
the number of officers who are unable to keep their heads 
above water has necessitated these deep-sea manceuvres. | 


The Result of Conviction. 
| 
| 
| 


; Histrionico-Political. 
Wuy is Mr. Disraeli’s popularity like a first-night 
audience P— Because it’s in a critical position. 





DOTS AND LINES. 


SHEFFIELD Water Company charges ratepayers extra who possess 


baths. Possibly bath water is not considered other than a luxury, | 


and has to be paid for as such. Wonder whether they would tax 


toothbrushes in Sheffield if they knew what they were ? — Oddfellows | 


at Nottingham defy. their Grand Lodge. In justification of their 
title, of course; and yet the Grand Lodgers object. As they are 


“only lodgers’’ after all, we presume it's of no consequence, thank | 


you. — Sir Charles Dilke, in his admirab'e impeachment of the Unre- 


formed Corporations, referred to some pictures on the subject in Fu. | 


Only “as one of the comic papers,” though. That’s as much recogni- 
tion as one can expect at a Penny, even from an Apostle of Advanced 
Thought. — German Cremationists about to hold a grand general meet - 
ing at Gotha. Why not try Gotham while they are about it, and 
then they could have the advice of the “three wise men.” Specimens 
of the best baking powder will be submitted. — Miss Emily Faithfull 
and her nephew announce a series of readings. From Jentley’s 
Miscellany, we presume. (N.B.—This is where the laugh comes in.) 


= Total defeat of Don Carlos. His fellowers willin future be known | 


as Carlosts. But who is it says, “‘ You can’t lose what you've never 


had ?”” = Mr. Hubbard proposes to legislate with regard to banking | 
accounts. According to other accounts, he is cross at the check | 


crossed checks have lately received. — Spanish Guarda-Costas capture 
a British merchant ship. Extraordinary conduct of the captives, who 


refuse to let their capturers go, but take them, vessel and all, to | 


Gibraltar. This being in opposition to “ the comity of nations,” Mr. 
Ward Hant is diseusted. — Dreadful story of mutiny and murder on 
the high seas. ‘“ Eternal fitness of things” shows itself in the name 
of the steward of the Lennie, Constant. His Constantcy should not 


g° without rich reward. — Net income of Peabody Fund stated to — 
£18,425 18s. 9d. If this means anything it means that it is the | 


amount netted by trading in charity. Truly, philanthropy is a profit- 
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FOR WHEEL OR WOE. 


Gushing Idiot :—“ How suBLIME THIS RINKING 1s! By ‘Jove, I covip 
RINK WITH Y@U AS PARTNER THROUGH LIFB—COULD you?”’ 

Young Lady :— Weir, I pon’r KNOW; YOU SEB IT ALL DEPENDS ON 
your Rinkome!”’ 





‘able pursuit nowadays. = Woman “while cutting bread, with her 
_baby on her lap, accidentally cut its nose off.’ Subscriptions are 
requested in aid of their emigration to the Sandwich Islands. — Pro- 
motion of Prince Leiningen to flag-rank. Rumour has it that he will 
hoist “the black.” We should propose the usual head and X funnels. 


= Master of the Boys’ School at Newington Butts states that “scarcely 


any excuse for absence except sickness can be considered satisfactory.” 


; 


| 
| 


E:ymologically correct, but hardly conventional. He mav well say 


scarcely. = Magistrate objects to “* Tommy Dodd” in public houses. 
| With all due respect, his remarks as to its being the worst possible 
kind of gambling, “if played for pots of beer,” savours of Tommy 
Dodd:ring idiotcy. 


‘In this Connexion.,’’ 

An advertisement says, ‘‘ Wanted a bookkeeper ; one with a know- 
ledge of butchering preferred.” Nobody ever asks openly for an 
accountant who possesses an acquaintance with cooking, and yet the 
two latter pursuits are much more intimately connected than the 

former. Perhaps, though, that’s why there’s no reason for advertise- 


| ment. 


Baleful Entourage. 


Ovr Swiss tourist writes us that being at Bile the other day he not 
only beheld a river go by, but he actually saw a mountain pass! 


Z00-Z00o. 

Ir is scarcely to be expec‘ed that the hyenas should fast on gnash 
| Wednesday.—They dida't. : 
Morro ror Houpers or Srocxs anp Sxuanes.—All's well that 
| (divid) ends well. 
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‘QO, MY PROPHETIC SOUL!” 


Sweet Girl Graduate (who is passionately fond of popular airs) :—“ ToMMY MAKE ROOM FOR YOUR UNCLE, THERE'S A LITTLE DEAR!” 
Philosophie Gentleman (catching just one word) :—‘‘ By WHAT CHANCE NOW, WILLIAM, DID THAT LOVELY CREATURE DISCOVER THE 


RELATIONSHIP BETWEEN Us?” 


SPRING FASHIONS. 
(From Le Folly.) 


Tue fashionable costumes for ladies this season in select circles will 
be the Robe ad 7a Colam. It is made of blood red material. The colour 
enerally chosen is sang de beuf, trimmed with cheetah or deerskin. 
he Prince of Wales’s feathers will replace small birds in hats and 
bonnets. The hair is “an in marie, ond the ornaments for ears and 
neck are spears, gems, tigers’ claws, and cats’ eyes. 

A new hat Tas been patented for ladies attending morning 

- theatrical performances. It is constructed on the Gibus’ principle, and 
collapses either at the will of the wearer or of the person seated behind 
her. The inventor isa gentleman. Lint is being largely introduced 
in rink costumes. Some ladies now wear surgical instruments on their 
chatelaines. 

The very early English style has been favourably spoken of by the 
Anti-Female Dress Association. Economy is the great feature of 
this costume, as a box of paints and a handy fig-tree are all the 
materials necessary for its manufacture. 

Stilts will shortly supersede the present high-heeled boots, 

A rE pretty costume is called the Compositor: print dresses and 
small caps. 

Trains are worn a long way behind. The longest is called the 

Abbot’s Ripton. 


. A Mock Minister. 


Reriyine to some remarks of Mr. Peter Taylor, the Premier begged 
to assure him that he did him an injustice in supposing that he 
reverenced or respected old-established customs. We willingly 
accept Mr. Disraeli character from his own lips, but there was no 
seoey for him to chaff the Church of England in his next sentence, 
and e jokes about divine worship amid “(laughter)” by way of 
emphasising his candid declaration. 





[ William declines to answer, and Philosopher goes home to write a treatise on Intuition as one of the Attributes of Woman. 





MR. W. E. GLADSTONE (Loquitur). 


My grand old Greek sweet singing man, 
For thee I will do vat I can. 

For thee I’ll quit the strifes of Church, 
And leave old Wedgwood in the lurch. 
My pen no more to Rome a roamer 
Shall rest with thee a stay at Homer. 





A Pipe Full. 


A man being charged before Commissioner Kerr with stealing 4 
watch and chain, that functionary took it upon himself to abuse the 
prosecutor. Addressing the jury, he said, ‘‘ This is one of a numerous 
class of persons who give immense trouble to judges, lawyers, 40! 
policemen, by wearing watches and albert chains, and displaying ther 
vanity in that way.” What about the vanity which prompts foolish 
officials to make speeches which outrage ordinary intelligence and 
bring justice into contempt? Do you smoke, Mr. Kerr? 





Really too Bad. 


A numsEr of Lancashire operatives have deputated the Lord Mayor 
on the ground that every factory hand would long remember 
lordship as the leading spirit in the great Lancashire Relief Fund © 
1861. This is history with a vengeance. We had thought it was the 
absence of Cotton that caused all the distress. 





Paid and Paid Out. 


Tuere is a great difference between a bill and an M.P. One's 
settled when it’s receipted, and the other’s settled when hes uD 


seated. 


[Mancu 8, 1876, 
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SEASONABLE SPECULATION : 
THE BOATRACE, AND OTHER MATTERS. 
An Avaspuriovus ARGUMENTATION, 


IrI might be allowed, Mr. Editor, I would liken the condition of 
the sporting world to that of myself—nothing much to speak of at 
present, but with decidedly good prospects. I never lose sight of the 
fact that I possess prospects, and more than once when I have 
executed a commission, and the horse has run, as usual, last, this same 
knowledge has kept me from the perpetration of deeds doubtful on 
account of the despair which prompted them. I have never forgotten 
the words of the poet, “There's a good time coming, boys, wait a 
little longer,” and as I have waited well and long so do I expect my | 2™Xious to obtain Augspur's private address are respectfully informed 
reward to be proportionately great, when it arrives. And when the | that he has mislaid his card-case, and therefore cannot “receive” for 
time for glee does come, no more will I be grieved or glum; no more-| the present. (Signed) Avasrur. 
will, I imbibe four half, but stand champagne to all the staff. [Note ae 
by the staff: Walker! We know him of old.] No more to races will 
I go unless I make a proper show; no more I'll take “ excursion 
thirds ;’’ then “special first ’’ must be the words. Not then for me to 
pad the hoof, and from the swells to hold aleof; I'll always wear of 
clothes the best, Newmarket coat and splendid vest. Then once a day 
I'll always dine (such prospect now appears divine), and ever have 
beef-steak and wine; in every way will cuta shine. 1’ll . I must 
really apologise ; it is not about myself, but about the forthcoming 
season | should write, I know; but I am always carried away by my 
feelings when thoughts of regular meal and malt, wittles and wine, 
come crowding thick and fast upon me at the mention of the words, 
“There's a good time coming.” Pray excuse the digression and 
accept as my excuse the unusually hard winter we have just come 
through. 

But now spring has once more returned, and soon the merry flat 
race will be inaugurated—the merry flats are already being made 
manifest. Who cares to think of the privations of winter on the 
eve of such an inauguration? Not I for one: I am satisfied to 
revel in anticipations of future glories. But before even the great 
and glorious turf must come the consideration of the Oxford and 
Cambridge match on the Thames ; and in the full flush of the imagina- 
tion which ever waits-upon true genius when renewing previously 
suspended labours, I can safely say, even now, that one side or the 
other must be destined to tie up their laurels with the blue ribbon of 
the river ever provided by the Bishop of London for the purpose. It 
seems to me as if 1 were once again a boy—as if once more I stood on 
Putney’s placid shores, and saw for the first time the Oxford men and 
the Cambridge men, their more than four hoarse coaches, and their 
not altogether unquadrumanous coxswains. And yet, as recollection 
crowds thick and fast upon me, I am not afraid. Rather am I 
inepired ; and as the afflatus descends I chant the following poetic 
lay, and care not for the restrictions (which during the winter have 








If this should prove to be insufficient for those anxious to dip into 
an aquatic future, they need not be discouraged ; there is plenty more 
at the same shop, and still more after that, as perhaps they'll find now 
I've once begun. I had intended to enter into a long disquisition as 
to the relative merits of the Lincoln Handicap and Liverpool Grand 
National, bat life is long and space is short, while those who are not 
satisfied with this instalment of the only Augspur, who rises up like 
a lion refreshed with wine, are perfectly at liberty to join the private 
advice and discreet commission department, full particulars of which 
will be forwarded on receipt of thirteen stamps, addressed to Augspur, 
and two over for the Editor, who otherwise wouldn't allow of this 
announcement. N.B.—No personal communication; and gentlemen 
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AN OBSERVANT OBSERVATION. 


A ronacconist at Clapham has been charged, at the instance of one 
of our truly christian associations, with the heinous crime of selling 
cigars ona Sunday. he magistrate —worthy indeed in this case— 
remarking that he had no alternative but to inflict a penalty, fined 
the defendant a penny and the price of the summons. A vendor of 
sweets, convicted of a similar crime, received at the same time similar 
correction. It has been asked over and over again why small sinners 
like these are always selected in the interests of Observance—why the 
gmats are persistently strained out and the camels constantly swal- 
lowed? It is, we presume, because in the conduc! of even so 
strict and sacred a miasion—even in such paternal prosecutions—the 
mean and truckling sols of those who revere the rich too much to 
interfere with their purswits ever show themselves. But this by the 
way. What we now wish to know is this How is this kind of 
Sunday Observance to be kept up without Sunday spies? Aad if it 
he a fineable offence for an wafor:unate small tradesman to eke out his 
existence by the sale of sweets or cigars, surely it must be equally so 
when a practical christian makes it his business to interfere with and 
pry into the concerns of miserable sinnors—for a consideration. We 
should much like to see this tried with penny fines barred, and fancy 
the result would be worth mecording. 








Insensate Intolerance. 


A toca. paper tells all whom it most concerns that a gentleman 
named Smith went into a wood for the purpose of shooting pigeons, 
and was subsequently found lying iosensible with a gunshot wound in 
the head. The addi'ional information that his gun had evidently 
gone off seems, upon the evidence, to be somewhat supererogatory, and 
our soreness on this. point is in no way allayed when we are imme- 
diately afterwards informed that it was lying close beside the wounded 
man. Local reporters forget that the greatest gun cannot be in two 
places at once unless it be a Canon, and then only to draw salaries. It 
is furthermore stated that Mr. Smith might have been recovered 
before, but he purposely refrained from culling assistance, as he had 
previously been informed that it is impolitic on sporting expeditions 
to halloo until you are out of the wood. And yet we are in the same 


I've stood upon the river's brim and seen the boats ride past — 
I've seen ’em going rather slow, I’ve also seen ’em fast ; 
I’ve stood upon upon the Soapworks’ shore, but never soap have 
seen, 
Nor any marks of it could find on men who there have been. 
But why should I for ever sigh, 


And think of soap this way ? 4 : ‘hle | 
I'll sing of boats with dulcet notes, breath told that such a man was insensible ! 
And be for ever gay! ST 
Scotched Statistics. 


Yes, always on the Surrey shore, about the early spring, 

I loaf along the Putney path, and as I loaf I sing; 

Then watch the wavelets as they break unmicdful of the fate 

Each has a share in finding for an unsucceseful eight. | 
But why should waves be made the slaves, 


A Scorcu paper states that “the criminal statistics of Glasgow for 
1875 exhibit a considerable decrease of crime compared with the 
previous year.’ It does not tell us, however, whether this is because 
of the increasing virtue of the Scotians, or of their ever-increasing 


Of men who row in boats? desire to emigrate to England as soon as possible and leave their 
The man on shore must know much more, native land as virtuous as desolation alone can make even Scotland. 
Because he’s taking notes. Still we believe this to be only a mildly facetious way in which Scotch 


statists allude to the human stream which constantly sets southward 


And when I see the Oxford men in darkest dark of blues, from their eountry 


I think I’ve found for prophecy the cleverest of clues ; 
But hardly have they gone ahead and left a shining wake, 
When Cantab oarsmen make me dread precipitate mistake. 
But why should tips about these ships 
Depend on fickle fate ? 
To lose I’m loth, so vote for both, 
And, conscientious, wait. 


Experience has ever charms for men of rightequs mind, 

And so I offer “clients” all that I can ever find. 

A prophet wise once said to me, “If you'd be safe, my son, 

Don't give decided views before you've learnt which horse has 


won.” 
So all I say—at least to-day— 
About the rival Blues 
‘Is—if the werst.can’t reach home first, 
Why, then they're: hound to lose. 





English Spoken Here. 

A WELL-KNOWN magazine quoting a press notice, asks a questiqn 
and answers it, as thus: ‘“ Whee dock not welcome Temple Bar? 
John Bull.”—’Um, if John Bull did not welcome Temple , who 
would ? 





Y¥ is This? 
“Ouarrrr begins at home,” says the proverb, and, it might adu, 
frequently ends there. There is mighty little abroad of any kind, 
more people being noticeable, both a giving prise and meney, 
rather for their chary-ty, than their charity. 


Wer a theatrical manager has a good season what ought heto 
do?—'Phauk his stars. | 


\ 




















. ae 


~ . 9 a a Se 
ee oe regen ee ee le a a3 FM 


Co 





























A FAMOUS FRAGMENT. 


“ An’ I exz to gr, sbz I, THE MORE YOU GO FOR TO Do IT, I 882, THE 
MORE YOU SHOULDN'T OUGHTER, sez I!” 





QUESTION ! 


Is drinking tea a Bohea-mian habit ? 

Is it wrong for a gipsy bride to be fond of her Groome ? 

Is colour-mixing a palletable occupation ? 

W-uld Sir Wilfrid Lawson consider pewter pots as Imperial public 
measures ? 

‘here are sins of commission and sins of omission. Is the purchase 
of the Suez Canal one of the former ? 

Ought Mr. Holms’s statements about the militia to be accepted as 
militias exaggerations ? 


Is it lawful for the Dublin Hackney Carriage Licensing Office to 
keep Carlists ? 





Profitable Crotchets. 


A sunscripTion has been set on foot “for the support of the Rev. 
F.S. Cook and his family.” Should it attain large dimensions, we 
shall probably soon be overrun with law-defying parsons of Mr. Cook's 
(devilled) kidney. The scrupulosity of the clerical conscience is 
likely to be considerably increased if it enables its owner to live 
without work. It is to be hoped the Clifton pastor's friend will belie 
himself in this instance, and not “find some mischief still for idle 


Spain ! 
hands to do.” eric 
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““MATTER OF FACT.” ; 
I oveut to have flourished some centuries sooner, 1 
For, oh, I lament that our chivalry'’s fled— 
So much so that people declare I’m a mooner, 
And even have hinted I’m wrong in my head. 
Ah, that was the era when warriors waded 
Through bloodshed their valorous deeds to enact. 
Alas, all the glories of England are faded, 
For nowadays people are “ matter-ef-fact.” 


At school, I was never considered a wonder, 
My spelling was vague and my writing was queer, | 
My grammar disfigured by many a blunder 
Through studying valiant King Arthur, I fear. 
A legend devourer I fast was becoming, 
And nothing but romance had charms to attract. 
Said father, “‘ You'd better attend to your summing ’’— 
My father was dreadfully ‘“ matter-of-fact.” 


Poetical visions my youthful mind filling 
Through reading of Blondel—of famous report— 

Methought I would scribble some roundelays thrilling — 
A series of.songs of the Troubadour sort. 

I warbled of knights who in tournaments figured, 
Displaying (I fancied) remarkable tact, 

Then aaa them to Jenkins, who viciously sniggered ; 
But Jenkins is awfully “‘ matter-of-fact.” 


In wooing, though earnest, I scarcely succeeded, 
Stern Fate quickly severed the true lover’s knot 

I madly adored her, and fervently pleaded 
With fanciful pictures of love in a cot. 

But though I made mention of rose-covered bowers, 
Like Melnotte (a réle I could splendidly act), 

She answered, “ Augustus, we can’t live on flowers.” 
Now wasn’t she cruelly “ matter-of-fact ?”’ 


‘* My Eastern Subjects.” 


We are authorised to contradict the report that 
her Majesty's visit to the East is connected with her 
assumption of an Eastern title. Whitechapel waa 
uppermost in our sovereign’s mind the day she opened 
the new wing of the London Hospital. The Black 
Chap ’ll got his turn later on. 








On the Track. 


A TRLEGRAM from Yohokama states that a Portuguese, having been 
discovered committing very extensive frauds by means of false letters 
of credit “ has fled either to America or Europe.” 
being thus so distinctly defined, and his place of hiding narrowed within 
such exact limits, it is hardly necessary for us to state that the police 
are upon his track, and may be safely depended upon to bring him, or 
somebody else, to justice. 
and for the comfort of these most interested in his capture. 


His whereabouts 


We do so, nevertheless, in all sincerity, 





Malta Bene, 


A court chronicler informs us it has been arranged that the Duke 
and Duchess of Edinburgh will pass the winters of 1876 and 1877 at 
Malta. The Duke might have worse quarters with his better half, 
but time who laughs at chroniclers, even though they be courtly ones, 
may subject the Malta programme to some Maltarations. 





Mad but not Rid, 


Ir is announced on good authority, the war being now over, 
Queen Isabella will be invited to return to Madrid. 
No sooner does she stamp out Bella, horrida Bella ! than ’ Bella, 
horrider ’ Bella, turns up. 


Unhappy 


CADBURY’S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
CAUTION.—Iy Coven thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stored 
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A RICHARDSON’S SHOW. 


I’m not at all an active man, 
Or fond of rapid motion; 

Not heedless do I danger scan, 
But tremble at the notion. 

And yet so runs the wheel of fate, 
In spite of all my “‘ Ah no!’s” 

I’ve spent no end of time of late 
In dancing on volcanoes. 


I’ve felt whene’er I lit my weed 
Calm pleasures o’er me stealing— 

A glass of grog my spirits freed 
From all dyspeptic feeling. 

Alas! I’ve lately read the book 
Of Richardson the prater, 

And now with frightened eyes I look 
On smoking and “ the crater.” 


I took at times a trip by train, 
And read a book or journal, 

Yet never felt the slightest pain 
Of injuries internal. 

But now I find that such a course, 
If in it I’d persisted, 

Would by Hygeian laws perforce 
My spinal cord have twisted. 


I went to concerts, balls, and plays, 
And rinked and rowed a little, 

And never found my “ modern ways”’ 
Upset my health a tittle. 

But since I've studied Doctor R. 
(A man cach British Ma knows), 

I find I’ve spent my life so far 
In dancing on volcanoes, 





THe Reat Raitway Passencer Dvutry.— 
Life Insurance. 
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SLAVEY’S WRITES. 


Mistress to Nursemaid :—“‘ Hetty, TELL ELLEN TO LAY THE TEA.” 
Nursemaid :-—“ Ou, I'LL Do THAT, MA'’AM, AS ELLEN IS BUSY WRITING TO HER 
AND WOULDN'T LIKE TO BE DISTURBED!” 


Ss 





Barav, 





DOTS AND LINES. 


A NorrH-country 
Hawkesley, “ hatter and brick manufacturer.’’ A curious way of con- 
necting bricks and tiles, and apparently an expensive one for the con- 
nector. = Arrival of the Empress of Austria in London. English 
hospitality shown her at Claridge’s Hotel. Perhaps our Queen is 
waiting till she becomes an Empress also before entertaining visitors 
of such exalted rank. — Man takesa dog into his house for the night. 
Dog bites man’s child, who dies. Historical repetition. For moral, 
etcetera, see sop. — Mr. E. J. Reed promises to assist in discovering 
what it is our ironclad navy wants to make it perfect. It would be 
much more comforting if we knew he was going to assist in getting 
what we want done. = Opening of a new rink at the Holborn Amphi- 
theatre. Although admirably arranged, it is conducted on the 
penee of Josling. Contradictory, but very true. — Sportsman to 

me a daily paper next week. A special staff of training reporters 
and touts will be laid on to the theatres, and the latest betting on the 


paper refers to the meeting of creditors of one | 


success of all new pieces will be specially wired (from Boulogne). = | 
Telegrams from Lisbon state that the Resistance has seventy cases of | 


influenza on board. This is more like the Succumb- than the Kesist-ance. 
= Notice of probable change of proverb. March comes in like a lion 
and looks as if he were going out like a ‘‘drownded” rat. Evidently 


the March of progress, this. — Weekly sheet advertises itself as the | 


“largest penny Christian paper.” ( 
anything like a penny tent’ All answers to be enclosed in penny 


Query: Is a penny Christian | 


whistles. — Service of song “illustrative of the history of Moses” givea | 


at a local chapel. Messrs. E. and Son’s book gives quite a different 
version of the matter. — The known expenses of the successful 


candidate for Ipswich returned at £855 16s.4d. Intending working- | 


men candidates should begin putting by their twopences at once. = | 


ustice Fitzgerald says Kerry is overrun with crime. On the quasi- 
homeeopatbic principle, Commissioner Kerr would be the right man 


there. And, what is more to the point, he could well be spared here. | 
== Somebody writes to know what is a Companion of the Bath. Why, | 


the one who carries the soap and towels, of course. = We note in a 


Y paper the following, printed in large type :—“‘ Capture of an | 


Hotel Impostor.” If our experience goes for aught, it is the hotel | 


impostor who generally does the capturing. But, as a great man said 
the other day, we live in an atmosphere of change. = Daily Telegraph 
publishes selections from a series of slaveyish satires on the author of 


l’s Never too Late to Mend. It seemsa regular case of Reade and 





write. — Preparations of the Oxford and Cambridge crews for the 8th 
| prox. Light Blue prospects rather dark this year. Darker than dark, 
in fact. — Intelligence of official scandals in America received here 
with horror. Oh no, thanks never take a material form amid the | 
moral machinery which maintains the Government of this happy 


island ! 
So. & 


Tue age is one of common sense, 

And love is *‘ low,” and out of fashion ; 
And poverty’s a vile offence 

That put’s the public in a passion. 
No man or woman of our day 

For anything but money hankers: 
Hearts are extremely in the way— 

And so we keep them at our bankers! 


But (it will always be the same) 
Our theories and actions vary ; 
And so I very nearly came 
An awful cropper over Mary. 
We were the most tremendous “ spoons,” 
And even got to ta/k of marriage! 
She wed the stupidest of loons. 
(He’s rich and let's her keep a carriage’) 


I’ve done with love—I’ve lost my heart, 
And don’t expect to get another. 
My pocket is the tender part 
In which my love with gold I smother. 
Not what she is—but what she’s got, 
Now gives my thought its sole expansion ; 
I've left off loving in a cot, 
And look to living in a mansion! 


A Seaquel. 

Tue new American Minister to England, Mr. Richard Henry 
Dana, is now known to the world of letters as the author ef “Two 
Years before the Mast.’’ If he prosecutes his maritime tastesin the } 
atmosphere of our English Court, his next work will probably be 
‘Ten Years Behind the Funnel.” 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 15, 1876. 
[Carroon. ] 


AN EASY LIFE. 


Tue Bird of Paradise must fly 
Across the ocean whence he came, 
And seek beneath a colder sky 
The loved ones of his royal name. 
The Bullbul flies to meet the rose, 
As Bullbuls always wish to do 
When watched by fabulists and those 
Who teach us ow curled darlings woo! 


The John-Bullbul must cross the main 
To meet his darling Danish rose, 

And kiss his children’s cheeks again, 
And listen to their joys and woes. 

He’s sent his treasures on before— 
Such gifts as kings on kings bestow— 

And when he reaches England's shore, 
Another jolly time he’ll know. 


HO 


Tux Hereford Board of Guardians have been giving an unnatural 
soma taste of their quality, which it would be a pity to keep within 
the:pale of provincial novelty. An inhuman wretch was summoned 
to show why he should not contribute to the support of his father, and 
he had actually the impertinence to plead incapacity. But justice 
was not to be evaded thus. It was; the defendant had no less 
than twelve shillings a week and onlya wife and three children, and 


‘weare happy to state in the interests of true benevolence and filial 


affection, that he was ordered to pay a shilling-a-week out of this. It 
is really astonishing, and not a little degrading to our sense of Self- 
Government, local and otherwise, to think that a son should, under the 
circumstances, wait to be asked for the money. Twelve shillings a 
week, and want to keep itall! Why, the only wonder is the tender- 
hearted and still more so headed Board didn’t order this worst of 
bad sons to be birched as well. Perhaps, though, they have sons of 
their own, and know the feelings of a father. 


ee 


WuetueEr it is to be ascribed to the contradictory nature of the 
English people or not is hardly our province to inquire ; but itis none 
the less a fact that during the present Lenten period of fasting and 
penitence the metropolitan theatres generally are doing a more than 
usually good stroke of business, while such a time for restaurateurs 
hasn’t been known fora long while. Probably, feasting and enjoy- 
ment double their delights to many,when such things. may, by an 
effort of imagination or stretch of fancy, be considered wrong ; but, 
however it is, there it is, and we leave it tothe more learned in the 
human mind to discover why it is. For our own part, we prefer to 
join in the general hilarity, and ask no questions. Those who are 
inclined to do likewise, and who appreciate an opportunity for healthy 
and hearty Jaughter, should try St. George’s Hall and the German 
Reeds, whose entertainment, by the way, is, despite the name of the 
principals, as thoroughly English as it is enjoyable. 


A BATTLE CRY. 


Wirtx colours craped and muffled drums, 
With slow and measured tread, 
Behold a gallant army comes, 
By mighty captains led! 
No thirst for gold attracts the horde, 
No wanton blood they crave ; 
For sacred rights they draw the sword— 
The Freedom of the Grave! 


Oh, dastards who have flung the gage 
Of such a strife to earth, 
Who laughed to scorn our honest rage, 
And met our tears with mirth,— 
Go, strike the flags of priestly greed 
That o'er the churchyards wave: 
Thy million masters have decreed 
The Freedom of the Grave. 


Throughout the land our legions spread, 
All eager for the foe 

Who dares insult the newly dead 
And mock the mourner's woe. 


On speedy wings our vengeance flies 


For every Tory knave 
Who fouls God's Acre, and denies 
The Freedom of the Grave. 


FUN. 
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A STRANGE ANIMAL. 


We have given up much time lately to the study of a mysterious 
animal called the Sympathiser, in the hope of ascertaining whether 
there were any grounds for a suspicion which has long haunted us 
—namely, that he is the true connecting link spoken of by Dr. 
Darwin. 

We had seen this mysterious creature mentioned with ever- 


| inereasing frequency in the newspapers; and reading about him as 


time went on, with augmenting curiosity we discovered that the 
Sympathiser was always to the fore when any person of notoriously 
evil fame went anywhere, or did anything. The number of Sympa- 
thisers was increasing in the ratio of the person’s misdeeds; and, 
by dint: of close study, we have been enabled to arrive at a pretty 
accurate ion as to the proportion of Sympathisers attendant 
upon each class of misdemeanant. ‘hus while 


A Cantankerous Clergyman in difficulties has a few Sympathisers. 
A Perjurer (when languishing in Dartmoor) a number of ,, 
Ditto (while yet with possibilities of solvency) a crowd of _,, 

A Murdererhas .. oe oe es .. a host. And so on. 

Still, this knowledge only served to whet our curiosity ; there were 
many points to be cleared up yet. Were the Sympathisers an 
order, having«secret rites like the Freemasons? Was a man when 
once a Sympathiser always a Sympathiser? Could a Sympathiser 
intermarry:with a Non-Sympathiser ? Why were Sympathisers always 
heard of in connection with malefactors, and never with decent 
citizens ? 

Longing to find out the answer to these and kindred questions, we 
sent out many commissioners, with instructions to track the mysterious 
creature to his lair, study his doings, and report ; and, from informa- 
tion already received, we are able to lay before our readers the follow- 
ing facts bearing on the subject. J 

The Sympathiser, though a being distinct in himself, is only 
distinguishable from ordinary mortals by subtle traits recognizable 
after close study. Sympathising is not a profession (except in certain 
cases given below) nor a religion, but a sort of mania, which is, toa 
limited extent, contagious. 

It has nothing to do with sympathy. Sym- 
— are divisible into the following 

eads :— 


No. 1.—THE WEAK-HEADED (OR 
SPONTANEOUS) SYMPATHISER. 


(Cranium, small and flat ; mouth, weak ; clothing, 
often respectable.) 


This is a middle-aged gentleman, with very 
small brains, who, in perusing his newspaper 
of a morning, lights upon an account of a per- 
son who is going to be hanged, or of a young 
man who claims a throne somewhere in the 
interests of ‘legitimacy and truth.” That is 
enough. It doesn’t matter a bit if the person 
is a murderer, or the young man has cut 
thousands of throats in upholding his claim— 
out goes that gentleman to sympathise with 
the murderer as be goes to Newgate, or with 
the young man as he lands at Folkestone. 


No. 2.—THE PIG-HEADED SYMPATHISER. 
(Eye, defiant ; hands, beneath coat-tails ; manner, bumptious.) 


This is the person who writes long letters to the papers, and gets 
up demonstrations and petitions in defence of everybody who is in 
the wrong and is getting the worst of it. In cases of burglary-with- 
violence, he will sometimes depart from his principles so far as to 
defend the victim, until the burglar’s caught, 
when the Sympathiser will inveigh fiercely 
against the brutality of the “cat.” He has 
short stiff hair, and hard grey eyes, and 
thumps on the table. 


No. 3.—THE LIGHT-HEADED (OR 
FESTIVE) SYMPATHISER. 
(Eyes, bleary ; mouth, waggish ; dress, disor- 
‘ derly.) 

This gentleman only sympathises in cases 
where a sympathetic demonstration or other 
meeting is held ; but on these occasions he will 
enter heartily into the fun of the thing, cheer 
much, drink more, and finish the day at a music- 
hall. He never caresa bit what he is sym- 
pathising about, but he likes to wave his hat. 

These three Sympathisers are your amateurs. 
Now for one or two professionals, in whose 
case the mania becomes a profession, as men- 
tioned before. 
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No. 4.—THE LONG-HEADED (OR EXPECTANT) SYM- 
PATHISER. 


(Eye, shrewd ; manner, obsequious and affectionate.) 


This is a person who th believes i» the cleverness (and 
: consequent success) of the objectof thissympathising (who is generally 
é the claimant to something). He will often cast in his lot with the 
; object, and stand or fall with him—having nothing to lose himself. 
He will perjure himself at a reasonable figure. 

No. 5.—THE BULLET~-HBADED SYMPATHISER. 
(Manner, depressed or novsy,; trousers, tight ; cap, furry.) 

This one is generally tobe seen atthe police- 
court on the morning after any sympathising 
demonstration. He-sympathises emphatically 
about him with a bludgeom when surrounded 
by women. His: favourite sympathising- 
ground used to be Hyde Park, but he some- 
times contents himself with following trucu- 
lent doctors to the House of Parliament on 
opening day. 

This is all the information we have been 
able to gleam about the subject as yet; but we 
hope, through the-efforts of our commissioners, 
to be in a position to throw farther light upon 
the ways of this mysterious and interesting 
animal, 





Native Notions. 


“ A WELL-WISHER’”’ writes to a provincial paper, drawing attention to 

a nuisance which, he says, ‘‘ would astonish a West.Indian savage.” 

It is curious how accurately the exact kind of nativeds picked out for 
astonishment in the course of rapid writing. In this case the wisher 

of wells is evidently too loyal to imagine there could possibly be such 

a thing as an East-Indian savage during the Prince's visit to that 

district, anddm view of the approaching enrolment of an Empress of 

East Indias But, apart from this phase, may we ask, being curiously 
: exercised:on the subject, Is well-wishing an aquatic or an athletic 
; performance? Andis ‘‘a lack anda wella day” the limit of a diurnal 


duty ? 


A Home Question. 

A\ooRonER named Carter has, in fulfilment of what coroners just now 
seem to consider their duty, censured: avman for being:ont at one 
o'clock in the morning, and declined tovallow: him his expenses as a 
withess on that account, though how this unfortunate person could 
otherwise have been a witness is onky known to those who understand 
coroners’ logic. A gentleman, indignant at this stretch of “ crowner’s 
quest law,” writes to the Zim and aske, among other equally 

rtinent questions, who administers a lecture to the coroner when he 

appens'to be out till one a.m.? If weshad wanted to know this, we 
shouldm’t ‘have written to the Times: We should have applied nearer 
home—say to Mrs. Carter. We might then have also discovered some 
clue to the cause of Mrs. Carter’s husband's excessive annoyance. 


A Colourable Explanation. 


| 

| 

| 

CarprnaL Mannina strenuously advises ‘“‘ the faithful” to reduce 
their butchers’ bills during Lent. "We, in common with the protégées 
of his eminence, should be glad to de this not only between now and 
Easter, but for the rest of the year: amd as long after as possible. 
Unfortunately, however, the principal persom concerned in the trans- 
action— the butcher himself—obdjects strenuously, and says his loss 
is “offal” as it is. Most likely the advice really means, pay cash 
prices and run no accounts, especially as we have always found reddy 
money to be the most Cardinal virtue an Englishman ever possesses— 

| even in the eyes of a crimson-clad Churchman of almost pontifical 

| 


ponderosity. 





‘‘Tt’s an Ill Wind——”’ 


Ir is said that Don Carlos owes about a million sterling in England, 
while on the other hand he enters into possession now of more than 
eight millions, left him by the Duke of Modena. This combination 
of facts rather more than satiafactorily accounts for a good portion of 
our friend’s favourable reception on his return. No man is so mean 
but he will either fight orpay. We know Don Carlos won't do one, 
and so now he has the coin, it. is only fair to expect that he'll do the 
other. Especially as he must,—a word he seems to entertain a right 
real respect for. 





After*the Tempest. 
“His Masesty tHe Kine or Spain has been to Miranda.’’—Post- 
Script by Fun: ‘‘ We hope he is going to Prosper-o !” 


FUN. 
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UNTRAVELLED NOTIONS. 


Tug seventeenth instant approaches closely, 
Avcay that our Irish all hail with glee; 
(Poor Irish, alas ye are libelled grossly, 
Yedanguish in fetters who once were free !) 
To-Jhonour the staunch-hearted saint of Erin 
Who frightened the venomous smakes away 
Their holiday garments they’ )l all appear in, 
Amd joyously weleome St. Patriok’s Day! 


I would I belonged to that verdant nation, 

For fondly I yearn tothe Sister Isle— 
Tlook upon Butt as a wear relation, 

And know the bold Sullivan's free from guile. 
I pore over Banim aud Moore and Lever, 

And languish for Donnybrook’s faction-fray, 
I sport a shilleleygh and icrownless beaver, 

And try at the brogue on St. Patriek’s Day! 


My hat I bedeck with awhamrock proudly, 
And tie a green neckerchief'round my throat, 
I bellow defiance, exclaiming loudly, 
“ Haurroo, jist thread on the tail of me coat!” 
I dote upon Erin! and lomg to gaze on 
The Lakes of Killarney and Dublin Bay. 
I’ve never been there ;—which accounts for my ways on 
That greatest of feasts Aere, St. Patrick's Day. 


The Dials, W.C. 


‘“BY THIS BOOK! 


Boox-K8eEPERs by double entry are likely to do well in Liverpool. 
The Mercury of that town contains a long and elaborate advertisement 
for ‘‘a clerk, who has had a good many years’ experience of double- 
entry book-keeping, and feels he thoroughly wnderstands.it ”’—with a 
good many other qualifications required—and who is—if thoroughly 
suitable, to have £60 per annum. Gentlemen of the mercantilely 
clerical. persuasion will probably allow the advertiser to keep his 
book«keeping, and his books as well. To us it seems as if the double- 
entry he means is one of all profit and no loss, with a balance bound to 
be constantly carried forward in the owner's favour. Men may keep 
beoks, but it doesn’t look, after this, as if ever books will keep them. 
Unless, like the advertiser keeps his little jokes, very poor. 


Before and After. 
Aw Irishman, resident in Durham, got magried the other Saturday 
morning, and improved the occasion so rapidly that by twelve o'clock 
in anciey he had not only got drunk, but had assaulted the police as 
‘well. He was locked up all that day and the next, and on Monday 
morning was sentenced to three months “ with hard.” His ‘‘ widdy ”’ 
followed ‘him to the gates of the gaol, bemoaning her lot and his. A 
lady friend, who knows what married life is, having just completed 
her honeymoon, asks us to say that we famcy Bridget will have much 
more to complain about three months after the date of her husband's 
return than she has now, three months before. 


Alter-nation. 


A CONTEMPORARY announces the death of Dr. Hye, “the most 
popular poet of Holland.” Such Hye poetry was perhaps never so 
popular before in a low country. ‘the most popular poet of Holland 
since the decease of the gentleman mentioned is, we believe, Meinherr 
Green, the writer of the present Surrey pantomime. Tre most 
popular catering of Holland remains, notwithstanding these other 
changes. For further particulars, tee programmes. 


Watch-man! 


A youne lady announces‘im the leading journal that she has to sell 
“a valuable gentleman's gold watch.” Voor gentleman! we expect 
his full value was never appreciated until now, when his return is 
watched for molonger. Za revanciie, she knows now that his “‘ escape- 
ment’’ was decidedly a leave her; and so, even in this “ case,” the 
eternal fitness of things is once more ‘‘ compensated.” 


Love Among the Fishes. 


Two soles with but a single thought dwelt near a happy plaice. 
Oysterical, they both had caught the fever of love's chace. + Let's tie 


‘the knot,” they sighing said, soleatium for our pain. Their knot was 
tied im ocean’s bed—a net enclosed the twain ! 





Dominoes. _ 
Tut Fugitive Slave Commission is holding its sittings at Whitehall. 
Wouldn’t Black haul be a more appropriate locality ? 
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(An interval of twelve years. Enter the young lady, arrived at womanhood ) ( Another interval, of fifteen years. Enter the young lady wi 
: vs ! r ce th her daughter. 
“Those boots your papa ordered, miss? Well, miss—no, not quite done—but “ Well, mum—no; LiF cama ’em in every ae Eh, Anco “a, 
you shall have them to-morrow, for certain.” I'll confess they ain’t begun yet—but you shall,’”’ &c., &c. 


SAT eee 


{ , pyr 3) 





\ 
\ 1 = 
‘ ’ A . ‘ 3 " - . 
: 1 .§ ; — 
\ ' ‘ . 
a. 7 { i ww 2 © ~~ 
\ . _S=—_ 


“I've brought those boots as were ordered of my grandfather, for a young lady. What! whole family extinct? Well, ? 
but—J want my money /” 


NY. RAW \\ 
(4 further interval, of ninety years.) 
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THE GOLDEN SILENCE. 


By a Critic wHo Knows His Way Asbovt. © 


Once on a time, when I was young, 

Too freely would I wag my tongue, 
Too fast explain my meaning. 

I’d give opinions by the score, 

And criticise, like many more, 
With knowledge overweening. 


Once on a time, when I was young, 
Hew readily I praises sung, 

Or showed where lay the moral! 
How rarely then, ’twixt me and you, 
I gave the friend of Cook his due 

(See Cook and Jenkins quarrel). 


Ah me, the time has fleetly flown! 

’Tis sad to think that, wiser grown, 
One feels no longer youthful ; 

But solace comes to men of mind 

With age, for then alone we find 
The good of being truthful. 


So now I’ve come to think, egad, 

fm rather pleased I’m not a lad, 
To give opinions cheaply. 

It's best to be a bit sedate, 

And give your notions proper weight, 
By show of thinking deeply. 


And this I know by study long 

Of what is right, and more that's wrong — 
Worth praising or decrying— 

That if you'll only hold your tongue, 

The. pzans once you freely sung 
Are voted worth the buying. 


Cornered. | 


_ Her Maszsry’s Government declares confidently that 
it has not been driven into a hole by the Fugitive 
Slave Circular discussion. Perhaps the Conservative 
party will tell us next that they did not take refuge in 
Cairns the other night when the subject came on in the 


House of Lords. 
YOU CAN 


amare — 


OscuLATIoN “ror ALL.”—A twopenny buss. 








UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


Tuat when Lesseps dismissed Lange he said, “ Pack up Angot.” 
That the royal sport in India is looked upon here as a national 
Colamity. That the next lecture at the Kensington School of Cookery 
will be, “How to make a hash of a public building.” That Don 
Carlos considers his arrival in England a matter of hiss-story. That 
Mr. Collette wants to prosecute the Government because he under- 
stands they have been dealing in improper publications. That the 
“ Old Accident Ward” of the London Hospital is named so after the 
First Lord of the Admiralty. That one of the banners exhibited at 
the Mansion House to welcome the Queen to the City was Banner 
Oakely. That Lord Claud Hamilton has an essay in the Westminster 
Review calied “Private Bills and How to Work Them.” That at the 
dinner given by the Times correspondent in Paris to the Ambassadors, 
Herr von Blowitz discovered that “ Printemps ’’ means Print Times ; 
a case of ““sprung”’ there, not spring. That E. P. Weston has been 
advertised for Spelling Bees as “a good Walker.” That the sudden 
changes in the weather are the result of Stock Exchange machinations. 


Over Reaching. 


Reptyine to a question in the House as to the accuracy of a certain 
report, Mr. Ward Hunt admitted its truth, but naively—we had 

most written navily—confessed that it was never intended to reach 
the newspapers. We can quite believe that Mr. Hunt objects to a 
great many items reaching the public press, and still more so to the 
newspapers reaching him. 


That’s what’s the Matter. 


‘OTus Times has commenced to disagree with Mr. Disraeli, and to 
Sive him lessons in statesmanship and etiquette. The Conservative 
Pree, yidently needs the kind assistance of a sharp terrier and Mr. 
ll :—Rats and the sinking ship. 
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ON THE ALTAR OF FRIENDSHIP. 


‘WHEN CAN ’EE LET ME AVE SOME MEAT, Mr. Brisket?”’ 
“Wet, I BAIN’T AGOIN’ TO KILL MYSELF TILL NEXT WEEK, AN’ THEN 


"AVE A LEG OF ME; BUT IF YOU WANT3 SOME WERRY BAD, WHOY 


MAYBE I CAN GET ’EE A SHOULDER OF MY BROTHER ON Fuipay!”’ 


Blackburying. 

Ir has at last been decided by the Supreme Court of Pennsylvania 
that Jones may be buried in Mount Moriah. “The late lamente 
Jones” had the misfortune to be born black, and the Tories of 
America imagined his colour would be objectionable to the nobility 
and gentry who had already taken up their abodes in the aristocratic 
cemetery above mentioned. We have no desire to be flippant; but 
arguing upon the accepted lines of the English and American holy 
folk, we would humbly ask if arrangements could not be made to have 
niggers and Dissenters railed off in the next world as well as in this. 
Che outcasts have just this consolation, that it is very unlikely there 
will be a Tory majority in the eligible portion of the former place. 


Fare Play. 

‘A sartor’s life for me!” ‘A gipsy’s life for ne!" ‘ A boat- 
man’s life for me!’’ These and similar homicidal desires meet our 
eyes every day in the advertisements. The run on these lives is too 
strong. Let us suggest that somebody puts to music the general 
desire for a cabman’s life which accompanies the humiliating know- 
ledge that he has frightened us out of double “are. 





‘¢ Tout Vient a 


Tue correspondent in India of the Ii/ustrated News writes to his 
r, “I want to see no more fireworks on this side the grave! 


Well, perhaps 4e can afford to wait. 


From our American Uacle. 


Ir ever the Pawnees are located in England, what borough are 
they most likely to affect ?—Attenborough! We pledge ourselves to 


this. 
Is it rizht that “ Lent lectures” should very often be composed of 
borrowed sermons 
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DIFFERENT. 


Master William :—“ No, non I arn’? TUMBLED OFF NEITHER, NOW, GEORGE! THE BEASTLY PONY SIMPLY WITHDREW HIMSELF FROM 


UNDER ME—THAT'S ALL!”’ 


SOME MAGAZINES FOR MARCH. 


Tune is more than the usual amount of variety in Macmillan, and 
the writing generally is good. ‘‘ Natural Religion” offers a fairly 
sound, but by no means original, argument, and the writer may per- 
haps be astonished to find that in his anxiety to be impressive he 
ap to have been referring rather pointedly to two large-priced 
and therefore eminently clever and high-class weekly papers. 
‘* Madcap Violet’’ improves considerably, though it would appear as 
if a gentleman named Drummond is gradually getting the upper hand 
of the author and taking a position in the story to which we, at all 
events, had hitherto considered him not entitled. So strongly has he 
now enlisted our sympathies that we can only hope he will succeed 
still better with his master, Mr. Black. Never very strong in the way 
of verse, Macmillan is weak indeed that way this month. In verse 
which only has one rhyme to four lines, the rhymes, if not extra good, 
ees. fair, and the rhythm respectable. The respectability of 
d is the only thing of the kind found in four pages of “‘ poetry.”’ 
We cannot help wondering why such work should appear in the same 
number as a critical article on “‘ Modern British Poetry.” The best 
things in the Gentleman's are the “ Table Talk” and Mr. Jerrold’s 
“ Memoir of John Forster,” and after reading both of these we cannot 
help thinking what an extremely fortunate man the jr 
biographer must have been. With double the pomposity of Johnson 
he less than half the ability of Boswell, yet he was honoured 
by the greatest men of his time, and he eventually died many times 
wealthier than most of the friends from whom he received his reflected 
lustre. The combined poverty of a lot of these illustrious writers 
would not have amounted to anything like the wealth of John Forster, 
who seemed to benefit by everything that could possibly happen up to 
the time of his own death. e rising generation of John Forsters 
must regret much the decadence of the age. The great men of now 
have no brilliancy to spare for their friends, they want all they possess 
for themselves; still less is there any opportunity for the assertion of 


‘| an almost insolent intolerance where mild persuasion should at best 


have been permitted. 

Tinsley’s contains the commencement of a new story called 
“‘ Maggie*” which, despite the note of interrogation attached to the 
title, is unquestionably good, if a little extraordinary in its notions of 
domestic decorum. ‘The, Duchess of Rosemary Lane’’ seems 
exceptionally short this month, while, on the other hand, the literary 
gyrations of the Rev. Maurice Dancer are unnecessarily long. ‘The 
statements put forward over and over again of late years in further- 
ance of signed articles are very well from the view points of people 
who consider that the publication of their names once a month in 4 
magazine is the essence of literary greatness. The parrot-cry, “ Lets 
have the writer's name, and then we shall know the value of his 
opinions !”’ is both insane and delusive. The most powerful writers of 
the present day have possibly never had their names in print—are 
unknown out of their own circles—and we are sure that if a list of the 
authors of the last ten years Times leaders were published, the general 
peblic would hardly recognise one of them. Certainly, there would 
a glorious minority of magazine mongers in the honourable associa- 
tion. We speak in all sincerity when we say that the names of the 
journalists that are most bandied about by those who pretend to know 
all about the world of journalism are along way from being the best 
known or most respected within that world and among those who 
constitute it. While as for literary fame, there are a hundred who 
know the name of Maurice Dancer quite well to one who has occa- 
sionally heard that of the editor of our leading daily. 

This brings us to once again remark how different is the signed 
work of England from that of America. The Atlantic Morthly, 
though it is rather below the usual standard, contains a list of con- 
tributors far above the average of our home serials. Everything 18 
not, “over the water,” sacrificed to the continuous story, and mis- 
cellanies are obviously not there given over to amateurs anxious for 
“fame.” Scribner's is altogether unique, and among much that is 
good a memoir of Balzac stands out prominently. Bret Harte 
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languishes a little, and certainly has not shown anything like the 
strength of his short stories yet; buthe, strange as it may seem to 
those only to cis-Atlantic procedure, is by no means the 
strong feature of the magazine. St..Nécholas is well worthy of the 
adult production. 

Coming back home again we'have to:notice the steady progress the 
St. James’s is making under the guiding hands of Mr. Townshend 
Mayer. ‘Recruits for the Ranks of Crime” is:good, and a little 

oem by Mortimer Collins is still better. In London Society thepeculiar 
rench illustrations to Jules Verne’s new production are mostnotice- 
able. The story itself promises well. The ever fertile Miss'Braddon; 
who seems to have no fallow time, shows the way in Belgravia. In 
Le Follet there is much to make the masculine mind marvel and to 


cajole the feminine fancy ; while the republication of ‘ Jack in the 


Box” in Once a Week shows how great has been the demand for 
that story. The Gardener's Magazine is just now inni 


~ beginning to: 
have an additional claim upon consideration, and both the Leisure 
Hour and the Sunday at Home are full of inducement to intending: 


purchasers: 

We have only space left to acknowledge :—Hardwieke's Stience 
Gossip; Photographie News, Pictorial World, Penny Illustrated, Argosy, 
Coleernis: New Monthiy, Journal of Horticultare, Evening. Hours, Good 


Things; Day of Rest, Peepshow, Golden Hours, Sunshine, and. the: 


Celtie: Magazine. 





IN. THE WRONG SPHERE. 


I reat‘ so extremely revengeful ‘to-day, 
So:teeming with purposeless spite, 

And‘everybody that comes in my way 
I have such’a:longing to bite; 

I feel:so unmeaningly vicious and‘raw 
With:all my relations and friends; 

My heart’is:‘so bent. upon goingto law 
Without any ultimate ends’; 

With yearning so nearly akin’ to distress 
I feel that I inwardly long 

To go to the:very best friend I possess 
And do him:some horrible wrong; 

My soul with:dissension and evil and ‘strife, 
I have such a wish to besmirch—. 

That I feel I’ve mistaken my calling in ‘life— 
I ought to belong to the Church! 


It’s easy to see at the veriest glance, 
As a simple, respectable cit, 

I haven’t a fair and available chance 
For the evil I want to commit! 

In such a position I own, with regret, 
It’s utterly vain to expect 

That any inhuman example J set, 
Would have a pernicious effect. 

The longing for evil with which I’m athirst, 
To duly and properly glut, 

The most indispensable thing and the first 
Is a coat of the clerical cut. 

For adequate play for my liking for strife 
I see I may hopelessly search, 

Unless I can alter the scheme of my life, 
And give myself up to the Church. 


With threats and upbraidings and sneers, to refuse 
All aid, in their bitterest need, 

To people who differed from me in their views, 
Or favoured a different creed ; 

To hinder good people from living in peace, 
And teach them t» wrangle instead, 

And even to harass them after decease 
And litigate over the dead ; 

To fight with my neighbours, and bluster, and storm, 
Infusing unlimited gall 

And hate into valueless questions of form, 
Tavolving no issue at all ;— 

No, hang it! I think I will bottle my “ pet,”’ 
And stick to my counting-house perch ; 

For I'm hardly sufficiently wicked as yet 
To shine asa son of the-Church! 








Building News. 
Tue Builder hazards a suggestion that the late G. J. Pinwell was 
not much:of a painter. Perhaps if he had turned his attention to area 
or taken his chance with a whitewash brush, he would have 
found in this brick and mortar publication a more congenial critic. 
y, under the change of circumstances, a not less compo-tent one. 













THE ROAD TO AFFLUENCE. 
A Farce. 


Scenz 1.— The Establishment of Jowms, Brown, Roprxson; and Co., tea- 
dealers. JONES discovered. 


Jongs. I have hit upon a road to sudden fortune. Inaweek I | 
shall be a millionaire; ‘but first I must withdraw the thousand 
pounds I have in this concern, and apply it to my scheme: I will 
break this gently to Brown and Robinson, lest they should suspect 
my plan. 

Enter Brown. 

Brown (aside). I've discovered a way to get fearfully rich in less 
than a fortnight; but I must get:my thousand out of*this:teavbusiness 
for:the:purpose. Now to tell Jones and Robinsonicautiously, whiic 
artfully concealing my scheme. 


Enter Rowrneon. 

Rosmvson (aside). I’ve got a plan forattaining immense-affluence 
in'ten:days or so. I must take my thou:.out ofthis tea-trade. I will 
tell Jones‘and Brown I want the money for my grandmother, to hood- 
wink themas to my purpose. (Aloud.) I say, I've something im- 


ae 
2g ~-_——- -—_—_—_—_——_—__——__—-—- 


| portantito'tell you. 


Jonss‘and Brown (together). SohaveI! The fact is—— 
Rostwsonw. I’m going to withdraw my thou-—— 
Jonze. By Jove! SoamI! | 
Brown: Blees my soul! So am I. 
Alitogether (aside). Can they suspect ? 

(TABLEAU.) 


Scenz I1.— Offce-of the Patent Rink-Flooring Company (Linvitedy. | 
Enter Jones. 

Jonws: This'is-a grand scheme of mine: I shall coimmoney' | 
‘You‘see I've‘a back garden twelve feet by ni lend site for a 
rink! Ha! Here's'the secretary’sdoor—I'll get him to givemean | 
estimate. [ Bxitanto Secretary's room. 

Enter Brown. 

Brown. The more I think about. my plan’ the more confiflentil | 
feel! It can’t:fail! My baek yard is:thirteen feet by three—mag- | 
nificent place’for laying a floor! I feel a Creesusalready. Vl just | 
step in and see the secretary. [Goes towards Secretary’ » door. 

Enter Rosinson, unperceived by Brown. 


Ropiwson. My design is a sublime conception! Ive a bit of 
land at the back of my place, eight feet by four and a half—just the 
very size for skating! I shall rollin wealth. (Turns and sees Brown.) 
What! Brown here! 

Enter Jones. 

Jones. Good heavens! Robinson and Brown in this place? 

Brown. You two here! 

Ali together. ‘Then we've all been struck with the same idea! 

Jongs. And our gardens are next door to one another! Oh, this 
is too absurd ! 


Au. THE Co. rx Cuorvus. I’ve withdrawn my money from that 
tea-business. I've hit upon a little plan to make a sudden fort—— 


TaBLEau.—CvRTAIN. 


Ecco Lo! , 

Tue Mikado of Japan has given complete freedom of postage to 
jeurnalists, ‘“‘ each of whom,” says the Echo, may now forward all his 
communications free of e . Our contemporary is of course 
jubilant, with cause; but who is the other of the “ es” att 


| 
| 
| 
| 
Enter ali the Co. 


Walker! 
As a result of the pedestrian craze which seems to have set in, we 
note the advertisement in a contemporary of a “ Milk Walk.’ The 
distances traversed in this competition (if aay) will probably be 
designated “cat laps.” 
Why? 

WE read in the columns of the Globe that “‘The Times refuses to 
crush the Stock Exchange, and everyone knows why.” Of course— 
because it’s ajar. If that isn’t the correct answer, perhaps the writer 
in the Giode will let us know in his next 


Irunical. 


Four hundred Carlist soldiers have entered Irun by Hendaye. 
Whether they exelaimed, “I run”? when they did so we are not 
informed; but the other place was equally suggestive on the daye of 


their eggsit. 
Tue Avcrionegr’s Parron.—Saint Francis of Sales. 


\ 
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‘“HANSOM IS AS HANSOM DOES.” 


Driver (in response to remark that he’s not “ the usual’) :—“ Yrs, mum, I’m ‘THE REGULAR HANDSOME CABMAN !’ 


” 








ROYAL CARRIAGE. A PLIMSOLLILOQUY. 


Amone a series of interesting events, called into existence by the ‘‘ Fewer cases of drunkenness are reported among sailors than at any previous 
reappearance of her Majesty, and possibly by the Empressive designs of | time.”— Oficial Report. 
the 


mier to add fresh lustre to the Victorian era, there is one Ir is not that the love of his pipe and his glass 
which should hardly be passed over in silence. We are informed that From the breast of the sailor has fled, 
a day or two after the Queen had returned in safety from her expedi- But that scores who were once half seas over, alas! 
Ak tion to Whitechapel, a gentleman drove up to Buckingham Palace in Are now half the seas under instead. 
ad a four-wheeled cab, and requested to see the Queen. On being asked 


what was his business, he replied, with something like regal dignity, . 

that his business was to say he was the King of England; and again he De Omnibus Rebus. 

requested an audience. He was permitted one—but not with her Tue London General Omnibus Company has arrived at the 
Majesty. Being a king, it was thought better to take him to King- | conclusion that in consequence of an increased traffic, and working the 
street, where, in a police-station, he was first examined, and eventually | men fifteen hours a day, the horses live five years instead of four and 
removed—oh, the satirical power of Destiny !—to the workhouse. | a half, and that it is therefore impossible to give up Sunday travelling. 
We believe that the chief reason for declaring him to be an impostor | We quite admit the correctness of the argument, and only wonder that 
was that he paid his cabman exactly the proper fare, a most unkingly | the company has not discovered that reducing tne wages of drivers 
.action. We therefore note down the fact for the benefit of all | and conductors has added largely to the longevity of the directors. 
intending claimants, that when kings ride in four-wheeled cabs they 


must behave as such and fee their cabmen royally. Hum Bugs 


; “ CompLaints are being made that a great many Spelling Bees are 
: Pie ll Ride to the : now being got up by Bere setons for the simple purpose of 
Tuose whom it most isfterests are informed that “ Prince Bismarck | netting the proceeds. Motto for these entertainments, “ ‘Io Bee, or to 
is now able to ride on horseback.” Our special native-of-la-France | Do, or to Suffer.” 
contributor says, on reading this, ‘‘ By gar! put ze beggar zere, and | ochemtaneeennnipeeae aNd 
see what comes of ze great English proverbe!” Tue Rivers or Ecyrr.—Rivers Wilson. 


TERS QUININE WINE 








“ Wacan bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard. 
“I find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 
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To one whose life is quite distressing, 
By reason of its want of aim, 
You ean’t imagine what a blessing 
It is to have a hackneyed name ! 
Although I’ve cut no lawless capers, 
And never won the least renown, 
I notice daily in the papers 
My very common surname—Brown. 
To me—(without determinatien 
Enough to carve my way to fame)— 
It's quite a life-long consolation 
To hear this often-quoted name! 


Were not this solace daily giving 
Its sweet assistance, I should pine | 
To death, for very shame at living | 
-A life so dull and flat as mine. 
But as I read each printed story 
Of what a Brown has borne or done, 

I give myself the blame or glory 
That more determined Brown has won. 

“ For though,” I muse, with satisfaction, 
‘“‘T had to change my moral frame | 
{ 


REFLECTED GLORY. 


To do a bold or noble action,— 
I shouldn’t have to change my name!”’ 


And when some Brown has caused sensation 
By doing something weird and grim, 
In my diseased imagination 
I try to merge myself in him, 
And lead myself to execution. 
But when some Brown has done, instead, 
Some act of noble resolution, 
I pat myself upon the head. 
The only source of consolation 
For those whose lives are dull and tame 
Is this reflected reputation, 
Resulting from a hackneyed name. 


The Premier-pas qui coute. 


Ir is understood that the Premier will shortly propose 
a new title for himself. We venture to suggest one which 








‘Say 


NOVEL APPLICATION. 





Visitor :—“‘ Can I szz Dr. Jones?” 
Servant :—“‘ No, sIR—HB’S NOT AT HOME, SIR!” 


he may accept without consulting either the Ojibbeway Visitor :-—** CovLp ¥ SEB HIS—ER— DEPUTY - 
Indians or the Aztecs. For a gentleman who has fooled Servant :—‘* PLEASE, SIR, YOU'D BETTER WAIT TILL MASTER COMES HOME, 
not only his opponents but his own party, what better 4s I pon’r KNOW WHERE IT IS, AND HB DON'T LIKE HIS THINGS MEDDLED 
designation than Premier d’ Avril. WITH!” 

ANECDOTES OF GREAT MEN. CUPID ON ICE. 


Onz evening that Mr E. J. Reed and Mr. Ward Hunt were playing 
quoits at the British Museum a conversation about ironclads did ensue, 
and Mr. Hunt did contend that he had an idea of them before 
they were invented, to which Mr. Reed did curtly rejoin, “If you did 
call yourself the founder of the British navy no one would dispute 
your title.” And thereupon Mr. Hunt did drink up sorrowfully and 


go his way. 

When Don Carlos set first his foot on England at Folkestone much 
was he hooted ; and being a man as ready with his own wit as with his 
fellows’ blood, did remark to his followers, “Methinks this place is 
Alljeers.” ‘No, sire,” returned his lieutenant, “if you do not see, at 
least you can hear, that it is the Folks-tone of England.” 

_Mr. Disraeli had once occasion to go to the poor poet that did write 
his epigrams, and Laving with him Baron Rothschild did enlighten 
the journey with comment upon the Burials Bill. The Baron remark- 
ing that Mr. Morgan had seasoned his discourse with Attic salt, quoth 
the Premier, ‘‘ That, Baron, was a left-handed union of the grave with 
the gay—a Morgan attic marriage.” Whereupon the Baron did laugh 
80 heartily that he felt twenty per cent. better directly. 

On the most auspicious day that our beloved Queen was taken to 
the hospital, came Master Alfred Tennyson to make a sweet piece of 
ga = the said royal progress. And, having ready written e er 

€ rose the opening lines, did show them to his friend that was with 
him, one known as Citizen Bradlaugh, who did take exception to them, 
and roundly swear they were gross flattery. ‘‘ Granted,” retorted the 
bard ; “ but the object of the journey is Grocer flattery, that you will 
Fant me, and yet a success withal.” “Your flights of fancy are stale, 

d,” growled the surly citizen. ‘Then, friend,” whispered the 
poet with a smile, ‘I must imitate my royal mistress’s example, and 
tha & new wing.”. Which answer so disconcerted Mr. Bradlaugh 
he did off straightway to Pursell’s and win a whole pool. 


VOL. XXIII. 





I skaTxEp last week at the Rink with a skater, 
We “ three’d’’ and we “ eighted,” meandered and slid ; 
Soon lost in the crowd from the eye of my Mater, 
He skated his way to my heart, as we glid! 
Loose and wild on the air all my rinklets free floated, 
We roll’d the “ Dutch roll”’ o’er the asphalted floor ; 
I thrilled with the pace, for [ felt he was smoted, 
That a score I had made in his manly heart's core! 


He sigh’d as we skat, and my rink gloves were squozen, 
As his skate neatly twisted, he called me his Kate! 
Ah, never on ice artificially frozen 
Was known a more tender and sweet (é’e a téte! 
On his lips, the dear whispers the love links were forming 
With sighs, sizing larger—oh, then had he spoke! — 
Spread-eagling he fell! oh, how chilled was his warming,— 
Alas! not his heart, but his ankle, was broke! 


4 Critical Position. 

A POLICEMAN in giving evidence the other day said he saw 
defendant “ without his hat and his coat hanging on a door and pro- 
ceeding to undress himself.” Yet defendant was charged with being 
incapable of taking care of himself, and fined ten shillings. Both fine 
and imprisonment seem in this instance to have been inflicted in the 
spirit of true criticism. For neither the magistrate nor his subordi- 
nate would have been equal to so extraordinary « performance as that 
thus curiously characterised as incapacity. 


Cross Quartrexs.—Lady-day and Midsummer. 
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[Carroon.] 


HOIST. WITH HIS OWN PETARD. 


Now Spelling Bees are all the rage, 

And orthographic thoughts engage 
All Piet wi sisi 

What ‘tat old Dizzy, Ben, 

Should Himself. most fit of men 
Td takemepell in season ? 

And so, to-show hisewit’s still keen, 

He » Cam British Queen ?”’ 
(Adare : : tion.) 

Then, whem started with a Q, 

“Oh no!” says he, twill never do, 
We want more ostentation. 


“ And thustlieword, as you may guess, 
i it Zand ends with 5, 

Berhich makesit} more empressive ; 

And if you say I don’t ‘ Queen,’ 

You're ! that’s all I mean, 
And no ae BS aggressive. 

“Don’t tanoy tliat P wish to try 

And serve my ruler on the sly— ~ 
With anger ne’er'Be swelling! 

I don’t intend to alter a ae . 

No; by these tears!—and enly thought 
vont like the novel spelling! 


Then up and spoke John Bull with seomm : 

“e rogue’ was never born;. 

Oh, Dizzy, you’re’a duffer! 

Aad. show you I Se: 

An our gamé on: as well, 
Youu, must smart and suffer. 

“ My tarmIll take, a-word I'll choose—. 

Say ‘ Trickster ’—which should you amuse;, 
What ! can’t you see your way clear? 

I spell it with a Y O U, ; 

And justice to your chosen view 
Is done—that’s as the day clear!” 

——— 


Ovriovs examples of the inadequacy of an ordinary code to deal 
out special punishments are always occurring, and instances without 
number have been given of the law’s curious discrepancies. But a 
slight addition to the ever-growing catalogue may for once be made here. 
Looking down a column of “ Assize Intelligence” the other day, we 
saw that a man had been found guilty of a most foul and unnatural 
murder ; and though in the technicality of the law it was called some- 
thing else, we prefer to adhere to the word used. The prisoner had, 
under circumstances of the most revolting brutality, kicked his wife 
to death, and the learned judge read him a severe lesson on the 
enormity of his offence, and sent him into penal servitude for ten 
years. is is doubtless a very heavy sentence for so com tively 
insignificant an offence as that of killing “‘a mere girl,” and probably 
the offender was much affected by the judge's peroration about 
slavery. Still, we were rather “pulled up’’ when, reading a little 
further on in the same column, we came a totally different sor‘ 
of crime, visited, it must be admitted, witha totally different sort of 

unishment. This is perhaps accounted for by the trial taking place 
ore a different judge—an jndifferent, judge, we might almost 
suppose, com with the one in “another place,” This time the 
risoner had found guilty of sending a threatening letter from 
chester to London; and, on the jury giving their verdict, the 
judge, in no way emulating the fuss made over the ten years of 
slavery, at once and without more ado made the writer of the missive 
a “ lifer”” In still the same column, and in still another Court, a girl, 
who it was admitted ought to have had five years, was allowed to get 
off with six months. Im this case the judge displayed a sense of 
humour as well as of clemency. After stating that the “invariable” 
sentence for stealing letters was five years, he proceeded to say that 
in her case six would be sufficient. We have no intention of 
either pointing a moral or adorning the tale just told; and shall be 
thankful if our efforts but direct anybody now considering 

which is right 













best crime to commit to the path and the least 





The Depreciation of Silver. 
To Cour Coitrcrors.— Wanted by several gentlemen, Victoria half- 
crowns. Two shillings each will be given for any quantity. Apply 
| all day long to anyone, everywhere. 





FLAVOUR SNOOKS; 
Or, Wuat A Conscrgncx! 


For an individual who was destined’ ultimately to make a great, 
noise in the world, Flavour Snooks entered this terrestrial orb in the 
quietest manner possible. The veracious chronicler declares that he 
was born with the usual complement of legs and arms, but an extra. 
‘ordinary development of conscience ; and it is attributable to this fact 
that, as a child, he was never known to cry when his hair was brushed, 
or to kick when he was washed. His old nurse, in her garrulous 
moments, is wont to venture upon other details of his infantile 
superiority more suitable to the pages of the Family Friend than our 
more masculine columns; and it 1s sufficient for our purpose to note 
that at the age of four he ejected a book from the nursery window, 
because it suggested that the Devil was merely “the extreme of 
Gothic humour.” 

As years went on he grew in stature and in conscience, and in one 
thing more—an extreme desire to be prepared for sudden meteorological 

; and it was at a period when his specialities were in an 
extremely ripe state that his devoted parents handed him over, 
conscience and all, to nourish the church with the warmth of his 
excessive superiority. Alas! this conscience, which doth make cowards 
of usall, excepted the heroic Flavour Snooks; and when one of his 
ea came to church in a blue tie, and he found he couldn’t 
egally have him drawn and quartered in the vestry, he went home, 
took his umbrella because the weather looked stormy, and, leaving the 
church in disgust, sat under Newington Archway with six buttons 
in one hand and the other empty, extended palm-upwards to the 

-by. But it didn’tcome on torain.. The Chatham and Dover 
Railway ran trains over his head at one minute past twelve on Satur- 
day night, and people would want twelve buttons for a penny; s0 his 
conscience worried him again, and he made a fresh start in life. Fancy- 
ing there was thunder above, he stuck a lightning conductor in his hat 
and joined the navy. 

he'd been at sea two or three days, the captain ordered him 
to take the look-out, and one of the sailors tumbled overboard just 
under his nose, and he wouldn’t chuck him a rope until he said that 

he believed that Tarleton had nothing to do with sinking the Van- 
guard. But the sailor was obstinate and wouldn’t, but called to the 
,captain, who ordered Snooks to chuck him a rope directly. And just 
then it began to snow ; so the honest fellow put on his Ulster overcoat 
and left the ship rather than chuck a rope to a wicked man who 
denied the innocence of a revered admiral. And when he got onshore 
he went to the Seamen’s Bethel, and lived gratis, like a fighting cock, 
till the funds of the establishment were exhausted; and then he put 
on a white hat and thin socks, because he thought it was going to be 
very hot, and enlisted for a soldier. . 

Now the moment he got into the army the snow came on again, and 
he felt cold in his thin clothes, and he was ordered to shoulder his 
musket; but he refused, because he wasn’t sure whether the com- 
manding officer believed in Knightsbridge Barracks—so he asked him 
before obeying. And when the officer told him he thought the 
barracks a thundering nuisance, his conscience compelled him to 
throw down his arms rather than obey such a wicked person. And 
just then it began to rain; so he put up his umbrella and left the 
service, and went straight into the medical profession. But he'd 
hardly entered it when it left off raining and began to lighten; so he 
threw away his umbrella, put up his conductor, and went off to see 
a lady who'd got.a whalebone in her throat at a fish breakfast. 
When he got te the house he immediately asked the lady if she 
believed thit women ought to be admitted to the medical profession, 
and for a long time she was so black in the face she couldn’t answer. 
At last she gasped out “‘ Yes!” And his conscience as a medical man 
was so shocked that he put his instruments in his pocket and left her 
to choke. Then, noticing a deal of moisture in the atmosphere, he 
put on his Boyton suit, in anticipation of a flood, and quitted the 
medical profession for fear he should be called upon to relieve the 
— of an “advanced” female again. 

d when we last heard of him he was standing in his Boyton suit 
under ete Archway again, drawing chalk mackerel on the 
pavement, and holding out his hand for coppers. And that's about 
the only thing his conscience seems likely to let him do. In the interests 
of justice we are pleased to note, however, that it hasn’t rained a drop 
since he donned the indiarubber. Perhaps the weather’s got a con- 
science, too. 








A Shoeredly. 


Tux Leeds boot-riveters have struck work because a machine has 
been invented which fastens the heel to the sole without their assist- 
ance. The work in which the men are at present engaged generally 
Leeds to proceedings which rivet fone attention; but if the machine 
is the sole sore place, we trust the latter may soon be heeled. Both sides 
have our sympathy and this public notice of their difficulty to boot. 
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AN IMPERIAL PROGRESS. 


Gomez and listen, gentle ladies, to a narrative of -_: 
How an Empress took a journey on a Sunday am the snow ; 
‘Hew she travelled down to Windsor, from her Claridge’s Hotel ; 
. Just to drop the Queen a curtsy,.and to hopeithat she ws well. 
When formalities were finished awful storms were blowing up, 
But she couldn’t have been offered either shelter, bite, or sup. 
For she hurried back to London, and at Slough her train -was stopt 
By some poles a playful whirlwind right across the line had dropt. 


Now her Majesty was famished, and the ladies of her suite 
Having had their breakfast early felt an eagerness to eat. 

So a gallant station-master gave his Sunday round of beef 

To eae, cravings of the Hemse of Hapsburgh's chief, 
While the ladies on a trolly he convepedil across ‘the road 

To hawe bread and cheese and bitterwt his fortunate abode. 
When ‘her Majesty had finished, low she mutter’d, “‘ Any how, 
I'll forgive the shght at Windsor for the courtesy at Slough.’’ 


“‘Thexe’s moral in the story,every word of which is fact— 
Wien en DBmpress goes to Windsor she should have a hamper 


‘sandwiches.and biscuits, or some little thing*e munch, 
Werthe Castle people rarely press their visitors to lumch. 
ust at present, too, a lessen by ite:study may be taught, 
Since the value of a title .on the tapis has been brought; 
Por by reading ‘neath the surface pretty plainly it is seen, 
That.an ‘“‘Empress’’ is.amo-one im the presence of a ‘“‘ Queen.” 


Fer Panisnionsr. That’s.a good stroke of his, zefusin’ to 
anybody. How did that come ees Something 
ality,” wasn't it? 
















hanged if I'll bury e’era one of yer, there!” 


something ? 





We. MIL—THE MODERN STATUE. 
Seumz: Wat far from the Albert Memorial. 


Frest Vistrox to Kenai Gar- 
dens. Bless my soul, that’s a very 
pretty monument there! There's a 
4 model of a big nugget of gold in it : 
queer thing to build a monument to, 
isn’t it ? 

Sgconp Visupor. onan you a 
| at's supposed @e typify the worship 
for money whieh distinguishes the 

English nation. I think it’s a 
j@ good idea—gestical. I’ve hear 

it's a model of the great nugget 
that was in the Mxhibition. 

Frast Vistror. Bless my soul! what a find, eh? 





CQ@NVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


—— 


No. L—THE MODERN POEM. 


First Crrmmx. Magnificent thing, this new poem of Blank’s, isn’t 
it? Not.aomprebensible lime in it, sir! All the papers rave ebout 
it, and at sll. Here's the ele eae rey 
peem, iits fire of supprest passion, is obvieusly a deep and well- 
merited: satire upon ‘the political complications of the day.” ‘So it is, 

‘know. 


”” aia Cumin: Well, ’'m inclined -to agree with the Tuesday 
Twnbler eihen it wemantke:—*‘ The poem is probably a simple, sad tale 
of ~village Tife. ‘Throughout its whole length it is subdued, quiet— 


Freer Citizen. _ Still, on-theotherhand, the Wed» esday Wobbler says : 
—‘*There is not a single check to the ‘boisterous merriment of the work. 


It is evidently an Up: the Stock-Exchange.” 

SEconD te Yes; but-you the Thursdey Thug observes: | 
—“The poem is probably less a poem ‘than @ plain matter-of-fact | 
history of the Seven Years’ War, or-of'the Fall of Man. We are not 
certain which. It is the masterpiece of the day.” 

First Crrizen. Then the Friday Frightener says:—“ No doubt we 
should beenabled to appreciate more fully the beauties of this noble work 
if we could find out what an Eidélon is; this, indeed, appears to be the 
clue to the story. The poem is perfection.” i 

Szconp Citizen. Well, do you know, I’vean idea that an Eiddélon 
is something to eat—or somebody’s name—or—— ; 

First Crrizen. Oh, stuff! It says it’s “issued by factories ;” it’s 
some article of manufacture. 

Sgconp Crrizzen. Well, but in the next verse it says it’s “ built.” 

Frrst Crrizen. And it’s “‘everlasting’’—and “ round ”—and an 


“image.” Wonder whether it’s in the Slang Dictionary. 
[ They go out wondering. 





THEN AND NOW. 


Taen. 
Apmrrinc long the beauty of the moan, 
When all the world has wisely gene to ‘bed ; 
Soft pressures of the hand—the nightly “ eposn,” 
The lvosened hair and half-averted head. 
The daily “ billet-doux,” with every word 
Scored under twice—“‘ My pxectous 1arere rar!” 
The loving murmurs indistinctly heard— 
The parting kiss—who ever can forget ? 
Now. 


The gloss from Love’s capricious wing 
Has fled for ever. No more strolls 
By moonlight; no more “ murmuring ” 
Except about the price of coals ! 
But eA. “kids” on every side! 
Cold mutton twice a week, and more! 
No latchkey ! What was once a bride 
A “ nagging’’ wife, who proves a bore! 
No buttons on your shirt or vest,— 
No pipe—no club—no grog—no rest ! 





A Daughter’s Duty. 


129 








in-arm as jolly as sand-boys! And a beeutiful sermon that rector 
preached the next Sunday, all agin fighting, and drunkenness, anil 


bury 


@bout “ Person- 


Szconp Panisuiowme. Wes. Won see the congregation said they 
objected to his givin’ “em ‘bilack eyes that‘time he cleared the church— 
said it was too ‘‘ personal,” you know, and gave him to understand as 
they didn’t believe am ‘this “ personality.” So he upan’ says, “ Bo 


Frest Pamssnionse. Didn't I hear hewas a.goin’ to law about 


Seconp Parienioner. @h, yes. He's got @ ease on agin’ the 
sexton, and his Jaundress, and the bishop, and some Hittle boys who 
stole a radish, and the vestry, and—oh, a’most everybody, yer know. 

Fiest Parismioner. Ah! We did ought to be very proud of him ! 





[ They emigrate to California, 





ee 


been a pretty good stand-up between the 
vicar and the curate the other Sunday at 
morning service ? | 


bad—seven rounds altogether. You see, it 
came up this way: they had a row over 
the second lesson, and the rector mee 
in on the curate betweem the eyes. ell 
the curate, he off with his surplice like a 
shot (well-built chap, that curate, and likes 
& row), and then they goes at it—ah! 
hammer and tongs. Well, the rector he 
took to shying the hassocks; but it was 
no use—he had to close. They both got 
& lot o’ damage, and then they set to 
work on the congregation, and cleared | ; 

the church in a twinkling. But, lor bless yer! them two made it up 
agin’ that evening over a glass.at the ‘‘ Blue Pig,’ and rolled ‘ome arm- 


A GENTLEMAN who is always advertising himself as the proprietor 
of the daughter of somebody's something might with equal propriety 
propriet and endeavour to profit by a guide to the construction of the 
Empress’s lish. By that means he would avoid the suspicion of 
holding “the daughter of the late’ in bondage. As it is, we presume 
he holds her in a bottle, unless, indeed, a demijohn be the proper 
receptacle for the daughter of a marking-ink. Anyhow the whole 
advertisement is to us ink-redible. 





No. IIL.—THE MODERN CHURCHMAN. 
First ParisHionzr. Seems to have 


Srconp Parisnioner. Well, yes; not 


Romance and Reality. 
Tusz thigh-bone of a lion and the teeth of a rhinoceros have been 
discovered near the banks of the Thames. It is understood that these 
i originally came over at the invitation of a daily contemporary 
to engage in mortal combat. Owing, however, to the unavoidable 
absence of a special commissioner they died of starvation. The theory 


of Mr. Henry Walker, F.G.S., that they were formerly inhabitants of 
this kingdom is consequently absurd. 
Paradoxical. 
Wuen isa man most likely to become insane P—When he gives his 


mind to anything. 
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THE SOFTNESS OF YOUTH. 


Mary :—"T say, Mas, McCanruy, THIS ’ERR’S A VERY BAD CABBAGE!” 
Mrs. M.:—“SuvRre NOW, AND 16 IT, HONEY? THEN PICK ANOTHER, BLEss YER, YOUNG CABBAGES IS LIKE SWEETHEARTS; YOU MUST 
TERY HARF-A-DOZEN "AFORE YE GETS A GOOD waNn!’”’ ' 













CHEAP PATRONAGE. | A HINT. 
Own of our leading literary papers contains an account of “ Walt “Mamma,” a little lady cri 

Whitman's actual American TGtion,” from which it would seem as if “« My brother's wife 2 Seep pride, 

he is quite unknown in the as a poet, except to the half dozen | — And comes the mistress o’er me; 

or so who vote him big just to prove that they themselves are—bigger. She says Imperial’s higher far, 

-These and the half-dozen here, who have kindly “ taken up” the poor Than we who simply Royal are, - 

sethocel tee chavepe'oh fae. cighioah. artdanen ‘ot Sncpiiioas-unisan ee tartan Wee es 

on-— “ e + ° a 

indeed, incomprehensibility is an exchangeable term—are disgusted at & My Siting, Pe Mamma exclaims ; 
/ the non-success of their isgusted at the non-success of And be lorcet 

Ti their protection, we think. some heaven-sent Tl send at once for trusty Ben 

i American critics were to fix upon a Telegrap writer, or upon a po 7 Oe 

i writer of Catnach ballads, and after proclaiming him a great poet Theesteverest of artfal men, 

4 were to be disgusted with the English nation for not endorsing their d see what he can do, dear. 

i opinion, sad buying up the’ Cooks ‘which the poor fellow been Ben came, and in a moment saw 
prevailed on to write by this cheap P It seems hard to sup- The plan te make such wishes law, 
pose, yet this is the converse of Walt mete which And quickly set about it. 
seems just now to excite a deal of sympathy among kid-gloved critics, Alas! that felks should try to dish 
who naturally find that commodity much more readily than relief. The little lady’s modest wish, 
Henpuativesed baseale Canive bo sejeies over anyone's failure, ~ And chaff the scheme and flout it! 
we would m rather subscribe a guinea towards an annuity t kingdoms fall and prestige wan 
Whitman than stand idly by while he starves, content to. recommend ere degt oD ” 
what we cannot understand, and to blame the world because it will Who hankers for a title. 
not blindly accept our dictum. But thenwe have not yet appointed Blot out a nation's noble past, 

cast— 


we 
ourselves critics in ordinary to all the world, as well as poets and Let Freedom to the d 
painters to the remainder ! Her whim alone is 
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A POLITICAL 
John Bull :-—“OH, SO YOU SPELL ‘CONSTITUTIONAL SOVEREIGN,’ EMPRESS ; 
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Marcu 22, 1876.) 


-POSTHUMOUS FAME. 





Tue gifted Tomkins yearned for fame ; 
And Green and, Jenkins didithe same— 
For humble fame,,which germs and ends 
Among the circle of one’s friends. 


But asthe gifts of allithe three 
Were just as equal as could be, 
Their friends could never quite decide 
In which they took the greatest pride. 


For very soon they came to find 

That Nature (who is always kind) 

Had justly gifted each of these 

With little specializes. 

And thus, though Green was so at home 
In playing on the pocket-comb ; 
Tomkins, his friend, could always spell 
The words at Spelling Bees so well ; 


While Jenktine'did the dags of most 

In eating-rounds of buttered toast— 
When yomeouldi really make him bring 
His mind to try and do the thing! 


Tkeir friends, to aid the cause of right, 
Would all assemble ev’ry night, 

To argue and decide between 

The claims of Tomkins—Jenkins—Green. 


And as their place of rendez-vous 

They chose the “‘ Clown and Kangaroo” — 
‘The candidates for fame to pay 

For beverages put away. 





They wanted very much to drink 
Before they could attempt to think ; 
And while they took it with a will, — 
Green, Tomkins, Jenkins paid the bill. 


They had to drink till very late 
To properly deliberate; _ 

They had to doit ev'ry night — 
For nearly twenty years—or quite. 


In alternating hope and doubt _ 

Green, Jenkins, Tomkins stood without — 
Till many weary years had gone, 

Po hear their claims decided on. 


With doubt depressed —with hoping buoyed, 
They found their nerves were so destroyed, 
That now they looked more old and ill 
Hach time they went to pay the bill. 

But still!—although they nightly tried — 
"These referees:could not decide ; 

Tid Jenkins elesed his mortal page 

By dying of excessive age. 

end with their weeping eyeballs dim, 

They then bestowed the palm on Aim— 

And wondered they could ever go 

And hesitate about it so! 
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But shortly after it befell 

That Green and Tomkins died as well ; 
And then the council saw too late, 
That they had been preaipitate ! 


“We ought to meet,” they said, “ it’ i 
And weigh the whole affaie again: 
And so they would—until this day— 

But no one volunteered to pay ! 





DOTS AND LIES. 

Yorksutre coalowners announce their decided intention to. reduce 
the wages of their men im April. Mea consider this @ reductio 
a@ absurdum—but don’t say s@. = It is anmeunced that am Association 
for the Promotion of Gen Helpa:in the Mining Districts.is.to be 
the next move at Cyfartha Castle. Each gentleman will wamt at 
least three miners to assist him in deimg one common man’s work, of 
course. = Sheffield daily papers accuse each other of “cribbing” from 
eanly copies. The townsfolk stand at the amount of Titherto 
umauspected literary ability displayed during the quarrel. And 
te, London papers go on as if nothing had to disturb the 
equanimity of the journalistic world! — Empress of Austria hunts the 
fox im Northamptonshire. With a good deal more success than when 
she humts-the Innch at hospitable Windsor. Why, even great George 
the Third’seold.shoulder would have been better than Queem Vietoria’s. 
= Operative tailors of a provincial town apply for am imerease of 
wages. At such a time the application of the word operative becomes 
inoperative. = Sporting papers complain that during a recent football 
match there was a great want of concerted action. Wonder whether 
this means that the usual military band, “ by the kind permission,” 
failed toturn up? And if not, why not? = Phoenix Iron Company 
declares a dividend of 2s. 6d. inthe pound. Novel realization of fable: 
The Phoenix rising from its hashes. = Gentleman forcibly prevented 
from going to America with seven million francs. This is a great loss 
to that country and will have to be considered—by arbitration. Say, 
we keep, the man and let them have the money. = Someone writes toa 
contemporary, “ Strawberries have been on sale in Covent Garden 
Market for more than a week.” Then the sooner they are sold the 
better for their reputation and that of the oldmarket. = Forty-seven 
million pounds of tobacco smoked annually in the United Kingdom, 
more.than double the amount of thirty years ago. There are two 


sufficient reasons against saying to the smokotallers, “Put ¢ iny 


pipe, and’ smoke it!’”’ but we mean it all the same. — Reetor of 


our 
says the Devil impersonified in the Stock Exchange eyery day. His 


honour’s reverence has evidently been there, and unlucky. — Labourer 
at Middlesborough fined for rupturing the ear of a man with whom he 
was having a religious discussion. ether by the force of his argu- 
ments or not is unstated. — Mr. Smollett “ cheers in derision” during 
the Imperial debate. Other donkeys have been heard to try similar 


tactics, at Hampstead, in response to the stick. 





Principle and Interest. 


A ‘Lover oF Justice,” writing to the Zimes with reference to the 
vacancy at present existing among the trustees of the British Museum, 
thinks the best claim rests between Sir Henry Rawlinson and Mr. 
Layard, but evidently fears much for the chance of either. His 
proposition is curiously worded, in one particular at least. He would 
suggest that ‘(as these appointments are entirely in the gift of the 
Prime Minister, that with a view to steady his judgment he should 
lay on the table of the House of Commons the name of the gentleman 
om whom he proposes to confer the office, one month before the 
appointment is actually made.” Steady his ju t, indeed! 
Well, if ever we came across a euphuistic way of objecting to the 
good old Conservative principle of passing over that common quality, 
merit, when alone and unattended, it is the one we have quoted. And 
only to think—just after creating quite a new dymasty, too! This 
writer may be a lover of justice, but he might amwell be a billiard 
ball—for his bump of reverence! 


Aittitude is Everything. 

Tux person who advertised in a daily paper for “an active, intelli- 
gent young man, aged 71,” was probably rather astounded when his 
advertisement appeared. If not, and he really means what he is made 
to say, we should advise him to take a boat and up the river. He 
may “reagh’* what he wants about Chiswick or Twickenham, where 
individuals are often to be found both young and Ait-ty. 





Even s0, 
Omm Mr. Eve has been elected Head Master of the University Col- 
lege School. The Whirligig of Time has at last made it the correct 
thing for Eve to dispense the fruit of the tree of knowledge. 


\ 


° ~- 
: , 
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FUN. 


THE BRITISH TRADESMAN.—No. 4, THE POULTERER’S LITTLE JOKE. 
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What turi oie 
: PES We Oa aE tert saat Ce — t Oh, you’re a making a mistake. Do you mean to tell me I ain’t honest? What next!/!” 
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- LINCOLN AND LIVERPOOL. fast enough to evoke a suspicion of unfairness, and there was no 





















Logic anD Lyric. Wits oTHEeR MArTrTErs. 


_ Bueenzss has been rather brisk since last I wrote, and though the turf 
season has not exactly commenced as I put pen to paper, the inaugura- 
| tion will be un fait accompli by the time thiesees the light of publica- 
tion, and thereby receives the impress of iaiimftrtality. (I hope you 
like this style, and wish you to undessfamd the foreign is given in 
and constitutes no extra.) Yes, as I talie the dip of ink which marks 
the metaphoric expression of the,mind, I'note that.all Nature is glad, 
and that the preparations for the Limcoln Handicap have already 
begun. The merry birds are blithe amthey offer unlit songs 











of the season, the buds sprout forth wpom'the trees ime notice- 

able but once a year, and then onlysemetimes, the lamBsd#iskeand caper 

‘by the side of their dams, who age @——-glad (to putit-mildly) and, 

s ignorant of reso a the ane oe een 

rejoice in cutting of their youngsters’ all 

| Nature puts forth or Dilgitoct of aulew dues tetmaihdy were 

Iam staying. (The latteris ch im the bt con- 

tribute to your columns; Mr. T am amid vaunted 
mediswviality of the Midland Counties;, I an.taking mite casei mine} 


inn at Lincoln. That is;as much of mine’ ease as cam Be expected 

with something to write and'really noting towrite about at tie moment; 

with a public-house pen, and ink to -and with the certainty 
i of its being: put down double price iff you o 

head-waiter.. I will therefore bring my noteson Limcolit to a speedy | 

terminatiom, and, ee done, will) pass on to theprotiable perform- 












ance at This is my motion of a poetic’ tip for the 
Carholmez—— . . 
To weave'a Chaplet—one that might! be*worts witlf Honest pride’ 
By Shah, or King, or‘maybe: 
Requires: aman’ (to use a slang un) rather “‘wide”— 
Requires: fellow sharp as anyramor.. 
(['m toldithe eae Ce friend 
Who'says, “ “prophesy ing ’re Wiser’; 
And when the race is-over, and tie:j 
I’m. sure-you'll find the winner : 
Thisis-what-you:may call! riglitt out ‘oft av-mmnttipe Hi 
botitigunatineer Last eet talking i rhe st went 
Iam outs wo likertifat, a goes ftor 


Now to Woodlandivelad in verdlire let us give a passing glance, 
Then with Lacy pass along the way, and wonder 

As we watch the lordly Berners with a Mandarin advance. 
To be shaken up and pulverised by Thunder. 

There are lots of other horses in this tip I’d like to see: 
There are Rénée, Brigg Boy, Bendigo, and Belle Belle ; 

But if half the lot are runners I shall think, ’twixt you and me, 
T have sounded ev'ry rival tipster’s knellbell. 


And now for Liverpool, where’I hope soon to be among the leapers. 
(Be sure, sir, you see the a goes in that last word; as Liverpudlians aré 
strangely sensitive,) I remember onceoffering a Liverpool cabman 
what I considered a liberal fare, and the man actually blushed: for the 
reputation of his townsmen. And talking about cabmen. reminds me 
of the future that is in store for them this week. I can see 
myself in spirit grovelling before a Liverpool hansom man, which is: 
by no means the same as a handsome Leeagel man, and offering him: | 
oll I possess to me to Aintree on the Grand National day. But’ 
T can also see that I am compelled to give him more; and so to pase’ 

or for the present the inexorable law of circumstance, and take‘ up 

he prescriptive power of prophecy, I will turn my thoughts in the! 
ection of the race itself, and endeavour to. forecast: the: winner. 
This is how it’s done :— 
Now Chandos races past’ Defence, 
And Chimney Sweep goes down ; 
Gazelle, too, in a moment hence 


look extva@hard at the | 


necessity to trouble about his “ opponents.” 
plenty to eat and dri 
the quality of the ca 
There was certainly 
hard winter, an intense 

wat and all found, t6 Bay nothing of the judicial—I think, judicious 
—title. 
circumstances.) Long may he wave, and never may he waver, while 
over sixteen thousand Pete wil in one evening pay gate to see him 
plod his weary ways 16'd care to possess ta 


won't say, “ Not I,” Ive ma to rub along well 
as itis with note to many; but if ever I felt satisfied with the 


enor pore mie it is now. 
excellent ju Bo ed ure’ as Yepresented at its headquarters, the 
Hall in Islington, ) as ‘ 


yours, 


But there was always 
and so I suppose we were engaged to judge 
as discovered in Islington by Americans. 
y enough; and there was to me, after a 
ure in sitting in a box at so!much an 






Vive Westonne Z Walkére! (No extra for this under the 


rains after this? I 


Write me down an—well, an 


believes me to be anything but obediently 
oe AUVGSPUR, 
EE 
VERY GONSOLING. 
hypo Oe of her“ pets,” 
threatens nin = : , thes ' J 
And brings consolation in’ view. i) 7 








VV ee ee eee 





But they sayy“ ht erespectable air !”’ 
And there's’ certainly something in that ! 
For seventeen yeai#*l @charmer have wooed, 


Though not wi SUCCESS ; 
Whenever to ‘chatice to allude, 
She won’t givéa d P* yes.” 
But Brown (whio-is*fallof benevolent ways) 
Says, “‘ Don't be a faint-hearted flat— 
Persevere, and she’ll marry you one of these days.” * 
Now, there's something consoling in that ! 


Much soothing relief to my mind it affurds' 
To know I may yet win a name; 
When skill and ability get their rewards, 
I'll revel-in riches and fame. 
So now to the length of my tether I've run, 
ri a my ere chat— 4 
And you'll say, when I tell you my rigmarole’s done,— 
ell, there's something consoling in that! 






Inventors’ Columns. 


A ConsznvAtTive contemporary, principally remarkable for the 


weighty matter of its short leaders, has been lately devoting itself to 
inventing imaginary sales of old china, at which Earl D ay svat 
£10,000 for a toast-rack and argumentative bidders smash million« 
guinea egg cups. The Zimes condescends to announce that these 
reports are tissues of lies. Truly; but, in charity, we must remem- 
ber that facts just now are awkward things for Tory writers to touch, 
and columns must be filled somehow. 


‘¢ Benefit of Clergy.” 


Will crack her rider’s crown. 

To zero Zero’s chance has sunk, 
Lucellum’s safe unsound ; 

The‘: field” to half it’s size has shrunk 
Before they've been once round. 


See ! Jackal makes his way in front, 


TuE Globule and Tramp, evening newspaper, complains that common 

ple “are carefully nursed into their virulent hatred of the Church 
by wilfal and cowardly aspersions of the most unjustifiable kind con- 
stantly heaped upon the clergy by obscure agitators.” Quite so; and 
if the Gl.bule people will only burke the criminal and divorce court 
reporters, they will destroy the “‘ obscure agitators” whe are doing 











Asd Palm yields pristine pelm ; ischief. But they must leave off their habit of starri 
Still Master Mowbray's in the hunt se dictooudaly ou thokc cwa Lill t the arora. ie 
The double: jump they clear once more, ste saa 
And honieward steer straightway ; . ) oke. | 
Bat fielders’ hearts sink ei tod ome, Dvarwe the récerit gales, a little girl called ob€ to her brether, 
For Chandos wins this day ! “ Oh, Jasits, look’at the wind !” Blowed if that ain’t good !” said the 
There'are several other’little thines I’should have like@ to mention, | superior petson; and now he us to pay him for it! Perhaps 
had spaeeand time but permitted. eediapa! you axe niet aware that | whet he catl see the one; we see the other. 
T am the men who j Weston’s walking before coming 





here. can't say. exactly what there was to judge, as he never went 


A Dgavp Ser.—Barber Surgeons: 
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WAYS AND MEANS. 
Old Gentleman (inquiring his way) :—“I—I want a wousr mn CavEnvisH Saquarz!” 


Navvy :—“ Ou! poss YER; WELL, YER AIN'T MODEST, ARE YER? Lor’ BLESS YER, Ir COULD DO WITH ONE OR TWO ON "EM MYSBLF ! 


QUESTIONS IN THE HOUSE. | 
Tus Selowing queens wil be put during the present Session to 
members mentioned :— 
To Mr. Hunr.—-If it is true that Tarlatan is to be tried at a fancy 
ball at the Mansion Heuse ? 
To Mz. Hanpy.—If the children who come down after dinner have 
Pa Min. nega is oll coat caneiehentey 
R. 7—If all coun rates are ble o a 
Siar trial t ty magist capa parsing 
aan Ms. Disnascs.— If he will lay before the House the papers in 


To 8s ‘Srarrond Nonrucors.—Tf he wants to borrow a few mil- 
lions for a week;‘and if such be the case, whether he will give Mr. 
Bauniderecis of Giford, « tera? 
To ‘tHe ‘SrrakEk.—If hon. members may be allowed to toss for his 
eye when it’s possession is doubtful ? 


which 


‘Dumb Vivimus.” -*’ 
thas .stated in' the House of Lords, relative 
that “ vast masses of the Indian popu- 
“dumb.” ‘Then their desire for an Empress, on 


80 uently dwelt, must be d bfound 
ae "oT ys. 


Tue. Eorl of 


——s 


| an SPENS 
: enh ae Te as 


CADBURY’S 
= || COCOA ESSENCE 


CAUTION,—If Cocos thickens im the cup it proves the addition of stareh 


| iad 


‘Ig IT POSSIBLE?” 


A patuy paper, after publishing one a couple of most sensational 
letters as to the heartless manner in whieh men had been, during the 
recent gales, allowed to drown on our South Coast, prints on the 
following day, and under the same head, a statement which seems more 
like an advertisement than a contradiction. We know nothing what- 
ever abont-the real merits of the case, and two at least of the writers 
must be in a. similar condition.. But under the head of “Is it 
Possible ?”” chosen by our contemporary, we should like to have it 
asked, and answered by the light of recent events,—Is it possible that 
we have been led to believe that our boatmen are ‘the most noble and 
self-sacrificing fellows in the world—simply because we happen to 
know less than nothing whatever about them and their general doings ? 


Bilin’ the ** Pot.” 


Tux friends of the Premier have noticed with concern the pallor of 
the right hon. gentleman’s complexion during the last fortnight. We 
are happy to state that he is merely suffering from a Royal Titles 
Billious attack. 


Greatful. 


ENGLISHMEN, who used to be so proud of their Great Hastern, must 
pardon the natural pride shown by Americans i in their Great Weston. 


Reckitt’s 
Dogs] MiB oi [ Us 


| As Supplied to,.the 


Gaara Va 


ee tert ak 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phosnix Werks, @t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at =, Pleet-street, E.C.—London, March 22, 1876. 
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Servant-gal :—“ I REALLY COULD NOT UNDERTAKE TO LOOK APTEBR THE LIBRARY FIRE, MAM!” 


Lady ;:—“InpExp! 


I CANNOT SEE THAT THERE IS ANYTHING DEROGATORY IN IT; I AM SURE I SHOULD NOT MIND DOING IT MYSELP!”’ 


Servant-gal :—‘‘ Ox! VERY LIKELY NOT, MAM, THAT'S JUST THE POINT WE'VE COME TO, MAM; YOU SEE, YOUR CLASS IS A-GOING DOWN, 


AND MY CLASS IS A GOING HUP 








ANECDOTES OF GREAT MEN. 

Mr. Disrazut did one night chance to be rinking with Master 
Marwood before that his Titles Bill had passed, and the latter did ask 
the master of gibes and sneers if he would give way to the wishes of 
the nation, to which he did reply imperiously, ‘‘ Aut Caesar aut 
nullus ”’ ‘T don’t know as either of ’em aut,” did answer innocently 
Master M., “ but I’m sure you autn't, if you don’t want to null us 
altogether.” From which remark it has been clearly demonstrated 
that the common hangman is a Conservative. 

“Do you know,” said the Bishop of London to Joe Cave, as they 
“kissed the baby” at the Marylebone bar, ‘that Hay Currie is to be 
made a Knight?” ‘I should think night was about the best time to 
make it,’ quoth Joe; “ give me rice.” “ Ah, dear boy,” interrupted his 
lordshi , “you forget the old proverb, ‘Make Hay while the sun 
shines.’” ‘Then they’ll have to put the ceremony off till the weather 
changes,” pattered the versatile comedian ; and, digging the Bishop in 
the ribs, he went off to write his leader for the Times. ts 

_One afternoon that Mr. Whalley had occasion to be sticking the 
bills of a public Tichborne meeting on a hoarding near Keneington, 
he did see Commissioner Kerr look at a piece of meat that was lying 
on the ground, stir it with a stick, and pass on. ‘‘ Why don’t you 
7 it up ?”’ called the Lord of Plas Ruabon after him; “it was very 

‘ely put there for you.” ‘ What do you mesn?”’ growled the Com- 
missioner, sentencing him at once to six months’ with hard. x Why, 
you're a Kerr, ain’t you, and they've been poisoning a lot of ’em that 
way lately.” The Commissioner walked away with a snarl, but he 

t a prosecutor have it hot next morning. 

tly one Sunday morning as Mr. Charles Reade was on the road 
to his barber's in the Whitechapel-road, there to study character and 
the vigorous English who resort there, he did encounter a domestic 
fervant who was cleaning the steps, and she straightway to threaten 
him with the mop till he did stop. “ What do you mean by a sayin 
48 I pigs with my relations?” she shouts, lifting her bueket and taking 
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aim. ‘‘ Nothing, my good woman, I assure you—a figure of speech.” 
‘“‘ Figger o’ speech be blowed. I'll make a figger of you,” continued 
the handmaid; ‘“‘ you daren’t a’ said it of anybody but unpertected 
females.’’ ‘‘ Yes I dare, my dear; I’ll gay it of the Prince of Wales, 
if you'll drop that bucket.” ‘ Well,say it then.” ‘ Certainly I will, 
because it’s the truth. He’s spent half his time in India pigging with 
his relations.” ‘“‘Do you meanit?’ ‘' By Fitz-George the wild 
boars, but I do, my dear.” And with that the great author took to his 
heels and made a bolt for the corner. 





MY MUSE. 


Tie was when my world was delicious and new, 
And my Muse was the goddess I took out to sup; 
When we fed on the sweetest of Helicon’s dew— 
But with frequent additions of kisses and “ cup” ! 
We enjoyed an existence earth’s troubles above, 
And thought writing love-verses the end of all love! 


Time came when she got to be really a bore, 
Everlastingly coming to ask me to write! 
And I constantly told her to bother no more, 
For I couldn’t, and wouldn’t, and shouldn’t that night. 
I'd to go out to dinner— was asked to a ball— 
Or had made up my mind against writing at all! 


Time's fled, and my Muse never visits me now! 
(She is flirting, perhaps, with some newly-fledged bard !) 
But a change has.come o’er me which doesn’t allow 
Any change ir her feelings to strike me as hard ' 
For the sweetest of girls, through the rest of all Time, 
Is the love of my heart, and the Muse of my rhyme! 


A Fivz-zsxt Man.—A sweep. 
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[Canzoon] 
THE DOTAGE OF MOGGY ‘SNARLER. 


“An ABLTGORY. 


Op SNaRLER-was once.a moet vigilant: tyke, 
A tyke of good: breeding iftfapiful.sometimes ; 
He'd.grawLand grow fierce.when he took,a dislike, 
And: those that»he hated. .woulkdeften have glum times. 
He. ever was.staunch —.was,athater@f.shams; 
Whenever he struck out, itmasibokily — not)blindly ; 
And Sheffielders, frolicaome, ted lambs, 
Respected old.Searler, amdeteok tovhim kindly. 


How altered d-§narler's-performanee is now ! 


ol 
Grown: silly idity memkles '— 
. wow, 
And, heedless of. kicks,,ranssatyhetls.end at ankles. 


But.werse—he's ee, each-friend ; 
‘Whois,petted or fend d-or pharangued him. 
* |; * * 
is.epi ynans: ** Love of Arntomas his,end-” 
——o— 


decision .of the King of ;Brentford—fer «auth jin -efiect we 
chairman 


- * 


: of :the ‘Resnblow! tbeerd ..of mas pe 
is—an: the -recent.rathway.assault -case-may?be . -many 

mest mene os with feelings commensurate to the interests 

. Whese.who, once in.an .omnibus,a;tram-car, ora railway- 

er.as matterfer-the 
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THE ADMIRABLE ‘LEPHANT. 


AN UNVARNISHED _.AND Strricthxy ‘TRUTHFUL fTory. 


a iVE RYRBODY must have 
rread oa -good deal lat: ly 
about elephants. “Sing. 
the Prince of Wales 
landed on the shospitahl. 
shores of Hindostan, -éle- 
phants seem to have been 
a great comfort to his 
PReyal and Imperial High- 
wpess. “When «there was 
mo other,game handy they 

mA egaverthemeelvesup to the 
7 jimminent deadly breech- 
§ Woader with :true loyalty; 
- sand then egood fortune 
made ‘them tthe ‘hunt: rs, 
and netsbhe thanted, :the. 
did +their AMevoir with 
an élephantine -élezance 
which ¢an beMone: justice 

ae in ae ofa 

y paper only then 

ander j céircum - 
stances. YWe-shall :there - 
‘tere mot atiem ypt:torrivil 
therbrilliant-reperts.so 1¢- 

t diy given .6f late, 
“but -will »merely sadvance 

a few experiences -@f onr 
own, whieh .at all events 
possess: tromerit. of 


e graphic but certainly tfarilees:tentiifal «stories.of :the 


of. parr Sagan which -may just now ferm-awmeéinl-addendum:to :the 
ee 


raised a fresh issue-with regard to friends and neighbours 
ing _possession of compartments,.and keeping them to themselves, 
in weality-this is .all.pert .of the question tried, and anyone in -the 
habit of travelling regularly by local line must have felt it to be so. 
The plea for the defence that a passenger, having once paid his fare, 
has a right to travel in comfort, though admirable on general grounds, 
was singularly shortsighted in the present instance. It was as 
much a plea for the plaintiff as for the defendant. Altogether, we 
think the sentence a fair and proper one, especially as the weak have 
always been the sufferers hitherto. While as for the strong, we 
know some of them, at all events, who will think twice now before 
scowling defiance at those who wish, “ having once paid their fare, to 
travel in comfort,” or before insisting that a half -empty carriage is 
full, when any but their friends desire to be conveyed in it. 
—og——- 

Amora the many disgusting and disgraceful seenes which have 
taken place through the hardihood of Dissenters who wish to bury 
their dead with decency is one which offers an aspect rather different 
from the multitude of similar cases that crowd our papers. It having 
been stated that a vicar had refused to permit the interment of a 
Dissenting child in the common graveyard, the Times is ealled on to 
contradict this, and to.do. the vicar justice. This gentleman, it seems, 
did not prohibit the burial ofthe child in the parish ground, as he had 
no power to do so; he ay refused to allow Dissenters to celebrate 
a burial service over the y- ‘We .think those who.slandered this 
reverend man should be»brought to speedy justice,.and:that.all thanks 
should be given ‘him for the manner in which he restrained him:elf 
from doing that whieh-he-had no power to do, and limited himself to 
the strict exercise of his truly Christian duty. 


“STARVATION REFUSING PLENTY.” 


Scorcumen and jokes. Hansoms.and sixpenny fares. 
Fools and advice. Railways and punctuality. 
Talkers and silence. Vegetarians and beef. 
Rooms ani ventilation. Horses and corn. 

Bald heads and wigs. 

Gardeners and weeds. 


A Note from the Opera. 


Tue Italian Opera season has commenced with William Te’!. 
Opera seasons generally do, and the reason js becauge the name 
of Rossini Jells well on the Bill. Almost as well as our William 
managed to Tell on the cther Bili—the one with a bad title to it. 


Only he told again-t it. 


recently out »with the elephants. 

ir Jung ° » With »whose neme wf course every reader 
«who takes .an interest in .matters"Indian “is acquainted, had at one 
time .a favourite elephant very well known in Hindostan, and much 
admired by-all the-people there. This.amimal was perfectly tame and 
was allowed to roam at large, making friends wherever he went by the 
sweetress of his disposition, and at last became petted throuyhout 
the whole length and breadth of the country. But however far he 
roamed he would. always be back at nightfall, ready to protect and 
escort his master to the mosque, from the minaret of which the 
muezzin made sweet music. And this elephant had such a quick 
and sensitive hearing that if his master wanted him before the usual 
time, he would return at any moment between breakfast and bed, if 
only a certain note was played upon the tom-tom kept for that pur- 
pose. Over mountains, down ravines, across plains, scattering the 
rice and pulverising the paddy, he would make his way when the 
sound reached him, no matter in what part of Hindostan he might be 
at the time, and was soon caracoling around his master’s bungalow. 
we indeed a discreet and dutiful elephant, and his name was 

er. 

When Sir Jung Behindadoor used to go out hunting, Walker always 
used to go with him, and the sagacity of this noble beast was at such 
times most noticeable. Travellers muking their way across the 
continent have over and over again stood spell-bound as they watched 
the way in which Walker tracked the truculent tiger to his lair. 
Walker was not afraid to dash boldly into the jungle and drag forth 
a lion or a tiger by the tail, and any time when his master would say, 
“After ’em, boy!”’— just like cruel young men do to their dogs in 
London when cats are contiguous— Walker would gallop in among 
the underwood, and be sure to effect a capture. It was a noticeable 
fact that hyenas never gave vent ‘to their risibility in the presence of 
Walker, but were both humble and silent, while jackals no longer 
thought of themselves as lion-providers when: he was about—they had 
quite enough to do to provide for their own safety. 

Once a very tremendous tiger had ‘taken up his abode in the 
neighbourhood of Sir Jung Behindadoor’s bungalow, and as he 
killed seven or eight natives every day, and swallowed them, shells and 
all, he was considered to be overdoing it, and it. was voted necessary 
to exterminate him. A shooting party was therefore regularly 
equipped, and Walker's master rode gallantly astride his noble beast 
to the cover. Walker, who had been provided with a new saddle and 
bridle for the occasion, was in t'form that day, and was evidently 
anxious to distinguish himself. At ‘last the tiger dashed from his 
covert, and, snorting defiance, knocked hialtsa-Sosen of the beaters 
over,and looked ‘like escaping. But Walker was equal to:the occasion. 
Placing himself immediately in ‘front of the-ferocious feline, he made 
a rapid feint with his trunk, stepped to one side as the tiger sprang 
forward, and with amazing dexterity caught ‘him by the ‘tail with his 
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proboscis. 


man-eater's throat from ear to ear. 


was extremely useful. 
though at first he had a habit of helping himself, especially 


socom taughtihim this was wrong, an 
himeto begin till all the company was served: 
oe ‘bed: he was a living instance of* ddci 


SA SE the en steerer 


piste overthrow. There came to the port of 


took it on board, and at once set sail for England 
was to cost him dear! 


afterwards clasped in each other’s arms. 


Thus ever is honesty the best policy. And we expect there must 
have been elephants on board our ironclads:om more thian one occasion 


within recent years. 
—————S ee 


AN ELEMENTARY AMBITION. 
By ovr Luwaric Laupmars. 


I wave had my little orotchets; I have had my little whims, 
I have let my fancy toddle on the groggiest of limbs ; 
But I really never ever. till’a very recent day, 


Thought oftenvying the gambols of a hurricane at play. 
When I saw the bogyar blo little boys about the street, 
any upheaving ommibuses to a: t of twenty feet, 

en a dr 






‘bitsof: heuses'‘on'# burly bishop’s nose, 
In my hearf—I must conféssit—quite siisloosy arose. 


For I fancied what a blessing such a hurricamemight be, 
If it had a mind to guide it when it went upon the spree. 
I com its course of action with the one I had in view, 
Could I change positions with it for an afternoon or two. 


Would I waste my time in blowing people’s hats across the road ? 
Were such silly pranks suggested I should mutter, ‘‘ Hat be blowed.” 
No, I'd use my talents freely for high purposes of State, 

Were I turned into a whirlwind by the magic-hand of Fate. 


I would take the snarling parson by the-collar of his coat, 

And I'd chuck him in the ocean wherethe beggar couldn’t float. 
Then I'd chivy all the Tories, with old: Dizzy at their head, 

And blow chimneypots upon.’em till they fancied they were dead. 


I would swoop upon the wand the feverdens of town, 
And with onw xt: blow the cursed places down; 
I would’ h to the City, which with evil doing teems, 


Just te ventilate its:doingyand to tlow upon its echemes. 
I would——, Bat!’ but-T' aur dreaming, for-of course it cannot be, 


No such privilegeis: to slamatic like-me. 
Ae an ordinary mare I've 96 nme of doing good’ 





Cotone, Huewpwwsow lias arranged that a policeman sliall be 
ioned every night: withina: given area,” so that tg ge want of 
the article may know where tefind‘iti. The given area has long been 
a feature of Robert’s day'duty. Tfhe'given leg of mutton 1s, by some 
&ccident, omitted from the new night programme. 





The enraged captive, smarting and discomfited, en- 
deavoured to turn and rend his assailant, but, swift as the wind, 
Walker shifted his grip, and pinning the hindlegs of the tiger held 
him motionless, while his master, pulling out a skene-dhu, cut the 


This is but:one of the many exploits of Sir Jung’s extraordinary 
elephant, amd@it'is-with regret that we find space too sparse for the 
task of chiromicling his‘many amiable qualities. In the-house, Walker 
He has been known to wait at table, and 
to bottled 
beer, his natural gooditaste, and a slightadmonition from his master, 
ultimately nothing would induce 
sepinmg on the foot of 
» affection, and 
watetifulness; and woe to him who dared enter SipJing Behindadoor's 
chiamnbor-umtil the proper time had arrived and'theshaving water was 


BatéWalker’s admirable qualities eventuallyled’ t6 Bis most com- 
@ British iron- 
clad, commande( by a British admiral, who was; of‘cowrse, introduced 
to Sir Jung Behindadoor, and who soon coveted’ Sir Jang’s famous: 
elephant. Day by day the desire to possess: this: affectionate creature 
grew in the admiral’s bosom, and at last‘one night, affer witnessing 
an exhibition of tiger-killing, the Britistt eatlér-could’ no longer con- 
tain himself, but, decoying Sir Jung and His: trusty tirnte to the sea- 
shore, where he had a boat’s crew in waiting, he seized: the elephant, 
But: his temerity 
Walker, though he grieved very much for the 
loss of his master, soon became apparently reconciled to his position, 
and was allowed to wander over the ship unchecked. One day he 
climbed to the top of the mainmast to look back upon his beloved 
Hindostan. The weather being rather reugh, and the ship rolling 
somewhat, the superincumbent weight became too much for the 
exquisitely balancedorganisation of an English ironclad, and so the 
ship turned right over, and: being unable to get’ back again, sank to 
the bottom, the elephant and the admiral being found some time 





THE GREAT MAJORITY. 


A Farry Tate. 


One day the Demon of Mischief was at home. Now this wasa very 
remarkable things #érd@many old authors and most modern printed 
statements be tring: the subject you will find it asserted that the 
Demon of Mischief is generally abroad. Well, this time he was at 
home, at any rate and being there he naturally felt an uncomfortable 
desire te do something extra demonish. He sat by his fire for a long 
time thinking hew he could exercise his peculiar talents with the 
greatest disadvamtage to the human race. He'd had a good spell 
among admirals, amd pointsmen, and School Board officers, and had 
just workel up adively little war or two in objectionable climates; but 
this especial dayyhie felt ambitious. All of a sudden he recollected an 
old Imp of his whiohad-done him good service in days gone by, so he 
did the usual with) the cauldron and the wand, and immediately his 
fami iar stood: befére hin: 

This: familiar: was an Oriental Imp with corkscrew curls, bright 
cunmingveyesy, and a faculty for mischief which gave him a high place 
in Hisamaster's-esteem. Prostratiog himself humbly on the floor, af:er 
the Hasterm fashion, the new comer inquired im what he could be 


“ ,” said the Demom.“to tell you the truth, Bennie, my 
vofinvention's gettinganety. My old pranks-are beginning to 
get stale, and I fémvied-you might su something novel in the way 
ofimisehief‘to me.” Bennie s-eyes with diabolical delight at 
thenotion. His lithe little-carcase writhed with malignant rapture, 
and his corkscrew curls fairly trembled with excitement. ‘Oh, 
master,” he gasped out, “let medo it; if there's any mischief to be 
dene, let me do it. Only give me the power, and I'll set the whole 
world by the ears, I'll trample the who’e human race under foot, and 
plunge society into inextricable ruin and confusion.” Here the little 
wretch fell grovelling at his master’s féet; and writhed about the floor 
on his stomach. 

“My faithful little Imp,” said the Demon, patting his slave con- 
descendingly on his corkscrews, “‘ your loyal devotion to me shall not 
go unrequited. I am too old and feeble for my work, and I feel it. 
I resign my sceptre to you while I reeruit my strength. Here is a 
powerful talisman, whieh, with your unscrupulous conscience and 
daring insolence, will omatile youito do great deedsin myname. Take 
it, and spare it not.” 

With these words the Demom drew from his pocket a wand, labelled 


“The Great Majority,” and itto Bennie. The latter seiz-d 
it with a howl of joy, and darted off with it at once, eager to pu: its 
mischievous qualities to the test. 

He rushed away to sea and waved it above ‘vessels till they 
went down under the sullen wavesone by one; t in the 
faces of flying slaves, amd hurled’ them backtinto: tiie: arms of their 
barbarous tormentors; he tickled thie pockets of the thrifty, and their 


hard-won wealth fell into his hand, to be hurled into a distant ditch ; 
he flicked it in the faces-of the people, and laughed while they howled 
with impotent rage; he-struck outwith it right and left, beating down 
cherished institutions and  timie+Hiofioured customs; he flourished it 
insolently above the-bier of. the: newly dead, and drove the mourners 
from the grave of their kindred with spiteful thwacks. a 

Then he grew bolder still, and, armed with his ‘‘ Great Majority, 
perched himself with many a mountebank trick on the steps of the 
great throne itself. He flicked its ancient grandeur off at a blow, he 
beat the ground with his wand, and its chaste trappings were 
soiled with the dust he mused. And when the honest folks 
cried Shame; and beat theit*treaste»and wept, he laid about right and 
left and drove them Yipee a abuse from the chamber. 

Then the Demon of. ‘begain to tremble for his wand, for he 
could see @ long way off, audi lie knew that before long the good 
genius, “ Public pinion,” wowll seize it, and, breaking it into a 
thousand fragments, hurl iftimt#the limbo of annihilation, and the 
treacherous Imp, its owner; with iti 

And for once in his life Denso wasn’t far out; as anyone whose 


eyesight is equally powerfil may see for himself. 


& Beggariy Business. 

A Scorcu , describing: aw assault committed on a clergyman 
by a beggar ES ie been Wealhenough to ask the reverend gentle- 
man for alms, says, “The assdilant isan Itishman, but he has not yet 
been apprehended.” The evident surprise of'the writer is attributable 
to one of two things: the searcity of Ifi#hmen or of beggars in 
Scotland. Such am extraordinaty double event ought therefure never 


to have escaped Seot-free: 


Milk and Water. 


A pDAIRYMAN has been fined for puttifig twenty per cent. of water 
into his milk. He is not so lucky as the Hebrew gentleman who 


recently milked twenty per cent. out of water. 
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Any time in the day.—The young man of enlightening conversation. 
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5.15 P.m.—The workman (knocked off for the day) who says, “‘Ah! she ’as a 
nice easy time of it, she do!’’ And goes off to his *‘ convivial.’’ 
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12.30 p.m.—The amiable gentleman who talks about reporting her for daring to be sleepy. 























IN 


AN 





Pe 
re Wee 
—— “hi 


wT iN Poa | a PA | TTL a ee 
| ‘i 8 i] rf yr vate: 
i hi, Sa 
tb” 


| TT TTL mr 
at \p OT 
BU PPR 1 
| AI ' 


F {Mer amattnti 
| Wyo 
@. ‘ af | 


[Pie 


4 ; an 3 : ral | SE i] 
J Z : hte te cblaltn — eee ny | 
are! | 


NEST LABOUR TH 


TOOLS. 


OE 
: Mi 
vase wai 


nL 


EDGED 


E*U N .—Marca 29, 1876. 
WITH 


AN UNDESERVED SNUB FOR SHEFFIELD. 


FUN CANNOT HELP THINKING THERE IS MUCH MORE GOOD IN ONE DAY’S HO 


OF SUPERFINE, OFTEN SUPERFICIAL, CRITICISM. 


AL ii sa 
(N} /f ff depdte 


j M 
Ma AALY V // 7 fy 


PLAYING 


YEA LE 


R. 


M 
YEARS 





My i é ; oe Bc eS : kG, j / , 4 ~ a _ Vy 
TE2 2 aL) g Wf | Wi Hy 
ne PA HLTA RD | 












ee Eee 


~~ in ee 











Private policeman. 
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OBJECTIONS. 


(By A Favt-rinpine Foery.) 


Pray permit me to st:te that I’m very irate 
With this era of humbug and flourishing swird’es, 
For the go-ahead style of our over-praised isle 
I confess my disgust —oh, my rage it enkindles ! 
And it makes me annoyed to find people devdid— 
Well, of even the smallest amount of: reflection. | 
Bah! the English are fools, with fantastical rules— 
And to*fools I possess a decided objection ! 


And I strongly object to the sweethearting sect, 
Full of lunatic fancies they designate woving. 
Just imagine a man in life's limited span, | 
Finding time forindalging in billing and cooing ! | 
But discarding allseense with no trought of expense, | 
They.get marricdhand think to exist on affection! —_—| 
Stuff ! to true-lovers’ knots andystarvation in cots. | 
Lam proud to remark I’ve the greatest objection ! 


Ugh! whenever I think of theimbecile rink 
I am filled with contempt. that's beyond all expressing ! 
And can scarcely alhide,.with my ‘temper subdued, 
To the present ridiculous fashion. 6f idressing ! 
I amhappy to.say'I don't visit. the play, 
For-with ‘Thespis' I haven't the slightest connection ; 
So.you'll doubtless swppore that'for persons called *‘ pros”’ 
I evince an unspeakable surt,of objection ! 


I object: to the laws.of our nation, because 
They are fraught ith a something thatalways impedes 


I to Blue-books object, though»perhaps they're correct, 
And feelfully persuaded thatwobody reads them. 

I'd delightedly choke.all the,peeple-who.smoke— 
And, in fact, I repeat (after caréful inspection), 

That I shudder.and.groan at the ignorance shown, 
And to a// (cave nvyself) have a fervent objection ! 


Proper Pride. 


A FEMALE individual advertises a petticoat for sale in 
a journal of barter, and adds, “none but gentlewomen 
need apply.” ‘The pride of birth which expects the 
aristocracy to rush after second-hand garments 
should be shipped to Philadelphia at once. How such 
@ particular person survives on the common air is a 
mrebery: It is to be hoped she won't be able to much 
onger. 


DCTS AND LINES. 

“DISAPPEARANCE of a lady at Wirksworth.”’ It looks as though 
when a “lady ” disappears there she is likely to be very much missed. 
= Signalman charged with being drunk on duty. Evidence given 
that he was seen in the porter-shed in a state of intoxication. Some- 
body had evidently been shedding porter. = Person prosecuting two 
boys for stealing oil-felt, described himself as publican and shop- 

eeper. ‘This is a modern variation ef an old connection. — Prussian 
Government about to take possession, by purchase or otherwise, of the 
State railways. Despite-what Mr. Disraeli says, Kaiser Wilhelin ¢s 
Emperor in Germany. (N.B.—There is no quibble about this.) = 
Prince of Wales bringing quite a menagerie home on board his ship. 
Wonder whether the sailors will learn to “suck the monkey.” = 
Freethinker not allowed by law to have charge of the late Lord 
Amberley’s children. Freethought appears to be unaccompanied by 
much other freedom in this free country. But the Dissent is strictly 
legal this time! — The Committee on Foreign Relations report against 

nomination of Mr. Dana. Pleasant for ‘Mr. Dana’s Home 
Relations. — James Lauder, aged 15, wins the Ashford Scholarship 
of the National ‘Training School of\Music. Very Lauderble indeed. = 
Another death from football. ‘The dance of death seems fashionable 
at this ball, — Depreciation of silver much discussed. ‘ Speech 1s 
silvern,” &c. ‘This accounts for the quality of the recent debates. 








Mott d’Ordre. 


On Friday next (the 21st) a grand concert is to be given in St. 
James's Hall in A of the ee Orphanage. Everything is to be 
Suitably arranged, and the management has specially applied itself to 
the forcible requirements of the polic-ful mind by insisting that the 
divisional order of all things shall be A 1. Though how they can all 
hold the-one exalted rank is a great puzzle to our own particular and 





Poor old Popson’s ‘ missus”’ strictly forbids his hunting. 
cannot withstand the temptation of seeing, at least, the “unkennel.” He takes the 
old gig horse, pockets his spurs till he gets clear, and sneaks off. On mounting, he 
sits on his skirts, forgetting the ‘* Latchford’s,— and repents. 
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A POCKET TRAGEDY. 


Nevertheless, he 








True Blue! 


Tue Spanish Government has demanded the release of the “ prize 
crew” that was recently conveyed to Gibraltar by some English 
captives. This is a curious instance of the Don's notion of inter- 
national etiquette. His men of war capture an English ship, and 
then he begs they may be let go! If this is what happens to a “‘ prize 
erew,’ what in the name of all that is naval would a shipload of 
Spanish lubbers have done under similar circumstances? ‘That is, if 
we may be allowed to suggest that such things as Spanish lubbers 
may be found to exist despite the usual brilliancy of an undaunted 
and we might almost say ultra-marine. 


ae ee eee 


Rocks not a-head! 


At.a pigeon-match recently one of the shooters, “‘ anxious to secure 
a bird flying out of the boundary,”’ fired in among the spectators and 
wounded several rather severely. We believe that a testimonial is to 
be presented to this person for having introduced the novelty of 
excitement into what has hitherto been .a rather dull and common- 
place, if butcherly, employment. Pigeon-shooting from traps is, we 
should think, the kind of “sport” most likely to be patronised by 
anti-vivisectors. It is speedy and efficacious, and gives the poor birds 
no torture whatever—and still less chance. 





A Cue. 


At a benefit given recently to Roberts, the billiard champion, the 
table used for an exhibition match was sold for no less than three 
hundred guineas. Messrs. Cox and Co., the makers, have since then 
been unanimously awarded the position of Cox of the walk in the 
world of billiards. 


Wuart Section do Dogs and Rab‘its object to be placed in? 
—Vivisection. 
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PRO—TO—MARTYRS. 


Lady Teacher :—“ SrxrHEN WAS THE FIRST MARTYR. Now, WHICH OF YOU CAN TELL ME WHAT A MARTYR IS?”’ 


Greengrocer’s Son :—“ Pizasz, w’M, I KNOWS: ’MARTERS IS THEM RED THINGS AS HANGS UP IN FaTHER’s sHOP!”’ 





NEW LEAVES. 


Tur issue of Debrett for 1876, though intended only for occasional 
reference, will bear continuous perural, and those who are interested 
in the fortunes of our “ great” families will find much to ponder over 
as they go carefully through these two useful as well as ornamental 
volumes. Those noblemen who have printed their proud boast of 
ability to remain uncovered before the reigning sovereign are likely 
to feel abashed now, for of course the donning of Imperial purple by 
the House of Brunswick must mean a cessation of certain privileges 
conceded to the nobility under less potent and puiseant circumstances. 
By the way, it is noticeable that the Queen is here styled Empress of 
India, though the book went to press long before Mr. Disraeli had 
bracketed himself in English history with Warwick “the King- 
maker.’’ Among new matter in the “Peerage” is the admission, 
hitherto unmade, by a noble Earl, of youthful marriage among 
p'ebeians. : Of a aoe wae oe didn’t ow how important a 
person he was, and who, r playing as clown at a transpontine 
theatre and marrying a ballet-dancer, now stands heir to one of our 
most important earldoms. Of the death of the Earl's first wife, and of 
her husband’s almost immediate second marriage. With much interest- 
ing matter of other kinds. We should think no sensation novelist’s 
library is complete without Dean and Son’s issue of Debrett. 

‘he Way to Woo and Win a Wife (Nimmo) is certainly a unique 
specimen of the art of bookmaking, and seems to be the outcome of a 
fortunate courtship and happy marriage. The work must have been 
a labour of love in more ways than one, and as a display of know- 
ledge of other men’s writings it is not much less than extraordinary. 
Mr. Southgate, the compiler, is evidently not a jealous man, for in one 
of the few original sentences the volume contains, he refers to his wife 
—** whom to know is to love.” Owr married man says ——. But, no 
matter. 

Among the Tartar Tents (Warne) is a book for the young, and is not 
uninteresting. Among the “ original illustrations” is one called “‘ The 
Yak and the Disguised Camel,” though if that be the same camel as 
appears in the frontispiece he is already dieguised enough by nature— 








or art—to astonish all commonplace camels with whom he may be 
brought into contact. Perhaps, however, they order these things s0 
among Tentative Tartars. 2 

Except for the sake of saying “ A novel, in two volumes !’’ One ina 
Crowd might, so far as bulk is concerned, have well been produced in 
one cover, as there are only about 300 pp. in all, and these are widely 

rinted. The author is Isabella Walker, and the publishers are the 
Charing Cross Company, Limited. The last word seems ominous 
on the title-page of such an effusion. ; 

The Wonders of Creation (Longley) is a small collection of poems 
with an autobiographical sketch of the author (Matthew Josephs, 4 
West Indian prince), and a preface by a clergyman. This latter is by 
no means the marvel of literary ability one might expect from a gen- 
tleman who drops into Greek and Latin on the smallest provocation; 
and the unpretending autobiography is to our taste a much better 
specimen of English composition. The poems are above the averag® 
of this kind of work; and one written in 1861, when the Duke of 
Edinburgh visited Jamaica, which advises H.R.H. to tread “the path 
of virtue and of love,” has now almost the force of a fulfilled 
prediction. é 

All interested in Shipping Legislation, or in fair play for our sailors, 
should read a pamphlet of this title, republished from Engineering, 
under the direction of Samuel Plimsoll, M.P., the seaman’s friend. 

May’s British and Irish Press Guide contains a large amount of 
compressed literary and journalistic information. 


Losing Ground. 

A coRRESPONDENT of a contemporary is absurd enough to ask if it 

is legal to smother dangerous lunatics. If this gentleman hadn’t beet 

in such a hurry to write, and had only taken the trouble to read, he 

would have discovered that there are no such things as dangerous 

lunatics now. The danger of the present age consists in remaining 
too sane. 


How to Try Aa Horsz’s Temper.—See if he'll take a fence. 





| 
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MONG the various duties 
of the drama is that of 
giving a truthful repre- 


manners of the times in 
which it is written—and we 
are sorry to assert that the 
following play fulfils this 
particular duty to the utmost. 
The incidents in 
founded, not merely on fact, 
but on (facts, numerous 
enough, and 





we are not personally acquainted with any of the gentlemen who 
have escaped from recent wrecks, because we like to respect our 
acquaintances. 


Scenz 1. Garden of the Village Inn. Vituacers drinking. 


First VittacEerR. Well, here’s to the health of brave William and 


If ever there was a stout-hearted-—- Here they come! 
Enter Wit.itam, Susan, and Susan’s Farner. 


his bride. 


Susan’s Farner. Well, my lad, I’m proud to have a sailor#era 


son-in-law; for, I says, if anyone will protect her in peril it’s a British 
tar. Talk about pluck ! 

Cuorvus oF Vituacers. Ah! Talk about pluck! Hurrah for 
Susan, the pride of the village, and William the brave ! 


(They surround WiLLiaM and stare admiringly. Act drops.) 


Scenz 2. Deck of the Clumsy, passenger ship. Sweet Wiutam talking 
to Susan, who has ar as one of the passengers. Other 
passengers about. Light breeze and moderate sea. 

Man en THE Loox-ouT (nervously). There’s something on the 
horizon— probably a light-house. I hope we shan’t run into it! 
(Lapy-PassENGERS express surprise at the remark ; GENTLEMEN- 

: PassENGERS turn white.) 

Wittiam (timidly to pas- 
sengers). Do you think 
there’s any danger ? 

Srsan. Qh, there can be 
no danger while my brave, 
noble-hearted William is 
near! 

Man on  THE.| Loox-our. 
Oh, I ain’t so sure! I 
wish we could avoid that 
light-house— it ain't above 
three miles away now ! 
(Witt1am looks about hur- 

riedly fora life-belt. The 

vest of the Crew and the 

GENTLEMEN - PASSENGERS 

huddle together in a 

fright.) 

Man on Toe Loox-ovr. 

— both— oh ! 
(The vessel strikes against the lighthouse. GENTLEMEN-PaSsENGERS and 
BEW remain stupefied with terror. Music: “ Hearts of Oak.’’) 

Wuiutam. There, it’s all up!. Help! Fire! Murder! 

4 Lapy Passenerr. Help me at the pumps, somebody! Let us 
get the boats out ! 
(The Lapy-Passencers give the GENTLEMEN-PASSENGERS some brandy, 
a work at the pumps, and lower the boats.) 

Tue Crew ann GENTLEMEN-PASSENGERS (in chorus). They’ve got 

out— we are saved ! 

(They push the Lapres aside—some on to the deck, some into tie sea—rush 
into-the boats, and row away. WILLIAM, being too frightened to move, ts 
left on deck with the Lapigs. The vessel begins to sink.) 

& WitiasM (to the Lapres). Help! Save me! My life’s valuable, 

youknow! Here, Susan's got a life-belt on! ; 

(He takes it away from her, puts it on, and reaches the boat. The ship 

goes. down with Susan and the other Lapies. Act drop.) 

Scens 3, Baxterior of a Public-house. Groups of SYMPATHISERS about 

the door. 








Hard-a-port—I mean 


Good gracious! 





on the body of 
William as he |. 
be broken at 


Finst Symparmusen.. ‘They're holding an inquest 
in there. We shall get a sight of the brave 
Here he is. Poor fellow, his heart must 









FUN. 


sentation of the spirit and 


it are 


sickening 
enough to make one wish 
that one had been anything rather than a man. We are glad that 


one who has studied the German press during the last five years will 
have discovered that, in revenge, 
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Enter WititaM from Pudlic-house. 


Witiiam. They've bin’ a-makin’ 
insultin’ and nasty remarks about my 
conduct. Bin’ sayin’ I ought to ‘ave 
saved her—as if | hadn't had myself 
to look arter! My life’s valuable, 
yer know! Why didn't she manage 
better ? 

Crowp or SympaTuisers. Let's get 
Pp a subscription for the poor fe'low. 

ow nobly he bears it ! 

(They send the hat round, and hand 
WILuiaM @ moderate fortune. Enter 
the rest af the rescuei Onew and 
GenTir mM en-PAssENGERS.) 

Crowp or Symratuisers. Here are 
‘the other poor fellows. ‘They lost their 
change of limen in the wreck and are 
rained. 





(They send thehat nound for them.) 

Wuatam. There now, thatiewhatI call doing the thing 'andsome! 
‘Coroner's jury mn there said aswe ought to be ashamed of ourselfs for 
leaving the women to drown! War! The British tar as is capable of 
shame is unworthy the name df—— 

Tue Crew. Jest so! Hurray! 


(They rattle their money and drink. Ccntatn.) 





HOME AND FOREIGN PRODUCE. 


“ Aw Octogenarian” writes to the Zimes complaining of the super- 
@bundance of musicians of merely moderate ability who have been 
immortalised on the bas-reliefs of ‘the Albert Memorial, at, as he 
assumes, the expense of our great national poets. Chaucer, Shake- 
speare, and Milton are the only representatives of our long and glorious 
muster-roll of Masters admitted, to the Kensington fraternity, the 
names which are familiar to everyeducated Englishman finding no 
echo in the breasts of the conductors of a “national” memorial. Had 
the writer to our “‘ leading’’ contemporary been other than an octo- 
genarian, "he might have noted that music is an essentially royal 
pursuit at present, and that small professors of it receive much recogni- 
tion, while the dislike of the Guelphs for such kindred pursuits as“ boetry 
and bainting” is matter of English history. Furthermore, the 
exception taken by this ancient critic will bear an equally ancient and 
hackneyed, but safe, comparison. It is the question.of the gnat and 
the camel again, with the somewhat satisfactory exception that there 
have not been many people yet found to swallow tke latter, though 
some few seem not a little troubled with the hump. 


Undue Pressure. 


Her Impgrrat Masesty, Victoria, Queen, Defender of the Fait}, 
by the Grace of God, and Empress of India by Act of Parliamert 
and a majority of 105, has given notice that a drawing-room will b: 
held on the 10th of May next. This long warning is given that 
‘ladies may muke their preparations without undue pressure.” It is 
very kind of our beloved Empress to think of the poor dressmakers, 
but in these days of changing fashion what lady would be rash enough 
to order a costume six weeks in advance. Why, by the time it was 
worn it would be as old-fashioned as the title of Queen itself. 


A Blooming Error. 

Tue leading journal, referring to Signor Minghetti's recent financi: | 
statement in the Italian Chamber, says, “ He presented a bilcomir y 
icture of the national finances.’’ (The italics are ours, and the bi | 
for them is receipted.) Now, as pictures are not in the habit «f 
blooming, and bad simile is unknown to educated journalists, we ae 
bound to believe that our contempo indulges in a er street 
figure of speech. If the system isto obtain we may shortly expect 
‘‘ another new edition of the Slang Dictionary specially compiled fur 
readers of the Times.” 





A Nomen. | 

Ons of our West-end theatres has been giving “ Loyalty,a Comedy.’ 

This is ominous, but worse remains behind. ‘Loyalty, a Farce,’ s 
likely to be performed when all sorts of no present theic 


addresses to the Prince Emperorial on his return from India. 





| 


Crowknowledgey. 
A German philosopher has discovered that crows can count. Any- 


unts can crow. 
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PAS SEUL. 


Lady Fitz-Puf having heard that the Mac Tab is a splendid dancer, and in 
London, she invites him to her ball. She fergets to mention that the programme is 
to consist of English dances oniy. This is the Mae Tab as he goes in. 


the rest to our readers. 


CROSS QUESTIONED. 


_Tr, as seems likely, Mr. Disraeli will have little more to show for 
his third session than a new bauble for the Sovereign and an increased 
Income-tax for the people, his urbane Home Secretary may at least 
point to a long array of questions and answers. All who know what 
an expensive luxury is “ counsels’ opinion” will regard Mr. Cross’s 
olution of so many knotty legal points as more than sufficient return 
for the humble five “thou” which forms his screw ; but even with the 
tlood of home questions thrown in, he is always courteous and never 
curt. Ata recent nine, though, he mildly hinted at a statute of 
limitations, when kept till two in the morning to reply, for the hun- 
dredth time, that, a certain convict being comfortably settled at 
Dartmoor, it was not his intention to disturb him. Before this 
limitation’ of the right to wrong the Home Secretary, by propounding 
impertinent queries, becomes part of the unwritten law of Parliament, 
the following *‘ burning questions”’ may be expected to blaze forth :— 

Tas Marquis’ or Hartixoton.—To ask for a return of all who 
have been punished for their devotion to Skittles ? 

_Ma. Gtapstows.— Whether the Government have any knowledge if 
his new house is damp, or infested with black beetles ? 

Mr. P. A. Tartor.—If Government will offer a reward for the dis- 
covery of the policeman who blacked a gentleman's eye in honour of 
the Queen’s visit to Whifechapel ? 
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THE ABSORBING. QUESTION. 


(By an Unmovep Lookgr-ovn.) 


| I rgar.i'’s very base of me 
‘To sit and smoke and yawn, ani te 
| So carelessly serene, 
While zealous statesmen strive and shout 
| And very nearly fight about 
The title of the Queen! 


Upon my word I've tried my best 
To feel some kind of interest 
In wavering between 
The positively endless swarm 
Of epithets proposed to form 
The title of the Queen. 


Will stirring changes come to pass ?— 
Will, for example, blades of grass 

Be otherwise than green 
When folks have weighed the pro and con. 
And finally decided on 

The title of the Queen ? 


Or will it put an end to vice, 
Or render nasty people nice, 
Or dirty people clean ; 
Or give demented folks a mind— 
This finding out the fittest kind 
Of title for the Queen ? 


| For, somehow, till I find it brings 

Some great improvement, making things 
Serener than they’ ve been ; 

It isn’t like to put me out, 

However they decide about 
The title of the Queen! 


eS N 


A Suggestion, 


As there seems to be a pretty general objection to 
vivisection,- and as it is undoubtedly necessary that 
experiments should occasionally be made upon animate 
bodies in the interests of science, we venture to suggest 
that wife-beaters and violent assaulters should be substi- 
tuted for dumb, but otherwise superior, animals. This 
would be sparing the cat, Mr. Peter ‘I'aylor—and the 
dog too, Mr. George Hoggan. 


We leave ee eanamammma 
An Otp Nicx Nams.—Lucifer. 


Sir Cuartzs Ditxs.—Whether the Medical Board intend to look 
after the unreformed corporations of the Aldermanic beuch before or 
after the next City banquet ? | 

Masor O’Gorman.—Whether, as the French Assembly is now with- 
out its Buffet, the Secretary of State will order the refreshment bar in 
the lobby of the House to be closed ? 


Keeping it Dark. ; 

Tus Board of Admiralty has undertaken the critical task of 
removing the 8l-ton gan from Woolwich to Shoeburyness. A 
Conservative contemporary innocently remarks that the method by 
which this «s to be accomplished is not to be divulged to the public. 
In the present ‘condition of affairs we can quite understand this 
official reticence. We wish some other big guns could be as quietly 
removed by the Admiralty. 


A Doc Larus Morro ror THE Doc Porsonzrs.—Dumb vivimus 
—vivamus ! 


ee OTI CE bie Widledion next, 
THE BOAT-RACE DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN. 


ProrvusgLy ILtustrRAtep.—One Penny. 

















RS QUININE 
<i Wis cam hear pensonel testimony 00 tts Valus ida a touts.” atendard 
“I find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.” 





IN 


— A. H. Hassall, M.D. 


















IN DOUBT. 


I’m laden with woe and I’m bursting with trouble, 
My classical forehead is furrowed with care— 
Grief hollows my cheeks and is bending mo double, 
And threatens to blanch my luxuriant hair, 
I'm wavering daily ’twixt Granta and Oxon., 
And dreadful suspense keeps my mind on a rack ; | 
Though I’ve studied the weights of each oarsman and 
“ cox’n,” 
I'm still undecided which colour te back} 


I’d bet on the eight from the river of Isis— 
I’m rather attached to that indigo-blue ; 
Yet Cambridge’s colour my fancy entices— 
p> ood st th y aie ‘aon Guan 
T've at the favours 8 ndows are flauntin 
But somehow or other decision I lack ; - 
For visions of doubt are my mind ever haunting, 
And leave me uncertain which colour to back. 


Dame Fortune, who former] ted and kissed m 
Has jilted me now and forecken meé quite : ” 
I yearn for a friend who will kindly assist me, 
And give me relief in my horrible plight. 
O reader, don’t think me unduly erratic, 
Though sadly I utter ‘‘ Alas!” and “ Alack!” 
Remember, a versist is rarely aquatic,— 
Please, somebody, tell me which colour to back ! 





Eau No. 


The Hour remarks, with considerable Conservativ 
pride, that “the Vanguard minute has not blown Mr. 
Ward Hunt out of the water.” We y agree 
with Hour yer It has left him ¢ — but 
unfortunately for the First Lord’s comfort, the water 
is of an unpleasantly high temperature. 


Mastery. 

ADVERTISEMENTS are abundant commencing, “To 
Master Tailors.” “To Master Butchers.” ‘To Master 
Bakers.”—We should be very glad to master these 
three necessary evils. Will not the advertisers en- 
lighten us as to the modus operandi. 
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IF TOO BLUE. 


TRUE BLUE, 


These be ye Modern Patrons of ye Ancient Colleges of Oxford and Cambridge. 





i DOTS AND LINES. 
ALS uced one shilling per ton, “the demand being dull.” 
Notion for Tu per: Bright days make dull demands, and dull nds 
ag sharp uction. = Man sentenced to six months’ for perjury. 
er jurys decree. =: Zimes people publish report of deputation on 
London Water, and wish their readers not to read it. Apparently, 
Lae is more in the water than in the wish. — Departure of her 
ide Majesty the Empress of India for Germany. The Imperial 
luties of Course remain—with the Imperial Parliament. = Appoint- 
ment of two charitable ladies as guardians of the poor at Wolver- 
hip 8 is the sort of female franchise which cannot be too 
oe a ned. = Dr. Kenealy tries to ruin the cause of Plimsoll 
Co sailors. By according it his warmest support. = Oldale and 
sight Sheffield “claimants,” sent to for terms varying from 
months. ee ae nae to Oldale both peor gd weeds peers the 
= paper says “several licen persons 
ver fed for ee the jaw.” Licence is evidently not allowed 
of degenerate into liberty at Liverpool. But, then, s the good 
licensed? —- Mr. Cross sees no reason for remitting the 
of the “ eyite % who 7 _ railway me 
y ing to incommode him. Nor anyone else 
wv, the “gentleman” and his gentlemanty friends. — Dissenting 
on rs at Bridlington refuse to marry a couple. This is 4 curious 
a ;, of = revenged on the Church Established for current refusals 
wry: Aldred and Co, may console themselves with the reflection 


that imitation ig the sincerest form of flattery. 


FROM THE GUILDHALL. 


Txoves doings of justice smell sweet, we are told, 
gad are food for the choicest of noses, 
ere’s a Court in the City that Aldermen hold, 
Which is scarcely a Carden of Roses. 








Anatomy C! 


| Class. 
How de hens obtain their food ?—By asing their pecktoral muscles. | 


VOL. xx. 


BIRTHDAYS. 


Simpletons— Michaelmas Day. H. J. Byron—Whit-Monday. 
Cooks—Hash Wednesday. Women— All Saints. 


Swindlers—Rogueation Sunday. {| Men—All Fools. 
Penitents— Shrove Tuesday. Conjurors—Palm Sunday. 
Tallow Chandlere— Candlemas Landlords—Quarter Day 


“Common People” —Low Sunday. 
The Queen—Lady Day. 
Ourselves—Every Funday. 


Stokers—Ember Week.  [Day. 
Umbrella Makers—St. Swithin’s 
Sheep — Lambastide. 





A New(de)gate Knocker. 

Masor O’Gorman has publicly announced his intention to “ meet” 
Mr. Newdegate the next time he calls him.“ burly.” We trust the 
encounter won't be fatal, for if Mr. O'Gormand , We mean— 
we shall miss him very much from the Westminster Aur/y burly, and 
have to allude to him as the lete burly—a proceeding too dreadful to 
contemplate. 


Halli Wrong. 


A But is now nding in Parliament for “a better provision for 
the maintenance of the oyal Albert Hall.” We should think it did 
require some more provisions; its inside appeared very empty last 
time we saw it. 





Shakespeare not a Miner Poet. 
(says speculative n) if he had invested in a 
inden teenie hatha although Te aman Emma- 
nent man, he would never have made one of his characters talk about 


taking ‘‘ mine ease in mine in 





The Same, but Different. bE 
describes, at the same time, a play proceeding “ rapidly 
thi tah ae &c., &e., and a play almost at a standstill ? 


\ 


—~Znactive preparation. 
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_ big kite in the Lowther 
_ must pay for it whether he liks it or not. Because, if I ask him first 


make the law at once, ind io 
| sappee's so as ma don’t see what's in the pasell.—Y fecti 
i Sent, our fevtionate 


148 


NAT a 7 
SE 
. MY EY tu Ww. / 
}) LY 
i a cil 


1. Bi i HN 
Wh i Ht HY : 
i en a 


cae 
| 
' 


ri 
i i 


/ 


; 
—_ rs 
= al | 


= se ——— 


Y iY 
ige\ \! 


TAN 
mt ae al 


Ba\\ae- 
a 
A 


eee 
Sele ee way 
‘ 


| 1 Wiavins N 

Ba 4 S&S a | 

i‘ WEL WSS 

/ ha, \ \\\ A x A> 

K MeN Noe . 
\\ wh Se => —s 
v7 AAS : — 


‘ 

~ a 
SD F ' 

NAR) 


VERY LIGHT BLUE. 


Fair Questioner :—“ Werk YOU EVER IN THE RACE WHEN YOU WERE AT OxrorD, Mr. Dapper?” 
Mr. D. (doubtfully) :—“ Don’t know THAT I EVER WAS, EXACTLY; IN FACT, I PARTLY BELIEVE NOT—— Aw, FANCY MY CHANCE WAS 


DECIDED IN FAVOUR OF ONE OF THOSE BEASTLY BIG FELLOWS!” 


A MAN OF LETTERS. 


Ir is now thoroughly understood that Mr. Disraeli only read to 
the House the letter from a little girl anent the Queen’s title as a 
last resource. The hon. gentleman has been in the habit for many 
years of shaping his pelitical actions in conformity with the advice of 
infantile correspondents. Indeed, many of his most famous arguments 
have been mere repetitions of remarks he has picked up in the 
nurseries of his numerous acquaintances. At one time, when his party 


_ stood in desperate need of novel measures, it was his custom to hide 


behind the trees in Hyde Park and listen to the yuo of the little 
gentlemen and ladies on the neighbouring seats. It was upon one of 
these occasions—a very recent one—that he accidentally dropped from 
his et a packet of letters endorsed with his own remarks. This 
et our own reporter had the good fortune to pick up, and we now 

to place an extract or two at the disposal of our 


No. I. ¢ 
Dzan Mr. Dzssznari,—I take up mi pen to rite to you hoping you 
are well. My pa said at brekfus this mering you on a dlevee tillo, 
and I thot I wood rite to you, as I have nothing els todo. My pa 
sas you make laws. Will you se mak a law that I may buy the 
e without asking my pa, and that he 


, he'll say no, and p’rap while I’m waiting till he comes home 
ales. Bill Smith, who lives next door, meres and buy it. Please 
make it strong, and send it to me well 


z re a Tommy Jonzs. 
emo. in Mr. Dis.’s own handwriting: “An admirable id i 
in the latter of this letter. I buy that Canal 7) og 
let ’em fight it out afterwards.” 

gibi No. If. 

“Dear Sir,—I am ten and nearly eleven, and I to school at 
Clapham, and my pa is in the wine trade, and nip ani is Marian 


FUN. 
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Elizabeth Noggins, and at my shool there is another girl, Janet 
Makenzie, and her pa is a solicitior, and she says she’s better than 
me, and her pa’s esquire and my pa’s only mister, and esquires 
higher rank than Mr. and I don’t like it, and can’t you make it 80 
my pa can be esquire too. I know you can do anythng, because my 
pa says youre got a majority, and he says that'll do anything, and if 
you will I shall be so much oblged and I’ll work you a nice ant- 
maccessar if you will send me the money to buy the cotton. Please 
write me care of sweets tuff shop, where we go on half-holidays, 
because governess opens all letters that come here.—Yours most 
sincerely, M. E. Noaeiss. 

Note by Mr. D.— I know another little difference of the same sort, 
and I fancy that can be got over with my majority. I'll run down to 
Windsor—talk it over. Mem.: ‘Royal ‘Titles Bill.’—Something 
better than an antimacassar te be got there, eh! Suppose I “~— 
get one of those pictures painted by a German artist. Well, I! 
chance that.” ‘ 

In addition to the two quoted we have loeked up in 
several more letters of an equally interesting character; bu 
schemes suggested by them to the Premier are not yet given 
world we hold them bhgk for a future occasion. 


our drawer 


to the 


AN 'UNTING SONG. 


Wen the wistle of ploughboys is ’eard on the ’ill, 
Were the wip of the ’unter its wite ’andle shows ; 
Wen the winny of ’orses you ’ear ’igh and shrill, 
And the ’ounds get a wiff of the’areas’e goes! |, 
Wile the ’arriors, tailes wisking,‘all wine, as “’ Ark! ark! 
O’er the ’eath in its ’armony ’appy doth sound! 
Wen, or were, in wat form, can an ’ealthier lark, 
Wile the time as the weel of our life wirleth round! 
*Urrah! ’urrah! for the ’unter’s wip! | 
’Urrah! ’urrah! with an Ip! ’ip! "IP: 
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POLITICO-AQUATICAL. 


Wuas waters fan smoothly and winds are subdued, 
When sephyts only, and never are rude— 
When the rage is at best a row over; 
When the way to the post is the way to success, 
And victory comes with an effort, or less, 

Then row-—for you're racing “in clover.” 


With racecourse all rugged and waves in the way, 

With reaches 22 coer Ee on to pay— 
Opponents strong, stal: y; 

With prospect of , at best by an inch, 

With chances of ldsing, if once yeur men flinch, 


Be sure when you start that you're ready. 
The moral of this we should fancy is clear — 


Don’t in a race ey the p2ee is severe, 
Unless can proper oe 

Don't ata abject, ject, aie riends to perplex— 

Don t su for them if you vex, 


worry pporters, 
You'll find you've mistaken your way through. 


Iv is much to be that the case of the zealous policeman, whose 
led him to e am inoffensive wa in the eye when he 
op ene ses eee: Will BS bo a lost sight of, tery |! 
A, notwit 6 emines aathority upon mili 
price atts his mission, and it is unfortunately 
too late in life for him to bes in again as Lord High Admiral 
> > a Besides, it ~~ be ety wath while 
to war P of proving Alderman _ Rose’s 
cndiabied tring and Scaekmee nt ‘ahility. But we can deplore the 
loss the nation has suffered in former years through the worthy 
not having discovered hig real ling in time; and while we 
grief for the absence of i USevouring sf Jogle te 
sweeten the warlike words of this modern Gilpin may not be amiss. 
from — to the gentlemen in blue whom he honours 


responsi ie the base and dishones$ trickery practised on an un- 
ern gentleman who naturally thought that, whatever may be 
said of the common men, those who have custody ‘of our custodians 
were far above suspicion? The werds we have used to characterise 
the proceedings of those responsible for the mock parade are hard, but 
ne one will say they are undeserved, or that words alone should be 
considered sufficient satisfaction for the official outrage put upon a 
member of that public which it is the duty of the police to serve 
faithfully in return for the public’s wages. No man in his senses will 
believe that any twe or three policemen would be allowed to masque- 
rade in one antthey during 6 asch Dash, Speeelly Sanwa 
for the purpose of unless Ota beed ers were in oomenres 
and if the Chief Catimaeoar wishes te ipep hts name oy, 2 
lias been done by him so far, 


eae 
te erage 4 ae 
‘darnre car ofboth ae fis | Seep 
Stebel 
iors mmmtcn on by, ; 


Contradiction—A Riverie. 
examples of inponsistency are rivers. They are in th 
continually, and yet they are lways g to and fro; they 
es yet are constantly going to nea! ey all have mouths 
we boys for Whe Wks, hoveres. “apey no pickles ! 
ys for their locks, however. They are simple, though n fal 
ond elven they are destitute of money, how often do we 













REEF 
aud 
ae 


ie 

EE 

Te 
He 
i 








Nautical. 


‘Wear are two insane couples all over a shi — 
| ens tout and dell oh tho oaine tne. om pret Because he | 
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Fespect and patronage, wé should like to know who was to 
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POLICE INTELLIGENCE. 


A Just SENTENCE. 


HE Rev. Brytegg Zample was brought be 
fore Mr. Universal Contempt ‘or xs 
attempting to obtain respect 
pretences; and further with Se auting a states 
- oss and wilfal outrages upon Good Taste 
Decency, who had been in wence 
ie a long time past in perpetual fear of an. 


ey ye 
first charge, the prosecutor, one Public 
Feeling, gaid that for a long time past the 
prisoner had — the 7 endeavouring 
to obtain respec various persons by 
de himself as “‘ Reverend.” 7 
Mr. Universal Contem ntempt.— Does not the 
word “ Reverend” mean “ Deserving Rever. 


ence 
Public Feeling.—It does, sir. For a time 
many had continued to be taken in 

Preest Ridden and Mr. Eeailly 
had enjoyed a large amount of ill- porns 
time it became so obvious that the claim to 
reapect was entirely  eeeded that everyone's eyes were opened, and 

er was forthwith handed over to justice, 

. Preest Ridden and Mr. Kesilly Ledd hea roved the paying 
of various amounts of respect to the prisoner, Mr. Public Fi said 
he would proceed to prove the fraud contained in the of 

si lem by means of the evidence of the complainants in the 
sec 
Here Goel Taste and Decency were ushered into court, and on 
catching sight of them the prisoner gave vent to expressions of the 
ereatoe ed and abhorrence. 
Good Taste (who was fearfully bruised = lncerated all over) said. 
“T have oes the Rev. Brytegg long time, but he has 
good terms with me. scomed te take a dislike to 
his animosity, 
went . After a time I ceased 
he then took to out of his way to per- 
Ho snid’he would be the death of me some day, and lately 
i ioe assaulting me in some way or 
he state you see me in, and I feel that 
‘oo nees.’ 
much agitated, and Decency was put 
to be reduced to the last extremity of 
ill-treatment, and was pronounced to be in a 
His case was much the same as that of Good 


Mr. Universal Gutengt (to prisoner).—Why do you wish to injure 


~ Because I hate and despise them: I am a Minister 
of the Church 
interrupted by loud cheers from 


(The pomvcsdings wuss 
: and Bhai friends of the prisoner.) 
ai After the evidence I have just heard, I 
of the title of “‘ Reverend” is a gross 
shall sentence you, on the first charge, to be 


ae * the second charge to social 
ser ‘yourself respectably, as I fear 
to bind a over to keep the peace towards 


ving thanked the mene, o 











vowing vengeance against the 
An Assurp AccusaTion. 
William pape at WV. ange bets Homer, Virgil, Dante 
Alighieri, and other before Mr. 
with conspiring to “ 


— Sense 


i bility. 
of which all American poets e described 
’ reoks,” and other ST acios animals, 


(Mr. Waltman) . : ; tthe the case, idmesking eat the pisiel® 
: “4 nsible for the vagaries 
Sern Biggo Tid Tidd. _— 








Alas! too well. Th 
m4 should be the most civil portion of the Civil Service P—+*° 
ost Office, because its employés a// know Manners. 
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“A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION.’ "We tian ne oe Se ™ silent tears we shed— 
Ox—Fon, Firmnass, AND PuiLosoruy. We eae and =? — 
J cig er ec aeag a] > wre na gs ty rac 
the affairs of nations wr The towpath at Putney’s our favourite heute : 


discussing various matters of mee oe sow! *¥ ePoete eey 
, * 


State and weight, he was . 
aroused by a sudden tumult Conflicting emotions were chasing each other across the massive 
and commotion outside the | face of the magnate thus appealed to; but before he could make up 
sanctum. Naturally annoyed his mind whether to discharge the whole staff at a moment's notice or 
at so unseemly and un an | ive them the desired day out, a stout and somewhat ponderous 
intrusion, the ruler of destinies | §°Mtleman, evidently of the publican persuasion, made his way to the 
ont, and, posing plastiquely, started off with great rapidity :— 


called to a myrmidon—who 
constantly watches outside to ** ‘When the tame town of Putney’s astounded by Blues— 
arrest the fleeting joke, and Those ruthless inn-vaders—when boats 
try it on a comrade before Go mad in a moment, impeding the views 
presenting it to the master Of those who pay taxes, have votes !— 
mind—and asked, “ What's In such trying season, when Duty impales 
the row, there? ae All the victualliag sons of her pride, 
I stand at my bar and ye the bright ales 











































low, the minion thus e 


entered the presence of his Which adown the at swiftly glide. 
dread chief, and stated that My hope’s based on thaes who with Soney to spend 
for some hours a deputation Now onward to Putney their willing way wend; 


had been waiting to consult 
his gracious Funship as to 
the future conduct of the Boat- 
race between Oxford and Cam- 
bridge, as well as the advis- 
ability of closing the Fun 
office on the day of the race 


And I wish you to say, sir, that nothing’s more clear— 
Not even the fact—than my boat-racing beer!” 

What special rebuke the Emperor of English Humour intended to 
inflict on this offender will never be known. Before the thunderbolt 
could be forged, much less hurled, there came still another claimant 
for insidious advertisement, whose petition ran :— 


and giving the world a holiday, On Boat-race da 
so that all might throng to The town it ; 
Putney who did not care about A word you'll say 


About my pills,— 
And sing all their praises—how they cure the shocks 
Now made upon the temper by the shoals and rocks. 
One o up the brain pan and the heart unlocks, 
And if you will say it nicely you shall have a box. 
Pom-Pom. 

This was too much. Rising with all the majesty of might, Mr, 
Fun threw down his truncheon, and, sounding his tabard, dismissed 
the deputation at once and for ever. But the effectremains. Though 
our chief declines the offers made as hereinbefore mentioned, he is 

oing to the Boat-race ; and as it is necessary to do the thing in style, 
e appends a rough sketch of the manner in which he intends to cheer 
the blue of his heart on to Mortlake, and victory. 


going to Barnes or Mort- 
lake. ‘‘ You see, sire,” said 
the abashed attendant, “‘ while 
ee we keep open there is acounter- 
attraction which prevents the full {tide of popularity finding its way 
up-stream, and that, as you must know, greatly grieves the rowers and 
others interested in eight-oared university education.” The Genius 
of Jocosity frowned, but only for one moment, as his familiar went on 
to say that the deputation insisted on the presence and countenance of 
the t Fun himself. Recovering his serenity with a benignant 
effort, he gave the requisite signal, and the procession entered. 
First there came several smiling youths, clad in short aprons and 
snowy shirtsleeves, who, clinking cannikins loaded to the muzzle with 
foaming four-half, chanted :— 


“The Boat-race day 
Will soon be here, 
We then purvey 
The best of beer. 
Then Pathward go 
To walk or wade, 
And prove we know 
The tricks of trade. 
So sing tiddy-iddy when the tide is high, 
The water’s wet but the folks are dry. 
And up again the Soapworks is a man we know 
Who has a huge affection for our pon-gee-lo !”” 


Concluding with a wild burst of laughter, the singers departed ; 
and immediately there came to the front a sturdy band of Thames 
each one paddling his own canoe, and singing under the 

able leadership of Messrs. Lord and Burstal, of the, Thames Con- 


. - 3 


“O come to the Boat-race, and never say nay, 
You'll always regret it if you stay away ; 
O come to the Boat-race— of races the best ;— 
A steamboat is waiting—then come as our guest ! 
“ O come and be happy, beholding the Blues, 
The light or the a ones, whichever you choose ; 
e steamer is steaming close under yon pier,— — 
Then come to the Boat-race—and do not stay here! 
Af this somew w of sympathy with and reverence 
et mewhat unexpected sho y Ties hanetioe ro 
hiversity boat-racing, Mr. Fun was visibly affected, but be recovered 
at once when several members of his own staff were discovere 
the group. Asif it was the commonest event in their career, 
band next advanced, and, striking bargains as they careered 
sang as thus :— 





Egyptian Reverses. 

Government sent Mr. Cave to Egypt to make a report of 
Suede tumaal affairs, and from week to week this has 
promised to the public. Now it is not to be published at all. 


HG 


aT: 


, ad ; Ca 
duct is peculiar in more senses than one. It 18 & case of 
on Cave in; and the motto of investors with regard to 

stock may well be “ Cavey!” as the Anglo-Latins have it. 


\ 





LABOUR’S 


Horny-handed Son of Toil :—‘‘Go To sggz THE RACE ?—Nor iF I kNow 
I sgEp ’2M ONCE A WORKIN’ AWAY EXTRA ’ARD, AND I says, says I, 
DEPEND ON IT THERE'S PIECE WORK THERE; BUT WEN I ’EERED AS THEY WAS 
DOIN’ IT FOR NUFFIN, AND A GIVIN’ UP THEIR HALF PINTS AS WELL, I WERE 
DOWNRIGHT SHOCKED, AND SAYS I IT's REG'LAR FLYING IN THE FACE OF 
NATUR’ AND A TAKIN’ THE BREAD OUT OF THE WORKIN’ MAN’S MOUTH IT I8!”’ 


iT! 


MEMS OF THE DAY. 


_ Ata recent Cabinet Council it was decided that the Queen's new 
title shall be ‘“‘ Empress of India by Act of Parliament and Whitaker's 
Almanac.” 

“A Friend in Baden-Baden” has forwarded to Mr. Disraeli the first 
half of a pound of German sausages, “ by a German artist,” as some 
slight acknowledgment of services rendered. 

he Chancellor of the Exchequer has received a Bank of England 

note for £1,000 frem “A Member of the Cabinet who speculated in 
“eyes as conscience any, 

aguished company have received invitations to a dinner at 

the Mansion House “to meet Mr. Mercier and ‘Nemesis’ of the 


Weekly Diapateh.” 
Miss Thompson's new eg for the Royal Academy has been 
privately viewed. The subject is, as usual, a military one, and repre- 
sents the Balaclava C for admission at the Alexandra Palace. 
The Premier is etill suffering from the effects of his accident at the 
Westminster Skating Rink, where Mr. Lowe came down upon him 
heavily. The injuries caused by the former’s heedless behaviour are 
er confined to the Crown and Constitution. 
Si: eatrical eostumier in Bow-street has been favoured with a 
7 es ce wie = — noses for the members of the E Division 
cates ta London y by morning of the Prince of Wales's public 
During the absence of the whole of the Ro Family from 
= foreign potentates and celebrities may ae theke naive to 
= gentleman in Hyde Park. They will receive the same 
Ser and attention as they would if the Empress were 


ae =o 
‘Tae Quaen’s Bust Trrixs,—A good woman and a grand mother. 
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THE CRAZE OF THE DAY. 


In merry days of old 
We'd oft enjoy the cold, 

When going with the hounds out for a run; 
And then upon the ice 
We've skated once or twice, 

The darlings looking on and making fun. 
Now what a change we see 
In this brief historee, 

The sport is all forgotten for the play ; 
No more we shooting go— 
Forget there’s Rotten Row— 

For Rinking is the new craze of the day. 


Amusing ’tis to see ~ 
How lightly, merrilee, 
The rinkers round the asphalte often go ; 
How bright glad flashing eyes 
Blur all light from the skies, 
And young life seems impervious to woe. 
The swinging and the pace 
Show beauty, form, and grace, 
And drive all dreary dulness far away ; 
So really now I think 
The right thing ts to rink, 
For Rinking is the new craze of the day. 


At times, there’s little doubt 
Some throw themselves about, 

And with a “cropper” often downward come. 
This gives a sudden shcck 
To pleasure, for a knock 

Will make the boldest rinker awful glum. 
Yet, dear friends, don’t you see, 
This gives varietee, 

And makes hard work sometimes to look like play : 
There are those who declare 
For falls they never care, 

While Rinking is the new craze of the day. 


A Mad Riddle. 


Wuen the King of Spain entered Madrid a few days 
since the people crowned the soldiers as they passed. 
In this case every soldier was a crowners quest. 
Finis coroner at opus—which probably Dr. Hardwicke 
would translate, a fine coroner at work. 


Tuer Foor Guarps.— Boots. 








A DOUBLE EVE-ENT. 


I HEARD a matron on a Boat-race day 

Applaud the pluck our British youth display— 
And cry, with pride upon her beaming face, 

She thought ’twas that which always won a race. 
‘* Ah madam,” said I, ‘‘ such ideas eschew,” 

For Eden’s river rises to my view : 

There tempted, Eve, alas! turns lady thief, 

And by her pluck she brings our race to grief. 


A Clear Course. 


Owrne to the fears entertained by the authorities as to the safety 
of Hammersmith Bridge, the police have authority on the Boat-race 
day to clear it ten minutes before the race. We always understood 
that it was part of the duty of the rival crews to clear Hammersmith 
Bridge. Probably the police are anxious to get up a row (mind your 
pronunciation) of their own, for this occasion only. It is to be hoped 
the E division will have Sir Robert Carden’s fatherly eye upon them 
if they get told off for the duty. We can’t have split skulls, though 
we allow the eights to divide the oars among them. 


A De’il too Much of It. 

Mr. Jenxuns is soliciting subscriptions to defray the expenses of 
his proceedings against the Rev. Mr. Cook. This rattling of the 
} g box on both sides is more suggestive of the personality of the 
li ts than of the gentleman in dispute. 


Waar military exercise does the last month remind one of P—A 
March past. 
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BOAT RACE IDIOTS.—(A PROPHECY.) 
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A party of Intelligent Young Men will choose the occasion of the University Race to make thrir maidcn effort in boating, 
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And will finally (though they have the whole river to choose from) take up a position directly in the course, just as the race is approaching. 
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WAITING. 


A sPRIGHTLY son of Gallia’s clime 
Did once, in choice Parisian, state, 
That everything must come in time 
To him who knows the way to wait. 
I will not charge with gross untruth 
The wit who gave the saw to fame, 
But I have waited since my youth 
For hosts of things that never came. 
















































For years I’ve waited for a girl 
Who quietly to church would go, 
And there become my “ priceless pearl,” 
Without the usual nuptial show. 
I think a wedding feast a bore,— 
tes sought a maid who'd think the samo. 
‘dream of bliss, alas ! is o’er. 
Waited—but she never came. 


I had a vote and kept it, till 
Some honest candidate arose, 
Who'd bow beneath no Leader’ 8 will 
To join with either “ Ayes” or “ Noes”’: 
Some man who, spite of party strife, 
Took justices as his highest aim. 
I névér voted all my life. 
I waited—but he never came. 


I longed to grasp the hand of one 
Who'd be an honest, faithful friend— 
As constant as the rising sun, 
And love me with no selfish end ;— 
Who, when misfortune cast me down, 
Would still in all things be the same. 
I’ve not a@ friend in all the town. 
I waited—but he never came. 


I we to sée the golden days 
hen honest men would fare the best— 

When modest worth would win the bays, 

And virtue boldly rear its crest,— 
When o’er the dark and dismal land 

The torch of Trath should brightly flame. 
E thought those days were neat a¢ band. 

I waited—but they never came. 








Speoimen of the Patent fiae ine family our own Rinkudus. 
The girls having heavd that “ burnd the fre” havé at ones 
the Fenders" - _— Aymat Srizrrs.— Old Tom. 
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sniff. He pecked the recipient of the German oil-cake pretty freely aving exhausted their stock of bogus letters and invented tales, the 
lately, and sniffed out the real meaning of his Titles Plant with a | Conservative press have been compelled to fall back upon that which 
keenness of scent that must have mortified the Oriental despot and his they possess among other things in common with Cook’s Devil— 


i ‘ taforen T Clinic 0 antedagy tae ‘0. 4a 1s because th 
Te A scrrse in the ind eno ) infor ‘6 Mr. ue y nguage the 
HW Gladstone is a mae rod Wiles | {yous presianes So pects S* Disraeli and the short-sighted mob at 
| i Tories some unpl traths Ie are at i@ | hrs heels. 6 Globule compares the journal to the Age and 
; from the effects of his vigorous oly “ted yeberion thei ieee tt the Satirist, and from ite third floor in the arches its back and 
| } calling him naines—at a safe distance. We don’t objest to Peek- like a spiteful cat at the Mastiff of Printing House-square. 
i 


ce 


crawling followers rather considerably. personality. 
A Dubious Compliment. On the Tapis. 
Dow Cantos has paid a visit te Woolwich, and | tien of the 77th Ir is dgserted that the London School Board have invested £300 in 
Regiment being drawn on parade, the ga -way was | # Turkey t. The members, we presume, object to put their feet 
sleaed to hia val of their ap ® trust the | down upon the we boards. We have no such objection, neither 
7th will fact as possible. pera, We glap on the have the fatepayers, atid we anticipate that several feet will very 
back is a honour. shortly be put down fitmly on those very rough boards, yclept School 
- ones. 








Time ott Tide. : 
Chep Logic. 





a oat tea Ss aaaN 
off ether people's bur indihe in 
the novel amusement of chopping 
was ane off . , tt wee d 
tied and at the fai Lees to fortune, ” | Fa = hed i poop for classification an 
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rarcrs, gua | eamented| CADBURY'S 
REST (Le 32IUe , 
=e LS ies COCOA ESSENCE 


he PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
KRAUNDRES 7 CAUTION.—Iy Cocos Pickens in the cup it proves the addition of steroh 
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IGNORANCE NOT BLISS. 





Amiable Person (to wife kicker) :—“ Wor A LARK! ’ERE’S THE PLEECEMAN A COMIN’, Bit!” 


Wife Ricker :—“Is uz? ‘THEN BLOWED IF HE DON'T GET ONE TOO!” 
Amiable Person :—“* WkELL, ARTBER YOU KNOCKS "IM ON THE ’KD INTO THE GUTTER, BILL, LET 'IM COME TO A BIT 'AFORB YOU BEGINS 


| 
TO KICK "IM, OR HE WON’T KNOW WHAT YOU'RE A DOIN’, AND HELL LOSE HALF THE FUN!” 
terete 


THE HISTORY OF THE FUTURE. | CAUSE AND EFFECT. 
(A Drstocve.) “ THE wine's very sour! ” remarked Smith— 
Period 1895. Scenz: A National School. | He made a wry face as he said it; 


TEacuEr (readin “ And 1 sat ll Wadia te Mision Cees Cleat “A strange sort of acid therewith!” 
g). nd the Countess of Rosen»u from her Cou : 
at Baden-Baden was pleased to give her Royal assent to the Bill.” Brown looked at the label and read it! 


P ; | Said he, ‘“‘ The wrong term you employ 
Uri. What Bilt ? | The name of the liquor’s prophetic— 


Tracuzr. The Bill which made her Empress of India. . . 
Purit. But how could a German Countess be Empress of India ? ite See Tee fey, co!” 
RACHER. ‘The German Countess was really the Queen. B° ; 
Purm. I thought you said she was the Empress ? ———— as 
cpg = she w«s, but of India. ella as A Pulmonary Notion. 
TL. ell, how did the Queen of England like tha : eee eas . 

Tea ‘ An American paper strongly advocates the substitution ‘‘in capital 
Sena ene was the Queen of England. cases,” of instantaneous and painless death by electricity for the present 


Puri, ’ 
UPIL. Who was? the Countess of Rosenau or the Empress of old-fashioned and cumbrous method of hanging. So strong is the 
Tea be , ; he | writer on this tender and delicate fancy, and so positive is he of its 
Queen of En ee tol 7 sone! ao ae 20 ee wee painless and instantaneous effect, that one might fairly imagine he had, 
ce OF ; oo oe pa * Oat whe did tha Queen of England | 0D the truly transatlantic principle, been interviewing those already 
’ Qusse £60 Is. , subjected to the process. His notion is “to have a Rumkorf.’ 


eal her Court at Baden-Baden, and why did she go under a German Though wo admit our ignorance as to what this te, we may perhepe 
be allowed to guess that it has something to do with the way in which 


T » thin ituti j . ; 
FACHER. Because she chore to; being a Constitutional Sovereign | ° capital cases” always lead the Americans to expect oration. 


nee do as she liked. 1 muddle t 
a ; : me. 
i. I can’t quite see it now. It seems an awful muddle to Co-HOP-ERATIVE AMUSEMENT.— Dancing. 


Tkacuzr. So it is to me, my dear—let’s skip a page. 
il eeeeeeeeeeeEeeEeEeEeeeEeEeEeEeEeEe——e—e—eEeEEEEE—————————E———— 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 12, 1876. 
{Canroon. | 
PROGRESSING BACKWARD. 


“A pexwy more on Income Tax!" 
The very sound of torture smacks— 
Of torture sharpest, keenest. 
A penny off each hard-earned pound 
le now the way to wisdom found— 
Such Tory way is meanest! 


Reaction was to free our backs 
From heavy loads like Income Tax, 
So Tory leaders told us ;— 
To, pave the way for Eog'and’s weal, 
And free the poor man’s frugal meal, 
And not in serfdom hole us. 


Reaction was to point the way 
That we should travel and be gay, 
| ‘That best of destinations— 
Away in front of other lands ; 
But now once more in Tory hands 
We've nought but defalcations. 


Yes, now by light of wisdom benght 
We find in Trickster's net we're caught, 
| ‘Thatwe're the prey of faction. 

And groaning under Income’s lead, 
“« Reaction,” people say, “* be blowed ! 
It's truly: mamed—back action |” 
_—- O-—— 


Hzrorem in humble life ie not a particularly marketable commodity. 
It ia mot t, nor is itjas a rule up in so; presentable a 
garbas that of better blood;.and so, for both or either of these all- 
sufficient reasons, we rarely find acts of daring elaborated in print unless 
of the actor is such as to make his stirring himeelfat all 
rof marvel, But a.deed performed recently on the 
line should hardly have been allowed‘ to pass with so 

the few lines which report a He vale a 
stacking dlocks of stone by the side of the y 
i iced that one of them had 


Chiddy, qe : 

line. The-Flying Dutchman, the fastest train 
, and John Obiddy might perhaps have-seen: it 
towards the epot-where the stone lay. With a. des- 
succeeded in ing the obstruction the way of 
but he was ‘to clear himself, and so fell a 
7 otduty, His last act-was one: which may or may 
many lives; who that'has read how little will 
throw a fast train off the line will be inclined to judge lightly of the 
risk averted at the expense of one poor quarryman’s life? The 
witnesses on behalf of the railway company stated at the inquest that 
they “thought the ‘lifeguards’ of the engine would have cleared the 
stone.” We wonder what thev might have thought if John Chiddy 
had thought so too, and allowed matters to take their chance? Any- 
how, the poor fellow is gone, and we read that he had a large family 
dependent upon him. Did he give one thought to them as the reward 
of merit came and crushed him out of existence? We trust that was 
left for those todo who profess ever to honour bravery, especially 
when it is devoted, not to the extinction, but to the preservation of 
life and the prevention of unnumbered horrors. 
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Sweet Year of Grace, with joy the patriot hails 
The blessings wafted on thy prosp’rous gales ; 
An Income Tax increase’ with glee he bears, 
And grins to think that Egypt's woes he shares. 
His sunken ships he toasts with beaming eyes, 
And d——s expense when Suez is the prize. 

But most he loves thee, year of bliss untold, 
Not for his loss of name and fame and gold, — 
But that.theu art the first that e’er hath shown 
An Empress seated on Old England’s throne. 


ee ee 


Elchoholic Utterances. 


Lorp E.cuo has been taunting Mr. Butt with not having sufficient 
land to “sod a lark.” Called upon to explain his words by a daily 
paper, he stated that he was merely turning a little joke against the 

rish M.P., in fact that it was his, what may be termed, mild 
Parliamentary larky way of putting a Home (rule) truth. About 
as ‘od a lark, we should say, as any in the annals of the House. 
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LATEST NEWS!! ROYAL TITLES BILL!!! 
POPULAR EXCITEMENT!!!! 


Fw is not easily frightened; but, upon his word, he has had serious 
thoughts lately of laying in a stock of fire-arms and barricading hig 
house, in anticipation of the terror of a revolution arising from the 
present inten-ity of public excitement, as depicted in the House and 
the newspapers. Who can wonder at Fun's state of trepidation after 
reading the following :— 

(Extract from some a —— by Fun’s special Opposition 


P.):— 

“ Will the people of: England, I say, look calmly on while their 
immemorial institutions are overturned, while their traditions are out. 
raged, and their national prerogatives annihilated—while their homes 
are laid waste and their hearths desolated—by the passing of a measure 
so opposed to the fundamental principles of British liberty, 0 
repugnant to every idea of morality, and sanity, and moderation, as 
this Roysl Titles Bill? No, sir, will arise and crush the 
venomous enactment. The storm is on tiptoe and ready to burst !” 


(Private communication from Fun’sown reporter to the “‘ dailies”’;) — 


“Public excitement is ‘painfully intense in connection with the | 


Titles Bill. The condemnation of the measure is universal. 
any other subject. If the measureshould pass we may expect a crisis.” 
me * * * 


After this what could Fun do but arm himself from head to foot and 
go forth to see this public excitement with his own eyes, and, if 
possible, to calm down the troubled sea of discussion? Out he went, 
not without. some misgiving at venturing amid a maddened populace, 
but bent on gauging the feelings of the crowd by their remarks upon 
the subject nearest their hearts. 

The following are some frenzied arguments overheard by him :— 


No. I. 


Citizen A (dreadfully hard-up for something to say to Crit1zEn B). 
Seems to be clearing-up.a bit, don’t it ? 

Citizen B (gr atefui to: Crvizen A for finding a topic). Yes, it does, 
doesn't it—yes. Getting quite fine,eh? (Awkward pause). 

OCrrizen A (impelled to:say something). What a rage that rinking 
seems to be, doesn't it? 

Citizen B (ayain grateful). Yes, quite a mania, isn’t it ? 

(Awkward pause.) 

Crrizen A (desperately, having exhausted ali the more interes'ing 
subjects of conversation). They seem likely to pass that Royal Titles 
Bill? 

Orrrzew B (aside). Well! if the fellow hasn’t anything more 
interesting than that to talk about——! 

(Tnven‘s an important engagement with Aldgate pump.) 
+ + * * . 


No. II. 


First Louncrer. Nothink whatever in the paper to-day, Joe. 
Meeterylongical Report—Weather an’ the Crops—Money Market— 
Royal Titles Bill. Nothink nobody takes enny intrest in. 

Seconp Lovncer. Wat's the R'yal ‘litles thing about ? 

Frust Lounger. Oh,I dunno. Let's see, somethin’ about a Acto 
Parlermunt. ne 

Seconp LounGcer (slightly interested). Ain’t to raise the price 0 
four-’arf, is it? 

First LounGEr (studying the paper). 
abart that. 

Seconp LounGeER. 


Noo-o. I don’t see nothink 


Nor to make baccy dearer ? 


First Lounger (as before). Noo-o. I don’t fancy as it’s that, 
neither. . 

Seconp Louncsr. Oh, well. Read us about the Mereortrological 
Report. f 


No. ITI. 


Binks (f eling he ought to talk politics with Jinxs—rashly). That 
Royal Titles Bill seems to be in a fair way of —of— (Suddenly remembers 
he knows nothing about it.) 

Jinks (feeling he ought to be interested in the matter as Binks has such 
pronouced opinions on such things). Yes, it does seem in a very fair 
way of—of— (Suddenly rem:mbers he knows nothing about it. Astde). 
wish I'd read the thing up! ris 

Binks (aside). How stupid of me to have skipped that subject: 
(Aloud.) They’re pretty sure to rejec— pass it (timtdly), eh? 

Jinks (with a gu/p). Yes, of course—that is—the fact is I havent 
taken sufficient interest in the matter to—— 

Binks (with a burst of relief). No more have I! Dreadful trouble 
servants are now, eh? Why, I knew a fellow—— 

(They get along famous/y.) 


*,* This is the result of cherishing a Conservative viper in Ut 
Liberal bosom, and sending him out reporting.— Ep. 


Tem- | 
pestuous meetings are the order of the day. Nobody has athought for | 
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CIVIL SERVICE. 


(Derarten Verratia TO Our Own InrERvizwer.) 


Y name is Norfolk 
Howard, I'm a private 
in the He’s— 


(Well, thank you very 
kindly, sir, some beer 
and bread and cheese) — 

I’m up to all the Force’s 
rigs—a rather knowing 
bloke— 

(And now I’ve done my bit 
o’ grub, I’ll—— thanks, 
a penny smoke). 


asst 


A peeler leads a happy life, 
his soul is free from 
sin— 

(Well, if you wil? insist, 

3 you know, just make it 

«CD two o’ gin)— 

He walks the walk of mighteousness along a given beat— 
(lf I have amy more of that I'd rather take it neat). 


A constable when, on his round, he represents the Queen— 
Here! this is only half “‘a go’’—now don't be jolly mean !)— 
Should always be ubove reproach, beyond the common sneer— 
(This gin and water's women’s tack, I’ll try the bottled beer). 


But even pleecemen now and then are much misunderstood— 
(I'll take another drop o’ that, it’s really very good)— 

And “ worthy ”’ ones will oftentimes be hard upon us slops— 
(Well, as you are so pressing, and I’m aw!ul fond o’ chops). 





When I was in the City pleece I gave a cove a thump— 
ge chops are rath+r underdone, I'll have another chump)— 
he Alderman was down on me. “A month,” said he, ‘* you'll 
take '’— 
(Upon my word this mutton’s tough—I'd rather have a steak). 


T've got a deal more knowing since among the He’s I’ve come— 

— as you will be pressing, sir, I think ‘‘ the name” is rum)— 
slips behind a peeler pal when I’ve a mug to maul— 

(Here, waiter! hot, with lemon—hew much longer must I call ?) 


It makes ’em feel astonished when you pop upon ’em so— 
- show there’s no ill-feeling, sir, I'll take another ‘“‘ go’’)— 

hey can’t make out your number—thus the plan is found to suit— 
(And now I must be toddling—I should like a mild cheroot). 


I think the t's coming—I must manage him to greet— 

(I don’t like being wasteful, so I'll pocket this here meat). 

Good night! I must my country serve with neither fear nor fuss— 
(What! enly parted half a quid—the mean and mangy cuss !) 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERF. 


Tur production of Measure for Measure is in itself an event of 
considerable theatrical importance, and with all due respect to the 
gentlemen who think that nothing of the present day will at all 
compare with the past, we venture to consider the Haymarket show 
&very admirable one indeed. It is impossible, of course, to tell now 

@ exact amount extracted from Shakespeare’s creations by the 
celebrities of long ago, but if the ideal standard be still that of 
holding the mirror up to nature, it is hardly fair to require more in 
the embodiment of Isabella than we get from Miss Neilsun. Anyhow, 

personification is by far the best obtainable nowadays; and this, 

M our point of view, is enough and tospare. The Angelo of Mr. 

urt, if not as good as his Mercutio, is still a work of art, and 
shows how great has been the improvement made by this actor during 
the last twelvemonth. The other characters are a'l well filled, Mr. 
arner’s Claudio and Mr. Conway’s Lucio particularly. It is hard to 
Say the veteran Buckstone lags superfluous on the st+ge; still we 
cy he has fairly earned a rest from histrionic labour. In these 
y8 when every word and conceit of the bard iscons'dered capable of 

‘h analysis and new construction, we should, for the benefit of the 
Curious, like to point out what we think Shakespe:re intended in 

easure for Measue. He evidently thought it best to assume a great 

of the particular vice for which one has no tender regard, 

More especially when the sacrifice to it h»s to be made for a brother 
only~ a brother, too, who gives no greater reason for being loved than 
most brothers of the’ present day. And it is most particularly 
Ceable as a test of the opinions possessed by Englind’s greatest 
Poet, that, while he shows us the forgiveness of murderers, adulterers, 





and betrayers of public trust, the idle-topngued and slanderous 
“ fantastic”’ is left for fitting punishment. 

The rage for rinks has succeeded in transforming one of Southern 
London’s best known theatres. Astley’s has been asphalted, and 
every day now the skaters glide merrily over the hallowed ground 
where men and horses have so often met in a mimic warfare which 
sometimes threatened to become as famous as that it imitated. We 
admit to having no great love for the latest gymmastic mania, but the 
Westminster-road arena has one decided advantage which cannot fail 
to commend itself. It is within less than half a stone's throw of a very 
admirably conducted hospital. 

The concert given a few nights back at St. James's Hall, in aid of 
the Police Orphanage Fund was, we are glad to gay, extremely 
successful. The attendance was numerous and influential, and the 
singing of a high class. Among the performers we have only apace 
to mention Mr. Sims Reeves and Mr. Wilford Morgan, Miss Emly 
Mott and Mrs. Clara Suter. 

A reading recently given at St. George's Hall, by Dr. Leo Ross, 

served to introduce to the metropolitan public am undoubted lion in 
this form of entertainment. 





‘* SPRING.” 


Oxp whiteheaded Winter at last has departed, 
His charm to enthral us he’s luckily lost. 
Too long ’neath his tyramnous rule have we smarted, 
Too long we've been galled by his fetters of frost. 
The sky has regained its original blue tint, 
And birds are rehearsing the carols they ll sing— 
The meadows are wearing a perfectly new tint— 
So, sweetheart, we'll joyfully welcome the Spring ! 


No longer vile fogs may endeavour to choke us— 
We’re free for a while from the terrors of snow— 
The primroge is blooming, and so is the crocus, 
And snowdrops and violets venture to grow. 
Queen Nature's awakened, as ’twere from her slumber ;— 
All duiness of spirits away let us fling— 
Let Winter depart with his luggage and lumber, 
We'll greet his successor—the maiden-like Spring. 


Their leafy apparel the trees are regaining, 
And waving their branches in token of glee! 
The streamlets, released from the Ice-fiend’s enchaining, 
Are sparkling, r-joiced at the welcome decree. 
E’en smoke-begrimed London’s a little the brighter, 
Its murkiness loses a deal of its sting. 
Town prisoners’ hearts are unspeakably lighter— 
They gleefully hail the arrival of Spring! 


The sun (quite a stranger) at length is illuming 
Both country and town with his glorious sheen ; 
And flow'rets, bejewelled with dew, are perfuming 
The earth, newly clad in her vesture of green. 
So, dear one, whenever Care's winter is near us, 
We both to Hope’s banner will trus:fully cling ; 
Though Sorrow and Trouble may threaten, ‘twill cheer us 
To patiently wait for the solacing Spring ! 


Aerial Navigation. 

TueERE has been a narrow escape of another naval disaster, the Opo/ 
having recently been upon the point of ramming the Monarch. ‘The 
state of the Opai’s machinery was so defective that she became 
unmanageable, and the merest fluke saved the nation another iron- 
clad. In view of these constant accidents the Admiralty have under- 
consideration the following plau:—Every ironclad is to carry an 
enormous balloon furnished wiih a steam crane. At the approach of 
danger the balloon will be inflated and manned, and its internal 
machinery will lift the vessel out of the water until the ocean is clear 
again. This light and airy method of getting out of a difficulty is 
due to the congenial imagination of Mr. Ward Hunt. 


Sic] 

Vice-CuanceLtor Hatt, in the recent Peep o’ Day case, advised the 
litigants to settle the affair out of court, because “ he was heartily sick 
of it.” We admire such candour, unhappily toorare. But we under- 
stand this nausea of the Vice-Chancellor’s is no new ailment with 
him. When at the bar he was known more than oace to throw up 


his brief. 





House so? 


Srranoe that the height of the rich man’s ambition is to get into 


' the House, and the height of the poor man’s ambition is ta keep out 


of the House. 


\ 
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( Exit disgusted.) 
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* these ’ere fantastic 


IN HIM. 


UY 


-_T’ve ’ad enough o 
as I bin’ brought up to doin 


‘‘ If we could only git the whole thing square, yer see, it wouldn’t be 
such a ’ard matter.’’ 


“Oh, ’ere! I’m orf 
Gimme suthin 


Well, 
: SSS SSS 


,eh? 


PHASE XI.—HIS PARTICULAR GROOVE. 
in square bits.’’ 


lass nto that there round frame 
bin’ used to puttin’ 


y 


“And now they won't fit!” 
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“ There, I’ve managed to make the frame a bit square,’’ 
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Put that round bit 
yer see—I've 
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NORTHCOTE, GIVE HIM ANOTHER PEN’ORTH.” 


a Lp VU yp 
LY 


Dizzy. —“ GO IT, 


ANOTHER TURN OF THE SCREW. 
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THE RIVER: 





Nay, there were those in Putney—sapient men— 
Would swear by Jones’s modesty, and say: 
“ He would not be Lord Mayor if he were asked !”’ 


And oft he would, slow-errant by Thatnes’ marge, 


A TALE OF HERO WORSHIP. 


(WirH ALL pvE Apotoctrs.) 










. OUNG Jones, of Putney, 
) had no theught of 


Above his mates. <A dra- 
per’s counter-youth, 
Meek-soul’d, he halved his 
modest love between 
A baker's daughter, Annie, 
and his pipe; 

Nor weaned a thought of 
being alderman 

In civic stately robes, nor 
glittering forth 

Full-wing’d in aught that 
wreathes the head with 
fame. 


Congratulate the river on these facts. 


And once, near-standing to the stroke himself 

He launched a titid hand to touch his arm. - 

Clad in blue flannel, mystic, wonderful— 
jut drew it back to him with very awe. 


And oft he sought the river, mirroring him. 


Who struggle to be knowing ; 
I see them come and criticise 
A . 
W ene ’er the crews are rowing. 


I see sham oarsmen, clad like clowns, 
With legs like very spindles ; 

I see the man with three half-crowns, 
Who takes his stand and swindles. 


I see it only tends to show 
(Although I'm hardly cléver), 

Tiow dens to humbag men may grow 
When ¢Ais goes on for ever ! 


But one day, as he went to see the crews— 
(It was the hour for practioe)—~one of them 
With onward stride, and all unnoticing, 
Trod, though but faintly, on hie little toe. 
Then all the boiling waves of his ambition 
And all his bubbling yearnings found a haven 
In this great fact ; and all his mind was joy. 


: pride, And tried to see himself a mighty man 
Yearned for no fame, nor Of girth and sinew. But he grew no whit, | 
strove to hold his | 
ead I flow by youths with foolish eyes, 


Irrelevant, the river would remark :— 


With sewage sleek I roll, I reek, 
I shock the eyes of viewers ; 

I'm fed by many a dirty creek 
And half a hundred sewers. 


I bear on wavelets thick as starch 
The crews from Alma Mater, 
Who row about the end of March— 
Or oft a little later. 


And gliding so, I murmur, “ Oh, 
As chemists are so clever, 

The endless scum I blend may go—— 
It can’t go on for ever!” 


But there came those to Putney— mighty men 

Of girth and sinew, vestured startlingly : 

Some in the azure of the matin sky, — 

Some in the deep star-drapery’s welkin-blue, 

But all most gorgeous, mystic, wonderful— 

Who pair’d strange dreamings in the mind of Jones, 
That bred ambition there. Now, being less 

Than nine-stone-one, he, emulation-stricken, 

Panted to scale at twelve-stone-six or £0 

(Fair average weight of University ‘‘ Oars”’), 

That he might know these men and chum with them. 


And oft he sought the river, murmuring to it, 
And twined himself within it, questioning 1t— 
And tried to see himself a mighty man 

Of girth and sinew. But he grew not so. 


I bear upon my breast afloat 
The wild aquatic duffer ; 

I see him badly guide his boat 
And decent oarsmen suffer. 


I hear the people shout and scream 
At him who, smiling sweetly, 
‘Wiil get his boat across the stream, 
And spoil the race completely. 


I scowl, I growl, I call it low ; 
I mumble, “ Well, I never! 
It’s very rum how men can row 

If this goes on for ever! 


And longing thus, and longing to be known 

To these, the flower of Universities — 

Great youths with giant bodies, sinew-streamed 
And muscle-mountained, and to speak with them ; 
He gave up all his counter-jumping hopes 

As nothing, and the Annie he adored 

As nothing, and the bakery she owned. 

Then all day long he tracked these youths about ; 
And once he got a chance to stand a drink 

To that proud man—blue-ribbon'd, beautiful, “a 
Boat-erudite—who shields their “ ships from ill; 
Then trembled at his own temerity. 


Then through the length of Putney he rehearsed, 
And through its breadth, how this proud thing had chanced : 
And all the youth of Putney envying him, 

Were proud to know him; and they made him king — 
Who, swaying mightily above them all, 

Raled them a double score of years, and past. 

Aud Annie married James, the chemist's boy. 








Pena servitude for the young lady who dropped children down 
wells and set fire to hayricks. ‘“ Rue for life” is the fairly fair 
endorsement found on the official returns of the ’Sizes. — Public pro- 
test against the expenditure of the London School Board. After this 
the L. S. B. will probably double its rate of getting rid of money. 
Mr. Disraeli has taught them public protest is but food for private 
mockery. == Oxford and Cambridge boat-race. Victory of Light Blue. 
Didn’t we say so beforehand? Fun the prince of prophets, as usual. 
= Somebody grumbles at the large amount of money it costs the | 
Society for Promoting Christianity among the Jews for each conver- 
sion. He little knows the expense and intricacy of the process. = | 


| 
DOTS AND LINES. 


Five colliers fined at Wigan for taking gunpowder into a mine loose. 
This, to our benighted vision, looks like an inducement to the unwary 
to take it in “ tight.” — By the way, a metropolitan magistrate stated | 
| 
| 





his entire ignorance of the latter expression. He evidently doesn’t 
waste his time on mere words. The constable thinks, though, that 
the ‘worthy ” one needn t be as proud as Looseifer for all that. = 
Liverpool “ daily ” says, ‘‘ the body of a man, apparently a sinker,” was 
found completely decapitated on local railway line. Sinkerler, if true. 
= Gallant rescue of a child from drowning by lady at Dover. She 
considers this a chef-Dover, and so do we. = Young lady summoned 
for throwing water overa milkman. He didn’t mind it himself, du¢ 
some of tt went in the mi/k. And nothing annoys a milkman more 
thanthat. Heavy fine accordingly. = R-+turn of Lieutenant Cameron. 
Africa loses a left tenant, surely we ought to g.in at least a captain. 
Nous verrons ; which means for once that we may yet C.B. 


Buz! 


Recent “ military intelligence” gives the interesting information 
that the First Battalion of Grenadier Guards went out for a walk, 
and that having gone “ fourteen miles, wearing their busbies,” they 
were extremely tired, and “their stamina must have been tried very 
severely.” Not half somuchas the understandings of those who would 
like to discover whether busbies are worn for the purpose of frizhten- 
ing our enemies or encumbering those we engage to engage them. A 
special prize will be given for the best answer from nursemaids only. 





A Distinction. 
Youne girls may sometimes soffer from weariness. We, however, 
cannot believe that any of the other sex would, or could, complain of 


lassietude. 


Tux fair sex are so fanciful and capricious that nothing can be 
more natural than their general appellation— Whimmen. 
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A CREDITABLE VIEW. 


MceCrispin :—“ QuiTz RIGHT TO GET A PAIR OF SHOES, MoLLy, YOUR FUT ‘ILL LOOK ILLIGANT IN LEATHER!”? 
Molly :—“ But, surg, I can’ PAY FOR THEM TILL CHRIsTMas !” 


McC. (after a pause) :—“‘ TROTH, AND IT ’UD BE A PITY TO HIDE SUCH A PURTY FOOT, ACUSHLA 


THE IMPERIAL RECEPTION. 


Ws have (been favoured by the Committee for the Reception of 
the Prince Imperial «f England with the items of their programme so 
far as they are arranged, and hasten to Jay them before our readers, 
not necessarily in geod faith, but as a guarantee for publication. 


1. The Provincial Mayors of England will proceed by market train 
to Portsmouth, and present the Prince with addresses. The Prince 
having graciously received them will hand them to a representative 
of the paper trade, who has tendered for the lot at 11s. the cwt. 

2. The Lord Mayor of London will receive His Royal Highness at 
Temple Bar, and hand him a verbatim report of the action “ Mercier 


3. Mr. Disraeli will then remove Temple Bar with the aid of his 
Majority, and create the Prince Sultan of the City of London and 
Grand = of Drury Lane. 

4. Mr. Ward Hunt, introduced by Admiral Tarleton, will hand the 
pew Sultan the key of Davy Jones's Locker ina casket formed from 
the remains of the Vanguard. 

5. The Members of the London School Board will then spread 
Sey carpets from the City to Marlborough House, and fling rate- 
payers money down the drains in honour of the occasion. 

6. Arrived at Marlborough House, the Prince will receive a deputa- 


tion from the Society for the Preventi:m of Cruelty to Animals, who 
will him with a pig-headed member as a souvenir of sport in 
the To make the compliment complete the gentleman will be a 


wild bore as well. 
7. In the evening the Members of the Common Council will invite 
themselves to a at the Mansion House, and the royal tradesmen 


will illuminate portraits of themselves painted in oil by German 


8. In order that no pains may be to make this a trul 
national welcome, Policeman Bugg (450 E) and Alderman Rose wi 
execute ae manceuvres at intervals of five minutes, and the Cole 
Family will take the India — in state to South Kensington, 
attended by the Albert Hall choir. 





'» 





FUTURITY CLASSIFICATION. 


SarLtors— Aloft. Artists—The Shades. 
Milkmen—* Below.” Babies—The World to Come! 
Bookmakers—The Retter Land. Perverters of Truth—Liefe ever- 


Politicians—The Majority. lasting. 
Wheelwrights— Eturnity. Nelson’s Monument—Its Long 
Dumb Men—The Silent Land. Home. 


Deaf Men— Ear-after. 

aga es Neckst World. 
g eople — The ‘ Great 
Plains.” 


Distillers—Spirit Land. 
Writers—The Author World. 


Chinese—The Celestial Kingdom. 

Frenchmen— Les Champs Elys¢ées. 

Dutchmen—The Netherland. 

Men—Man-sions in the Skies. 

Women (logical sequence) — 
Heaven! 


Peculiar Enjoyment. 

A writer in the Times, panegyrising the manner in which the Prince 
of Wales has behaved himself in India, says:—‘‘ He rejected all the 
allurements to shoot and enjoy himself.’’ Perhaps one of the reasons 
for this self-abnegation was that the Prince, being unacquainted with 
Times English, didn’t see his way to doing both things with effect, 
especially in the order given. The experiment looks certainly some- 
what dangerous. 


Precede or Preside P 

Ar a recent meeting to discuss the Royal Titles Bill, one of the 

speakers was heard to say in a most hopeful, if not ominous, 

manner that if the Queen were made an Empress it would create 4 
dangerous President. We take this as “ red.” 


An American Peach. 
Genexat Berxnap has been impeached. When he heard the knews, 
he remarked confidentially to Mr. Frost ‘that it was a case of 
"im peaching from the beginning. 


* 
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MISPLACED AMBITION. 
A Romance or Reat Lirzr—anp Literature. 


One of the gentlemen who are constantly calling on Mr. Fun with 
letters of introduction and I irge parcels of copy was shown in the 
other day. He hada walking-stick in one hand and a note-book as 
big as a bank ledger in the other. His pockets, as he afterwards 
informed us, were full of pencils, and in his hat, which he apologised 
for keeping on, were provisions for six months. Apparently some- 
what Irish by persuasion, and whiskified by choice, there was a charm 
about his manner which could not be denied. His politeness was 
unbounded, and what with his brogue and the concomitant advantages 
of stale tobaceo, onions to match, anc the usquebaugh before men- 
tioned, the room seemed very full of him indeed. Besides this, his 
manner of whirling his wattle within an inch of the editorial nose 
without hurting that useful appendage was, though skilful, sufficiently 
unusual to give its possessor pause He said he was by birth an 
Englishman and a teetotaler, but that an enforced sojourn among the 
Oirish and their whisky ways had led him to be mistaken for one of 
them, often when at the time he was more than ever English. Also, 
he had determined to become a special comic correspondent,—and that 
was why he had brought his walking-stick, which went just then 
nearer than ever the olfactory organ. Mr. Fun is ever of a gentle, if 
courageous, disposition, and is always anxious to encourage talent, so 
he said at once :— 

“Go to ——, to Holland, of course. Rotterdam you, and be quick 
about it. The Dutch have descended upon the doomed place, and the 
floods are out. Hie thee away, then, brave Englishman, and send 
me, sparing no expense, a full, true, and proper account of the journey, 
the dikes, and the deluge. Away, by Liverpool-street and the Har- 
wich route, and stick not at trifles. Tell the captain to put on another 
pen’orth of coals, and debit the same to my account ; and you on your 
return, if your work be good enough for us, shall ne'er know neces« 
sity more. Farewell! be brave, be diligent, and above all—English.” 
aid the visitor, “ Is it English now you said, sure? Begorra, and 
what else could Oi be?’ Gathering his materials for the voyage still 
more tightly together he departed. And Mr. Fun sat down and 
waited for the result. Millions of men had been in to see him ere this, 
and all had had let'ers of introduction, but never before had he been 
so struck with promise. Would this last man turn out a magnificent: 
writer of comic verse, or prose, or both—or neither? Would he in 
augurate a new era in journalism, or would he fail to affect that which 
then was? Thus the chief sat and mused until morning mellowed 
into noon and noon eventually became night. The day waned apace, 
and suddenly the paper went to press, 

Time passed on, children were born, and old men died. Papers 
flourished or faded as became them best; the Royal Titles Bill received 
the royal assent, and was returned to England wrapped round a 
German sausage—a present for Ben; and the Albert Hall was given 
over as a temporary residence to the illustrious visitors from India. 
A fish was curiously enough discovered out of water at the West- 
minster Aquarium ; the French table d’héte of Spiers et Pond was the 
haunt of England's proudest aristocracy; the Forty of Burlington 
House gave up half their own allotted space on the walls for the 
advantage and benefit of rising talent ;—and still nothing was heard of 
the new contributor. Still Mr. Fun sat in his office and wondered. 

At last, one day the postman’s knock was heard disturbing the 
summer solitude of Fleet-street, and an important packet was laid at 
Mr. Fun’s feet with a demand for twopence extra. Generously and 
ungradgingly the chief paid the unexpected tax, and with a trembling 
hand opened the welcome missive, which ran in regular narrative 
orm, and contained some startling statements. a 

_“ Tt is singular, but none the less true, that my life is one of vicis- 
situde and vigilance. Wherever I go adventure seems to dog my 
devoted footsteps. On leaving your office the other day I went at 
once to Liverpool-s'reet, and took a third return for Rotterdam. My 
Wish was to travel unobserved, but Mr. Swarbrick, the manager of the 
company, insisted that I should ride with the driver, and see that he 
did Is duty. Away, away for Harwich! and, thanks to the way in 
which I did my work, we were there quite half-an-hour before the 
expected time, the journey having been performed mo-t pleasantly, 
and without the slightest accident. Going on board the boat, I im- 
mediately sent for the man at the wheel, and giving him his instruc- 

» We weighed anchor and were soon all in the Downs. This 1s 
y true, because I remained up all night administering comfort 
and consolation to the captain, who was tolerably seasick, and to the 


t, who had lost his reckoning. At last I found itin a rast all 



















































t coat, and then we spenta rather pleasant night. 
hands at the pumps, so there aaiaid be plenty of water for the pas- 
8ers coffee, which is generally a good deal too strong; and that 


should be no dispute I boxed the compass myeelf and threw 
way thekey. I na isbabion there is a very good table on these 
boats, and something still better always on it. I he sea air —s 
given me an extra appetite, I performed with a knife and fork mu 


i. 





them springs from obvious motives. 


Bill. 
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to the satisfaction of the captain and crew of the G. E. R. Co.'s 
good ship of Harwich and Rotterdam. The supper served in the 
saloon was simply splendid. Goose stuffed with bottles of a-la-mode 
beef, apricots on antimacassars, harricoed ham-sandwiches, baked 
potatoes in their own gravy, champagne-au-lait, asparagus on asafe- 
tida. Ann Chovey, Charlotte Russe, Sally Lunn, and Sam On. 
Everything was brought up in silver warming pans with hunting- 
cases, and as the passengers were served, the captain and crew waved 
the Union Jack and the flag of Holland, and then helped themselves 
to the mustard. When the passengers had had enough to eat they lay 
in splendidly appointed hammocks while the crew sang dulcet songs 
and hornpipes for their amusement. In this happy fashion we 
rapidly clove the narrow seas and soon came within sight of Rotterdam, 
giving Antwerp the weathergage as we went by. Both these towns 
were nated as we approached, in honour of the event, and the 
Mayor himself stood with a squib in one hand and a ha’porth of blue 
fire'in the other ready to salute me as I leaped ashore at Rotterdam. 
Arrived in the town——” 

Once again Mr. Fun has to regret a misplaced ambition. His young 
English friend has only too evidently mistakén his‘vocation. There is 
much more of the kind just given, but ftom the vast amount of 
accurate knowledge and the great display of ‘truth contained therein, 
it is evident the writer is intended by nature not for a comic con- 
tributor, but for a great and special correspondént of a no less great 
and influential daily paper. 





A PLAIN COOK. 

One Hannah Glasse, a homely dame, 

Long long-ago produced a 
(For fun—for profit—or for fame) 

Which taught our grannies how to cook. 
Suppose werun it through and seize 

A stray quotation as we pass. 
To Dress a Hure.—Attention, please !— 

“ First cateh your Hare,” say@ Hannah Glasse. 


Methinks ’tis-easy, reader-dear, 
To find a moral in the phrase.— 
I’ve dreamed about a-bright career 
Through half my nights and all mty days. 
By day and night my visions bring 
A bard’s ambition; but, alas! 
My Muse is dumb and cannot sing.— 
“ First catch your Hare,” says Hannah Glasse. 


It is not meet the poet's life 
Should pass untended and alone ;— 
I'd fain discover in a wife 
Some heart responsive to my own. 
No proud patrician would I woo, 
Nor one of the plebeian class ; 
But something just between the two.— 
‘“‘ First catch your Hare,” says Hannah Glasse. 


With just a thousand ponnds a year, 
Proceeding from the Three-per-cents, 
My future might be pretty clear 
(With something in the way of rents.) 
But gold is not for such as I; 
My stock in trade is only brass, 
I may be wealthy by and by.— 
‘“‘ First catch your Hare,’ says Hannah Glasse. 


The ’air of the Dog that Bit Him. 


Dvunrine the hearing of an action recently brought in Liverpool by 
a workman against the owner of a dog that had bitten him, the 
animal was accommodated with a seat on the bench, and “so won the 
heart of judge and jury by his amiable air and decorous behaviour” 
that the plaintiff was immediately nonsuited. We would hazard a 
small trifle that if that dog had been searched a devotional work 
would have been found in his pocket. He was evidently up to the 


art of humbugging. 





The Ladies’ Battle. 


Mr. Disrazzt has been charged with telling a deliberate untruth 
since he stated that it was in consequence of Russian advances that 
the Royal Titles Bill was framed. This is unjust; but the Premier 


would have avoided the charge had he stated 
those of a lady femalely related to the Czar. The desire to check 


Two ImpertaL Measvres.—A fair pint pot and an unfair Titles 


\ 





the advances were | 
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RULED BRITANNIA. 
A SoncG ror THE TIMEs. 


Wuen Britain fell "neath Ben’s command 
And lost her ships upon the main, 
He changed the charter of theland, 
And weeping angels sang the strain: 
“ Ruled Britannia—quit the wave:, 
Britons ever shall be slaves.”’ 


The nations far more blessed than thee 
Shall ne'er before such tyrants falt 

As he who with the Throne mikes free, 
While Tory courtiers cringe and crawl. 


Still more degraded shalt thou sink 
Beneath each Eastern trickster’s stroke, 
While foreign nations laugh and wiuk 
To see thee bear the despot’s yoke. 


| 

The haughty tyrant still shall tame, | 
And with his Party bend thee down, 

| Until he’s quenched the generous flame | 

| And sullied all thy past renown. 

O'er thee Imperial Czesars reign, 

| Thy freedom’s sun shall cease to shine ; 

| Thy fleet shall sink beneath the main, | 

| And slaves shall curse this land of thine. 


The Muses, ne’er with serfdom found, 
| Shall leave thee to thy black despuir. 
| Curst Isle with Queens by dodger's crowned, 
Go hide thy features, once so fair! 
‘‘ Ruled Britanmia, quit the waves, 
Britons ever shall be slaves.” 


Their Execution. 


Mrs. Pratamop sees that the papers just now are 
full of accounts of young men, some of whom “hang 
too much,” and others who are “*uneven in the swing 
of their bodies.” She thought such exhibitions had long 
ceased to be public, and considers the one in question 

| **a gallows shame.” 
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THE END AND MEANS. | ea haat ae | 

This is how Miss J. Sweet contrived during the late muddy weather tomake | Goop News ror Tax-payEers.—The gentlemen of the | 

some use of her little brother's otherwise objectionable habit of catching hold of her Civil Service are now filling up their spare time with | 

| dress. surveying—mankind from the front windows. 
SPECIAL WIRE. PUZZLING RATHER. 


} 
A Suerririp paper contains a special telegram which states that a | A party contemporary of last week tells in a paragraph that the | 
Jady has just died in Santiago aged 14% years, and what is more, | Empress of Austria left Dover “by the special steamer Breeze,” and a 
leaving a daughter 102 years old. ‘he special double-distilled | telegram in the same page of the same issue states that she arrived at 
centenarian we keep constantly on the premises says, on consulta- | Calais two hours afterwards “in the special steamer Sapphire.” 
tion, that Santiago is a long while ago; we suppose he means a great | There being an Empress in the case we cannot but think some 
way off. It is hard to see the reason for such haste as a special tele- | hidden, as well as awful, meaning is intended. We can well under- 
gram affords in a matter like this, considering the time it took for the | stand the “‘ breeze” reference to the Royal Titles Bill, but not the | 
noticeable result to be arrived at. Anyhow, the telegrapher mivht | ‘‘ sapphire,” unless, indeed, the intention is to signify enigmatically, 
just have stated whether the interesting orphan of 102 is fully alive | but forcibly, Mr. Disraeli’s little dodge by the word Jewillery. 
to the loss she has sustained at what may be so truly called a tender ———$———_ 


and interestia e. 
556 Oh Emma Mine! 





Serf him Right. Genera Suenck explains that he has been completely taken in 


Stn Joux Kanwaway called attention in the House the other night | DY M- Lyon with regard to the Emma Mine. It may be a caso of 
to the great increase of the slave traffic in the Sultan of end on Lyon eee but there seems to have been plenty of mint 
dominions, and invited Her Majesty’s Government to try and top it. eo ot. 

be 

















keeps 325 slaves of his own, won't interfere with other people's. Tue proprietor of some gems recently stolen has agreed to pay 


But they don’t Ken a way, Sir John, and if they did it woul 
opposed to their enlightened principles to try it. The Premier, who A Gem ’un in Difficulties. 
a his creditors six shillings in the pound. Like some ladies whose 

A Butt or Farr.—The milliger's account. jewels mysteriously disappear, he has tried composition. | 
| 
“ Wacan bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard. | 
“I find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. | 
SOLD BY ALL GROCERS. — WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C. | 
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PROOF POSITIVE. 
By our Lunatic Laureate. 


I’vz struggled hard for many years 
To make my fellow-men believe 
That though my manner strange appears 
Who think me mad themselves deceive. 
The truth I sing which still, I wis, 
Than wild romance is stranger far ; 
The world’s reply is ever this— 
“ Good gracious, bard, how cracked you are!”’ 


They’ve not a soul above the rink; 
Our womankind's a gaudy show 
Of faces painted white and pink. 
All roads to wealth our men maintain 
Are fair that ’scape Old Bailey’s bar; 
My views are hooted with disdain— 
“Goud gracious, bard, how cracked you are!”’ 


I venture mildly to assert 
That water poisons more than gin; 
That half our daily food is dirt— 
The Church a cloak for deadly sin. 
I hint that for a courtly smile, 
Our history’s page would statesmen mar’; 
Men answer, ‘“‘ Madman, you revile !— 
‘Good gracious, bard, how cracked you are!” 


| 
| 
To me our youth seem sunk s0 low, | 


I sing among my random rhymes 
That England’s glory’s on the wane ; 
That fast we hasten to the times 
When other lands shall rule the main. 
I watch her through the future skies 
Sink swiftly like a fallen star ; 
I say so, and the world replies— 
Good gracious, bard, how cracked you are! ” 


Treating it Lightly. 

“Tue new class of gunboats about to be intro- 
duced into the Navy,” says a contemporary, “ will be 
very swift. The one now building is to be called the 
Lightning.” No doubt it will be a flash affair, but we 
trust it won’t disappear as rapidly as its namesake, or 
our ironclads. 








SOME MAGAZINES FOR APRIL. 
Macmitian offers an admirable shillingsworth this month. Mr. 
Matthew Arnold teaches our teachers the way they should go ina 
manner which shows that he, at all events, has no doubt as to his 
fitness for a most difficult task at its most difficult moment. To say 
“Madcap Violet ’’ increases in interest would be to pay a poor and 
conventional compliment to its author. That seems to be the 
reviewer's stock expression with regard to serial stories in magazines; 
- Black’s worth deserves superior consideration. Some of the other 
Work is heavy, but useful. One of the best things in the Gentleman’s 
is “ The Press in the House of Commons,” but the opinions of the 
writer are not always correct ; he is near the mark, though, sometimes. 
é the press is the most powerful organ in the empire, journalists 
are the weakest and most unprotected body, because there is no union 
of soul or sympathy or even of commercial principle among them. 
The “Chaplain of Ease ” is good reading, and so is the “ Table Talk,” 
but the namby-pamby “ Recollections of Writers’’ is mere waste paper, 
worse. Belgravia is noticeable this month because of the coming 
_ ange in its affairs—it seems strange to think of Belgravia without 
“ don. We have reason to believe that prosperous as the maga- 
une has been up till now, the change will be an improvement; and, 
meanwhile, we should like to know what size in boots “a noble boy” 
takes when not « intent upon a work of art.” Perhaps big feet were 
7 of blood and birth “in the brave days of old.” 
— ndon Society the apparently authorised translation of Jules 
eres “‘ Michael Strogoff”’ seems intended to play a prominent part. 
author of “ Notes on Popular Dramatists ’’ has an almost enviable 
acity for worshipping small gods,—is it fair to measure the adorer 
by the worth of the adored? insiey’s has not enough short articles 
allow of any one of them being slow with impunity; the “ Social 
ints, Quo ”’ needs quickening sorely. ‘Maggie?’ is far more 
g than the ordinary run of magazine novels, and, with 


pontings oe. 


emary Lane,” would make up for many more 8 
are to be met here. “Love” isa pretty thought s 


a the development. The St. James’s is a good sound number, giving | Na 
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Me Week, Cnaring Cross, The Celtie Magazine, Cook’s Excursionist, Photo- 


poilt | graphic News, Good Things, Day of Rest, Peep Show, Art Gallery, and 
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PAINTING THE LILY. 


Generous Shoeblack :—“ Betrer ’AVE ’EM DONE, SIR; I'LL TOUCH UP YER 
FACE, TOO, FOR THE SAME, SIK!”’ 


plenty of value for money; the Leisure Hour and Sunday at Home are 
up to their ordinary high standard; and the Argosy is, as usual, “ laden 
with golden grain.” 

American magazines, as represented by those we know in London, 
stand alone for both quality and quantity. Scribner's, with its admir- 
able illustrations, its serial stories by Bret Harte and other celebrated 
authors, and its genial essays and reviews, is a revelation in cheap 
literature, and the “Scribner Junior” for children of a younger 
growth, St. Nicholas, is well worthy of the old block of which it isa 
representative chip. It would be easy to gush about these two whole- 
some miscellanies, but there is to be remembered another candidate 
for representative honours, and no less a one than the <Aé/antic 
Monthly, which is bound to hold its own in any company. The 
notices of recent literature in this are such as to commend themselves 
to all who believe sincerely in the principle of fair, honest, and 
fearless criticism, of which, by the way, there is more about in this 
unnatural old country than certain interested individuals would have 
us believe. 

Footlight Favourites is the initiatory number of a new venture which 
appeals to those who like excellent portraits, slightly tinged with 
caricature, of eminent actors and singers. The portrait of Sims 
Reeves is worth preserving. Le Follet is as gorgeous in coloured 
designs as ever, and gives some brides’ work which is sufficient to drive 
a single man married and a married man mad, The Westminster 
Papers is now publishing a series of characteristic portraits of great 
chess players. Judging by sample, we should think a collection of 
‘‘men’’ from life models would completely eclipse those oriental chess 
sets so valued for their—well, characteristic beauty! The Pictorial 
World continues to prove that the demand for a good threepenny- 
worth is no myth when properly considered. 

We have also received Hardwicke’s Science Gossip, Gardener's Maga- 
ne, Journal of Horticulture, Penny Illustrated, Eves.ing Hours, Once a 


utical Magazine. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 19, 1876. 


fCarroon. | 
AN IMPERIAL INVOCA THIN. 


Come listen, royal lady, to.a story we will tell 


About a Queen who learned to love her loyal weer. 
Her loyal subjects, nothing loth, returned theirdiege's love — 


Of course with all due deference to one sowhigh above. 


The Queen for many happy years went very much abent— 
Where'er she moved the loyal ones were alwaye there #o shout. 

“ God save the Queen !”” was ever cried+without dissentient:vaice : 
To have a Queen so pure and good made English hearts rejoice. 


But time sped on, and new events came blotting out the past, 
And change went creeping through the realm with steady stride and 


fast. 
The loyal subjects seldom now exclaimed, ‘Ged save the Queen!’ 


Because that gracious Sovereign was rarely ‘to be seen. 


Another change. The Queen requests as Enrpress to be styled, 
And Englishmen on hearing this run very nearly wild. 

But Tory members meekly bow when Dizzy says they must, 
And all old England's history lies trampled in the dust. 


Then goes a solemn protest all the provinces around, 
And Dizzy neers, ‘‘ Forsearly failures vengeance I have found !’’ 
= . + * * 


Oh, royal lady, bemot led by such aman astray, 
Reject an-emptytitle—win a nation’s love for aye! 


———- Oe 


Mr. Anperson’s speech in the House ‘the other night on the 
Mistl-toe mishap.and ‘the inquiries ds ing .to be 
thankful for. hough it was repeatedly howled @own by those whose 
express desire it is to keep from the people every opportunity of 


knowingthow:theyare misgoverned,and though it neither met with 
the ionfrom his own<dide nor the acknowledgment from the 
“* great press” that it deserwedl, it thas served its purpose 


admirably well. Openly and fairly, without fear of contradiction 
and without hope of redress, the member for Glasgow stated that 
which should make those who are responsible blush, if not for their 
manhood, certainly for their integrity. The way in which every 
effort was made to prevent an impartial inquiry and secure a mis- 
carriage of justice is, when it is remembered that the work was done 
by men in Government employ, positively appalling—it can, unfor- 
tunately, hardly be called astonishing after the repeated lessons we 
have within the past twelvemonth received as to the elasticity of Con- 
servative conscience. Apart from the importance of Mr. Anderson's 
narrative, there is something-delicious about the manner in which the 
emissaries of our Imperial Government went'to work and prepared for 
the squalls so obviously in the windward distance. One can almost 
imagine Prince | einingen and Captain Welch ordering a case of soda 
or a basket of seltzer in the most natural way possible—without even 
“tipping the wink’’—of Mr. Mumby, who, it must be remembered, 
had before this claimed and received exemption from jury service on 
the score of his connection with these all-powerful customers. ‘This 
and the “ accidental’ presence in Court of the Advocate General of 
the Fleet, the selection of a foreman by the coroner, this same coroner's 
own pecuniary interests, his interpretations of what witnesses meant 
as distinguished from what ‘they said, the gracious permission for 
incriminated persons to be present while the prosecution was allowed 
no such favour, the coaching of witnesses ~-all seem to be part of 
one huge congenial whole which is happily too transparent to need 
explavation. We should be sorry, indeed, to be as uncharitable as 
Mr. Anderson, and ascribe motive in any particular case or in the 
combination of cases; but there is such a fitness about each 
strategic movement as a means to.a given end, that otherwise the issue 
deserves to stand on a high pinnacle among wonderful coincidences. 
Asfor the lack of support accorded the investigator, it must be 
remembered tha’ both those who were coldly with him and those who 
a —— —— ae what he ae the public 
- ‘Quite as much.as integrit 
. “ esty tegrity of purpose can expect 
—_—_—_— 
A NEW VERSE-ION. 
“You bring me bad fortune,” Diogenes said, 
To the great Alexander, one day ; 
“The sun, over you, its effulgence doth shed, 
But J don't rejoice in a ray !” 
Alexander replied, “ I deny not the sun, 
But where's the bad fortune, I pray?” 


Said Di from his tub, “ It ought not tub be done; 
But there you are, Sire, in Luz way!” 


THE NEW DULCAMARA: A DRAMA, 
ACT I.—The Past. 


Scene: The Country. Dr. Benzamin Doncamara discovered sur. 
rounded by confederates, Crowd pressing eagerly forward to hear him, 


Dvteamara. Ladies and gentlemen,—Although I have lately been 
most earnestly reque:ted by my Eastern kinsmen to accept the throne 
of Jerusalem, I have scorned the offer in order that I might devote my 
dew remaining talents (Hear, hear), years, I mean, to you, my 
adopted countrymen. I have, during the last six months, invented a 
marvellous fluid, which my Greek assistant has happily named “ Con. 
servative Reaction.” Whatever ailments you may have, ladies and 
gentlemen, this newly invented fluid will cure them. Its properties 
are magical; its cost, in proportion to its viriues, ridiculously small. 
(Produces sample bottle.) ‘There it is, and one shilling buys the lot, 
including cork and bottle, not to mention the paper of superior manu- 
facture which envelops every bott’e delivered to a free and inde- 
pendent elector. This marvellous elixir, ladies and gentlemen, is the 
result of many years of study, and 1 am confident that it will not fail 
in its object. It isa panacea for every ill. Do your drains smell? 
Take a sanatory teaspoonful of Conservative Reaction! Are you 
troubled with an attack of Income-tax? Take a financial tablespoon- 
ful and you will have instant relief. Are you frightened by foreign 
advances? One dose of the Reaction will stop’em. Are you short 
of war-ships? Minse the building-yards with the contents of one small 
bottle and the vessels will sprout like cahbages. Come, only one 
shilling per bottle. Good for the Army, Navy, and Civil Service, 
infallible with the Church, and never known to fail in domestic and 
commercial cases. Hand the bottles round, Bill. 

(General rush for the elixir, Everyone seizes a bottle, and rushes off home 
to try the contents. DuLCAMARA @nd confederates, left alone, wink at 
each other *‘ con expressione.’’) 


ACT TI.—The Present. 


Scene: Dutcamara’s shop in town. DutcamMara discovered reading 
newspaper behind courter. 


DutcaMarA (throwing paper down). Blow these newspapers. 
They ought to be prosecuted. Taking away a professional prac- 
titioner’s reputation like this. (Reads.) ‘‘ A great many people have 
reeently been rendered seriously uncomfortable by taking the nostrums 
of that notorious quack, Dr. Benjamin Dulcamara.” It’s shameful. 
I'll have the editor up for libel. Hulloh, there! 


Enter Batp-HEADED GENTLEMAN hurried/y. 


BALD-HEADED GentTLeMAN. Are you Dr. Dulcamara? 

DuxteamMaraA. I am, sir. 

BALD-HEADED GENTLEMAN. Then you're a very wicked man, sir— 
an impostor, sir. I purchased a bottle of your Conservative Reaction, 
sir, to cure an attack of Income-tax, sir, and it s made the attack worse 
instead of better, sir. (Writhes.) Oh,lor! oh, lor! it’s just as if an 
extra hot copper was in my inside. Oh, you bad, deceiving man! 


Enter an Eayrptian GsNTLEMAN. 


Eeyptian Gentieman. Therehe is, the wretch! (Shakes his stick 
at Dx. Dutcamara.) A fine thing you’ve done for me, sending that 
blessed assistant of yours—young Cave—to doctor my family. You've 
messed ‘em about, and druyged ’em, and promised to save ‘em, and 
now you've left ’em at death's door, and say the case is incurable. Oh, 
if I'd only known what a humbug you were, you should never have 
gone near ’em ! 
Enter Navat GENTLEMAN. 

Navat Gentteman. Shiver my timbers, where’s that Du’camara. 
Oh, there you are, you son of a sea-cook. What do you mean by 
telling me your Conservative Reaction would increase the strength of 
our ships? ‘Why, you tarnation old hulk, we tried it and it sent 
half of ’em to the bottom. 


Evter Loyvat SvuBsectr. 


Loyat Sunzecr. Sir—Mr. Dulcamara—for mercy’s sake come at 
once! There's something wrong at Court. They've been rubbing 
Conservative Reaction into the Queen's crown and it’s turned it all 
black, and it's cracking. And, ob, there’s such a row about it; the 
people are furious, and they say your elixir that was going to do 80 
much good has upset every body. 

Enter a Misstonary. 


Misstonany. So, sir, this isthe result of patronising your establish- 
ment, is it? Do you know, sir, that in consequence of trying your 
medicine, slavery has broken out on board her Majesty’s ships - 
Siavery, sir. Why, you wicked, demoralised old—— 

Dvutcamara. Here, no more o’ that, my covies. “You've had your 
say, now I'll have mine. (Whistles, Anter lurge numbers of cor- 
federates from acjoining room.) Boys, just chuck these beggars out. 
(Confederate Majority drive the comp/a:nants out.) Now, then, put up the 
shutters and stick up a bill, “‘ Closed for the Easter Recess.” Phew: 
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“+a warm. It's lucky you boys were handy. They'd h l 
og (Confederates shut up shop rapidly.) y y ave lathered 


ACT IIL— The Future. 


Scanmis, Ther Country again, Dorcamara, pale and ragged, surrounded 
by hiafooremaining confederates, +8 endeavouring tovsedl afew bottles of 
slits Orowd. ts jeering him 
Dureamana.. Ladies andi gentlemen, I have in thisbottle.a delight- 

ful compound known as Disraeli’s. Patent Conservative Policy 
Crawo. Yah, it's pison! You ought to be prosecuted for a-sellin’ 
it. 

O biden (entreating). Now; just give it a fair trial! 

Finer Reser. It's good forthe: Income-tax,.ain’tit? Yah! 
Sroowp Reset. P’r'aps if we-was to sendia bottle -to: the Keydiver 

o’ Egyptit ’ud/jerk up his bonds-a bit ! . 
Turap Revert. Werry likely it ’ud elevate the: Ryla: Family: into 

shas and shaesses, and’ make you Grand Whizzier, wouldn'tit, guv'’nor? 
Crowb.. Lynch the quack! Chuck:him:in the’ orsepondi 

(Crowairesh at Dutcamara, who tucks uphie robe andi bolts for his life. 
A brightilight: fille:the stage. The geniussof National! Will deseends and 
invokes thespirtt of Eni-ghtened: Liberalism to curethe mischief caused 
by the absconding charlatan. Curtain descends upon a: Liberal. Reaction 


and general rejoicing.) 
Gop Sava tum QUEEN. 



















THE SOLITARY ISLE. 


(A Leaenp or Curswick Eror), 





Ou, Barnes’s shore was bare and drear, 
And Chiswick’s isle was drear and bare: 
The crowds that once had huddled there 

Had vanished for another year ; 

The crowds that yelled and rent the sky— 
The crowds that rent the sky and yelled, 
And pushed and swayed, as they beheld 

The winning eight go fleetly by. 

The hubbub of the battle-fray, 

The stie of hurricanes had paled 
Beside the row that had prevailed 

At Chiswick on the Boat-race day : 

The desert silence that endowed 
The days that followed might disgrace 
The sleepiness of soundless space, 

And make Stagnation’s self seem loud ! 


And once when boatmen (sons of guile !) 
Upon a certain Boat-race day 
Demanded half-a-crown as pay 

To ferry folks from Chiswick’s isle— 

One mortal who, in angered tone, 

Had boldly named the charge a theft— 
O fearful to relate !—was left 
On Chiswick’s desert isle—alone ! 


He saw his fellows pass away— 
He stood—a hermit—'mid the scene 
Where foot of man had never been 

(Except upon a Boat-race day). 

ife saw the dying day grow dim ; 
And growing lonely more and more, 
He shouted to the distant shore: 

But only Echo answered him. 


When silent barges passed that way 
He signalled, but they did not sce, 
For none approached that isle but he 

(Except upon a Boat-race day) : 






























The river's grand unchanging roar, 
The twitter of a passing bird, 
Were all the sounds he ever heard 

Along his wild deserted! shore, 


Oh, far from him the aré that spins 
The cunning thread—the loom that weaves! 
He made him helmets out of leaves 
And shaggy garmentwout of skins; 
And, clad in strange apparel thus, 
With rough-made bow or crafty lance 
He gained his daily sustenance— 
Por that wild isle was bounteous, 





And, sure} 
He had ft 


on his lonely shore 
his native tongue, 
Save fora. ditty daily. sung;, 


Extremely ed long before. 

Though beautiful he ontthal been 
His: aspect. grewextremely weird, 
And hevattained a length of beard 

That. you or I have seldom seen. 


But, breaking in upon the reign 
Ofisolitude and silence drear 
That had subsisted for a year, 
The Boat-race day came round again. 
Then there descended on his isle 
A boisterous and motley rout, 
Who found that hermit girt about 
With clothing that provoked a smile. 


‘“‘ His length of beard is very great, 
His garments funny,”’ murmured some; 
And marvelled, as they heard him hum 
That ditty that was cut of date. 
They wondered at his manners so— 
The wild moccassins on his feet— 
His slang, so very obsolete, 
And breathing of a year ago! 


And speculators came that day, 
And they conceived a little plan 
To catch that solitary man, 

And slily smuggle him away : 

The whole appearance was so rum, 
His manners so unique and grim, 
They made a penny show of him 

And realized a handsume sum, 





The Speaker’s Commentary. 


Tue labourers of the Right Hon. the Speaker of the House of 
Commons have struck for an increase of two shillings per week. One 
of them having caught tke Speaker's eye was informed by its owner 
that his conduct was muchtwu-bobbish. ‘his was during the Easter 


Recess, of course. 


Franco-American, 


A pitt has been introduced in the Paris Chamber of Deputies for 
making a grant of 10,000 francs for the purpose of sending working 
men to the Philade phia:‘Exhibition. From men thus franked abroad 


we shall expect a franc opinion. 


‘‘A Nicht wi’ Burns.” 
An ingenious gentleman in Paris has invented a musical instru- 
ment which consis's entirely of g+s jets. When he gives a concert 
we should suggest that a few of the famous songs by Burns would be 


very appropriate. 
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Doggist :—‘‘ ARB YOU THE GENELMAN WHAT OWNS THE DAWG?” 
Doggist :—‘* Wei, YouR DAWG’S WERRY BAD, sIR!”’ 
Doggist :—‘* WiLL, YOUR DAWG'’S WERRY BAD INDEED, sIR!”’ 


EE nn 





UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


Tuat the member for Glasgow is preparing a public entertainment, 
to be called “ Asiatic Mysteries Exposed by the Wizard of the North.”’ 
That the members of the Stock Exchange have presented Mr. Cave 
with the Egyptian Haul. That a pneumatic tube has been laid down 
between London and Baden for the convenience of M.P.’s. That the 
Khedive of Egypt has been engaged to ap with Signor Salvini in 
Othello, and play Cash IO. That Penny Royal is, by Act of Parlia- 
ment, hereafter to be called Penny Imperial. The title to be confined 
a India except in all public documents. That the Cowshed at 
South Kensington is being specially prepared for the reception of 
Indian potentates returning the Prince’s visit. That the skates in the 
Crystal Palace Aquarium have been injuncted by the Vice Chancellor, 
at the suit of Mr. Plimpton. ‘That the wind has been Easterly out of 
compliment to the season. That the London School Board has been 
carpeted by the ratepayers free of expense. That the Metropolitan 
Police have adopted as their device a Rose, and Bugg rampant. That 
the Government are frightened by the cry of “ Wolff.” That the 
people who complain that the Sultan of Turkey is a “ man of no 

inciple’’ would be only too glad to get his interest. That the new 

ersian Exhibition at South Kensington has several interesting relics 
of the Shah’s stay at Buckingham Palace. 


_ The Last ° 
A orntiteman having gotten hi drunk in a garret and 
murdered his wife, the reporters describe the affair as a tragedy. 
The action was certainly dram-attic. 








Hunter the Mistletoe. 
Pa ie late paid tp th cameo in Deen a speaker 
e sums e Admiralty as “ the iven.” 
We understood it was So-lent. meee mere 


A Favx Pas.—The Queen’s trip. 
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BREAKING IT GENTLY. 


Owner :—‘* Yzs; HOW IS THE POOR OLD THING?” 

Owner :—** Yes, I KNOW; BUT HOW I8 HE DOING?” oo 
Owner :—“‘ Do YoU THINK HE WILL RECOVER—TELL ME THE TRUTH! 
Doggist :—“ WELL—NO, SIR,—YOUR DAWG’S DBAD, sIR!”’ 


SUNDAY. 


Don’t worry and bother just now, I implore, 
I’m troubled enough, as you plainly can see ; 
I’m off on a visit to her I adore ;— 
No, thanks, I can’t stop to indulge in my tea. 
What's tea to a lover? What, just upon five! 
Good gracious! I haven't a minute to lose: 
I find I must really be “‘ looking alive.” ‘ 
This hurry and bustle I beg you'll excuse— 
The time’s getting on, and I’m quite in a fix,— 
I’ve promised to see my enslaver at six. 


Oh, give me my gloves and my Sunday cravat : - 
What collars! they’ve only been rinsed through the “suds. 
Oh, where’s my malacca ?— and where is my hat ? 
And where upon earth is my best set of studs ? 
Oh, what will she think if I cause her to wait! 
(The pet, with her eee so daintily curled !) 
= love for the angel will never abate : 
wouldn’t be after my time for the world! 
BY. Jove, I must hurry and worry “ like bricks,’’— 
I wish to put in an appearance at six. 
Confound it! now there goes a button, of course— 
It’s hard for a civilized being to bear ; 
I'd strangle that laundress with little remorse : 
My shirt-front’s enough to make anyone swear. 
How cruel! my best “ patent leathers ” too tight. 
That snob is a stupid, ridiculous ass! 
I’m certain she'll think me a hideous fright. 
I haven't the courage to look in the glass. 
Oh, fortune, you’re playing me cowardly tricks, 
You know that I’ve got an appointment at six ! | 
eae 





Moursvat Frrenps.—Attached dumb belles. 
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MY PROPHETIC JOURNAL. | 


Wuen any startling-eonibination 
Of strange events ofeudh aikind 
As quite defies anticipation 
By any merely humanamind 
Has taken place, it always warms me 
With honest paxtyspride to know 
My paper—(as itselfamforms me)— 
Has prophesied itilong ago. 


It matters not how unexpected 
The thing may be to you and me— 
My paper always has detected 
That such a thing would come to be: 
It’s always.telling me distinctly 
It gave*its readers ev ry word 
Of what wouldthappen, most succinctly, 
A month béfore\the thing occurred. 


It had prophetic information, 
As all (it says) are well aware, | 
About the Blackburn mutilation— | 
About the Bermondsey affair. | 
With truly marvellous prevision | 
It years ago employedvits ink ii 
In showing us the Thorpe collision, 
And how the Mistletoe would sink. | 


i ih 
nt 
The print’s prophetic information, | 
By showing up the plans of Fate, 
Would do a service to the nation | 
mm possible to estimate ;— | 
Ht-might avert such great afilictions 
‘Bfeonly it would wot defer 
Theissuing of its predictions 
Tillafter the events occur. 


—— 
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The North Polo. 

Ir is stated that ‘the contemplated visit of ‘the | 
officers of the Life Guards to Berlin on a polo-playing 
mission is forbidden by high authority. We egret to 
hear this. .With'the Sovereign at Baden, and'the Royal 
family scattered over the face of Europe, it only 
needed ‘the ‘Iiife Guards at ‘Berlin to astonish ‘the 
Emperor of ‘Russia out of the few remaining wits Mr. 


Disraeliis'Bogey Bill has left him. 





DeTS AND LINES. 

_Regort of ‘the retirement of Emperor of Russia officially contra- 
dicted. “He's evidently frightened todo it while Dizzy and Co. are 
about. = Admiralty contemplates constructing steel men-of-war. Is 
that because Davy Jones keeps steeling those in existence? Like cures 


like. = General Garibaldi wishes to get divorced. One wonders how | 


80 great a soldier and pure a patriot ever had time to wish to get 
married. = Creation of a fresh post at the Home Office. 


will pour out ink and supply fresh pens ‘to ‘his toiling brethren, who 
really cannot stop for such trifles mow. = Reverend gentleman in the 
Shetlands celebrates his hundredth birthday. A hundred years in 
such a place as Unst must be about’ the longest life on record. Time 


is always behind there. — Burglars break into a railway-station | 
refreshment room and leave all the tapsturned on. This they doubt- | 


less: consider a spirited proceeding. ="Weman throws cayenne in 
another woman's eyes, and then stabs her s*veral times in the head. 
Unprecedented and double manner of administering ‘“ pepper.” = 
Duchess of Edinburgh takes a villa in Russia fora lengthened period. 


Can it be that, like a dutiful daughter, she resents the repeated | 


attempts ‘to alarm the “old man”? = South Carolina woman a 
ic 


81x children,seven of whom are dumb.” So a local paper, whi 

doesn’t aecount for the “ coincidence.’ We wonder it didn’t strike 
them allso. <= Karl Blind made an honorary member of the Cobden 
Club. Somehow. or other most of the rewards of a life of literary 


labour are of the honorary kind. But we must be thankful for small | 


mercies. — There are 220,158 more females than males in London. 
And this is leap-year, too! Hi, cabman! home, fast! (Where we 
mean to stay, too, till the danger’s over.) = £10,000 secured from the 
Wreck of the Schil/er. After this the misfortune is .no longer ‘to 
called “the loss o’ the siller.” = Huge iron skating rink at Bangor 
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Its title is | 
Vice-Deputy Sub-Assistant Under Secretary of State. The new man | 


| 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
} 





THE CORRECT CARD. 


Cabby (who has follow:d swell on to platform to know “ wot's this?” and 


get his pasteboard) :—‘‘ HaIntT GoT A CARD ! 
SORT OF A GENT NOT TO HAVE A CARD; WHY SUCH COVES AS YOU OUGHT TO 


BE TICKETED FOR our PERTECrION!”’ 


Wuy You MUST BE A PRETTY 





will naturally be “‘ His Cheek, and what he did ‘with it.’”” — Country 
| paper says that owing to, etcetera, Mr. Blank has “retired from the 
town trussed.” Special telegram advises us not to get exeited, as it 
| should have been simply “town trust.”” = ‘l’orpedo beats now build- 
| ing to be the fast«st vessels in the service. It 1s not at all remarkable 
| (under the present condition of things) that they should, therefore, be 


called torpid—oh ! 


A RINKLE. 


A FALLEN skater badly bruised 

Lay flat upon his back and mused 
(The posture’s good for thinking) : 

‘* How well,” he cried, “ a fellow teels 

Who tries, but cannot wo his wheels— 
The weal and woe of rinking.”’ 


Lead to It. 

A Liverroot plumber who had been married on Thursday was 
found trying to drown himself in a canal on Sunday. A false step on 
a lock—the wed-lock —was perhaps the cause of the accident; or it 
may be he fancied cold water was the best place fur a man on his 
wetting tour. ree 
Seasonabie Silliness. 

A Portsmovurs bandmaster has composed a ‘“‘ New March” for the 
Prince of Wales. If some-one would turn out a new April for the 
rest of us it would be a real blessing. Spring’s evidently been 
shunted at some meteorological siding, while a late winter crawls 


be | slowly to the terminus. 


Wuart is the Difference between a Customer Removing his Banking 


co : : th yas neces- 
ere acrash. And with s banger neag hefficld ‘nen | Account and Autumn Days?—The one draws out ,and the others 


fe. for even out-bangering Bangor. = Lecturer at 8 O8es | 
or subject, “Our Faces, and how wecame by them.” His next eseay | 


draw in. 
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“ Not sent your bill in yet, sir? Oh dear me, n 


bot of conree if yon really want 


“ Bent bill at last, sir? Yes sir. What! 
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o—I quite forgot it; 
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THE BUTCHER’S LITTLE JOKE. 
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‘‘ You'll turn bankrupt if I don’t send in your bill? Oh dear, I shouldn’t like to give 
you that trouble. Our customers don’t generally like, &c., but of course if you prefer,’’ &c. | 
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put down things you ’aven’t ’ad? Didn’t ’ave two oxen on Christmas-day, 1866?—nor ten sheep on Good 
y, 1869 !—nor six calves on the follerin’ Monday !—nor three tons 0’ sirloin on the nex’ Wensday!—nor twenty lambs——-? Oh, you must 
’a*ad’em. There they are. down in the bill, yer know!” 







ee 









Aprit 19, 1876.] FUN : 177 
ee 


THIMBLE’S EASTER HOLIDAY. ere and his holiday must bo worth the having. And 
, ‘ 80, on the féted h mday, instead of having hilf-an-hour longer in bed, 
A Humete Curonicrzx, Wires a Morat at Finisu. as I and others of less ambition would have d ye, he rose with the 


lark—happy omen for the children!—and long ero matty slugzards 
J tater" THIMBLE, | had turned over for a final snoozaj the whole family was ready, and 


tailor — (repai ce. 
(repairs exe only awaited breakfast and the paternal command to set out. Both 


~-e 


“ee” a aii these came in due course, and the early rays of an April san saw them 
TD ceeticuieede st ott den ’ one eo a on set forth from their home in Kentish Town, or, more pretentioushy | 
5 reneoytl “SS (RY , with ma ‘eualit made Up | speaking, Havérstoc< Hill, for their Easter holid Ly. 
ne <a . aan emer enes y> ay pat. At first the children were ie to see their father turn his tack 
Thi Pi por )—Thomas | upon the heath of Humpstead aud the verdant slopes of Higigete, the 
mble, tailor, had, I | ponds and pastures, the delights and dangers, of subarbsa Lontion. 
hs a oad if over in his | ‘Then they thought, ‘* Oh, he's going to give us a ride on a "bns!”’ 
Wh * ag age lately. But they were wrong. Thimb!e was proud of his pedestrian powers— 
at was the good of | his direction was towards the heart of the metropolis, and his in'éntion 
on tee on from year's | to walk every step of the way. “I ‘ate omnibuses,” said he to Mrs. T., 
Fr | | ae . oe a ae ‘‘and as for ’Ampstead and ‘Ighgate they're ‘orrid low at ‘oliday 
Mii; Ue Wher aving a holiday r times, and expensive as well!’ And with this they progressed, the 
| 5 ere ‘was the bertefit of | children being much more subdued now that oge might have expec'ed 





. 
} 
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| oH 

| ene B th ess ThisSpecimen B ‘stitching way fdr ever | 9 short ti , 

ae eth canine P : y sr ime previously. 

a a 1 dundee tne and allowing the ‘world to | Straight away they went for Bloomstifry, and got to the Britit 
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ot Anngthe tact : ; 

ef *eimid run on by itself? No, it | Museum half-an-hour before it opened. So father took ‘eth for a 
Gal ot | a tite a chenge took | walk round Russell-squire to see the! sights. By the time théy got 
| place > arid Thoms got | back there was not long to wait, and, once inside, Thimble wétit care- 
AA off his'shelf and Jaid dowr | fully rourid and showed his party everything, with ¢opious notés and 
oe ay his  scissots with the | explanations. This being done, ‘*Cdme én!” = he; and away they 
double determination of e | wént again, ‘in course of time bringittg tip at the National Gallery. 
tailordndaiman. He had | -A profitable hour or go was spent here, and théh'the family turned 
‘read a sHort ‘while before | ‘their steps across the Park to gaze on the Albert Mémori«l and Hall, 
that ‘no noe becatne great | inspect the National Portrait Gallery, and take a long arid tiseftil turn 
Or Wealthy who hadn't | in the South Kensington Museum. By the fitne this was ‘finithed the 
= ‘Boul above drudgery, day was gétting on und father directed a thove to Chelseh Hospital, 
. and,” suid he, ‘T'ilshow | which having been admired, tracks were mud»—by Way of Mi!l- 
6m this Eastertide if I} bank, “ whete poor Sir Roger was sent’’—for Westminster Abbey, 
haven't as soaring a soul which was reached just in tite for afterhoon service. Mrs. T. having 
as‘any in Kentish town.” | beén rebuked by a verger for snoring While this Wais'going on, atid the 

Calling Mrs. ‘Thimble te | chanting beitiz over and the gates'unlocked, ftirthér perambulation and 
imptovement of the mind took place, and at the end,as an especial | 


: him, he informed her that 
he had determined on takings holiday, and that the date was to be Easter | trext, Thimble thén took the lt on the Ethbankmert, from which 
they might sée the Houses of Parliament, Hungerford Railway Bridge, 


Monday. Seeing the good woman look surprised, he said, “ TI have 
debated the matter well within my bosom for long, and no words of | the Fiver, and St. Thomas’s Hospital. But here the storm, which had , 
been slowly brewing, burst at last. 


on can alter my determination. I have measured off all that can 
“ And now,” said the leader, “ we'll go and see Billingsgate Mirket, 


said for and against the excursion. The die is cast, the suit 
is cut, the cabbage is complete, the fates are fixed. Away tapes | the Tower (this is a free day), and London Bridge, and then we cin 
and trouble, misfits and misfortune, and welcome Easter and enter- | have a nice comfortable walk home, where I shail be glad of a cup of 
tea and something to eat.” Before he had well finishei, his eliest | 


tainment !”’ 
From this it may be judged that Thomas Thimble, Esq., &c., &c., hope, Tommy, gave a gasp, and said, “Call thisa holiday! I'drather 

_ was not much in the habit of giving himself rest and recreation. He | have a penny bun and a ride behind a cab any time!” Then Mande | 

was not. He was small, thin, genérally undersized, and very much Matilder Mary whimpered, “I can’t walk no further, and if you call | 

over-married. He sat cross-legged on a shelf, stitching and looking | this a Heaster 1 don’t want no more!” And Marier Hann sat down 

| out of window all the week, and his chief relaxation on Sunday was | on the kerb and wept aloud. And at this all the lot give a great | 
to cook the dinner and read the political articles in his favourite | dismal howl, which caused a policeman to order Thimble to nfove on 
red-hot weekly. After their inspiration he was a hard man to tackle | and not get a crowd round him, now then. And Mrs. Thinible was 

_over his half-pint, and if Gladstone or Dizzy, or even Ward Hunt, had | « took bad,” and Thimble was put to great trouble and the expense of 

_ only dropped in where Thomas “used” any Sunday evening, a cheap | a cab home, where he intecds to stay for the future, and not give 

_ lesson in political economy and the management of ironclads might | people treats who are quite incapable of enjoying or appreciating them. 

easily have been obtained. He had often expressed his readiness to} Thus it is that often the best intentions fail in accomplishing their 

meet Gladstone face’ to face, but latterly his denunciations had been | purpose, and a half-pint of beer and a ha’penny biscuit are thought 

of Dizzy and Co. only. . more of than a healthy education and a nation’s history to bot. 

‘When the fiat went out as to the forthcoming holiday, Mrs. 
1 ble's heart beat with a proud and potent joy. She had often 
that her husband would unbend from the cares of State and 
| trade, and many is the time she has debated within herself whether or 
, not she should open her heart to him. Care, like a worm i’ the bud, 
_ fed on the cotton damask of her cheek, which was never sufficient for 
| purpose. But now she was to reap the reward of her patience and 

ifice, and was to have a day out on Easter Monday. And like 

| & good and careful housewife, she wasted no time over tears of joy, 
_ but set to work and got the children’s best clothes ready. A patch on 
young Tommy’s trousers was soon arranged, his father’s old hat was 
cut to fit Billy, and the requirements of Marier Hann and Maude 
| Matilder were, after some trouble, satisfactorily arranged. 
*| There were several other minor details which need not be mentioned 
here, and when they were completed Mrs. Thomas Thimble sat down 
in& flutter of hope, anxiety, and expectation to wait for Monday 
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THE PAST. 


Varn dreams of Ambition away ! 
Tis useless to write any more,— 
For nothing at all can I say 
But some one has said it before ! 
Those people who lived in the Past, 
Before us, we bitterly find, 
Have taken our places, and cast 
Our later existence behind! } 


I'll waste no more troublesome days 
Attempting to conquer Renown, - 

But try for the best sort of ‘“ Bays’’— 
A pait—not a trumpery crown ! 

For always I come to the same 
Decided conclusion at last— 


ene 


mble himeelf had from the mioment of determining on the holi- 








day’ been anxio ‘ns should be spared to make it a Saal fad 
| trin t sdbbees. en The ail be epoch, ai he aed ee  Tcosnd to ave lived fn the Past ! 

mapped out his plan of the campaign. Meanwhile the iat 

dozen that as wet sotmpoeel  vaots ote he joked, he called his : 
-‘Thitableful, dreamt of the joys in store, and in their a. aad. Misty but Clear. , 
facttred new worlds out of groeh ficlds and jam tarts, donkey Tes, | i she week after Lent is fogey, what Austrian Prince does it 
_Merry-go-rounds, and cvrrant pudding. Thimble thinks He was a | resemble ¢—Basterhiary. 


on tet ? 
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But uvt-of things like these did Thomas 
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SHEEP IN THE FOLD. 
Infinitesimal Rustic (in an audible whisper) :—“ Ba FgaxTHeR G’WINE IN THE SAME PEN WI’ O17” 
A LAMENT Your following yet has scarce declined, : 
“So sudden, and odd, and inco uent are his [Mr. Disraeli’s] speeches in B Shonen Sercoons be os blind 
Parliament, that his enemies doubt if his capacity is not leaving him; while his | ut when the man ieads the Din 
— 8 sit , al ight apprehensive as to the idea, or the argument, or the policy How short must be their life ! 
may be p next.”’—Spectator. 
Au, Dizzy, that we now could hear : . 
Your strident tones as when ___ & Horrible Notion. : 
In fierce debate you knew no fear, A GENTLEMAN with the foreign name of O'Connor made & novel 
But ruled a Chief of men ! application to the Mayor of Nottingham the other day. He said he 
When first your rising star we hailed, required a pound a week and a house, and given these little essentials he 
And followed still its light, would promise not to marry for life. The small request being refused he 
We little dreamed you would havé failed oo oe to accomplish on ame eeeennleye- Sahanquenty 
When foremost in the fight. is wife applied for a summons for assault, and so we must regard Mr. 
Yi o ot hid “ O'Connor's notions of logic and consequences as likely to cause his 
nas Canaan wae the = a imetiene . alaptlon, to Parliament should he ever stroll across a Home 
, ituency. 
But, freely scattered, day by day ae jdt dai sek oo 
Each knew a second birth. ‘‘ Cudgel thy Brains!” 
Bat now your party sit in dread : » . 
And note your failing pow'rs, Tus Hampshire Chronicle advertised the other day antimacassars as 
z Such “odd” and eediien ” thoughts are bred an “‘ unrivalled external remedy for rheumatism.” For a good sound 
Throughout the lagging hours ebbing conn likely be mere eg a their rheumatic ane = 
Y Ta. : oth+r similar pains for the time being we have always used the 
Uncertain fall the cynic quips simple ‘“‘oaken towel” so favoured in the good old days gone by. 
On which you once relied, _ We are prepared to make trial of it, on the body if he wishes, and 
- — oe) pone your lips— against the newer but evidently similar remedy of the antimacassarial 
0 y your friends decried. advertiser. 4 
, a - ——— AY LE 
TAYLOR'S PATENT | {= areas 
tie? Mechiow, ‘or ent for } SEWING |} = : 
.. BEST.” | Es 4 
He PI Lt LE 35 PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
oa RRM, | GLU TION.—Iy Covce thishons in the oup it proves the addition of stores 
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REVERSING THE ORDER. 


Pat (who has been knocking for some time) :—“ Suurx DARLINT, AN’ DO YOU SELL YOUR WHISKY BY MEASURE?” 


Barmaid :—“ Yxs, str!” 


Pat :—“‘ Beaorra, an’ I rHoveut you must po iT BY WAIT; I'VE BREN WAITING TO GET SOME TILL THR THURRESYS QUITE LEFT ME!” 








DOTS AND LINES. 


Man dies through thinking he had taken poison. Perhaps if he 
had, he might have lived. It’s a good thing for many of us that we 
don’t know half the risks we run. — Sir Noel Paton purposes exhibit- 

his “ Man of Sorrows” in London. We trust Sir Noel will bim- 

be a Man of Joys when he counts the receipts. = Tourists in the 
North of Italy are warned against robbers. The warning might fairly 
ip extended to tourists = the North of Anywhere, one te South as o, 
r experience goes for anything. — Several United States officials of 
Position indicted for a aereon ieee This is one of the results of 
& Presidents and Ministers at rates similar to those of potboys 
market gardeners. — ‘The Porte has again complained to the 

of the attitude of Servia.” Unanimous verdict: Servia 

= Grand battle at Limerick in honour of Irish M.P.'s. 

alist notion of the rights of a free and United Ireland, and the 

true principle of Home Rule. — Offer of six pounds a night made to 


the Owner to exhibit “‘ Morgan,” the Blackburn bloodhound, at a local 
theatre of varieties.” illingsgate salesman says he'd better be 


: 


to hunt up fresh Fish for the London market. — President 
has realised all his property in Washington. Probably he 
t like to put temptation in the way of his colleagues. ‘“ Some men 
Lewishan’ and some has brains” in America as well as here. — 

J.P. publicly states that he has seen fifty-nine Derbys ran 
; That 8 not much to one who has been down by road “ hundreds 
ene be Returns of indigo trade just published. Traders seem 


lue look-out. 
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. Caught in the Act. 
Chief Commissioner of Police has issued a fresh warning to the 
1 abate furious driving, and states that - offenders wa be 
_ Let him begin with that elderly gentleman who lately 
the 4, & Bill furiously through the Houses of Parliament, not only to 
"=, 8 of the public, but to the injury of royalty itself. 


i 








AN EASTER HOLIDAY. 
By a Very SxHassy Swett. 


Or all the times to worry a man 
Who’s trouble enough in his briefish span, 
Go find me a worse one if you can 
Than the horrible time of Easter; 
Your butcher and baker close their doors, 
You can’t go out, for the rain it pours, 
Your quiet’s disturbed by the ceaseless roars 
Of the passing drunken feaster. 


If the skies are bright, then the streets are lized 
With the lowest scum of the humaa kind, 
And you haven't the smallest chance to fiad 
A seat in a train or tramway. 
Your ears are stunned with the noisy chaff 
Of scrubs and costers who shout and laugh, 
And squander their wages more than half 
In a dram succeeding dram way. 
If you go to the play you're push'd and jammed, 
You crush to the doors as the doors are slammed, 
And somebody halloos, ‘*‘ The house is crammed, 
And there ain't no room for standin’.” 
Then give me a holiday all alone, 
A day to the rest of the world unknown, 
With “special amusements” all my own, 
And space for to do the grand in. 








Set Terms. 

A party paper says the fact that so few medical men set their faces 
against rinking is a point in favour of the healthiness of the recreation. 
Why should doctors set faces when they can be more profitably em- 
ployed in setting limbs—those of rinkers especially ? 
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“Mil THAT SPIDER:”’ 


Tis steange to think how short'a while 
Has passed since British blood 

Was shedan truly British style — 

For one who's new-a thing too vile 
For objurgation’s flood. 


"Tis hard to. know that years a score 
Have. scarcely passed since when 

Our soldiers sweppe barrenishore, 

On Russian hordes.resistless:bore, 


Ab, well ! the witialiart time 

Revenge briogs.on' ; 
Nowy Turkey's nought bat dirt-and grime, 
And pe’s heel’s a notion prime 

To end this dire: disgrace. 
Audewho will weep when. Tarkey’s past 

Beyond all friendly reach? 
Notewe, unless our thoughts we cast 
Tocwhere our heroes left their last 

Uaburied bones to bleach ! 

— @-———_ 

wible and, in its inhumenity, perfectly diabolical outrage 
if indeedsthese thin ever be othezwise—had hardly 
ublic wender andcensternation»when the manner of 
detection ‘turns atéemtion once\agaim to the ghastly 
padful detailsam@umone freely discussed than ever. It 

that people will jabout such a monstrous crime 
ings,but it is sad te: ow a depraved public taste is 

» who prof int the way to all that is good 
ithin the past ys all sorts of fancy sketches of 
of dhe miscreant: ave found full dignity of large 
circulation t would almost seem as if both 

pec p ed this man down as one who 

would be sure to commit a dreadful crime, and had taken notes of his 
life’s proceedings accordingly. We are told with becoming gusto how 
he once hung four kittens up by their tails, how he always read accounts 
of murders with strange avidity, and passed his leisure in a slaughter- 
house watching the men at work. The deductions to be drawn from 
these and other incidents are absurdly evident, and Fish ought to have 
been hanged long ago on the principle that prevention is always better 
than cure, even where cure is i . His wife has been inter- 
viewed, the result left.on the minds of many readers being that she is 
a hardworking, industrious woman, who said; “‘I am very thankful ; 
let him be hanged at once.” The pathetic description of the tears and 
anguish of this malignant mannikin is perhaps the most disgusting 
portion of the reportorial business, Of course the pedi and per- 
formances of the famous detective dog have found Soak vour, and 
it is not at all astonishing that a full column of his previous exploits 
should have come to light in the t circulator, especially when it 
is remembered how fond that organ is of dogs and that Fish is of but 
dwarfish proportions. In “another account” the statement occurs 
that a sister of the murdered child, between two and three years of 
age, has positively refused to go out alone of late. Far be it from us 
to make either merriment or-capital out: of such an occurrence, but 
there is an incongruity about these pieced-up-and frivolous details that 
is grimly and horribly suggestive. Among the manifold reasons given 
by those who are wise after the-event to aceount for Fish giving way 
to his unnatural impulseis one ‘we have not yet seen, and which we 
venture to present:to those who always: find»a reason in everything. 
It is that Fish was a Conservative-working man and, as is proved by 
the evidence, a persistent subseriber ;to no less than: two Tory local 
papers. ' 
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THE KHEDIVE TO ENGLAND. 


I won’r deny the good intent 
Of those who took my case in hand. 
The no doubt, were kindly meant 
Old England’ “ eyed baw fh 
8 mere 
Alviph@ieceebian” 
Ah me! I'm not:the first to smart 
Through: such a “ d——-d: good-natur'd friend.”’ 
———_—__=====_>— 


up. & watch it goes on, when you wind-up-a com- 
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REAL. NATIVE TALENT. 
A Nicweeliterne:Seery ror Nice Litrtz Avrtuors. 


Once upon a,timedtliexewas a man who was a great deal more than 
awfully clevers: ‘The »wordsiawful doesn’t in any way represent the 
ount of ability possessediiby him; and, in fact, I, who am telling 
you this story, feehiquite.at..adlose.to find words to express the quality 
of my hero. Whateveryhe did was done well, or even better, and as 
he turned. his attentionita, almost everything worth mentioning, and 
culled the;firstflowers,amd best fruits of success.as he passed along 


life’s hig ititwill be admitted.that my attempts at lauda- 
tion are not t reagoma. He was a great man, and was generally 
ready to fightany o man that might come across his path; 
and it wasalways and money..were constantly forth- 
coming afm@a«lement’ ie. “But there wasn’t.much pluck about in 
the days aféfonee-upomadtimeyand so this maryek-was allowed to keep 
his d be champiomef the rank and talent 


chall 

of his timecwithout lebor hitideanee. Andibyandiby he got so proud of 
his positiomthat he left off ‘being, satistied ‘with , getting more money 
for anything;he didthan anyhody-elaeyandtookrto marching about 
with a big-stick, andewhemevershe metiaaninor author, or an inferior 
dramatic constructor; heat stirred himmp gentky, while artists went 
in, tervor) of ‘their liv he was about. Andit is said-ithat:once 
allithe draughtsmen :in: black and white were in black and# blue as 
well, “ just.tolet ’em knowgyowknow ;”'but ofthat I am not able to 
speak» positively, asemyy lines are fortumately cast in more: pleasant 
places, and Z am only y oral tradition. . Otherwisey-of course, 
I shouldn’tdare to say; (think it umnecegsary to knock people 
about and tread uponetheim-corns, and make them generally uncom- 
fortable, just to showehowmemmch supenior te: the» general run: of 
abilitarianssyou are yourself. 

When this gentlemaneadiamgood bookjor went to see.a. clever play 
he could see the machinery;attwerk always, and was never to be hum- 
bugged into giving: or sorrow, or losing sight for one 








moment ef the fact thatiat fiction, and@must beduly takensto 
pieces and .. _Higwleéverness used:'to get holdijof everything 
fresh and newy: it ob¥its ideality, amd leaye it bare and ghastly, 
like the sk : womarnmmouldide to anyone who had 


and blood and thespads | the steel springs and 
the whalebone. Art and literature, and*such things, were to my 
hero as the works of a clock are to the maker. He knew the 
mechanism that was beneath the surface, covered up however they 
might be. When he saw a great actor tear his passion to tatters, or 
an eminent actress let down her back hair and go-mad, he was never 
affected by the contagious emotion of the moment, his cleverness rose 
superior to all that ; and if it wasn't done exactly as he thought it should 
be he would shake his thick stick and wish providence had made him 
the stage-manager, that’s all. 

The best plays and the most superior poems, the rarest thoughts, and 
the grandest designs were always from the hand of my hero. Let him 
hear of anybody doing. anything in. any way. half as. good as he 
could do it, and it was well for the aspirant .to be out when the old- 
established champion called. with his stick and his. admitted. right to 
express an opinion. Once when a.critic dared to say somebody else's 
work was: the best of.the period, and.to put. it in print, too, 
that critic's place had to be filled in by an ordinary reporter. for full 
six weeks, and the amount of vinegar and browm paper usec. in that 
critic's house.was quite a puzzle to the oilshop man at the corner 
where the critic used to déal. But. he didn’t: know that: the  critic’s 
most recent visitor now walked. with a new stick, and was vol 
more clever than ever by, the gentlemen engaged to give an opinion 
by the proprietors of the London press.. And once. when a. dramatic 
author who wrote for; a. theatre. different from the one which 
always employed Brown—Brown, I may. say, was: the name 0 
my man—had a piece which ran for a very long time, I believe 
it was fully. twenty nights, Brown was. not to be misled about 
it. He waited. for Smith as he was going, home one night— 
the night he. received payment for his unprecedented.run— and took all 
his money.away from him and was very near:giving him in charge 48 
well. And the lessees of the theatre. were informed that if it occurred 
again Brown would write to the Times and. explain the mechanism of 
the. piece which so-deluded the public; and with this awful terror 
before their business-like eyes, they.of course Smith, who 
eventually died in the workhouse, and gave Brown.an offer which he 
said he'd consider when he bad time to think about anything that was 
positively new and perfectly original. 

Now I dare say you think Iam not .an:admirer of my Brown after 
sector events Meena et an oo 

at. the poor, , struggling writers like :m: came in 4 
finish, and, after bearing up with truly. Cheiatiem fortitude, kicked 
him when he was down like winking. But 1’m. not; first, because 
it wouldn't be true to do. so in this particular case, and second, because 
I’ve always found that the poor patient merit of obscurity is alway® 
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more bumptious and bounceable than any other merit as soon as ever it 

ts recognition. In fact, Brown himself was once poor, and patient, and 
v eritorious, 28 I am now, and after all he only dared to say what the 
other successful people of all periods are constantly thinking, and do 
what they'd have done in a minute if they’d had the pluck. And as 
it is the duty @f all-writers to inculcate courage, and outspokenness, 
and a desire forthe truth under all circumstances, it would be wrong 
for me to-briagemy:hero-to a bad end for what should, according to 
all tovhiseredit. So Brown went on and prospered. 
Everything dhewrote-was: built up with the:most consummate skill, 
and the dialogue rwasof tho wittiest-kimd, because there was the 
motive for- ncy of repartee ‘in=the~wpprobation of a discerning 
publies eAnd gradually ove Se love Brown devotedly, as, 
after careful consideration, they*discovered he was blunt, and open, 
and English, and true, no matterthowdisagreeable truth: might be, and 
successful. But for all this; wouldn’t advise:anyone who isn’t sure 
to be at least double as stromgund'three times as successful to be half 


















CAUGHT ON THE HOP. 


An “ Eastern” Drama. 
ACT I.—Scene: A Cabinet Council at the Premier's House. Morning. 


Diz. Well, boys, once more—our Easter outing done— 
We meet to plan the coming Ses:ion's fun. 
Now tax your brains, invent some daring scheme 
That shall surpass a despotie-wildest dre»m— 
Some party dodge. You knowyboys, how I dote 
On cramming Bills down Bull's unwilling throat. 
Let's make the Riok illegal—what d’ye say ? 
Nortncots. Or put aheavy tax on curds and whey ? 
Or, better still, invest ten million pounds, 
And buy the Nile on patriotic grounds. 
Hunt. And as a salve to Opposition spites 
Make Mumby and the Portsmouth crowner knights. 
Timtip Mempegr. I thought we met to talk about the Kast ? 





as blunt, and open, andHing lishy-and:true'as: Brown was—nowadays. Diz. Oh, there’s no danger there; man—not the least. 
Let Turks and Christians fight their paltry mill, 
I settled Russia with the Titles Bill. 
MAGGIE. Timtp Mempger. The wisest*men throughout all Borepe-thimk 


Of wide-spread war we standwpen the brink. 
Diz. Oh, stow your bosh. - A peerage for theman 

Who first will hit upon some splendid plan 

To knock the peoplestupid with surprise, 


By°an Experty Brroroncom’ Eaurcr. 
AGGIE'S smile-is sweet, Maggie's 


cheek isdimpled, And smash the Lib rals— bless their envious*eyes. 
Maggie's eyes are almond | (Members confer togetheryand ultimately decide to make Ireland a Papal 
shape, beautiful’s her hair. State, and create the Duke of Edimburgh Sovereign Pontiff, during the 
I am old and bald, spectacled and absence of the Duchess.) 
pimpled, ACT II.—Scenez: Fhe same. Afternoon. Members of Cabinet in 


Rugged, rough, end rude of 
speech — growling like a 
bear. 


Maggie’s-voice is soft—J think it 


delietous, 
Hand’ as soft and white and 
plump as any I e’er saw- 
My tongue’s ever rough, many 
eall it vicious, 
Handall wrinkled, hairy, hard, 
andmot unlike a paw! 


= \ . 
=a: Senos’ mill-<aaeeaaee humour— ae 
8 troops of suitorsslaves; young and brave an . 
Not so’tis with me. By the:tongue’of rumour, 
Puvasurly miser and my: heartis icy cold. 
‘Maggie sings and plays; mow she knows no sorrow, 
Now she knows no troubled timey'placid is her life. 
Wont'she find-it strange,-when a coming morrow 
“Makes ofme a husband:grim— makes of her a wife! 


Maggitmarry me !—singular in seeming, 

he the less it’s bound*to’beywithout doubt or fear. 

Maggie's folk are poor—-(den't I: know their scheming ') 
I have got a carriage and ten thousand pounds a year! 


various stages of imbecility. Diz. in tears on sofa. Hunt howling 
with his head up chimney. Cross looking for his spectacles, which are 
over his head. Harpy has wisps of straw in his hair. 


Diz. Oh, lor! oh, lor! whatever shall we do? 
Here, Cross, you’re coolest, read the message through. 
Cross (finds his glasses during a lucid interval, and reads). 
‘“* War is declared—all Europe joins the fray. 
The Russian hordes sneak slowly Delhi way. 
An Austrian army holds the Turks in check, 
And Berlin waits toaid the coming wreck.” 
Diz. No more, I beg. Sovends our promised fun. 
Oh, fellow playmatesysay what's to be done? 
Hunr. Call out our army (¢o Harpy, who staggers). Steady, 
Gathorne, steady. 
Harpy. I grieve to say’ ishaven’t got one ready: 
Besides; the officers won't answer to the Roll, oh. ( Weeps.) 
They’re all'im Uhina teaching natives Polo. 
Send forth our ships. 
Hunt (sighing). Alas! fresh complications : 
The few we have are all on foreign stations. 
Cross. My nerves-won't bear this most distressingyscene. 
I'll go and talk thimgs.over-with the Queen. 7 
Diz. (starteng upon sofa). ‘Pine Queen! oh, lor! whatevershalbwedo ? 
She’s out of Englasd—all-the Princes, too. 
I sent her there for’reasons— now, alack ! 
The chances are our Empress can't get back. 
Tuap Memszer. I thought, my chieftain, while you planned your 
larks 
Your eyes were blind to warfare’s warning sparks. 
Diz. Ob; blameme not; too well, alas! I see 
The people now»will lav the blame on me. 
Att: Andsothey ought. We've only been your tools. 
What will the peoplecall us’ 
A Votce (without). Dangerous fools ! ~ 
Members look at each other. Tenmult heard without. Crowd, who have 
heard the news, attack the Premier's residence, break open the doors, and, 
seizing the Ministersyearry them of. Tasisav.) 
—The*Bewer. Night. In the courtyard a private block is 
eae a Momber of the Cabinet. _ the = oe 
teoclve the victimerare-ied’forth. In dumbshow they express e 
of their sentence. Dizzy eatehes the headsman’s cys, and steps to the centre. 
Diz. Oh yorwhorstill with mad ambition burn 
From me‘to-night-a chast’ ning lesson learn : 
Shall by that-people to his : 
Who _- prayers with scornful jest and laughter 
But makes an axe for his own hereafter. 
(The executioner sharpens his axe on the doorstep, and——) 
Nors.—The Lord Chamberlain bas seen fit to forbid the perform- 
ance of the-concluding portion of this drama. We are, therefore, 
reluctantly compelled to leave it in its incomplete condition. The 
L. C: suggests the Ministers should be pardoned and retire on pensions. 
Wouldn’t he like it ? 








MODERN LITERATURE. 
A wzw is about to be started by an enterprising firm of 
publishers. We havétbeen favoured with the following list of articles, 
Which will appear atseatty dates :— 
Why I becamea¥Primitive Methodist.” By Algernon Charles 


“AtHistory ¢fitke World from its Creation to the Present Date.” 
of “ Gina's > em in twenty-two seconds. By the Author 


Political "Beddkscasiatho-Direct Transmission of the Mischievous 
, 











-WWith Illustrative Extracts:from Disraeli's 
at ‘Home.’” By Miss Stride. 
compared with My Own.” By a Dramatist. 
and out of’em.” By Drok ‘ 


aR : , Sport in Egypt.” By theRight Hons 
jer of interest by writers who arenot sufficiently 
be sliertined. 





oes “Si _ SEiee-Biough—not of Despond. ” 

misemmounced inthe German papers that the Empress Angusta 
Rot ‘at Windsor early in May. As snowstorms are 
| masatPosible with us at that period of the-year, we trust the'station- 
: at Slough will have his trolly and cold beef ready. 


——_— \ 
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“gL. THAT SPIDER:” 


'T1s strange to think how short'a while 
Has passed since British blood 

Was shedin truly British style — 

For one who's new-a thing too vile 
For objurgation’s flood. 


"Tis hard to.know that years a score 
Have scarcely passed since when 
On itussign, hon tdameeniieondiere, 
On Russian horde ’ 
r disdilike Englishmen. 
Ah, well ! thewitiiant time 
Revenge briogs,on'apace. ; 
Turkey's nought but dirt-and grime, 
And‘Europe’s heel's a notion prime » 
To end this dire: disgrace. 
Audewho will weep when. Turkey's past 
Beyond all friendly ? 
Notewe, unless our thoughts we cast 
Toowhere our heroes left-their last 
Uaaburied bones to bleach ! 
wible and, in its inhumenity, perfectlyydiabolical outrage 
wif andeedsthese thin ever be othezwise—had hardly 
ublic wender an sternation-when the manner of 
detection ‘turns attemtion once vagain to the ghastly 











one 


. padful details freely discussed than ever. It 
isonipsnabaral that people will jabout such a monstrous crime 
inualbabescbs t it is sad te: ow a depraved public taste is 


ings,‘ bu 





int the way to all that is good 
ys all sorts of fancy sketches of 
ave found full dignity of large 


special rep ed this man down as one who 
would be sure to commit a dreadful crime, and had taken notes of his 
life’s proceedings accordingly. We are told with becoming gusto how 
he once hung four kittens up by their tails, how he always read accounts 
of murders with strange avidity, and passed his leisure in a slaughter- 
house watching the men at work. The deductions to be drawn from 
these and other incidents are absurdly evident, and Fish ought to have 
been hanged long ago on the principle that prevention is always better 
than cure, even where cure is i . His wife has been inter- 
viewed, the result left_on the minds of many readers being that she is 
a hardworking, industrious woman, who said; ‘I am very thankful ; 
let him be hanged at once.’ The etic description of the tears and 
anguish of this malignant mannikin is perhaps the most disgusting 
ortion of the reportorial business. Of course the pedigree and per- 
ormances of the famous detective. dog have found much favour, and 
it is not at all astonishing that a full column of his previous exploits 
should have come to light in the t circulator, especially when it 
is remembered how fond that organ is of dogs and that Fish is of but 
dwarfish proportions. In “another account” the statement occurs 
that a sister of the murdered child, between two and three years of 
age, has positively refused to go out alone of late. Far be it from us 
to make either merriment or:capital out: of such»an occurrence, but 
there is an incongruity about ‘these pieced-up and frivolous details that 
is grimly and herribly suggestive. the manifold reasons given 
by those who are wise after theevent to aceount for:Fish giving way 
to his unnatural is one we have not yet seen, and which we 
venture to present:to those who always:find:a reason in everything. 
It is that Fish was a Conservative working man and, as is proved by 
the evidence, a persistent subseriber;to no less than: two Tory local 
papers. 





THE KHEDIVE TO ENGLAND. 


I won't deny the good intent 

Of those who took my case.in hand. 
The acts, no doubt, were kindly meant 
on meee eta 

8 mere 

Advice is all she auras to lend. 
Ah me! I'm not:the first to smart 

Through. such a “‘d——d: good-natur'd friend.” 

——————__ 

| "Wuew you wind-up. a watch it, hen ind- 
nent ae P @ goes on, w you wind-up-a com- 


‘before their business-like 


BEAL. NATIVE TALENT. 
A Nicweeliterne:Seery ror Nice Litrrite Avruors. 


Once upon a,timedtiiexevywas a man who was a great deal more than 
awfully clever: The swordsiawful doesn’t in any way represent the 
amount of «ability Yby him; and, in fact, I, who am telling 
you this story, f uiteat..adese.to find words to express the quality 
of my hero. Whéatevershe did was done well, or even better, and as 
he turned. his attention:to, almost everything worth mentioning, and 
culled therfirstflowers,amd best fruits of success.as he passed along 
life’s hig ‘ peitiwill be admitted.that my attempts at lauda- 
tion are not t reagomn He was a great man, and was generally 
ready to fighteany an that might come across his path: 
and it waselways and money.were constantly forth- 
coming as@«alenment’ ie. °“But there wasn’t.much pluck about in 
the daysmffoneeupomadimeyand so this maryek-was allowed to keep 
his challdageconstantlycurrenfaad be champiomef the rank and talent 
of-his timecwithout lebwr hindranee. Aadibyandiby he got so proud of 
his positionthat he left off ‘being, satisfied ‘with , getting more money 
for anything:he did‘than anyhody-elaeyand*tookrto marching about 
with a big stick, andewhemevershe metiaaninor author, or an inferior 
dramatic constructor; hegust stirred himmp gentky, while artists went 
in: terror of their liveasifhe was about. Andit is said-that.once 
allithe.draughtsmen in; black and whita were in black and# blue as 
well, “just.telet em knewpyomknow ;”’"but off#fhat I am not able to 
speaky:posititvely, asemys lines are fortunately cast in more: pleasant 
places, and I am only y oral tradition. . Otherwisey.of course, 
I shouldn’tdare to say: (think it umnecegsary to knock people 
about and tread u i s, and make them generally uncom- 
fortable, just to showwhowemmech superior te: the» general run: of 
abilitarianssyou are yoursel&i. 

When this gentlemanweadiagood bookyor went to see.a. clever play 
he could see the machinerysattwerk always, and was never to be hum- 
bugged into giving: waysteujépyor sorrow, or losing sight for one 
moment ef the fact thatat fiction, and@must besduly takensto 
pieces and .. Hiswlévermess used:'to get holdijof everything 
fresh and newy- it offits idealityyamd leaye it bare and ghastly, 
like the sk al womammwmouldibe to anyone who had 
the power ee eee and the warm flesh 
and blood and ‘theepads the steel springs and 
the whalebone. Art and literature, and*such things, were to my 
hero as the works of a clock are to the maker. He knew the 
mechanism that was beneath the surface, covered up however they 
might be. When he saw a great actor tear his passion to tatters, or 
an eminent actress let down her back hair and go-mad, he was never 
affected by the contagious emotion of the moment, his cleverness rose 
superior to all that ; and if it wasn't done exactly as he thought it should 
be he would shake his thick stick and wish providence had made him 
the stage-manager, that’s all. 

The best plays and the most superior poems, the rarest thoughts, and 
the grandest designs were always from the hand of my hero. Let him 
hear of anybody doing. anything in.any way. half as. good as he 
could do it, and it was well for the aspirant .to be out when the old- 
established champion called: with his stick and his. admitted. right to 
express an opinion. Once when a.critic dared to say somebody else's 
work was: the best of the period, and_to put. it in print, too, 
that critic's place had to be filled in by am ordinary reporter. for full 
six weeks, and the amount of vinegar and browm paper usec. in that 
critic's house. was quite a puzzle to the oilshop man at the corner 
where the critic used to déal. But. he didn’t, know that: the critic’s 
most recent visitor now walked with a new stick, and was voted 
more clever than ever by. the gentlemen engaged to give an opinion 
by the proprietors of the London press.. And once. when a dramatic 
author who wrote for; a. theatre. different from the one which 
always employed Brown—Brown, I may. say, was: the name of 
my man—had a piece which ran for a very long time, I believe 
it was fully. twenty nights, Brown was. not to be misled about 
it. He waited. for Smith as he was.going, home one night— 
the night he.received payment for his unprecedented.run— and took all 






‘his money.away from him and was very near:giving him in charge a8 


well. And the lessees of the theatre were. informed that if it occurred 
again Brown would write to the Times and. explain the mechanism of 
the piece which so-deluded the public; and with this awful terror 
es, they.of course. dropped Smith, who 
eventually died in the workhouse, and gave Brown an offer which he 
ont es consider shee Le bad time to think about anything that wa® 
positively new and pe original. 

Now Tae say you think Iam not an:admirer of my Brown after 
all, and thet 1s ening in Snich bin ofl with a bad end, and re 

at. the poor, , strugg writers like myself came 1n &' 
finish, and, after ena we with truly. Christian fortitude, kicked 
him when he was down like winking. But I’m. not; first, because 
it wouldn’t be true to do. so in this particular case, and second, because 
I’ve always found that the poor patient merit of obscurity is alway® 


mse un eu 
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more bumptious and bounceable than any other merit as soon as ever it 
ts recognition. In fact, Brown himself was once poor, and patient, and 
meritorious, 48 I am now, and after all he only dared to say what the 
other successful people of all periods are constantly thinking, and do 
what they'd have done in a minute if they’d had the pluck. And as 
it is the duty @f all-writers to inculcate courage, and outspokenness, 
and @ desire e truth under all circumstances, it would be wrong 
for me to-bringymy: hero:to a bad end for what should, according to 
all ‘tovhiseredit. So Brown went on and prospered. 
Everythin herwrote-was built up with the:most consummate skill, 
and the dialoguo-wasrof tho wittiest. kind, because there was the 
motive for. ncy of repartee ‘insthe-wpprobation of a discerning 
publics ‘And gradually ore eae love Brown devotedly, as, 
after careful consideration, theydiscovered. he was blunt, and open, 
and English, and true, no matterthow truth-might be, and 
successful. But for all this; EF wouldn’t advise:anyone who isn’t sure 
to be at least double as ‘strongand'three times as successful to be half 
as blunt, and open, andHinglish;and trueas Brown was—nowadays. 




















MAGGIE. 
By°an Exvperty Brrorercom’ Ezrcr. 


AGGIE'S smile:is sweet, Maggie's 
cheekisdimpled, 
Maggie's eyes are almond 
shape, beautiful’s her hair. 
I am old and bald, spectacled and 
pimpled, 
Rugged, rough, and rude of 
speech — growling like a 
bear. 






Maggie’s:voice is soft—J think it 


deliefous, , 
Hand’ as soft and white and 
plump as any I e’er saw- 
My tongue’s ever rough, many 
it vicious, 
Handall wrinkled, hairy, hard, 
‘andnot unlike a paw! 





= \ 
aes: ener nile of humour— winds 
‘ ps of suitorselaves;young and brave and bold. 
Not so "tiswith me.. By the fof rumour, 
Pmasurly miser and my:heart:is icy cold. 


‘Maggie sings and plays; mow she knows no sorrow, 
Now she knows no troubled time;j'placid is her life. 
Wontt'she find-it strange, when a coming morrow 
‘Makes oftme a husband:grim— makes of her a wife! 
Megpeaarry me !—sin in seeming, 
ne the less it’s bound*to:beywithout doubt or fear. 
Maggie's folk are poor-+(den't I: know their scheming’) 
T have got a carriage and ten thousand pounds a year ! 





MODERN LITERATURE. 
is. about to be started by an enterprising firm of 
e havétbeen favoured with the following list of articles, 
Which will appear atrearly dates :— 
Sei? I becameaiPrimitive Methodist.” By Algernon Charles 


“A*History ofthe World from its Creation to the Present Date.” 
Written: on a postage: stamp in twenty-two seconds. By theAuthor 
of *Gimx’s. . 
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ance of the- concluding portion 


L. C. suggests 
Wouldn’t he like it ? 


_ Rot impossible 
master at Slough will have his trolly and cold beef ready. 
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CAUGHT ON THE HOP. 


An “ Eastern” Drama. 
ACT I.—Scene: A Cabinet Council at the Premier's House. Morning. 


Diz. Well, boys, once more—our Easter outing done— 
We meet to plan the coming Ses:ion's fun. 
Now tax your brains, invent some daring scheme 
That shall surpass a despot's-wildest dresm— 
Some party dodge. You know, boys, how I dote 
On cramming Bills down Bull's unwilling throat. 
Let's make the Riok illegal—what d’ye say ? 
Nortucots. Or put w#heavy tax on-curds and whey? 
Or, better still, invest ten:million pounds, 
And buy the Nile on patriotic grounds. 
And as a salve to Opposition spites 
Make Mumby and the Portsmouth crowner knights. 
Timp Memser. I thought we met to talk about the Bast ? 
Diz. Oh, there’s no danger there; man—not the least. 
Let Turks and Coristians fight their paltry mill, 
I settled Russia with the Titles Bill. 
Tru Mempgr. The wisestemen'throughout-all Eorepe-thiak 
Of wide-spread war we stand:upen the brink. 
Diz. Oh, stow your bosh. -A peerage for theman 
Who first will hit upon some splendid plan 
To knock the people‘stupid with surprise, 
And smash the Lib'rals—bless their envious*eyes. 
(Members confer togetheryand ultimately decide to make Ireland a Papal 
State, and create the Duke of Edinburgh Sovereign Pontiff, during the 
absence of the Duchess.) 


ACT II.—Scenz: The same. Afternoon. Members of Cabinet in 
various stages of imbecility. Diz. in tears on sofa. Hunt howling 
with his head up chimney. Cross looking for his spectacles, which are 
over his head. Harpy has wisps of straw in his hair. 


Diz. Oh, lor! oh, lor! whatever shall we do? 
Here, Cross, you’re coolest, read the message through. 
Cross (finds his glasses during a lucid interval, and reads). 
‘“* War is declared—ali Europe joins the fray. 
The Russian hordes sneak slowly Delhi way. 
An Austrian army holds the Turks in check, 
And Berlin waits toaid the:coming wreck.” 
No more, I beg. Sovends our promised fun. 
Oh, fellow playmatesysay what's to be done? 
Call out our army (to Harpy, who staggers). 
Gathorne, steady. 
Harpy. I grieve to say: inhaven’t got one ready : 
Besides; the officers won't answer to the Roll, oh. ( Weeps.) 
They’re all'in: Vhina teaching natives Polo. 
Send forth our'ships. 
Hunt (sighing). Alas! fresh complications : 
The few we:have are all on foreign stations. 
My nerveswon't bear this most distressing»scene. 
I’ll go and talk thimgs.over-with the Queen. 
Diz. (starteng upon sofa). “Pine Queen! oh, lor! whatevershalbwedo ? 
She’s out of Englasd—allthe Princes, too. 
I sent her there for*reasons— now, alack ! 
The chances are our Empress can’t get back. 
Tuap Memszr. I thought, my chieftain, while you planned your 
larks 
Your eyes were blind to warfare’s warning sparks. 
Diz. Oh,blameme:not; too well, alas! I see 
The people now»will lav the blame on me. 
Aut: And*so'they ought. We've only been your tools. 
What will the peo us ? 
A Vorcr (without). Dangerous fools ! . 
Members look at each other. Tenmult heard without. Crowd, who have 
( heard the news, attack the Premier's residence, break open the doors, and, 
seizing the Ministersgearry them of. TaBuBav.) 
_—The Dower. “Night. In the courtyard a private block is 
AOE ci ener of the Cabinet. As the clock strikes 
twelve the victimware-ded'forth. In dumbshow they express the justice 
of their sentence. Dizzy catches theheadsman’s eye, and steps to the centre. 


Hunt. 


Diz. 


Hunt. Steady, 


Cross. 


Diz. Oh yerwhorstill:with mad ambition barn 
From me*to-night-a chast ning lesson learn : 
Who sets arpeople's dearest ties at nought 
Shall by thatepeople to his knees be brought. 
Who prayers with scornful jest and laughter 
head hereafter 


But makes an axe for his own , 

(The executioner sharpens his axe on the doorstep, a 
Lord in bas seen fit to forbid the orm- 

ae ee of this drama. We are, therefore, 
to leave it in its incomplete condition. The 
the Ministers should be pardoned and retire on pensions. 


\ 





ee base SS 
al 3S A 9S mh A a 
- “” Sof _tektkilehee t 
A | ie = 


y yf, oy EGSFITL ee a Ey LY Y), Yj 
Wy / ia VT 


; ' i 
“et } / 
eet te ; / 
rT ‘ 
' Tey / 
tr ‘ / / 4 4 
\ } } 
‘ ; 4 // j 
iT? er | j , et 4 W/) 
; é j 7, 
ty - Hl / j , | iy ' 
Le es ---— - j } | ; vs 
a | cf | / 
| ( 1 _ " taudi , ( 
4 ‘ vp / 
} " -_— - —— ~ y f / , f 
1 \ pA ts - e } ’ / f / Zz J / 
, We } soli - ' =F / | ,- ij Vi iy 
- mad i i / / 4 4 
m3 ; oo y Y / a Af MY), 
’ " \ _ oo yj f r f i 
y a . eg / / 4 
v\ | = 5 —* fi ' “ H 
f f 4 
\ - —= = } Tf f a Vf, 
U } \ 7 —— -f.- TI / ‘ 
- - - p- : / f ) h - yy AM ( 
‘ ' - % / / f , y 
} | = Ae WTO \ hg 
ee ; \ hy ; , 
ih | " \ z ts : ) j 
" } \ 
\ ih | 
/ 
‘ / 


~ 


at tt 
4/4 
4 


[Arrit 26, 1876, 


y A H RY F/) Hic? A /L/ 
yi. mm 


Hy 
i! 


| 


| 


thy} 
| 
t 1\ 


| 


Uy | 
UY fi 

/ 
) 


, Jy f 
/ / ff Sy 
“ hi, P YY, 
4, / A A 
Wf 7 oF / 
Y Up 1) 
LL IT = 5 


VME 2 ae? AA the 
. If'7; s os 


Wi) My RMR }} x y ie : Hf Nh 
TL ETE A 


rf LAN Ae 
My) a WF ash a ai Hk 
TT TY ete 7 i ray £7) Ae 
Yj Yy VY Vi y YY / f Yi ff / U Yj; | | 
|) hj Ta Nf Hi 
: Ye pM | 
i | — {f' (iF { 
i / 


Y i i! 
y 
f 


—~py OUR SIGHTSEER. 


okt 
/ i} ] 
/ Ay Hi 


| rn 


ns 


: 
a 
: 
a 
1 
bi 


Vy, 
LU BD 63 Ef Y] 
Whi a Wi BY eo ae Z 
: | 3 LEN RL , 


me 


P lL ~ 


a 


EASTER FESTIVITIES. 
nN 


: o o - rail PANO 


aN 
VN 


\ / (H) 
ar hie 
ee, ee 4 a 


— 


nn em anduane aes 
were | ees . 





j ; — 
a: a - yy i. 
Por Kk Ath 


/ j / a > Noe 7) oy = ~ -— ly z 
/ ISR SS TOR ee 
\ i NS AE ZN IS M7 ee 


SA LN ed eee 


SSE SERS 
- ' i hn ye S a F-. mg wf grr ~v * 
O PEF ALTE ee 
ms 4 > he el Ld >, S te ° 
A — <4> tot ais - xy gor i P - a.¢g _" pe 
° te Fr 1 Aad el iP “4 . SA AD mp ad 
f. p. ; hig Veay x o=_ ~ 
PS Ad LA AOR TL aha a 
/ \\ ae s "4h: = “4/4 Tern a TT ‘= BO ae 
As 7 | Mma nd VAP iF kt TY ret ‘Sham "Mahe *4 
oe ee 7 17 AKL a ELI EL adh ha ee 
Ce 3 ¢/” 44 Pope LA, FILA “//4« mm bhp “ 
a Af a VSM AE Fe , SAP L iee 40 
pe (x <p iL A 
7 A LIE BA? oS ae “tho <= 
bt, £44. 214041 ee oe ea Sg Pe 
Ie LI) L/P oa 


ed | 


mmm 
- 


a a eee ns a 
ZZ. Ang = 
— Fa : oo ee moras ; AL? a Sokhapr dla wo phd 
—_— Rs ltl 44 a eee 


pf RPDS FSF toga iad ke p 4 TTT rs "NAML A, 0444 
Knead. £2 bt) pasa tian SI Pol Pid DAL Me LAE 
WL Ae Mh as MON gs hid, 
- RT PS a Y Ma! 
a _ Pe AL y, VSL) CLL AMZ 


s I Bag, 2, . 
OY ae 
yee a ae ot ae iA 
ad 2 ed Ad ee 

Rime ww se - 


YELL ee 
ELA LIL Lh ee 


SY MLL 
S r i. LA 

\ Mune 

5 \ , PALS 
WS (fig ; 
; py ; 

VELA 
EZ) 
4 


TP 


eer rt 
lr 2A AV ANY 
ee 


Lie N Ze 


4 


Ve 
yy 


With hs 


Vd 


la V Ae 
CY 


wit wey aM yf 
Ty Vf, Vj 

Uy, yr y Y GY 

y Uy y j 

“ Wy 


(A f, 
YY 


y 
A, 
4 YY 


y 
4 


W, 
Vy, 


SETTLING THE QUESTION. 


MRS. EUROPE THINKS THERE 


S NOTHING FOR IT BUT TO SMASH THIS GREAT OVERGROWN SULTAN SPIDER. 


’ 











April 26, 1876.] 


CONVERSATIONS ¥OR THE TIMES. | 
No. I.—AN APRIL DAY. (Founded on fact.) 


pf GOOD gracious, B. ! 
\ step withouta penny 
























| 
| 


I can’t go another 
ice. I’m _ getting 


charred ; I shall leave 
my coat at this shop 
and goto town in my 
shirt - sleeves. I’m 
parched up, I am, by 
Jupi ! 

B (after an interval 
of two minutes). Isn’t 
the snow getting deep ? 
We shall have to stop. 
here—we can’t 1 
threugh it, anyhow. 
My fingers are frozen— 
look at the lightning! 











Doesn’t it blow—it’s a regular hurricane! 

A (after another interval of two minutes). I do wish I could get a 
preath of air! Isn't the dust blinding! There seems to be a sort of 
blight coming on, doesn’t there? There’s that peculiar oppressiveness 
about the atmosphere which always gives me a headache. It must be 
100 in the shade, at least. 

B (after interval as before). How dreadfully foggy it’s getting !—you 
can’t see your own whiskers. I do hate these raw, biting days. Bother 
this jde; it chills one’s bones, doesn’t it? oooh! I shall goin 
and buy that thick top-coat. Let’s go and have something warm to 
put life in us! 

A. Yes, two sixes of Irish, as hot as possible. Here, stop a bit, the 
air’s getting sultry again. Make it hock-and-seltzer, with scme ice, 
please. Be quick, miss, before the weather changes ! 


No. II.—“ REMEMBER THE WAITER.” 


a —— = <<>> 


Divgr. Eh? What? “ Remember the waiter 2”? Why, look here, 
here's sixpence charged for “ attendance” in the bill, who get’s that ? 

Warrer. Well, you see, sir, that goes to the proprietor, that does ; 
we'don't touch that. ' 

Divzr. Well, but hang it, here’s another sixpence charged for 
“service,” who gets that, I’d like to know? 

Warrer. Oh, why, sir, you see the manager gets that, he does; 
thatdon’t go to the waiters, sir. 

Divzz. Oh, I see. But, then, look here, here’s another sixpence 
put down for “assistants,” what the dooce does that mean? 

Warrsr. Well, “assistants” means “ waiters,” sir, only it don't 
an haga waiters, but the proprietor and manager they takes half of 


Dover. Then there's another sixpence for “ sundries,” what's that ? 
Warren. a that.goes to the od waiter, sir. 

. | x 

Wairer. Why ain Be vce the liberality of the gents as 
on you, sir, much obliged. Your hat, sir. (Diver makes for 
thedeor,) Ahem ! sir, beg pardon, sir, but the cook, sir. He generally 
“xpects.a tril—_—. Well, talk about meanness!! 


No; IL.—ABOUT A NEWSPAPER THAT SHALL BE 
NAMELESS. 
Sceng: Cockspur-street. 


Ba fellow, I wonder if it does contain any 
fees” mateteeny. ‘T leentie whether there are any 














BUN. 185 





advertisements in it that would suit me? 
&.copy and answer some of ’em ? 

Szconp Bacuetor. Yes, great fun. Here's 
say, you buy a copy, will you? 

sT Bacuetor. Well, no-o-0; 

won't laugh at you, you look so dignified. 

Szconp Bacuztor. Yes he will, he’s sure to grin. He'll think I 
want to get married, you know. I do-wishwou’¢d—, 

Frest Bacnetor. Look here, let's both go up to this policeman as if 
we wanted to know the way to London, ask him to get us a copy ! 

Boru (aside to one another). He says he doesn’t like to, because his 
pl a come by and see him. Never.mind, let's give it up. 


Wouldn't it te fun..to buy 
& boy selling it. I 
I'd rather you did. The boy 





ae ee 


TO APRIL. 
Wuy can't you make: mind.up quite, 
Young April, dear, P 
Why can’t you fix, to be all bright 


How can we suit your whimsy call 
While thus you plague us? Nay, 

Be shower or sunshine once for all— 
Not both at once each day. 


Yet ’tis your way, you wilful one— 
You girl-month of the years ; 

You do but sprinkle us for fun, 
Half sunshine are your tears. 

Dear tricksy sprite, your sweet self please, 
And not a word we'll say, 

Men do but laugh when maidens tease ; 
Be wet or dry to-day. 

——EEE>—EEEEE——eEeo 
Topping Him Over. 


A Mr. Torr of Sturminster, Newton, advertises in the Western 
Gazette that he will not be responsible for any debts incurred by his 
wife, Elizabeth. Immediately following this is a defiance 
Elizabeth herself, who states she doesn’t intend to incur any liabilities, 
and doesn’t believe that if she did he has the means of discharging 
them. Although Mr. Topp’s notice is a-top, it must be admitted, we 


fancy, that Mrs. Topp’s answer is a-topper. 


Or wet and dull to-day ? 


O Mores! 

WE are told that the postmaster of an inland watering-place on the 
Great Western line has issued a notification to his employés that they 
must salute him in the street under pain of fine or dismissal. The 
imperial and autocratic doctrine of Disraeli is showing early effect 
| remote ramification. Perhaps, however, this provincial procla- 
mation may be, after all, but one of the results of the rule of Manners 
at the metropolitan establishment. 


Die Mutter. 
Mrs. Pratamor having read in the Court Circudar, dated from the 
Queen's Court at Coburg. that “‘ Herr Mather, the Burgomaster, 


elcomed Her Majesty to Coburg,’ wants to know whose mother, 
ian why them Circular chaps don’t learn to spell. We've sent the 


old lady a German pronouncing dictionary. 
Extremes Meeting. 


A poPpULAR comedian is a contradiction in himself : he has both the 
will oe the wont to delight his audiences, and exercises both faculties 


every time he plays. 


 Farsr 
‘information about matrimony. 
———————<—CS~*t*t—“—“—“<—~C Sh 
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GIVING ‘‘ AN HEIRY NOTHING—” 


Stranger (inspecting palatial residenct) :—“ Now, I supPposB THAT VASE 


HAS BEEN IN THE FAMILY A GREAT NUMBER OF YEARS?” 


Antiquated Housekeeper :—‘‘Ou x88, SIR, BVER SINCE I CAN REMEMBER!” 


8. :—“ A sort OF HEIRLOOM, I8 IT NOT?” 
A. H. :—“ Ow DEAR NO, SIR, REAL Dagspzen!” 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Miss Gwiit, which should be sure of a good run at the Globe, isa 
most eae but at the same time most unhealthy, drama. It is 
full ef the v -up intensity peculiar to the works of Mr. Wilkie 
C-llins, and, as usual with this author, everything is sacrificed to 
effect. Probability, and sometimes possibility, are completely out- 
raged. The situations are now and again unnatural, and the dialogue 
is often anything but brisk; but the interest is rarely allowed to flag. 
In fact, the audience is re y held completely spellbound, the in- 
tensity of the plot more than compensating for the absence of wit or 
epigram, or any of the brilliancy of dialogue usually considered in- 
separable from success among the modern school of playwrights. 
From this a useful lesson might be deduced by those to whom it would 
be of benefit. she pumas system of polishing up dramatic dialogue 
until all its nat and human tendencies have been polished off 
might then become a little tempered, and something more than a 
mere artificiality of words and upholstery would, under the new 
condition of affairs, represent the histrionic art of the period. 
There would, of course, be no necessity to get down to the sensational 
level of Mr. Wilkie Collins, who rushes to extreme measures. Still 
he must be thanked for giving us something to remember beyond 
scenery and dresses, real furniture and sham effects. The story of 
Armadale, from which Miss Gwilt is adapted, needs no recapitulation 
here. Suffice it to say that it deals with various phases of crime, 
while vice is not altogether incons icuous. In this work Mr. Collins 
makes no attempt to show that such things as cold tubs and long walks 
are bound to lead to bad ends—perhaps he finds he has written enough 
ee hte eee soap and water. The 

is admirably cast. A peculiarity of the arrangements is that two 
young men play not only old but somewhat decrepit characters, and, 
seein noth do their weak well, the efforts of ope are marked by an 
and an art w approach ilo near genius. The 

Dr. Downward of Mr. jl beaded eo ad admired, 

















‘i | THE GREAT DEMONSTRATION, 

(| a SHovLp you ask me why this hubbub, 

Hi | Why this motley-garbed procession, 

Filled with parties somewhat blatant, 

| Bearing sundry gaudy banners— 

| Like to banners borne by “ supers ”— 
Why these strains of weird-like music 
Fill the air on Easter Monday ?— 
I should answer, I should tell you, 
’Tis the partisans of Orton— 
(Orton, that much-suffering martyr), 
Headed by their chief, Kenealee, 

| Better known as Doctor “‘ Dewdrops ’— 
He who represents the people 

| In the senate of St. Stephen. 
Often has he swayed his “‘ gingham ”’ 

| When orating from the platform. 
Oh, the wicked judges fear him, 

| And the Press with terror trembles 

| When he mightily denounces _ 

| Sundry falsehoods journalistic,! 

| See, they stay at Nelson’s column 

| Waiting for the great contingent : 

Followers of Magna Charta 
From the Eastern plains of Shoreditch, 

| From the Western Seven Dials, 

| From the Southwark Southern suburt, 
From the Northern wilds of Hoxten ! 
Yea, assembled in their thousands 
(Well, we'll say about two thousand), 
Enter they the gates of Hydepark, 
And Kenealee, from his chariot, 
Speaks to them in silvery accents. 

| Lo! they make a conflagration 

| With an execrated journal, 

| And the crowd, disper-ing slowly, 

| Seek the publics close adjacent, 

| There to quaff their pots of porter— 
Porter, their belovéd liquor ; 
There to puff their shag-tobacco. 
And, amid the fumes ascending, 
They will prate of him in Dartmoor. 
When the time shall come for quitting, 
They’ll depart with gait unsteady, 
Shouting in their native argon, 
‘‘ We the people har of Hingland!”’ 


A Tratntne Scuoot.—Railway Directors. 


The wicked husband is a good character-sketch ably carried out, the 
mixture of ferocity and cowardice, battered health and broken English, 
causing more than one laugh. We presume that no writer other than 
Mr. Wilkie Collins Gould gare, or dare, to describe the technical 
symptoms of pulmonary disease as they are here described. Mr. Boyne’s 
Midwinter is worthy of more than passing praise, and the only fault 
to be found with Allan Armadale is that he smacks more of the music 
hall than the manorial residence. To Miss Gwilt herself we cannot 
refrain from giving all commendation. The study is admirable and 
the mastery of detail complete. Those who like high-class acting 
should certainly go and see Miss Gwilt at the Globe; we only regret 
that such undoubted ability should be bestowed on so morally un- 
worthy an object. 

Another step towards the completion of the Westminster Palace of 
Varieties (and some-day-to-be Aquarium) hasbeen made. The theatre 
has been opened and promises to do well. It is an elegant and 
spacious building, and money has evidently not been spared to render 
it comfortable. Mr. Edgar Bruce and Miss Jennie Lee have made a 
triumphal march from the Globe to this hallowed spot, and have taken 
their tried and true friend Jo with them as an “inauguration.” The 
most noticeable event of the opening night was the delivery of an 
address in neat and pleasant verse from the pen of Mr. Clement Scott. 


An English version of Le Voyage dans la Lune could not have found 
@ more suitable abode in London than the Alhambra, or a better 
librettist than Mr. Henry S. Leigh. The peculiarities of the one and 
the abilities of the other have been turned to good account, and a suc- 
cess beyond any doubt, almost beyond any precedent, is the result. 
The ballets are wonderful specimens of conjoined choregraphy and 
stage spamagement, the singing is excellent, the music and the band 
are admirably arranged, and the “ all together” may be regarded as 4 
thing of beauty which, if not a joy for ever, will certainly last for 4 
considerable period. 

Mr. Holland, ever on the alert for the welfare of his patrons, has 
produced at the Surrey a naval novelty of the true transpontine kind, 
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en 
oe Mr. Holland is to be 


d catecial triumph. 
rh concert given at the Albert Hall in aid of the funds of the Cheese- 


mongers’ Benevolent Institution was, as it deserved to be, well at- 
tended and in other ways highly successful. 

It would be a bold man who ventured to say he knew anything 
novel about rinking. Yet we are informed of an Oval asphalte at 
Keanington just opened, which, when quite complete. will cost no less 


than £11,000. 


A SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY. 


By Ovr Enracep Savant. 


s and otherwise popular favourites have been engaged or re-engaged, 
congratulated on having scored another great 





I nap a tame domestic at my residence in town, 

Whose habits I have carefully observed and noted down. 
Subjected to the scrutiny of scientific skill, 

She wandered unimpeded round tke premises at will. 
Observing with the closeness that a love of Science brings 
I’ve found her occupation to consist in reading things— 
It might be books—or anything—it diin’t matter what, 
Nor-whether she was reading it the right-way-up, or not. 
Withiwonderful sagacity that, maid would ferret out 
Such'private correspondence as I might have left about; 
I noticed she considered the Directory a boon— 

I've seen her read the Dictionary all the afternoon. 


Now liking, in my leisure time, to occupy myself 
Injtaking. down and dusting all the volumes on my shelf, 
I noticed, with an interest too great for common speech, 
Alittile spot of greasiness observable in each. 

Nowy need | say, I felt convinced, by scientific laws 
That.thix must be occasioned by some undiscovered cause, 
And:wrotea little paper, in:perplexity and doubt, 
Inquiring how the interesting fact had come about ? 


Still, 'sindying that slavey, I was tempted to infer 
The«canse.of this phenomenon was traceable to her, 
Aadjfdllowing the matter up, I noticed her to shed 
A‘ittle spot of greasiness on ev’rything she read. 
Now knowing, though humanity may often act amiss, 
That Nature’s never purposeless, 1 queried, ‘‘ How is this ? ”’ 
And certainly consider that, to any but a dunce, 

| The question very obviously solves itself at once. 

| 


No slavey, when she reads so much, could recollect the lot 
(The more so, as she reads as often upside down as not) ; 
Se, having finished any book (or telegram—or tract), 

By way of memorandum, to remind her of the fact, 

That slavey puts her finger down and leaves a little stain 
Which hinders her unwittingly perusing it again! 

For this enlightened purpose Nature evidently lends 

A greasy exudation to the slavey’s finger-ends ; 

For, wishing all conjecture and uncertainty to cease, 

I locked her in a cupboard where she couldn't get at grease, 
Supplying her with volumes and epistles by the ton— 
And she has left a little smear on ev'ry mortal one! 


Postscript. 


In the interests of Science, creeping softly down the stairs, 

I caught that little servant-girl a-reading, unawares; 

I put her in the cistern in the middle of the night, 
 Amid'placed the lid a-top of it, and screwed it very tight. 

‘And that domestic out again I’m bothered if I bring 

Inthe interests of Science, or of any mortal thing! 





‘Uneasy Lies the Head,” &c. 


A “toyat address to Her Majesty” is being circulated, in which 

the loyal addressers hope that “the Imperial crown of the Indian 

| =iMpire.... may ever remain on the brow of your Majesty and 

your descendants.” Apart from the fact that one crown can’t ever 

_ Femain on the brow of half-a-dozen people, we should have thought 

thatthe most rabid Tory would have allowed his Sovereign, say ten 

Minutes for refreshment or forty winks without the heavy head-gear 
Ot Mr. Disraeli’s “ faking-up.” 


. A Broken Language. 
. JaNAUscHEK, the famous German actress, is advertised to appear at 
_ 8 London. theatre, and in the preliminary notice we are informed 
she has ‘ completely mastered the English language. We trust 
2 lady will be more considerate than some of her com- 
predecessors, and refrain from murdering the conquered 
~~ 5° 02 which she now figuratively placcs her heel. 
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OUR WATER SUPPLY. 


A Discovery. 


He was a nice, clean-shaven, bald old gentleman, with spectacles of 
the benevolent stamp on his nose, and the nap of his hat was brushed 
the wrong way, which proved conclusively that he was a scientific old 
gentleman. 

But why a benevolent and scientific old gentleman should be 
clambering over garden walls at midnight, like a tom cat going to an 
assignation, was a mystery. 

Quite a mystery. And it was by no means decreased when, having 
scaled the walls, he was seen to make for the cistern, if there happened 
to be one, lift the lid, drop.something in, and then creep cautiously 
away. 

Was seen, we remarked. Yes, by a Policeman of the E division, 
| who would have assaulted him there and then if he’d had somebody 
| else's clothes on todo it in. Not having a change of number or a 
burnt cork to black his face with handy, E 0:9} allowed him to con- 
tinue, merely keeping his hi on ’im. 

Judge of E 0-9}'s surprise when, on the following day, he beheld the 
same old gentleman. with a stomach pump, a lever, a pneumatic tube, 
an hydraulic press, and other analytical instruments under his.arm, 
knock at the door of the cistern’s proprietor and walk in. 

The parlour window was open, and, wafted on the summer air, the 
intelligent offic:r caught the ensuing conversation :— 

Tenant. ‘ What is your business, sir ?” 

OLp Gent. “I am a scientific man interested in the great water 
question. I should like to analyse the contents of your cistern.” 

Tenant. “ Certainly; the housemaid shall fetch you a pailful.” 


(Zuterval of five minutes.) 


Oup Gent. “Horrible. Here you observe organic matter—most 
dangerous to health, sir. There—if you follow my finger, you will 
notice a dozen cockchafers and a dead cat. Don’t take ’em out, pray. 
With your permission I will take these at once to Mr..Cross.. In the 
meantime, let me beg of you to fly from water as you would from 
arsenic, sir. Good morning.’ 

Let E 0:9} take up the thread. “ And ’arter that, sir, I watched the 
old gent reg’lar, being told off for special duty for that purpus. And 
evrey night he’d go and -drop things into the warious cisterns 0’ the 
metrolipus systematic. Sometimes he'd dig up worms and chuck in, 
and dead dogs and cats as he come across he'd put in his pocket o' 
purpus, and allus the next day he'd call and anerlise it, and write letters 
to the papers about the offal state cf the warter supply. And he got 
quite a repytation, and what with calling half a dozen times a day on 
Mr. Cross with a buket full for him to look at, it seems it drove the 
‘Ome Sec’etary reg’lar mad, and he consented to receive a depytation, 
and that ole gentleman went on that friteful about what he'd found 
in the warter that the papers was afraid to print it till the newspaper 
people promised as they wouldn't sell a copy to nobody as didn’t pro- 
mise not to read it. And I’m a-watchin’ on him now, and I fancy he’s 
got a brother in the wholesale spirit line, and wants to choke people 
into having it neat, or, p’raps, this here warter’s a hobby of his, and 
cos he couldn’t find nothin’ much in it he puts it there hisself ; what 
do you say, sir?” ; 

‘The ae good day, but he means to take a leaf out of E 0°9}’s 
book, and have a hi on that scientific old gentleman, too, with what 


result shall be duly known. 





ee ee 
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Profitable Loyalty. 

Tuer directors of the Crystal Palace are organising “A great 
national welcome to the Prince of Wales.” This is a step in the 
right direction. It shows the City what the West End can do, and it 
enables the directors to charge half-a-crown a head for the privilege 
ef gazing at the illustrious Prince who has had a whole crown pre- 
pared for his head during his absence. Hurrah! 





A Membership. 

Ir is rumoured that a request will be made to the Admiralty for a 
man-of-war to convey some members of the House of Commons to the 
Philadelphia Exhibition. If they be selected from the Majority, and 
the command of the ship be given to Tarleton, the Admiralty will 
regain much lost favour by acceding to the petition. 


4n Old Joke. 


Tue Registrar-General reports as an extraordi fact that the 
widow of a seaman died in Scotland recently at the age of ninety-nine. 
It must be a consoling thing to the widows of seamen residing in 
Scotland to kaow that their failing to reach a century will excite the 
astonishment of a distinguished official. 


Tue Best “ Bee.’’—Soda and Bee. 
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DURING THE RECESS. 


Derive the Recess the Premier has been busily engaged in com- 
piling a new phy book “ for the use of children and members of 
Parliament.” He has received considerable aid from the scholars of 
the Aylesbury Infant School. 

During the Recess Mr. Ward Hunt has been “ rummaging” his 
writing desk for that letter of Captain Welch’s, which asked for a 
Court-martial and was never answered. 

During the Recess Mr. Cross has been having a good cry over 
accounts of the poor wretches who have been in prison for eight 
months waiting for trial, and then acquitted. He thinks really some- 
thing must be done—in a year or two. 

During the Recess the Empress of India has been visiting, receiving 
deputations, attending concerts, and going much into public—in Ger- 


many. 

During the Recess Mr. Whalley has been painted in yellow ochre 
by the members of the Magna Charta Association for exhibition at the 
forthcoming Academy. 

_During the Recess the Duke of Edinburgh has been supporting the 
dignity of the Crown with two solos at the Albert Hall, and a few 
werds at the Mansion House. 

During the Recess Major O'Gorman has been practising putting out 
@ candle at nine paces and writing challenges to Mr. Newdegate. 
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LIVE NOW.” A DRESS REHEARSAL. 


Shocked and Astonished Verger :—“ You BAD AND WICKED BOY, WHY DON’T YOU TAKE OFF YOUR HAT IN CHURCH ?”’ 
Bad and Wicked Boy (overcome with guilt) :—“Ir you PLEASE, sik, I'M A LITTLE GIRL!” 








“We can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard. 
“TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.” — 4. H. Hassall, M. 


ATERS QUININE W 
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During the Recess the public have fallen back upon Joe Miller in 
the absence of Ministerial statements in the House. ; 

During the Recess the holders of Egyptian Bonds have been getting 
up subscriptions for a testimonial to Mr. Cave. 


A VICARIOUS HINT. 


HALF-S?PARVED, all care his lot, 
How can your drudge endure it ? 

His name cries—does it not ? 
To you his Vicars—“ Cure it 


! 99 
A P.O.-lice Case. 


A GENTLEMAN on Easter frolic bent was lately charged at a police- 
court with mistaking the General Post Office for a theatre. Probably 
having read some recent leaders in which the writers go mad with 
happiness because a poet has taken to the stage, the inebriated holi- 
day-maker expected to find dramatic entertainment where men of let- 
ters most do congregate. 


Primery Question. 


Wuen does a fillet steak resemble a man who perishes in the flower 
of his age >— When it’s cut off in its prime. 


IN 
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PARLIAMENT TO-NIGHT. 


I notice that the press of late 
Has hit upon a way 
In twenty lines or so to state 
What members have to say. 
It takes the “‘ questions’’ to be put, 
And speeches—“ motions” hight— 
And prints them at a column’s foot 
As “ Parliament to-night.” 





I duly read the notice through, 
But very rarely find 
A “ motion’’ framed that has in view 
The weal of all mankind 
Each querist’s object seems to be 
To vent some party spite, 
Or put some big-wig “ up a tree’”’ 
In “ Parliament to-night.”’ 


I notice Mr. Jones will ask 
If it be really true, 

Some country vicar wears a mask, | 
Or paints his steeple blue. | 

That Mr. Green will want to know | 
In language most polite, 

If Ministers will cry a go | 
In *' Parliament to-night.” 


A day may still be near at hand— 
The country needs it much— 
When senators will understand 
They must behave as such. | 

When England's highest hope and aim 
No party scheme can blight; 

When statesmen shall deserve the name 
In “ Parliament to-night.” 

| 





Trop d’Abandon. | 


A CONTEMPORARY announces that the scheme of a | 
marriage between King Alphonso and the daughter of | 
Prince Frederick Charles is “abandoned.” Pleasant for | 
the lady to be told that the idea of leading her to 
the altar is an abandoned scheme! 
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A BLACK JOKE-IN IRELAND. 





Hunting Man:—“ Herw, you sik, WHAT THE DEUCE HAVYRB YOU BEBN 


; 
; 
DOING TO MY BOOTS?” 

New Servant :—‘‘ Surg, sim, YB WANTED 'FM BLACKED, AND I rouND THE | 


BLACKLEAD IN THE CUPBOARD!”’ 





A Linz or Batriz.— Ought Port Admirals to be old 
and orusted ? 





NEW LEAVES. 


Lady Silverdale’s Sweetheart (Sampson Low) is the chief story in a 
new volume by Mr. William Black, which should be popular if only 
for the freshness and variety of its contents, apart from the construc- 
tive skill of the author. Those who think there is no art in the tell- 
ing of short stories are very much mistaken, as many who are equal 

- towhat the cant of criticism calls a sustained effort become flabby 
and uninteresting when they essay a shorter flight. Probably their 
Soar above such trifles. We are not inclined to doubt this, 
though it is worthy of remark that the best short stories of modern 
y8 come from the pen of one who had no rival asa novelist. Mr. 
seems to believe that whatever is worth doing is werth doing well, 
and g0 those who take up his volume of miscellanea will be sure to 
satisfaction therein. Unless, indeed, they are of the kind who 
tin nothing. Even these, though, may feel inclined to rejoice 
over the disappointment of an astute politician who was human enough 
to marry a widow with grown-up daughters, and expected her to 
to romantic attachment and believe in the exact reality of love's 
young dream ! 

_ London (Herbert, Charterhouse-buildings) is the somewhat ambitious 
& guide-book to the amusements of the “ great metropolis,’ 
and though the task set himself by the projector of the venture is by 
nO Means easy, it must be admitted that he comes out of it moderately 
of . The theatrical announcements are embellished with the portraits 
ar artists. With this volume comes a smaller guide, which 
~aeay relates to our traffic regulations, and the possession of which is, 
| at among :cabmen, as good as a talisman, or 4 password, or & royal 
mnt, or anything which allows bearer the inestimable advantage 

(“getting something like value for his money. 
| . ane Dew series of Bicycling (Tinsleys), in itself a compendious 
ieee without which no sostuase’s Steer is complete, is this year 
anes panied’ by an excellent road-map of England and Wales. To 
z who have a fancy for pedestrianising during holiday time this 
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latter should be invaluable. Our special tramp has twice tried to steal 
it, and is now conspiring with a congenial cadger to obtain to them so 
attractive a guide, philosopher, and friend. 

Our Seamen : Speeches and Facts by Samuel Plimsoll, M.P., is not 
an inspiriting composition. A perusal of it raises the conviction that 
it is only very inferior and commonplace murderers who in civilised 
countries incur the equally inferior and commonplace punishment of 
hanging. 

A Hundred Wonders of the World is one of a series of admirable as 
well as elegant volumes issued by the house of Nimmo. The illustra- 
tions are good, and the work is so arranged that it can be taken up to 
wile away a minute's leisure or be made the study of a whole day long. 

Graziella (Charing-cross Publishing Company) is a pretty little 
volume, containing a somewhat superior specimen of translation from 
the French. Now and again, however, there is in it a suggestion of 
French leave and a corresponding want of English licence. 

Rabies ; or, Madness in the Dog, doesn’t say in which dog. This, 
though rather alarming toa timid reader, has no effect upon us, who 
always carry thick boots and a heavy stick. Or vice versa, as the 
animal may himself prefer them. . 

The numbers which compose the Second Volume of the St. James's 
Magazine (new series) have been already noticed by us, generally with 


favour. 
The Spring Edition of Ruff’s Guide is as useful as ever, and needs no 


fresh commendation at our hands. 








Name this Ship. 
Russi, it seems, has a man-of-war which rejoices in the name of 
Enjas pas Harky. We don’t know if anyone has pronounced the 
vessel a success, but should be inclined ourselves to consider it an 


“‘ utter’ failure, if we mentioned it at all. 





Stoz Arrarrs.—Cheap tea parties. 
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“FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 3, 1876. 
[Canroon. ] 
THE TORY WHITE ELEPHANT. 


A Worp or WARNING. 


Sine a song, Dizzy, the nation is busy, 
Busy attempting to fathom your wiles. 
"Wait a bit longer, and truth getting stronger, 
People will see what lies under your smiles. 
Ended’s the sleeping time— 
Now comes the reaping time! 
Sing a song, Benny, you've stuck on a penny— 
Pennywise, artful and mystical man. 
You're a sharp codger, an artful old dodger ; 
Down.on your luck, though, you'll bein.a-span. 
hort’s your misleading time— 
Now comes the weeding time! 


Sing a song, Tories, cut short are yourglories 
Now that the nation’s begun to see light. 
Comes now the morning of which you've had warning— 
Comes now an end to Conservative night. 
‘Faded’s your faction time — 
Now’s eur reaction time! 





A nove. way of making the naval service popular among sailors has 
just.come to light. Among those who have never been to sea, in 
ships or otherwise, there is generally a vague and undefined idea that 
the Navy is a kind of holiday institution, in which the officers have 
nothing to do and the men less, and that their constant, amusement is 
spinning yarns and splicing themain brace. Even the recent Con- 
servative calamities, dire thoughthey were, did nothing to loosen the 
faith possessed by the public ind#hehappiness of the British sailor—so 
long, of course, as his ship remains:above water. Butiall this is likely 
to be changed now, if it be not ehanged already ; and, judging from 
the summary proceedings whichshave just found light, it would seem 
as if, despite all that has been said. and sung, a sailor's hammock is 
not always a bed of roses. According to invariable custom, the men 
in the Naval Barracks at Sheerness were allowed a week’s holiday at 
Easter. About 400 of them departed on the Thursday preceding 
Good Friday, and on the following Wednesday all had got back but 
58. Whether the return a day earlier than was expected of so large a 
portion affected the imagination of Captain D'Arcy Irvine, or whether 
during the recess he had had time to think out the matter of discipline, 
we cannot of course say, having no mind for deep and vasty problems; 
but the very first thing on Thursday morning he sent out a descrip- 
tion list of the absentees, and offered £1 reward per “head.” Now, 
mark how the “ captures’’ were effected. The police waited—at 
Sittingbourne—on the down trains which were bringing the belated 
mariners to Sheerness, and took them prisoners, the majority being 
handcuffed. The delinquents were subsequently taken before Com- 
mander Bourke, who sentenced each to pay £1 fine, 1s. 4d. police 
railway fare, besides losing a day’s pay fir each day absent. That is, 
for being 24 hours late each man would be stopped four days, a naval 
day being, for this purpose, counted as six hours. The injurious 
absurdity of this arrangement almost passes belief. Besides all 
this, the defaulters are subjected to stoppages of grog and leave, are 
forbidden to smoke, are constantly under sentry’s care, and are the 
recipients of other ties too long, if not too iniquitous, to mention. 
But the crowning absurdity is to come. Of the 58 men who were 
absent beyond the regulation period, 56 were recovered on their way 
back, while the other two, the only men who intended to keep away, 
are still at large. The police, who receive £1 and extras for each man 
who comes back willingly, are unable to capture the real deserters! 
As most men who miss their trains will in future hardly care to rush 
imto punishment, we shall look anxiously for the returns after the 
next general holiday ; but not so anxiously as we now do for the 
reprimand which must fall on the perpetrators of this outrage on 
common sense and humanity, unless, indeed, the Admiralty is even 
more purblind and effete than its worst enemy now supposes. 








A Buoyant Article. 


A FRIENDLY review of a new novel says, “The plot of the book i 
so clever as to make it almost impossible to ol, it down.” The 
reviewer had evidently no notion of the tribute he was paying to 
ability. But he is not alone. Real cleverness is a sort of thing 
which fortunately will always resist the efforts, friendly or otherwise 
of those who would be only too happy to “ put it down.”’ 





Goop Boox TO Lenp aA Turxisn Bonpuotpsr.—“ Wrecked in 
Porte ;”’ and if he's been investing in Peru's as well, he will Peru’s it 
with double pleasure. 


FUN. 
——— __s________ EE 





‘andsteamers are no longer strange sights on sea or river. 
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THE ROYAL ACADEMY EXHIBITION. 


By a New anv Spxrcratty Fortyrrep Cariric. 





Fe peaelatioatba ENERATIONS 
4 , — ee have passed since 
Pc is SN p> the first Exhibition 


of the Academy of 
Arts was held in 
London. Dynasties 
have arisen andem. 
pires been floated, 
more than once 
nigh out of sight. 
Themapsof Europe 
and America have 
been several times 
altered. Ireland 
has been wronged 
repeatedly, and her 
statesmen have re- 
venged themselves 
on each other—or 
on the whisky. 
Battles have been 
fought and the fate 
: of nations has over 

SARS be eee and overagain been 
Sad? — decided, always to 
the advantage of 
one party or the other. The Militia has been embodied repeatedly, 
and many acts of bravery have delighted the inhabitants of our de- 
fenders’ temporary quarters. ‘The New Police moveonment has hada 
forty years’ trial, and as yet requires no re-Peel. The Volunteers have 
become a power in the State, and the dog has been shot over and over 
again. The Drama and Religion have both been revived repeatedly, 
The liberty 
ofthe Press has been declared, and the tariff of one penny per line 
arranged by 2 grateful public. The Tichborne Claimant is in prison, 
but the one hundred and eighth Academy show is now on, and the 
charge only one shilling. As year has followed year so exhibition has 
followed exhibition, and the price of admission is as the laws of the 
Medes and Persians. Truly, art is long and life is fleeting. Steam, 
still in its infancy, may one day make an alteration in the condition 
of affairs, but up to the present art stands alone, a history, an epic in 
itself! Pardon this rhapsody, gentle reader, but the occasion isa 
trying, an important, and an eventful one—especially as, discarding 
anonymity in such a service, it has been decided to bracket and 
identify me with art for ever, by commencing with a portrait 
carefully drawn and accurately engraved. Here I am, that all 
the world may see there is at least one critic who has the courage of 
his opinions. (Everybody will know which is the critic, of course.) 
And now, having fairly introduced the matter, and begun at the very 
beginning, I will pause for a slight refreshment and a pen’orth of 
gali, and show the right man is in the right place at last. 

Some of the decidedly best pictures in the Academy are to be found 
in the first gallery, the line having unfortunately no monopoly of the 
gems. Mr. Morgan’s ‘‘ Haymakers”’ (2) will attract attention from 
the good looks of the lady models and their general dissimilarity to 
the real thing. Near to it is ‘‘The Rehearsal’ (10), an effort of 
anything but genius, but likely to be much noticed, as its painter 18 
Mr. Eyre Crowe, one of the last quartette of Associates. Small’s 
“Wreck” (13) is a good piece of work, with novelty of treatment—the 
wreck itself might easily be one of the ships of the famous Spanish 
fleet in the Critic. A portrait of Dr. Ullathorne, the Roman Catholic 
Bishop of Birmingham (15), by Pettie, almost faces Ouless’s picture 
of the Bishop of London (43)—on opposite sides in the Academy 4s 
well as out of it. ‘Their creeds are not much more dissimilar than 
their appearances. In “The Rivals” (25) Mr. Perugini has bestowed 
much pains on his two uninteresting young girls, rivals in trade rather 
than love, it appears, but has compensated for this by putting his sky 
in with a heavy whitewash brush. The battle-piece mania is exhibited 
in this room by “ The Return through the Valley of Death,” of J. T. 
Barker (28), about the millionth memorial of the Balaclava charge. 
The soldiers are so nice, and bright, and spick and span new, that the 
suggestion naturally arises of escape from a toyshop rather than from 
a tremendous hand-to-hand struggle against overwhelming numbers. 
Prinsep’s “A Bientét ” (31) looks something like a satire on the 
recent selection of the favoured Four; it is a very superior piece of 
figurework in pose and manipulation. Moore’s “ A Sunny Morning 
late in Autumn ”’ (32) possesses a remarkable family likeness to the rest 
of his productions, his most recent water-colours especially. This 15 
anything but dispraise. ‘Across the Common” (37) will make con- 
noisseurs fancy they have strayed across the uncommon—and the 
excellent as well, Mr. J. D. Watson! But a great deal of the general 
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" attention at this portion of the survey is attracted by R. W. Mac. 


peth’s “A Lincolnshire Gang”’ (46), which teils a painful story— 
4, alas! too often without producing any but the most transient 


told, 
gect and the cheapest possible tears—of white slavery in the free and 
‘ unity us well as in the close back atties of town. There are, 


pe ; as ere & 
‘deg. both strength and character in this picture, Macbeth’s paint. 
ie anything but as half-hearted ae Macbeth’s Oe aren; ” 
1 Dhiftieod ”” (52) is not to be passed by unnoticed. It is ‘painted by 
H RR. Robinson, a portrait of whom, by Gregory, is:skyed on the 
mee 1.. Speaking of portraits reminds me I must go back a 
a ta4¢orbiddem Fruit’’ (45), a portrait of a child from tiie master- 
eheiiliais. There arewseveral othemartists about hereon whom 
aids likesto try myvcritical.opportunity, but I am editorially 
infdimedT | must content myself he the present, and 
alktiéaddiration which my onerous=positiom«alldws me to bestow is 
wedéby Fred Barnard’s “ SaturdayyNight” (62), which is as great a 
comtaimatto the Cotter’s ditto.asepemotkican portray. It is not a bit less 
treseto. nature and to art thoughs: And now let me see if ‘there's 
nabiidyrin: the next gallery I'camelate to make up for this rather 
unmgual and certainly unprofessionakburst of good nature. 
T&thesedays of sententéous-doublé-smeaning titles such a legend as 
«'PiigeReaper's Task issDone” (64@fleads one to expect something 
an exactly literal renderimgy: Miss Hopkins has been content 
toxpainba pretty and warm-timted bit of landscape. The reaper’s 
i and as he isn’t ‘aboutjitiis to be supposed that he has 
shabrups: shop. and ~homesto> bed, sickle and scythe and all. 
«“ Where He Fell” (75) is a picture of bloodhounds discovering the 
spot; Mr. Goddard’s effort is sure to obtain an attention different 
from that he intended, and probably not of the kind he requires. 
Passing by several portraits of by no means distinguished persons, 
one comes upon a fanciful and fairly well done work called ‘“‘ The 
Way of the World” (90). An evidently very bad Templar has 
one leg fastened in the stocks, and a flock of geese—winged and 
feathered, not human—have taken exception to his presence or his 
not being fastened in properly. They do not understand it- so they 
object. Mr. S. E. Waller seems to have studied “the way of the 
world” to some purpose. ‘‘ Shearing Wraick in the Sound of Harris ”’ 
(98) ing.to do with the friend of Gamp. Mr. Macallum, as 
his iguafiemy intends no joke—his work is reality itself, and there 
is mueecthiimeacuspicion of ozone in the atmosphere surrounding it. 
A e.of Edinburgh (105) occupies a large space, and 
as this andvone adittle further:om ofthe Prince of Wales (285) are 
both theawork of German artists, Englishmen will, of course, admire 
them and their fitness for the«task considerably. If Mr. Tissot’s 
friends on “‘ The Thames” (113) have gone out pleasuring with their 
champagne and congenial etceteras, they have chosen a curious part 
of the river. Still, the man has more the air of a ‘‘ below bridger” 
than an “‘upper-reach” exquisite. Mrs. E. M. Ward gives to the 
world, in “‘ Newgete, 1818” (120) another of the notiuns of history 
| which evidently haunt her and her husband. Mrs. Fry and “her 
young friend Mary Sanderson,” with nice new clothes on and every- 
thing fresh and cheerful so as to contrast as much as possible with the 
dirt and squalor of the prison, are visiting the ‘‘ wild beasts’’ of 
womanhood. This seems rather ungallant, but the catalogue must 
answer for it— myself, I believe women to be always ladies, especially 
when they-areunder lock and key. A study of the different styles of 
Mr. Matke{127) and Mr. Frith (132) brings-me to the end of the 
roomand the extent of my tether for the present. But there isa 
good:dealmore.to.come yet, asthe embryo R.A. said when he bought 
isditstshilling box of paints and borrowed a piece of canvas. 


































‘¢ Pour» Encourager—.” 


Ttistanmeunced:thatLordeElcho will on the 9th inst..call.the 
atienticn-ofithe-diéuse-of Commons tothe case of the hereic quarry~ 









tidaws. Wishould: prefer tochear that he proposed:to:move-the railway 
| ataiens who: oes through the dead man’s 

ifides Upitorthe-present,.the-general tone of the pre- 

served has béemnsuchiasavill in futuresencourage the others-engaged 
M quarry work along thiwide of the line—to mind theirown business. 





An Ofiginal: Rémark. 
A tetxcram from Seville recently announced that “ H.R.H. the 
Prince of Wales greatly admired the originality of the Andalusian 
balls, which he considered very similar to those he had attended in 
India.” “The Prince's notion of originality might be included in his 


ion of animals, for it is an Andalusian bull pur sang. 





oo astronomers make a new discovery, do they planet before- 





manwhie-short:time back got himself’ killed while endeavourmg:to 
- Dutchman—the: fastest: train in the werld+from: 


-, Hie lordship also:proposes*toomove:a resolu~- 





THE BAFFLED SATIRIST. 


You knowsthose people—comic folks— 
Who'realWways writing kind of jokes— 
You know—and sort of making fun 
Of—that is, chaffing ev’ryone ¢ 


They write the'things, you know, to sell— 
(I can’t expressit-very-well) ; 

You understand? They write for pelf 
And—hang it, J am‘one myself ! 


But—waiving me entirely, please— 
My hero, A, was one of these. 

Such things he'd write—upon my word, 
Oh, positively too absurd ! 


He’d often try to crush his foes 
By ridiculing them in prose; 
He'd frequently those foes asperse 
By taking of ’em off in verse. 


And, in his paper, out of spite 

The wildest things he’d go and write 
Respecting B and C and D 

(Because he hated all the three). 


For B had fostered A’s bad will 
By asking him to pay a bill; 
And C and D had made him mad 
By doing something just as bad. 


Observing:them through Satire’s glass, 
A had+to’treat them as a class. 

There happening, by rarest chance, 
The undermentioned circumstance : 


In all their little failings these 
Three people-were alike as peas: 

In all those-little points which strike 
Thesatiristy they were alike. 


They all were very bald and fat, 
And each one had a bright blue hat; 
And each one had a turn-up nose, 
And bunions on his little toes. 


A slyly watched them, as they read 
Those cruel things which he had said, 
To witness how their bosoms rose 
And fell in agonising throes. 


But B believed the thrusts to be 
So many digs at C and D; 

And paused:at each satiric touch, 
And chuckled at it very much. 


‘‘ With humour how severe yet true 

He speaks about their hats as ‘ blue’; ”’ 
Thus B exclaimed, ‘ They must be galled 
To see themselves described as ‘ bald’ !”’ 


And C was heard to laugh and vowr 
That B and D had “ caught it now?” 
While D remarked in comic spite, 

‘‘ Tt ‘serves those two old buffersright !”’ 
Andeach, with winkings of theeye, 
Would bring him presents on/th®:sly ; 
And, chuckling like a man insane, 
Would say, ‘ You give it empagain!” 
But as for A, he didn’t craver 

The little presents which 

He yearned to sting them and through, 
The which was what he co do! 


For each, though seeing clearly that 
The other two were bald and faty 
A as if he couldn’t tell 

That Ae was bald‘and fat as well ! 


Though A kept on and tried again, 
His sharpest satire flashed in vain ; 
For each believed his friends decried 
And lived supremely satisfied. 


And A, with feelings worse than gall, 
Abandoned satire once for all; 

And died, disgusted through and through— 
And that is what J mean to do! 
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THE GREAT CONSERVATIVE “ ROGUE” ELEPHANT. 


“8 MB. DISRAELI HAS SHOWN HIMSELF SO FOND OF INDIA LATELY, WE HUMBLY DEDICATE THIS LITTLE 





TO HIM. 


HUNTING SKELCH 








Nt 
HERO WORSHIP. | 1 oMihitii IMD | 


My hero’s a party of tenderish age 
Who early determined to live by his:pen. 
He studied the works of each poet and sage, 
_ And gloated o’er novels by popular men. 
But the author who struck him at once:with hig style 
Was the Chelsea»philosopher, 'Thomas Carlyle. 


Salt tears o’er the “* French Revolution ” he shed, 
And “ Sartor Resartus ” would fill him with glee ; 
The “ Lectures on Heroes,”.and ‘+ Friedrich,” ’tig said, 

Would spoilshisidigestion.at dinner and tea. 
And often: he'd»wander for:many a mile | 
“To gaze-omthe\home of-great Thomas Carlyle!” 


Held stare atthe windows of 5, Cheyne Row, 
And to behold the philosopher's face, 
Till Bobbies:would cheerfully urge him to go— 
And ask ‘why so often he haunted the place ? 

And then he'd reply, with an innocent smile, 
“To gaze on the features of Thomas Carlyle ! ’’ 


“Said he, “ If kam in a draper’s employ, 
Most eminent: authors rose up from the ranks.” 
So editors then he began to:annoy ; 
But, lo! they “‘declined” all his efforts “withthanks”’: 
‘Whilst some even:hinted his “copy ’’ was vile— 
. Avweak imitation of Thomas Carlyle! 


«He'laboured for years: but affairs didn’t mend— 
In paper and stamps he'd exhausted his pay ; 
“Though numerous sorry epistles he penned, 
Their callous hard-heartedness stood in the way. 
‘Said he “They are lunatics, laden with guile,— 
~P mesure I'm as-clever as Thomas Carlyle !”’ 


Whenilast I beheld him he’d shabbyish clothes, 
And was writing, to try and replenish his purse, 
Some'slangy effusions for music-hall “ pro’s” 
Who'paid him a matter of sixpence a verse. 
He said:he’d desisted (at least for a while) 
From trying to emulate Thomas Carlyle! 





Near its (s)top. 
A Mactrean’s telegram announces the stoppage of a 
firm in Alexandria, with branches in London and Paris. | 
Then the branches are, most appropriately, up a tree. | 








DOTS AND LINES. 


Parzrs throughout the kingdom continue to give examples of what | 
the man said and did who died worth sixteen millions sterling. Talk 
about dying in the odour of sanctity—it’s nothing to such an odour 
of sovereigns! — One of the Times elaborate reports of the Prince’s | 
progress, which have been spoken of by an enthusiast as the literature | 
of _prernalion, comes from Madrid. It says of the reception there: 
“The King and the Prince of Wales exchanged most cordial greetings, | 
as did also the Duke of Connaught.” Royal Dukes are privileged to | 
do eccentric things, but this rate of exchange must have been sur- 
peeing even toaSpaniard. This must be the journalism of literature, 

or an exchange. — It is officially reported that Germany supports the 
Policy of England in Egypt. Considering what it is it might more 
Properly be called the policy of “Israel in Egypt.” — Captain of a | 
ritish man-of-war superseded because he was a Nonconformist and | 
his chaplain didn’t like him. The religious man probably regarded | 
the captain’s presence as a sin of commission. = Italian acrobat starts 
for England to show how he can “create” Hamlet. And now he’s | 
“been and done it,’”’ literally. = Mr. Marwood makes a mistake while | 





executing a murderer. Reporters state Mr. M. said subsequently that 
he at the time felt unnerved. Other gentleman quite unable to explain 
his feelings afterwards. — Locksmith at Wolverhampton puts his wife 
upon the fire. And then thinks it a “ burning shame” that he should 
sent to prison. 


—E 








A Colourable Statement. 
Her Magzsry having assumed the Imperial purple, we understand 
t the Court milliners are anxious to give the other colours affected 
Toyalty the benefit of the despotic appellation. Royal Blue is | 
in to be re-christened, and it is not impossible that in the course 
of the season we may hear of an Imperial Brown. 





Surp-sHop Enouisu.—Our Rinkers. 








| 


| science’ sake. eral 
| benighted individual has led to his being discharged with a caution 
‘and the forfeiture of all fundsin hand. To think that any Minister 


years. 


Cissy (tauntingly) :—“ Weiu, I aIn’T BEEN PUT IN THE CORNER!” 


Bertie (with desperation) :—“I wish THEY’D BUILD THE ROOMS ROUND, 
AND THEN THERE WOULDN'T BE NO CORNERS!” 


A BAD JOKE. 


“‘ Go write some verse,”’ the chieftain cried, 
High perched in editorial pride, 
And pointed to the portal. 
Away the writer went to try; 
Alas, his muse was young and shy, 
And fled the luckless mortal. 
He thought a joke might heal his woes, 
So wrote a thing or two in prose, 
And sought the dreaded frowner. 
“I’ve brought some ‘ pars,’ they’re short and terse, 


But some are bad and some are verse.’’— 
ao * oe a - 


His body wait’s the crowner. 


Going too Far. 


Tue Chancellor of the Exchequer has acknowledged the receipt of 
second half of a £500 note from “N. J.,” as conscience money for 
unpaid income-tax. The large amount and the initials combined lead 


‘the uncongenial mind to the discovery that it is No Joke to keep a 


conscience at this rate. (One of the second-class jokers on trial for 
the next vacancy—who was looking over our shoulder as we wrote 
this—wants to know in what organ Chancellors of the Exchequer adver- 
tise when they take it into their heads to pay back something for con- 
The deplorable general and political ignorance of this 


of Finance could ever afford a conscience! This is too Liberal !) 
Matter of Fact. ere at 
An American newspaper declares that the amount o 
conviniien now eneaiteea in the States is the work of the last ten 
Of course it is: corruption is decade matter. 
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DRY RAIL-ERY. 

Station Master :—‘‘Ou, HASN’T SHE GOT SOMR LUGGAGE! WHAT DID SHE GIVE you?” 

Porter :—“ AN ORDER TO LOOK ALIVE—A DRY ’UN!” 

: 9 r ° ° + - ° 
A TRAIN OF IDEAS. Scenz 2: Between Bristol ane oe ; aA Jirst-class compartment in 
r Period : Last Day of the Recess. : a 
i ‘ te aie a CommerciAL Gent (looking up from his paper and addressing opposite 

Scans 1: Bristol Station. Arrival of the “ Flying Dutchman” with passenger). Country’s going to the dogs, sir, with the present Govern- 


Torquay contingent. Several Pazrs, M.P.’s, and their Wives turn out | jent. I don’t think they'll be in long. 

Sor five minutes. . Op. Trav. Indeed ? 

Las. M.P. (¢o wife). I wish you would be careful, my dear; that| Com. Gent. Why, they’re such rank duffers. Look at that Ward 
gentleman pretending to be asleep in the middle seat is a member of | Hunt; why, he’s done more harm to the Navy—and he’s so d——d 


| 
| 
} 
| 
ft the Government. s impudent over it, too! 
n M.P.x-«. Good gracious! why didn’t you say so before? And there | (Com. Ganr. catches s‘ght of Or. Trav.’s hathoxr marked “ Ward 
i was I tel'ing Mrs. Jones that the Ministry ought to be ducked in a Hunt.” He looks out of window for the rest of the yourney.) 
| horsepond. (Collapses on to a bonnet boz.) M.P.xss (¢o lady friend). Whata beautiful house and grounds on 
Owner or B. B. (to footman). John, put that box where clumsy | the left! 
¥ people can see it. : Lapy Faienp. Yes; you know whom it belongsto? No? Why, | 
. M.P.rss («dignantly). Clumsy people, indeed, ma'am! I'd have | Lord Fourstars. There was a great scandal about him and the wife 
| you to know—— of the Member for Hampstead, if you remember. ; 
Lis. M.P. Hush, my dear! (Wahispers.) That's the Countess of M.P.zss. Oh, yes. And there was really something in the affair, 
Dash; her husband's one of us. I'm invited to dinner there on | I believe. 
Saturday. (M.P.x8s dives into a compartment and collupses again.) Cons. M P. (hurriedly). Have you seen to-day’s paper? (Holds tt 
Cons. M.P. (to porter). No room in the train! (Seesa@ compartment | in front of him and whispers). That lady and gentleman in the corner 
occupied by / «dy and dog.) Why, there's room here! - are the Member for Hampstead and his wife. 
Lavy. ‘This carriage is retained. (Train pulls up at Swindon. Cons. M.P.xss, Lavy Farenp, and Com. 
Cons. M.P. Oh, nonsense. There are four vacant seats, and I Gent. hop out and make for another compartment.) 
must have one of them. E Scrnz 3: Paddington. Rush of flunkies for rugs and bandboxes. 
Porter. That's the Duchess of Northerland and her dawg, sir. Pexes and Pegnesses, M.P.’s, Porters, and general travelers tumbling 
You can't go in there. about in general confusion. 
Cons. M.P, The Duchess! (Confused.) I beg your Grace’spardon | Ponrer (with box): Mrs. O Flaherty’s carriage! 
—really—'pon honour. (Hurries to other end of train.) | (Curriage drives up and Mrs. O'F. gets in.) 
Cons. M.P.zss (to Ausbana). My love, I’m sure there are some| Lr. M.P.¥ss (fvintly). Good gracious, and I told her that 1 heard 
f . Liberal domestics in the compartment with my maid. I trust they | Mr. O'Flaherty married his cook. 
won't instil their horrible notions into her mind. Who's that blood-| Lin. M.P. So he did. I told you to be careful. 
thirsty fellow — tober? Look! M.P.zss. How awful! 
pF Reed by, that's the Radical member for Scetgow. He| Cons. M.P. (to fellow traveller). There's my card, sir, and the next 
ways travels second. time you gay I’ s i i i arriage look roun 
Cons. M P.xss. Then out she comes. Why, she'll be murdering | to a if I'm init. Mente 
usin our beds, or wanting more money. Fetch her out! (Young gentleman, “ who knows, you know,’ jumps inte hansom and drives 
(Beil rings, General rush for seats. Departure of train.) off without his portmanteau.) 
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Cons. M.P.xss (to her maid). I hope, Tomkyns, you did not talk to 
the Radical Member for Scotgow—the man with the mole. 

Maw. Hea Radical hem P.; oh, law, mum! I thought he wasa 
respectable butler, mum, and I lent him master’s speech to read what 
he printed private for the servants’ hall, mum, and what he’s going to 
deliver when he can sketch the Speaker’s hi, mum, and he’s kep’ it, 


mum. 
Cons. M.P. Good Heavens! You idiot! Why I shall be the 
laughing-stock of the Liberal Press to-morrow. 
Cons. M.P.xss. I told you what it would be if you let the girl 
travel with those Republican wretches. 


(Similar incidents are multiplied all over the platform. Station gradually 
clears. A youthful journalist, who has been eavesdropping for the 
“ Sizpenny Seandaliser,” is left alone with the milkeans, and brings the 
drama to an appropriate conclusion with a tag dwelling upon the 
foolishness of unguarded conversation on such a day. He declines, 
however, to permit its publication in consequence of the unsatisfactory 
state of dramatic copyright.) , 


ON THE RINK AT BRIGHTON. 


T a Rink the other day 
Not far from town away, 
It was, in fact, a rink at 
breezy Brighton, 
Where Beauty, lithe and 
young, 
And sweet as e’er was sung, 
Transfixes here a minnow there 
a triton ;— 


Triumphantly along, 
There glided through the 
throng 
A girl whose glance would any 
trouble lighten ; 
She laughed to see me sad, 
And fairly I went mad 
In love with her the sweetest 
maid in Brighton. 


There, in my boyish days, 
Through cramped and schooling ways— 
The retrospect my dreams must ever frighten,— 
When tricked out in our best, 
How much we'd all detest 
The long parade of “ two and two”’ at Brighton ! 


But now how changed I feel 
As on the Rink we wheel ; 

With her at hand I prove a perfect Crichton. 
Next week she’]l be my bride: 
May we on life’s rink glide 

As happily as now at breezy Brighton! 





In a Nutshell. 


Mrs. Coronet Baxer informs the world through the columns of 
the leading journal that, all things considered, her poor ill-used 
husband is doing well. She cannot, however, hide from herself the 
fact that the continued confinement has done her dear good man a deal 
of harm. There is evidently a miscarriage of justice here, as we 
were confidently informed at the time the sentence was passed it was 
intended to do the gallant soldier good. We suppose, after this, the 
next step will be to propose a testimonial—something in chaste 
silver—to be subscribed for by a sympathising public. Or, maybe, a 
demonstration. Surely the gentlemen who paraded the Park on 

r monday will not allow so congenial an opportunity to escape 
! 





O Pinions at the Wings. 

Tu management of the Prince of Wales's Theatre announces that 
Wrinkles will be withdrawn at the author's suggestion, in deference 
to Public Opinion. Somebody once said that a kingdom was at the 
command of anyone who would invent a method of removing 
Wrinkles. Let it be handed over to Public Opinion, which has 
accomplished the task. 





A Result of Publicity. 
A nuversnp gentleman of the Church Established has been 


summoned for assaulting a man of inferior quality cloth. Defendant's 
chief fe«tification was that prosecutor annoyed him by calling after 


 * You clergyman!” The term seems by this to be one of 


| °Pprobrium—even among clergymen ! 
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CONVERSATIONS };OVERHEARD AT THE ROYAL 
ACADEMY 


IDEAL PICTURE. 


No. I.—THE 





ViretntA. Paul, lam happy—I have attained’ the object of my 
fondest yearning. I have found the picture which I have imagined as 
my ideal! Zhe picture of which I have dreamed ! 

Pact. How exquisitely impassioned is her every expression! 
Show me this wondrous work. 

Vireinta. It’s here—this picture with the broad expanse of blue 
sky, turned up with an éru foreground. I could stand before it for 
ever—thus ! 

Pavut. But your back is turned ever towards it; how is this ? 

Virainia. This picture alone, of all the pictures I have seen, forms 
a suitable background for my complexion. Thepale blue of the sky 
sets me off. Let me stand in front of it thus, and do you the while 
wend your way to the opposite side of the room, and hear how people 
remark upon my loveliness. Away! 





No. II1—THE VANQUISHED ATHLETE. 





A. You appear very exhausted, B——, you stagger! How is 
this ? 

B. I will sot be conquered! I have backed myself, for heavy 
sums, to exhaustively criticise every picture in the exhibition on the 
margin of my catalogue, against time, with C. He has got half 
through Room VII., while I have not yet completed Room VI. 
Unhand me, I say—let me die in the attempt! eases 

A. Will you sign your will? Let me guide your hand. 


B. One more effort! But two more rooms to do. Ha! my 
opponent isdone up! He falle! Support me—I die happy! 
A New Plant. 


A new plant, which is named “ Croton Disraeli,’ has been sent by 
an English florist for exhibition to Brussels. Can the famous plant 
of the Premier's, which was inspired by the nursery, have 
this new title toa nurseryman? Perhaps after all it is only so named 
because its (s)talk’s weak. 
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ROMANCE. 


Some people say romance is dead, 
Or lives alone in poets’ pages— 
That a)l is said that can be said 
By wits and madmen, fools end sages— 
That now the world seeg nothing new, 
And won’t the older that it waxes! 
This, peradventure, may be true— 
Excépting as to love and' taxes! 


And yet to me it ever seems— 
As constantly this life advances— 
No night is fuller of strange dreams 
Than day of marvellous romances! 
And could we see behind the veil 
Which hides society’s emotions, 
Romance could often tell a tale 
Evolved from dances and devotions! 


A very little earnest search 
These life romances will discover. 
Sometimes they finish in a church, 
Sometimes in a discarded lover! 
But either way, I’m very sure, 
Their charms were great, tho’ evanescent— 
That either ending proved a cure— 
And—that’s enough romance at present! 


Very Methodical. 


Tue Primitive Methodists of Blackburn decline to be 
responsible for the little irregularities of Mr. Fish, 
w hose remorse has received so much recognition in the 
columns of the, daily papers. The local Primitive 
Methodist Minister has ascertained that Fish was of 
another fold, and has communicated the important fact 
to the Zi:mes, as was his bounden duty. Primitive 
Methodism in Blackburn no longer languishes, and, 
meanwhile, the pastor of the other fold has not suc- 
ceeded in ‘‘ passing on”’ the repentant sinner. There 

| doesn’t seem to be much joy over this gentleman's 
penitence in Blackburn, how ever much there is /ikely 


to be in another and by no means neighbouring 


Visiting Magistrate (to pauper lunatic) :—“ Writ, WILLIAM, YOU HAVB 
place. 


BEEN HERE NEARLY TEN YEARS; [I sUPPO8E YOU WOULD LIKE TO BE DIS- 
CHARGED ? ” 


P. L.:—“’ Deep No, sIR; YOU DON’T THINK I AM 80 CRAZED AS ALL Wavy are Sartors Goop Umprres P—Because they’re 


THAT, Do you? I’M vBkY COMFORTABLE, THANK YOUR HONOUR!”’ 


UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


Tar the music-hall proprietor who offered £750 for “ Morgan”’ 
has been offered a Dog Fish for sixpence. That the riots in Barbadoes 
are due to an overdose of Hennessy—and Martell. That the cooking 
of ham and eggs is an — item in the South Kensington Cook- 
ing Egg: ation. t Mr. Bates's gift to the poor of Plymouth 
was a Liberal bid for Conservative votes. That the Ritualists’ altar 
ror has 
Arts Department: of the Coleseum with oes India 
‘of his new title. That the bands of skating 
scales every morning. That Major Need- 
"s services because his animals 
~ That Bishop Colenso has been asked to 
ustol Cathedral Scandal because it’s a question of 
: o the Women’s Disabilities Bill as 
- Th Spanish Bondholders have requested the 
‘to divide-the. great interest he takes in Spain with 
augmented funtion Savieh atthe aaa oe Str ek te'ths 

ree 1n consequence copper put on to the 
Income-tax, That the new Associates have ted their regular 
postman with sixpence because they received letters which they 


“TP IRCULAR 
POINTED 


select the pattern suited to your hand. 


see-fair-in men. 


** Let us Prey.”’ 


A PERSON who advertises for a situation says he wishes to travel, 
and has no fear of cannibals. Why should he have? Men who 
manage to eke out an existence in London should be more than a 
match for any uneducated cannibal. Otherwise what becomes of our 
boasted civilisation, the chief lesson of which seems to be how people 
may prey on each other in an artistic, superior, and sometimes even 
elegant manner P : 


Not Alone. 

Tae Persian Minister in Paris has written to Le Figaro to con- 
tradict a statement that the Shah intends to negotiate a loan. He 
remarks that thisis not a solitary rumour, as others of a similar nature 
have reached him. If it be nota solitary rumour, according to the 
minister's own showing it is a loan lie one. | 


Pd An MP. Roar. : | 

Sm Henry Daummonp Wo rr, M.P., has named a new galley for | 
the Bournemouth Rowing Club ‘‘ The Empress of India.”” Let the | 
title be confined to the galleys: it is only fit for slaves. ! 


Tux Oasinet Trapxg.—Selling the nation. 


CADBURY’S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


URE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


As Supplied to.the 


aT aS 


LAUNDRESS 


CAUTION.—I/ Cocoa thickens is the cup it proves the addition of starch 
Printed by JUDD & CO , Phoonix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, May 3, 1876. 
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poTs AND 
LINES. 


Mr. WHALLEY ex- 
presses & wish ‘ to 
vote with the Noes.” 
Perhaps that is be- 
cause he has been | 
so often led by it in | 
public. Who nose? | 
— Postponement of | 
the Banner Oakley | 
trial. The interest | 
in the case is not 
likely to flag though, 
especially since Ban- 
ner has described 
himself as a public 
bannerfactor. — 
Lieutenant Cameron 
not to be promoted. | 
Of course not. It 
wouldn’t. do to cn- | 
courage native talent | 
inthe Navy. Andit | 
would be almost an 
insult to offer him 
knighthood _ after 
some of the people 
we know. = Conclu- 
sion of the coroner's 
inquest im re the 
“Chelsea Mystery.” 
One of the jurymen 
thought the murder 
must have been com- 
mitted by Wallace 
because of the Bruce 
on deceased’s face. — 
Captain Burton, the 
famous _— explorer, 
states that he finds 
good ale an admir- 
able stimulant and 
strengthener during 
tropical travel. Bur- 
ton ale, of course ! — 
Sheffield  cutler 
charged at York with 
felony. Surely steel- 
ing can hardly be 
considered felonious 
in @ cutler ? — Coun- 
cilof Royal Academy 
‘“ 

prepared to pur- 
chase meritorious 
English pictures and 
sculpture’ under the 
conditions of Sir 
Fraticis Chantrey’s 

- Shall we have 

& picture next year 
“ Academicians 
vering Merit 
among Others?” 
he rarity of the 
. vent would be well 
Worthy such com- 


~ Se . = 
5 0 NS 


1. Herr Puffler determines to try its effect on wil 
6. To see his interesting family. 


AN EXCELLENT REMEDY. 


‘Mr. P. A. Tay1or, “from his place in the House,” was anxious to 
know the other night whether a great wrong had not been inflicted 
na murderer. The honourable member had heard that Lord Chief 
Justice Coleridge in passing sentence of death had not assumed the 

cap, whereby the delicate susceptibilities of the gentle culprit 
were much affected. If anyone thinks this is an overstatement of 
act let him consult the Parliamentary papers, and discover that there 
1s unfortunately no joke whatever in the report. Yet there is after 
all more than a touch of absurdity about the fact that no sooner does 
4 ruffian commit a very brutal assault, or a more than usually ferocious 
; » than be is madea pet of by the most tender-hearted people 
in the world, whose heads are moulded to match, and who do not seem 
able to understand that a little sympathy should new and again be 






































































‘“MUSIC HATH CHARMS.” 


is charmed; 4. ae 
ment. 8. The “savage beast “¢ os jase that wae seen of poor Poffler by an enterprising traveller. 
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] memoration. = The 
| Right Hor. the 

Speaker thinks it 
| | very laudable that 

| his labourers should 
| | endeavour to im. 
| prove their position. 
| | But he entirely dis- 


| approves of their 
| asking for more 
money. It is only 
natural that a 
| Speaker sheuld be 
satisfied with the 
effect of words. — 
Scotsman publishes 
paragraph about 
Signor Salvini under 
| the head of “ The 
Chemical Trade.” 


It will takea surgical 
operation to get this 
Scotch joke into an 
ordinary or English 
head. And therein 
ilies the revenge. — 

President Grant 
_ vetoes the bill reduc- 
ing his salary to half- 


price. It's about 
| time to use your 
| prerogative when 


meddlers get their 
hands in your pocket. 
= Oysterman finds 
| pearl of great price. 
| As we are going, it 
| will soon be the 
pearlman who will 
rejoice when he 
comes upon an oyster. 





Slow and Quick. 


Tue American 
Government _ pro- 
poses to abrogate the 
| Extradition Treaty 
because we refuse to 
give up Winslow. 
| If they do, they will 
| quickly lose by the 
| operation and have 
| extraaddition to the 
scampsof New York. 





Appropriate. 

Tue much-talked- 
of marriage between 
the daughter of the 
French Ambassador 
at Berlin and a 
Prussian officer took 
place last week at 
Guntersdorff. What 





! od a suggestive locality 
als. 2. He commences on his favourite instru- ; 
one a ae friendship, 5. And takes him home ae wedding break- 
st! 


doled out to the victims or their sorrowing relatives. It is rather a 
pity that Taylor and Co. can’t go just one step further—go and be 
hanged, in fact—and by that means save their protégés from a crowning 
degradation, and us from acontinuous,intolerabl and ever-increasing 


nuisance. 


A Capital Offence. 


News from Abomey states that the wholesale-slaughter-loving 
King of Dahomey refuses to pay the fine levied upon him for his 
recent outrage upon an Englishman at Whydah. We know to 
our cost what little African wars mean, but think the most 
heavily-weighted British taxpayer would not object to a brush 
which would be likely to result in the wiping out of an Abomey- 


nation. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 10, 1876. 
[Carroon.] 


TOO MUCH OF A CHANGE. 
Anp a Burizsave to Marcu. 


A cuterrarn to these islands bound 
Met on the way his brother, 

And said, “I'd give a silver pound 
For tidings of our mother. 

Oh, is she well,— that lady gay!— 
And is she blithe and merry ?” 

Young Connaught winked as if to say, 
“ Dear Albert Edward—very !”’ 


When Albert Edward got on shore, 
‘With filial fancies burning, 

He cried aloud, “I'll roam no more, 
For my mamma I’m yearning!” 

Too soon he saw the change she’d made, 
| And cried, “ By all that s shammy !— 

By all the tricks of Dizzy’s trade !— 
“I scarce knew my own mammy!”’ 
































“ From small beginnings great.events arise ;” and the best proof of 
this, and that poets do know now and again something about the 
affairs of earth, id shown in the fact that so small a person as Mr. C. E. 
Lewis, M.P. for Londonderry, should have been able to commence 
a discussion the end and aim of which was to bring into collision two 
such men as Mr. Lowe and Mr. Disraeli—and to succeed in his 
endeavour. It is sad to think that the pride all Englishmen feel in the 
generally gentlemanly behaviour of their Legislative Chambers should 
be imperilled just because some comparatively mental pigmy wishes 
to show how shocked he is at something said by an important person 
outside the House, which would have been of no account if said by 
himself, and which has really nothing to do with that House what- 
ever ; and so as to succeed in his object trades upon a personal feeling 
known to exist between the champions whom he so much wishes to 


bottom of a question, cannot at present see any harm in the new title. 
But that in no way compensates for the spectacle of a great, if some- 
what too impetuous speaker, a profound and original thinker, writh- 
ing under the rebuke of respectable middle-class mediocrity. There 
is something very ludicrous ab»ut the flights of oratory now and then 
attempted by people of this kind when they find themselves sure of 
good support and opposed to a foe whose opportunity is not yet to 
hand. . Lewis spoke of Mr. Gladstone as having ‘‘ condescended 
to the platform of the public press,’ which, if it meant anything, 


een ae ee ceeteneaeeentienetie see ee 


the Empress's English, good and conscientious Conservative though 
he be. But, aceepting what he said as what he intended to say, we 
may remind Mr. Lewis that there are condescensions of a nature 
different far from that of Mr. Gladstone, and:refer him to his ow waide 
for confirmation of the reminder. With regard to Mr. Disraeli’s 
ht, it was evident the opportunity was.too good to be missed, 

ially as the etiquette of the House permitted of no a: 

We are, of course, bound to accept the contradiction of the ord 
rumour, made in all solemn seriousness by the Premier. Mr. Lowe's 
subsequent honourable movement commends itself to everyone. Yet at 
the same time it does seem very strange that her Majesty should have 
persisted in this matter, though the country—held powerless for the 
moment by a Tory Majority which in no way represents either popular 
or its own opinion—has so strongly declared against it. The whole 
business of last Tuesday evening was a mistake, and is much to be 
regretted by the friends of order and decorum, whether Liberal or Con- 
servative; and it is well it ended where it did. But those who think 
it is ended for ever make a sad mistake, and so do we if the Member 
for London University does not succeed in extinguishing his small 
tormentor before long, and in being at least even with his political 


opponent. 


A’ WORD IN SEASON. 
“Tr is not always May” 
Was once a poet’s plaint ; 
I’m not a bard, and say, 
“ I’m jolly glad it ain't.” 





Curious, but True. 
Wax know a painter whose pulette has been destroyed, and yet. who 
retains his taste perfectly. 
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see in close conflict. Who cares to know—we ask this really for 
information, and not with any sarcastic intention—that Mr. Lewis 
was conscientious in his vote with the Ministry during the new dynasty 
discussion? It is, unfortunately, only too patent thata lot of very 
worthy gentlemen, whose thoughts require time to get to the 








meant that Mr. Lewis does not understand the use of certain forms of 
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IMPERIAL PROCLAMATION. 


A ScwraMinGe Farce. 


Scene: Trafalgar-square. Enter four-wheeled cab containing one 
Taumrster, two Suzrirrs, and a Town Ouerk. They uncab ang 
strike attitedes at the foot-of the Kenealy Column. 

Poricemam (who imagines that a street performance is imminent), 
Now then, you acrobacks, you can't perform ’ere, yer know. 

Trumpeter. All right, guv'nor. Ve'’re only a-going to perclaim 
the Queen Hempress 0’ ! 

Poticeman. I don't: know nothing about no Hempresses nor 
furriners in general, bat if you causes a crowd to kerlect I'll summon 

er. 

. First Suerirr. Crowd! Well, there isn’t one at present. 

Trumpeter, just blow your instrument. We must have somebody to 

hear the Proclamation. 

(TRUMPETER plays a few bars of “ Tommy make room for your Unele.” 
Rush of a Crossinc SwEerer and two LitTLE Girks with hoops to 
the monument.) 

Crossinc SweEper. Hullo, here’s the Kernealys again—hooray ! 

Szeonp Suexirry. Now, Mr. Town Clerk, when you've done 
fumbling in your pocket after that Proclamation, I shall be glad if 
you'll = it. ‘The wind cuts round this column enough to take your 
head off. 

Town CLERK (nervously, and witha bad cold). Dear be! I believe 
I’ve kfdidadome. (Suddenly inspired). Oh, do! all ride, here id is 
id my had. (Pulls out a paper.) No, thad isdn’t id. ‘Thad's a blay- 
bill. Oh, here id is in my bocket, afder all. 

Trumpeter. ShallI give’ema toon while you're a-clearing yer 
throat, sir ? 

Town Cierx. By all beads. 

(“* Pop goes the Weasel:”’ by the TrumPerER,) 


Town Cruzrx. NowTbready. Hum! “ Victoria by the—— ” 
Frrst Suesirr. Here, never mind the preliminaries. Cut it short. 
I’m catching my death standing here, and there’s nobody about. 
Town Cugsrk. Allright! ‘“ Whereas ad Act has bassed through 
Barliament which edables her Bost Gracious Badgesty to call herself 
dames, this is to give dotice that her Badgesty inteds to call herself 
Empress of Iddia, and to use that tidle od every possible occasion 
wherever id cad be lugged id. In the Ladin tongue the title will be 
Indizw Imperatrix, id the Gerbad tongue, Kaiserin von India, ad id 
the vulgar tongue, Hempress of Hindy, ad if you don’t lik id you cad 
lup id. God save the Queed. 
Suerirr. Now then, Trumpeter, blow a ilourish. 
TRUMPETER ‘who has been pressed into the service). Something like 
wot we calls the gents out to the half-past eight ’bus, will that do? 
Suerirr. Anything, only blowit. Be quick! 
(Trumpeter calls the gents to the haif-past eight ’bus.) 
Szconp Suexirr (to crowd of three). Now, then, fellow citizens, 
three cheers for the Empress. Hip, hip—— 
Lirriz Girt (with hoop), Hooray! (To Sisrszr.) 
Sally. P’r’aps they’re going to perform again higher up. 
_Crossine Sweeper (to Seconp Suenirr). I say, guv’nor, if you'll 
give usa joey I ken take yer up a court near here where yer can make 
a ’atfol o' coppers. All the horgins does proper up there. 
_Powtceman. (who still has doubts.) Now, then, if you're finished 
p’raps you'll move on. I can’tstop here all day, yer know, and if you 
b a-sellin’ pusses or pills arter I’ve warned yer—— 
HExIFP. Don't bea fool, man: We're the Sheriffs of London and 
Middlesex. 
Bystsnpgr. You're hawking a pill about, for all that. 
Town Cierx. Wad does he bead ? 
Bysranper. Why, you're hawking the Queen’s new title about, 
and that’s the bitterest pill John Bull's had to swallow for many a day. 
Fixst Suzrirr (to his assistants). Now, then, jump in. We cant 
lower ourselves by arguing with the populace. 
Taumpetsr. Certainly not. (They recad.) 
Canman. Vere to, yer Imperial Royalitics ? 
Seconp SuHerirr. Brentford, and put us down somewhere where 
there’s nobody about. (&zit cad.) 
Our-sives. And in this glorious fashion were the first days of 
Casarism celebrated by the Imperial officials. 













































































































Come on, 













Sal-vages. 


_ Faom some evidence given before the Select Committee appointed t° 
inquire into the constitution of the Metropolitan Fire Brigade, ! 
sopeme that the firemen are but poorly paid. Most of these men are 
with families, and have to tackle “the devouri'§ 
element” as energetically at home as. abroad. We trust in their — 
demand for increased pay they may not have to do what they rarely 40 
professionally—axe in vain. Society hose them much. 
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MY TALE. a CHAPTER III. 
"VE suffered from the di 6 sorceressi@ poverty made Algy ve i— 
since I tumbled a He gave herall his t im ay—e7 rythlng bo had— 
of bed; Reserving not a:tittle or a farthing for his keep : 
I'm angry withithe universe He meant to-eara his living as aa ordinary sweep. 
ev —lI'm stuffy-inithe head : But Pamela, the sorceress, as generous as he, 
“The sun to change ‘the dul- Declared, with tearful gratitude, that this should never be ! 






mess of ‘the morning And —— secretly to somedar-distant part, 


“ ~mouldn't lend ee — anes of devetedness of hoxrt ! 
edOne-ray: if you implored him en allt er Characters, without excepting one, 
(and Q vmouidn’t «cen. That Algy ‘shouldn't suffer for the deed that he had done, 
desoend). Determined to disguise themselvesas Algernen, and die, 
‘The atmosphere's ..cleotrical Which raises one's-estecm for humen nature wery high. 

and presses onthe brain, But when those moble devotees were-waiting to be tried, 

; And surfaces are clammy and They happily discovered Mr. ‘P. had never died ; 

‘ the clonds are full. of And all was joy and virtue, and I'd dearly like te dwell 
= On this-enchan:ing topio—but I know so wery well 


‘Train 

YRer-my especial punishment—they wouldn't apare a 
“if-you offered them:a fortune (which they: needn't tia Tvwill). 
‘Zifeel\that misanthropical, my pipe’s of no avail 
esoothe my ruffled feelings—and I have tovwrite a tale. 
erent classes:in their serdidnese.and vioe ; 

ye ‘the-aristoeracy are anything but nice ! 

(*Phevbanner:df my irony and malice is unfarled— 

T'llishow ‘there's not.an estimable person. inthe world ! 


CHAPTER I. 
Lord. de Robinson (a renegade, a-scamp— 
A perjured, hondriac, a welcher,and a:tramp) 


Had: murdere: Mr. ‘Peterkins (a Mermon:ini disguise ; 

A-villain it:were perfect adulation:to:despise). 

Now. had done it in fulfilment of an:oath 

Of Jeremy, joiner(who was wickeder than beth) ; 

And Pamela:(a sorceress, a vagrant; and acrone), 

Was trackingidown the murderer for reasons of her own : 

While Emily;my heroine (a mercenary fright), 

To gratify hemavarice, was aiding in. his fight. 

I may as wellkinform you,oneé forall, I don’t intend 

To have a deeent personin my tale, from end to end : 

And though ithe leading eharacters above described by me 

Were infinitely wicked, and as ugly as can be, 

While perfectly disgusting was the way that they behaved— 

My secondary characters were equally depraved ; 

My hero's valet, ‘l‘ommus, was a man of many crimes, 

And Adelaide, the waiting-maid, had married seven times ; 

To bring in all her husbands in the story I'll contrive 

(They all of them were murderers, and all of'them alive). 
* * * * & 

Now somehow I am happier.and less inclined to pout— 

I have a kind of notion that the sun is coming out ; 

The atmosphere’s becoming less electrical by far, 

And somebody has given me a beautiful cigar. 

I'm tolerably certain it is going to be fine— 

By Jingo! ‘There’s the sun again! I'll take a glass of wine! 


CHAPTER II. 


In ordinary justice, I confess I’m bound to say 
That Algernon de Robinson had one redeeming trait 
‘Which filled his whole economy, subduing ev'ry part ;— 
This great redeeming quality was tenderness of heart ; 
And, spite of all his errors, I am positive that he 
‘Was eminently sorry he had murdered Mr. P. 
T fear that I was guilty, when this story I began, 
Of- wrongfully maligning the assassinated man. 
‘The little common errors of humanity he had 
pmanity is-weak, but not invariably bad) ; 
joiner was eccentrie—not a sanguinary churl, 
And ‘Emily was certainly a decent sort of girl ; 
_And'though my other characters are loaded with abuse, 
Their-weaknesses admitted of an ocean of excuse. 
"The chambermaid had admirable qualities —and then 
Her husbands were remarkably domesticated men ; 
The valet was a comfortable fellow in the main, 
The sorceress magnanimous, obliging, and urbane. 
* s 


° © 
‘Now Pheebus has admitted that he doesn’t see the use 
Of hiding his effulgence, and is shining like the Deuce! 

ot one unwelcome cumulus the dome of azure mars— 
t gentleman has given me a box of those cigars ! 
The atmosphere is singularly beautiful and clear— 
I never felt 20 jolly in the whole of my career! 
dote humanity—I do!—I’m quite benign— 





That any farther incidents would only.serve to mar 

The bliss of a'l my characters—I'll.leave'them as they are. 
-ean't, however, check my inclination to declare 

Hemanity's a singularly beautiful affsir ! 





THEATRICAL ZVENTS (OF THE | FUTURE). 


In consequence of the sudden indisposition of theEarl of Blankshire, 
who was to have created the wicked ogre’s wife in the Drury Lane 
Pantomime, the Archbishop of Canterbury has undertaken the part. 

The Hon. Georgina Smith will be presented at the next Drawing. 
room on her promotion to tne front row of the Covent Garden Ballet. 

The Lord Chief Justice has taken the Alhambra from the Dowager 
Duchess of Yarmouth for a short season of Bouffe, and will open with 
one of his own adaptations from the Turkish. 

During the holidays the Premier will take a comedy company round 
the provinces. His leading stars are the Speaker and the wife of the 
Home Secretary. 

The Duke of Brompton has been ordered abroad for the benefit of 
his health. It is said that the refusal of his eldest son to take to the 
stage has much to do with his grace’s illness. 

There will be no performance at the Buckingham Palace Theatre on 
Saturday, as the members of the company will be in attendance on Her 
Imperial Majesty, who goes to Windsor for the night. 

A marriage is arranged between the Hon. Gerard Vavasour, scene- 
shifter at the Corinthian, and Lady Dollie Brabazon, the popular 
soubrette of “‘ The Little House on London Bridge.” 

One of the old common actors died Jast week in great distress. 
Before the stage was adopted as a profession by the aristocracy he was 
a leading tragedian at Drury Lane. The Hon. Frank Fitz-Poodle, 
who replaced him, frequently offered him a place in his stables, but 
the obstinate fellow preferred to die of starvation. 


——=—_—________===~=—_ 


A Flight of Fancy. 

Two convicts workir « near Plymouth tried to escape the other day 
“by means of the Da...” Being captured and brought back, they 
gave it as their unreserved opinion that the Dart may be all very well 
in its way, but by keeping less to it than their pursuers they now 
found themselves in Dart more. Which by this would seem to be a 


paradox as well as a prison. 


‘© Watts Up!”’ 


Mr. Cooxeg, of Clerkenwell, has put his foot down upon a fetish. 
He explains that dogs don’t deserve destruction simply because they 
bite. He has evidently been studying Dr. Watts, and therefore knows 
exactly Watts right and proper. As he himself, or somebody else, 


said at the time, or subsequently, if not before, “ That's Watts the 


matter !”’ 


upon : 
T'll treat myself, with pleasure, to another glass of wine. 
\ 
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R.A.AL HIGH ART. 


Mr. Brownstudy :—“ Ucn! very poor; I pon’r LIKE THAT PICTURE AT ALL—DO you?” 
Mrs. B. :—“ Ou Es, MY DEAR; YOU KNOW THAT'S BY MILLEIGHTON San CALDERPETT, THE GREAT R.A.!” 
Mr. B. :—“ Ou, 18 rr? An—n’M—WELL, IT—— IT is FINE—VERY FINE INDEED!” 











NURSERY RHYMES FOR NOW-A-DAY TIMES. How Ws Marseniry Now. 
Hush-a-bye, baby, mammi’s at the Rin 
How Ws PREMIER Now. Here is some milk for the by to cr 

Hvsu-a-bye, Dizzy, up in the tkies, | If it is sewaged the baby die 
On his majority now he relies ; . . Then mammy will take eff her Plimpton’s and ory. 
Wait till elections his partisans floor, 
Down will come Dizzy to reason once more. 

ew <n Sea till A THOReUGHL saline ub pins els that among 

; ; : x worthy correspondent informs us 
ae Soe eee ey a oer unreported May Meetings have been, or are te be, the following :— 
The Bankruptcy Court enjoyed the sport, Mr. John = with Miss Lydia Becker, in order that the former | 

ASA the Khedive Went afhée Wiiee ‘este. might excuse recent opposition to the Women’s Disabilities 


Removal Bill; an enormous gathering of female advocates of Women's 


| 
| 


ae 


He affected crooked answers, and he walled fo crooked ways. 


How Ws Taxation Now. Rights, to concert measures for the political extinction of Mr. 
Deedle deedle dumpling—poor old John, Smollett; the author of Wrinkles, not a tale of any Time, with the | 
Northcote took his Income-tax and put a penny on. manager of the Honolulu Theatre Royal to settle terms fer a transla- 
aoe Lowe would take it off, Northcote put it on, tion; Sir Stafford Northcote with the Anti-Income-Tax League, 
Deedle deedle dumpling—poor old John! to wish each other success; Mr. Disraeli with his companicns of the 
How Ws Asian Mysreny Now. Dera: ce Soe together prior to introducing a Bill giving a 
There was & crooked isllow, and:-be wore s crooked tile, Zepindeocles of the British Orowa, wach, tithe to" bo ‘umulative, and 
He made a crooked measure to enforce a crooked style. et weer Pe: SRG: eee '90 f tive 
He had a crooked who trembled at his gaze, a geometrical proportion with every inch of Conserv 
How We Apmraatry Now. | Il a tort. 
There was a big fellow who ruled the sea, A PRovINcIAL professor in announcing his lecture on geology for 
Be wi © mere os cies the ene ae a that. “‘he will coaae repeat and teach the gre 
uestion os og - "3? e 
He got in s temper and pulled his nose. , ey oe &c, If this is not taught-ology we shoul 
How Ws Parsenity Now. 
nw th pr at papa is in town Delicate Love. 
Watchin - ee ee ,_ Aa Sostion of the heart is superior to most affections, bul many 
When mon ver refuses to is fai i ing to a bron 
will the baby’s aie” ee meet his fair one by moonlight owing 
ia 
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THE RETURN OF THE WANDERER, 


HIS WONDER. 


Prince Imperial of India and Wales: —“IT IS—IT ISN’'T—IT CANNOT BE—MY MA!” 
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MAY. | 


Now, April, the fitful (whose showers 
Resemble a girl's dewy tears), 

Has vanished; and:lo! decked with flowers, 
Its blushing successor appears ! 

And though'no& poetic invention 
Assiste'in adorning his lay, 

Permit your admirer to mention, 

You're welcome, Miss May ! 
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Your coming has often been greeted 
By lyrics which ever will live. 

(Some poets, whom fortune has cheated, 
Have little but lyrics to give.) 

I’m aware, dear, that Z’m not a:poet, 
And haven’t of genius a ray, 

But I’m partial to you and you know it, NY aa 

You rosy-lipped May ! ‘da 


Young-lovers ate fond of the Maytime, | 

For strolls then the weather allows: 

\ And, happy as schoolboys in playtime, 
They trustfully whisper their vows. 

The season seems shedding a glow on 
Their hopes—so with little delay, 

They talk of their future and so on— 

And glory in May! 


7 


U 
{ 
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Fair month, for the favours you grant us, 
The sunshine and rose-buds you bring, 
We thank you—in fact, you enchant us— 

We love you, O siren of spring! 
Like a maiden, true-hearted and tender, 
You cheer us along on our way : 
No-wonder such homage we render, 
And welcome you, May! , 


A Proclamation! 


Weare authorised to contradict the report that 
during:the present Premier’s tenure of office Downing- 
street will be known as Downy-street. Mr. Disraeli has 
been unable to find any passage in Mavor’s spelling- 
book which would justify the change, and the Czar, 
through the Duke of Edinburgh, has politely declined 
to be frightened any more. 





Dignity 
—_—— Dignity 


Tug Minister oF THE InTERIOR.—The Chef de Cuisine. | 


A REPORTED CASE OF ORIGINALITY. 
_Txosz who are curious in such matters, or who profess to see a 
den meaning in everything, may have noted and commented in 
their own minds upon the manner in which the respective speakers 
were received by their hearers at the recent Royal Academy banquet. 
The Times, with its usual discrimination and special: knowledge, tells us 
that the President was ‘loudly cheered,” that the Duke of Cam- 
bridge was.“ loudly cheered,” that Mr. Ward: Hunt was “ cheered,” 
Mr. Disraeli was “received with much applause,” that Mr. 
ude was ‘: ” that Sir James Paget was “cheered,” that 
the Lord Mayor was “cheered,” that Lieutenant Cameron was 
i, cheered,” that the Lord Chancellor was ‘received with 
loud cheers,” and that the President (on rising to respond for the 
home of art) was “ received with loud cheers.” It is proposed that a 
prize medal, a pound of bacon, ora portrait by Sir Francis Grant, 
bestowed on whoever can give the exact values which these | 
rent styles of reception bear not only to each other but among | 

es. We think after these distinctions it was peculiar indeed 
for the Times on the day following its report to complain that Mr. 
i had in his speech given English artists credit for nothing 

er than originality in their profession. Originality should be 

Gear irdeed to such an artist as that Zimes reporter, who took occasion 
in his report to state that he was there. Though it would have been 
still more original of him if he hadn’t been; unless, indeed, he is an 

Irishman and a bird, as well as a Times reporter. 








Following the Thread. 
A Busyzopy is anxious that Cleopatra’s needle should be brought 
over to the Thames Embankment. We imagined the ancient 
object was already in our midst, for the other day we heard a gentle- 
oo » in Egypt and her bonds exclaim that ‘‘he’d got the 
needle.” Perhaps it wasn't Cleopatra's though. 
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:— Dip I sge you T¥RN YOUR NOSE UP AT ME?” 

Impudence :—“ Don’t KNow, I’m sure!” 

:—“ Did vou TURN IT uP?” 

Impudence :—“ War, I TRIED, AND you MAKE ME THINK I svOoEDED!” 
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A QUESTIONABLE SUCCESS. 


BEWILDERED. 


Ha sat him down b-side the stream and flung his hat away 
(I noticed that his face was young, his hair a recent grey) : 
He pulled.a paper from his breast and slowly read it through, 
Then beat himself about the head and tore his coat in two. 


“They cannot both be wrong,”’ he cried ; “ but which of them is right ? 
Here’s Selborne swears a thing is black, while Cairns will have it white. 
[ really don’t know what:to think—it must be one, of course.’’ 

Again he read the paper through beside that limpid source. 


“ T hold with Selborne, black is black—so far the thing is plain ; 
But Cairns so clearly proves him wrong !—be still, my weary brain ! 
This question really goes beyond the ordinary mind.” 

That night he wisely drowned himeelf and left his doubts behind. 


TN PT 


Ceesar’s Frown. 

A “spgctaL,” describing the scene of the recent review at Aldershot, 
says ;—‘ The grim eminence of Cesar’s Camp sternly wrinkles its 
gnarled brow, and will not relax when a watery sunbeam flickers fit- 
fully on its front.” Weare surprised that anything belonging to 
Caosar should have wrin\!ed its brow in the presence of the august 
representative of C:esarism, and on the first day of her assumption of 
the Imperial purple. Perhaps, though, he showed his wrin'les that 
his successor might accept one from him. A military review was in 
that case peculiarly appropriate to the circumstance. 





What neckst P 
Wuen a pretty girl around your neck entwines her dimpled arms, 
and you contemplate with rapture her innumerable charms: softly 
murmur and invite her to embrace yon once aguin, sty you're giad 
that she is Augly, but rejoice she isn’t plain ! 
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FUN. 


A RUM CUSTOMER. 


Ia left complete. (Exit Mariner.) 


THE CONFIDENCE DODGE AGAIN. 

Tunez seedy looking foreigners, giving their names as Sultanturki 
Keydiver, oad Peruguano, were charged at the Police-court yesterday 
with defrauding an old gentleman, named Bull, of a large sum of 
. The prosecutor, who seemed a very innocent old gentleman, 
cae that he was in a well-known public-house in the City when 
some men, who had since been proved to be confederates of the 
prisoners, surrounded him and offered to try his confidence in them. 
‘They asked him to trust them for a short time with a bundle of bank 
notes, and they would give him from seven to ten per cent. interest on 
the amount as a soa Thinking they were respectable men he did 
so, and they went away. As he had seen neither his bank notes nor 
his interest since, he had communicated with the police, who had traced 
the stolen preney the three persons now in custody. The magis- 
trate remarked the matter was out of his jurisdiction and he 
could not deal with it. He felt, hewever, that Mr. Bull richly 
deserved to lose his money. When an ignorant yokel was defrauded 
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“‘New move on, will yer.” 


of a few pounds in a similar manner men like the complainant lifted 
up their eyes with astonishment at such gullibility, and yet they were 
quite as ready to fall into the trap of the first swindler who talked in 
big figures. He should dismiss the case, but he instructed the police 
to keep an eye on the public-house in the City where it was well known 
that foolish men were robbed daily to a very large amount. 


A-VERSION. 
Unorartervt is the poet’s art, 
The master heeds its slightest whim, 
To find, howe’er he plays his part, 
Each verse he writes a verse from him. 


Wear is the Man. 
We heard of a man declaring the other day that he had worn 
spectacles, on and off, all his life. On and off! Pooh! 
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THE ROYAL ACADEMY EXHIBITION. 


By Ovr Own Ass-soctrartr. 


Szconp ScRAMBLE. 
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uninfluenced by eloquence. But 
ow 


and 
one a profound secret, and as such I confide it to my readers, 
the additional informatien that artists whose pictures are on the 
walls'and sufficiently popular to attract the public, 

es' of ‘sufficient position and importance 
autocrats of art, are now and then allowed to help the gentlemen of 


lower 


It is in Gallery No. III. that the banquet is annually holden; it 
wason the threshold of this the most mous | 
week; and now with a glance of regard at Nicol's Storm 


paused last 
at Seq?’ 


hunger. It would be as 


Academy, nyiis 
- Side—outside 
“in Pieca 





esses 





iP read the report of the 


that mighty organ contains only the’ names of one critic and 
one reporter—those of that organ. 

. There were other critics and other reporters there; but 
not as these. Not at the table eating good things and drinking 
choice wines sit the representatives of the common press of 
England, when R.A.’s assemble to do themselves and art honour; 
onlytoo glad are such rank old files of journalism to get an 
occasional chance as waiters or carvers, or with gr 
as bottle-holders; and if they envy their more fortunate brethren of 
the-upper press while the dinner is going on, they are much more 
jovial'as'they devour the remains in the kitchen unawed by etiquette 


re with the plates and 
e 


(152), I am glad to recommence. 
” (156) of another Associate, Mr. 
anything but the apothecary of Shakespeare, 
: on a the “sweet Swan Be eo 7 

ce between the pale thoughtfu 
haggardness which comes of persistent poverty and ever 


Arehbishop:Manning or Father Newman and call it “ Portrait of a 
uaa, mato in-Colney Hatch.” Except for its title, 

The place of honour in “0 

océupied by a»picture which, 
merit is Sonsesasd, might just as well have been hung out- 
the* building altogether. 
dilly it might give maby 


| rer pause; what purpose it serves where it is 1 : 
discover. But it is the work of an R.A., and if concerns R.A.’5— 






FUN. 
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mayhap its purpose is to show that “the Master Car ter an 

Head Beadle” do not have it all their own way after all. The ce 
of this gigantic effort of genius is “ Selecting Pictures for the Royal 
Academy Exhibition” (160), and the painter is Mr. Cope, who, being 
an R.A., has through many years beem“‘in the know ” of a secret, now 
by his meanssdivulged, compared with which mine was but as a 
shadow to thesumiat moonday. Above Mr. 
































































RACIOUS ME! Yes, 
that’s the honour I have 
just had conferred for the 


nsti hangs, in wh 

Forty “oo nts a almost be-eonsidered the second place of vantage, “ The Hop Gardens 
said it would be a a of England” (161), the work of a young:man- called Lawson, whose 
forme.to borrow an aL taste would show-him to have no: connection with his namesake, the 
sparable lustre from Se ~ | cold-water “cure” and Member of Parliament: The most noticeable 
so they created a 5 ecial thing to me in this picture is that it was:semtvinlast year—and rent 
and ° appropriate title f back again. : ives will therefore possibly shudder when they 
my behoof and the are — that this proof ofa liberal reaction looked down on their Ministry 
of accurate art-criticism. i. the recentvfeast. Close by is am: historical paimting by an 


historical hand, .Sit John Gilbert, “ Richard If. Resigning the Crown 
to Bolingbroke” '(165).. I am not goimg to critibise- this picture—I 
admire it toommuch to attempt to do justice to itn the very small 
space at my command: When the:Editorof this paper awakeneto a 
full. sense:of the:importamce:of“art criticism, and. issues a «special 
Academy number and a double supplement to boot; theny Sir John, 
your merits shall be dilated upom eee columns*high with 
encomium:. Thecsight of Mr. eo“ My Duty towards my 
Neighbour” (169fintroduces a | is the critie’s duty 
- aan cee eg he becomes am artist.and an exhibitoras well ; 

ut the appropri nging of a-very nearand ly duty-elaimin 
neighbour, ‘“‘Ohiisaw ye: Bonny Leslie?” GIy by Mrs deeawee 
diverts my thoughts, and.makes me wonder whether the» Hanging 

Committee have at last-discovered the dim perspective of a joke! 

_“* Batithis,” whispers‘Conscience—who knows if'I don’t getalong a 
littlefaster several worthy artists will lose-their chance of celebrity — 
‘this isslow: Cut along, there’sa good fellow!” And asConscience 
1s: nowadaysentrusted with an editorial salary, I do cut.along, but am 
soon brought up by Mr.: Poole’s ‘‘ Meeting of Oberon: and: Titania ” 
(175), a work of mist and. mystery; and no one, in however much of 
a hurry, could help staying to admire Edwin Hayes's “ Fishing T¥awlers 
Returnimg:to Port” (176), a combination of art and nature most 
delicious: to behold: Art: of* quite’ amether kind—of the art- 
ificial-kind so-dear to the.traditions of the Academy as represented by 
Academicians* is shown amthe** King Lear Disinheriting Cordelia ’’ 
(189) of Mr. Herbert; and there is a somewhat unfortunate consistency 
about several kindred painters’ works to be found here. I need 
not attempt to define what the “ Portrait of a Gentleman’’ (200), 
by Mr. Knight, is like, and if other portraits are more taking to the 
eye is it not rather a pity that art of a higher kind should suffer for 
their sake? Mr. Elmore seems:to have a queer notion of stern-faced 
men, judged by his illustration to ‘‘ Eugene Aram’”’ (201). They 
seem to look upon the matter in the way of a huge joke, and ‘to be 
actually going at the knees with suppressed risibility. Mr. Orchard- 
son shows in “ Flotsam and Jetsam” (208) that he knows the accurate 
movement of the humana form divine, and doesn't care to make it take 
up crutches on his canvas. He must be more deferential, though, if 
he’ expects or requires further promotion. Another sea-piece is 
Hook's *‘ Crabbers” (235), with which not even the far-est seeing or 
sea-faringest critic could be “crabbed.” But this is no place for 
punning. The ill-timed jest dies away upon the lips when one takes 
his stand before Mr. Leighton’s great big-— great and big, if you 
please, sir—painting of “The Daphnephoria” (241). Go, gentle 
reader, and judge for yourself of an “exhibit” which in my 
eyes is of itself sufficient to make lasting fame for the mind that 
conceived, the hand that executed it—which alone compensates for 
heaps of rubbish stuck upon the walls by those who know their 
rights and are the last to be ousted by modest uncomplaining merit. 
A most noble specimen of a noble art’s most noble phase, Mr. F. 
Leighton, R.A.! I have a vivid notion of some faults in the execution, 
but as I cannot express all I think of the picture’s merits, I am glad 
to let my small censure go unsaid. Mr. Millais’s “ Mrs. Sebastian 
Schlesinger” (248) is one of this great artist’s happiest efforts in the 
way of portraiture; and Alma-Tadema’s “‘ Audience at Agrippa's” 
(249) is, if small, a study full of pleasurable feeling and artistic 
excellence. Still next door (250) is Mr. Frith’s “Scene from the 
Vicar of Wakefield.” Here isa trinity of talent, round which con- 
noisseurs should indeed cluster. ; 

Extended as my sojourn has been in the Banquet-hall, I know 
many gems have been missed, or passed by reluctantly without 
comment; and as I throw away my stump of pencil, fold up my 
catalogue, and pass out into the world of ordinary life and sober 
reality, I feel more intimately than ever the power of the proverb, 
Ars longa, vita brevis. 


Of course I am singularly 
proud of the distinction, 
particularly as it was ac- 
companied by a ticket for 
the outside of the show on 
all future press-view days, 
and a gracious permission 
to pay on every occasion: 
when the home of art, the 
halls of Burlington and 
brilliancy, are open to the 
British public. But a 
truce to so much about 
myself; my duty is to 
criticise, and with thew 
remark that  criticismy 
when properly performedy: 
is the essence of civilisa~ 
tion, and that critics are 
the ’pike-keepers of the 
road to immortality, I will 
get to work. I should 
like to correct a slight 
misapprehension which 
might otherwise exist in 
the minds of those who 


Academy banquet in the 
‘leading journal.” The 
presumably complete list 
of the guests published in 


This is right, and yet is 


eat good luck 


this is, and has been fora very 
but who are not 
to mix with the 


dishes. But hush! I must 


famous of a famous suite I 


Close by is “The 
Marks. This is, however 
and the accompanying’ 
but serves to point the 
1 cast of asceticism and study 


fair to take a photograph of 





the work is 
room, and:indeed in the 
so far as its artistic and 











An Eye Opener. — 

Tue post of surgeon-oculist-to the Queen is vacant. Dy all means 
let it be filled up at once. Anyone who would open her Majesty's 
eyes to the result of Conservative juggling with her name wonld 


deserve well of the country. 





Perhaps if it were hung on 
a too-aspiring young 
is now I am at a loss 













KNOCKING HIM DIZZY. 


“Ban, HAVING GOT HIS OPPONENT IN A DIFFICULTY, LANDED SEVERAL 
TIMES WITH GREAT RAPIDITY AND EFFECT.’ —Eztract from Reports of the recent 


Great Fight at St. Stephen's. 








COMPRESSED PARLIAMENT. 


Mz. Lewis.—I hate Lowe ever since he made me look foolish last 
year. I'll give Disraeli a chance of insulting him in the House. 
Here, Mr. Speaker, how about that dinner at Retford? AndI move 
for the return of all Privy Councillors who wore paper collars. 

Mr. Lows. — Lewis is a nobody, and I treat him with silent 
contempt. | 

Me. Disrazxi.— Lowe is a very bad man; he makes the countr 
laugh at me, so he is no gentleman. (Shrieks.) His conduct is 
shameful. a He’s no business to say I'm a pliant courtier. 
( Weeps.) e Queen told me to tell him-——. 

sy fata ba 
_ +HB Spgaker.—If anyone else introduces the name of Her Majes 
it is out of order, but Mr. Disraeli may do as he likes. Go ig i 
Disraeli. (Mr. Lowe laughs, and, finding the debate dull, goes home.) 


Diczarming War. 


Tue Parisian papers announce that before the end of May the Czar 
of Russia will affirm that the peace of Europe must not he! hited in 
doubt. This affirmation is to be made with a solemnity of a nature 
to dispel all distrust. If his Imperial Majesty wants to be peculiarly 
eee our Sheriffs and the Trafalgar-square Trumpeter are at 
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HESPERIDES. 


Who says the nymphs have passed away ? 
For me, whose footsteps daily stray 
To where Trafalgar’s fountains play 
(Like Whitehall clerks—as scandals say), 
I meet them almost every day, 

My Hesperids! 


Aiglé is first—divinely tall ; 
Hesperia next, demure and small ; 
Then Arethusa, least of all, 
Who still wears frocks, and plays at ball,— 
Three English girls, but these I call 
My Hesperids! 


Full oft they pass me, footing slow, 

In order staid, and comme-il-faut, 

Conversing stiffly as they go, 

In the sweet broken French of Bow, 

For Paris is to them “ unknowe,’— 
My Hesperids! 


And by them alway there doth stand 

A Dragon from a sister land, 

With aspect saccharine and bland, 

But “eye to threaten and command,” 

Who guards them from youth’s Mohock band— 
My Hesperids! 


And sometimes when the skies are fair, 

I almost think I’d almost dare 

To smile; but then that Gorgon stare— 

(She’s darbue like a mousquetaire !) 

And oh! if she should rend and tear 
My Hesperids! 
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Not Dexter-ous either. 


An advertisement respecting Temple Bar describes it 
as 2 “bar sinister.” In addition to the fact that there 
is no such thing in the world, heraldic or otherwise, as 
a ‘ bar sinister,’ unless it be in the minds of the vulgar 
and prejudiced, we are at a loss to understand howa 
thing can be on the left-hand side of the way which 
stretches right across the road. And also, how “ public 
progress” can be assisted by idiotic and generally inane 
utterances. 


A Crowning D’d. 


Ws note that the Crown Perfumery Company advertise a “ Collec- 
tion of Anglo-Indian Poems,’’ the result of an offer made by them of 
one hundred guineas to be divided among writers of the best poetic 
essay on the Prince of Wales's visit to India. Interesting as this is 
bound to be, we would ourselves rather see a collection of the worst 
efforts, as there would in them be a positive absence of anything like 
“dull mediocrity,” a quality nowadays a little too common, and much 
too persistent in its efforts. As it is, however, we are likely to see 4 
change in a good sound saying, and very genteel people may be pleased 
to know that through the efforts of the Crown Company princes as 
well as poems may be “ perfumed ”—instead of the other objectionable 
thing—“ with faint praise”’ to all futurity. 


‘¢O’er the Ferry.” 


A WEEKLY centemporary states that Mr. Ferrier gave a public 
reading the other day. Po our surprise the programme seems to 
have quite ignored the claims of Lord Ullin’s Daughter. Fancy 4 
Ferrier forgetting all about “the stormy water,” especially under 
the circumstances! This comes of building bridges,—and too much 
civilization ! 

Wuen is a drink architectural ?—When it’s a Bass relief. 
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WATERS QUININE WIN,’ 
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ANYTHING BUT WEALTHY. 


I never belonged to the covetous race 

Who hanker for glory and riches— 
Contented I’d be were I granted a place 

In one of Fame’s tiniest niches. 
But, lo! I need money to carry me through— 
I'm only receiving a limited “ screw.”’ 


| I don’t wish to emulate Croesus of old, 
Who, as classical legends inform us, 
Was never in need of a quantum of gold, 
His wealth being something enormous. 
But various things I’d endeavour to do, 
If I wasn’t receiving a limited “ screw.” 


For instance, I'd not be so seedily drest, 
But purchase respectable raiment : 
I'd buy mea residence up at the West— 
And duns shouldn’t clamour for payment. 
I'd visit the “‘ Pops” —and I'd lounge at the “ Zoo,” 
If I wasn’t receiving a limi'ed “ screw.” 


If Fortune would grant me a turn of the wheel 
I wouldn’t be penned in the City ; 

But deaf she remains to my earnest appeal, 
Bestowing no morsel of pity. 

1 reckon I'd take the shine out of a few 

Were I not in receipt of a limited “ screw.” 


The dearest of damsels (whose name I suppress) 
Adores me (at least, I believe so) ; 

But how can I ask her to share my distress ? 
I couldn’t the darling deceive so ! 

I'd marry her (bless her !) with little ado, 

But how can I wed on a limited “ screw ?” 


Oh, Fortune, you’re really as blind as a bat, 
Your tactics I view with misgiving ; 

You'll cause me, I fear, to go round with the hat, 
Like people who “ busk ” for a living. 

For what upon earth is a fellow to do, 

When he’s only receiving a limited “screw?” 


Meat and Drink. 


Tuomas Trp PLE, butcher, of Lynn, has gone to prison 
for sending diseased mutton to the London market. 
The meat was strong and the Tipple was weak. He 
got eight weaks for it. 




































ALL THE WILL, BUT NO WAY. 


Tue Sager of attempting to thoroughly change the conditions of, | 
and possib y to completely reconstruct, an important institution, | 
ore becoming acquainted with existing arrangements, was very con- 
qeaively shown the other night during the debate on the Royal 
any and its shortcomings. We are quite at one with Sir Charles 
to e, and think it is absolutely necessary something should be done 
avoid what will ultimately, if left unchecked, become a great public 
scandal and a crying shame. But how itis to be done is quite another 
matter, as the debate itself best shows. One gentleman thought that 
sh t is now necessary for the welfare of art is that the Academicians | 
ould put explanatory lettering on the pictures, while another, who 
pechape knows very little more, was prepared to go in at once and 
ch those who consider themselves best qualified as teachers. And 
Me it was that the calm wisdom and comprehensive judgment of 
- Gladstone showed itself to such advantage. We have quite 
et of lay members in kindred arrangements, don’t let us make 
paigcndemy far worse than it now is by the introduction of a body 
dich will bear even less relation to art than the Copyright Com- 
—m does to literature. Whatever the Academicians may do, or 
tever they may leave undone, they, at least, know what they are 
ut, and it is well not to have a change unless we have some reason 
eve the change will be an improvement as well. Criticism and 
finding are always much easier than remedy and redress. After 
: the greatest incentive in the world for an executive body to do 
atin the knowledge that its actions are subject to most searching 
eo m. And so we think that, for the present at all events, the | 
dilettan:, can do without any outside, and particularly without any | 
te, advice or assistance. | 





W. Advice Gratis. | 
tion, 3 making your Will be very careful, and write full instruc- 
if you wish the writefull heir to inherit. 





SS eenanmnainmmeensess a, 





™~" Young Smith :—‘“ RaTHER SUDDEN THAT, ABOUT JONES, ISN'T ITF 
AT SIX O'CLOCK THIS MORNING!”’ 

Old Brown :—“‘ Goop GRACIOUS, YOU DON'T say «£0! 
Wuy I MET HIM ONLY LAST NIGHT AND—AND—AND HE WAS ALIVE THEN!”’ 
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QUICK” 


WIT! 
Disp 


How f&HOCKING 
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‘“ BOOLONG.” 


“A large percentage of betting men and their clerks are now complied to 
reside permanently at Boulogne.”’— Daily paper. 


Tue wild waves beat on the lonely strand 
(Would I in Fleet-street now might roam), 
The sea birds hide near the cold grey land 
(Near Hyde Park Corner lies my home). 
Softly the breezes blow to the shore— 
(Oh for a blow-ter, red or white !) 
But every zephyr I vote a bore, 
For my heart is heavy as they are light. 


Soon I shall seek the table d’hile— 
(How I could dote on a “ bob” shrimp-t«a ) 
And stare at the menu I know by rote— 
(The stairs of Margit I fain would see ') 
I must eat and drink as best I may 
(I sigh for a May-day lark at Kew!) 
And live on the foreigners’ hash alway, 
For I am here in an awful sfew. 


A Queer Conjunction. 

A ccnripina Kenealyite informs an organ of the cause that 
in his opinion the name of Kenealy will be banded down to im- 
mortality with that of Shakespeare. To distinguish them, posterity 
must call one “The Immortal Bard,” and the other “ The Immcurtal 


Dis-bard.” 





| 


An Expensive Education. 
Tus Edinburgh School-board election has cost nearly fifteen 
hundred pounds. There seems to be a good deal more £ 8S. D. than 
A B C about infantile education just at present. 
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BUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 17, 1876. 
[Carroox. ] 


AFTER THE BATTLE. 


“Op birds.aremot to be t-with chaff, 
And neverrwith salt,” said Diz. 

He left his pereli with a lively laugh, 
And heewention his Tory biz. 

But Jamesremained, ani he pondered deep» 
On thehalf-success of his plan, 

And reasoned mmnehi’fore he sought his sleep: 
Did that eminentllawyer man. 


“ Ah, well,” sai@ihiey when he'd thoughititio’éx; 
“ Tv'agust.aswell'as it stands : 
Ive had my-say iasomething morey. 
And we howvhe drills his bandas 
They're obligedito follow where’er hedéada-—- 
Sea phopherd may lead his lambs. 
Butithe time'’é.not far-when we'll plucksuchiweeds,, 
Such 'thundering-Hébrew. shams!” 
' ei 
Everyone knowsthe amountofsuppressed risibilitycomtained within 
the four wallaof a court-of-law, and the amount of forceimparted tothe 
otherwise weakest joke by itseonneetion with a horsehair wig anda black 
gown, more particularly if the latter, be of silk. Peoplewho look coldly 
on the parenthiesis “(laughter)” when it appears in the papers little know 
how different is the utterance when fresh-fledged and:charged with the 
hidden humoristic influence which pervades the place, impalpable as 
“ nitrous oxidé gas,’ volatile as ozone, but powerful) asthe tornado. 
The essence of this: possession is often contained: im the ic 
words “Q.C.,”’ and) among those who exercise the mystic 
of compelling “ (laughter)’’ at will, by the most commonplace:and 
hackneyed of uttegances, standé;Mr. Hawkins. How, different: the 
name looks withoutthe magi¢finalé— how little likely the very ordinary 
humanity of the name is to create trembling at thie: knees:im an 
opposition witnessy, orrshrieks of “(laughter)” in am unm 
spectator. Tack om the awful’and lawful letters and 
lo! the change i#, ati once 
must be admitted*that’ sometimes even a Q.C. may be at fault; 
and difficult as it is to decide what is and what is not bad taste in a 
lawyer, when he is eminent andwith his law suit (i.e., his wig and 
gown) on, we think Mr. Hawkins, Q.C., has for once gone beyond 
himself and shown us what even “(/aughter)”’-loving spectators do 
not require. During the progress of a libel case in which the Secretary 
of the Subscription Betting Rooms at Newmarket was concerned, it 
was stated that the Bishop of Ely sometimes used the Rooms for 
charitable purposes. Then came Mr. Hawkins’s opportunity of dis- 
tinction, and he at once availed himself of it, and swooped down upon 
the chance of a joke like an eagle on its prey, or a poor-law guardian 
ona pauper. Referring to the remark about the Bishop, the Q.C. 
pulled himself together, looked round for applause, and said: “ He 
runs his Godly race there sometimes. (Laughter.)”” We have gone to 
th's length over what may appear to many a sorry as well as a trivial 
matter, use we take this to bea fair specimen of the legal joke, 
which when it hasa point at all is. more objectionable to the right- 
thinking than when it has not; because no ome can accuse us of over- 
squeamishness ; and because it is about'time to ask how much longer 
the present state of things is to continue, as well as to try and discover 
how much longer coarse innuendo and unfounded imputation are to be 
the chief weapons in cross-examination: We donot for a moment 
ongnene the knowledge that his jokelet offended the. susceptibilities of 
a large proportion of the public would have any effect upon Mr. 
Hawkins. But when very, great wits give off their. utterances for 
ublivation they might as well be correct in their analogies. Mr. 
awkins’s connection of ideas is entirely incorrect, as racing under no 
combination of circums‘ances can take place in a betting-house; and so 
his point is unpleasant and uncomfortable, his joke uncalled-for and 
absolutely unnecessary. What would be thought of a comic writer or 
a stage buffoon wh» dared to say such a thing as this, even if it were 
properly and artistically led up to? 





DILEEANA, 
From a Srupio. 
1:¢ Artist :—" Read Dilke's pitch-into the Academy?” 
2nd ditto :—‘‘ Yes; rather good.”’ 
Ist ditto —‘‘ He'd better leave ’em alone. Give ‘em plenty of rope 
they ll hang themselves,” 
3¢d ditto :—“* Then by all means don’t give,’em plenty of rope.” 





VeTERAN-ARY Sunexon.—The one at Chelsea Hospital. 


apparent and impressive: Buti it 


THE PRINCE AT PORTSMOUTH. 
A Versatm™ REeEporr. 
[Ow1ne to a press of business we sent our verbatim reporter to 


| Portsmouth instead of our graphic special. He has evidently followed 


his custom, and kept his ears open instead of his eyes. ] 

Scene: Portsmouth. Flags and evergreens everywhere. Bands playing 
all the time. Enter Prince and everybody else. Frape.ux and 
MarsuHatu photographing H.R H. in his first Imperial attitude. 
Parince. So this is England at last,ah! Bobra Wollah Geegeeboy 


Tiffin Rumsetjee. 
Warp Hunt (officially). Very Rum set, your Royal Highness, 


‘Ha! ha! 


Smart Cuitp (dressed as a naval angel). Oh, if you please, Sir 
Julius has fighted his way through the crowd, and they've fished up 
all the singers that were squeezed into the water, and we're waiting 


‘to sing the new national song. 


Paice. Oh, allright! Put the singers on the engine to dry, 
They can sing as we go up totown. Sir Julius can conduct from the 
tender. 

Disrazt1. Your Imperial Highness, as a distinguished foreigner 
who now for the first time sets his foot on this island—as the Prince 
Imperial of India—allow me—— 

Prince. All right, Ben. Any evening you're passing my place 
you drop in and give me the rest overa B. and S. You don’t mind 
obliging the family, I know. I wish you’d run up and see my two 
tigers have a porter or two before we start. 

— Steady, your Hizghness’s Imperiality; steady, 
please ! 

Corporation. Will youallow us to give your Ryle ’Iness a little 
Eastern sport, which has been got up regardless of expense. 

Enter drove of pigs. Prince.and suite dash after them in mad pursutt. 
Leading tradesmen let off squibs and crackers. Alhambra ballet and a 
troupe of nigger minstrels perform at intervals. Elephant from neigh- 
bouring circus stands on his head. Smali snake in glass bottle 
charmed by brass band. 

Prince (cutting off pig’s tail and sticking it in his hat). Excellent, 
"pon honour! Why, but for that jolly old Mayor at the corner, with 
an address sticking out of his coat tails, I should fancy I was in India 
still. Gwakwar Veddah Brahmin Goozerat. 

Eart SHAFTESBURY (from an adjoining coffee shop). How terribly 
he swears! Quite delightfully. wicked he’s got, really ! 

Pxincz. And now, my good people, if you will keep your offspring 
from the wheels of my carriage and take your dirty fingers off the new 
paint, we'll get away up to the station at once. Puggaree Sahib 
Pawnee Cheroot! [Exit Prince bowing to the police on duty. 

Porvutace. He looks well, Heaven bless him! Let us to the 
“‘ public” and there perform the national ceremony of thanksgiving. 

First WeEtcomER. Where was the Elephants, and Tigers, and 
Crokerdiles, and Sailor Jungs, and other animiles he were to bring? 

Ssconp Wricomer. Why, you didn’t expect he was going to make 
a circus of hisself, did yer ? 

First Weicomen. Well, I dun know. He might a-showed us 
some o’ them niggers and black dancing gals as he took out with him 
to amuse the Injuns. 

Szconp Weicomer. Oh, they’re all been sent to South Kensington 
for exhibition. 

Porice Sererant (suddenly). Hulloh! No rowthere! Here, Bugg, 
just fetch that elderly gent one over the nose, and knock him backerds 
through a shop front. 

Porvurace. Hoorab, here’s.a fight! I’m glad we come, after all, 
Bill, ain't you? (Generad joy at last.) 

Curran, 





Too Much of'a Strain. 


Amone the stories of animals which have been recently given off 
from the stock possessed by the daily papers is one of a camel which 
broke out of a menagerie, attacked a man, and “seizing his foot, 
gnawed the bone which forms the arch clean out.” The delicacy and 
subtlety of this operation is only excelled by the anatomical accuracy 
and. deep discrimination of the report. We believe the camel 
eventually swallowed the bone; the difficulty of the business now 1s 
to find anyone who can swallow. the camel. 





An Ernest (oh!) Critic. 


Sicnor Ernesto Rossi is the latest addition to the ranks of 
dramatic critics. He has been writing the column critiques in the 
leading daily papers which have recently appeared upon @ subject 
with which the Italian tragedian is thoroughly acquainted—the 
splendid acting of Ernesto Rossi. 
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least, 


Sn ‘And none shall say I’m like 


the throng ; 
On me all folk their eyes shall feast, 
Andsay, ‘ There goes une belle artiste 
Who blends all things of West and East, 
Who dares to do it though it’s wrong!’” 


But: oh, alas! and’ wirrasthrue ! 
‘Likewise and not forgetting dem! 
‘Belinda, trying all she knew, 
“Gould ne'er escape the common crew ; 
Whate’er she aid they all must do, 
And wouldn’t let her part from them. 


-Forgot she in her impulse dread 
"The. saw once uttered by a sage, 
“That; sure as woman’s born to wed, 
“She always follows where she’s led. 
Belinda’s'speed was soon outsped, 
And ‘cruel’? costume’s all the rage. 


OOOO 


CIVIC CONSIDERATION. 


‘A sommwuat tardy but none the less welcome compliment was 
| ide tow days eck itey the chief magistrate of the City of London 
B those vnepresetitatives of literature and journalism who make the 
imetropolis “their shome. Round a banquet spread in the Mansion 

‘were ranged men who have won and others who have-yet=to 
win—whoare steadily making their-way towards— the highest prizes 
btraprofession which has no defined‘ bounds, no royal charter, no 

ised honours, arid but the most scant legislative protettion, 
which is open to the forays and incursions ofall kinds of guerillas - 
skirmishers, yet-which is as a whole the most powerful engine in : 
State. “Which is in fact the representative ofthe public voice; an 
which, whether it is called by the more sounding title of Roeaaees or 
the lesser word journalism, is but the same profession of the pen 

e only difference in the*two branches, eweniiftthey are as beasehen 
toi beconsideréd'separateand distinct, lies intbhat literature nae: y 
eenverts fiction into fact, ‘while lism*oftty*too often m 
| extraordinary fittion. ~But whatever may’ be th | 
‘of these: two:means to one gredt- atid bensifieent-erid)itie-wellt - 

e the! occurrenee which brought ‘thecdhiéf, representati 
ese, a 

id-one e. R t eS 

froma thooe whorwere left-out in the cold, and-who in their _ —— 
no. gathering of the kind could be complete = - — 
i little airs of superiority to the world in genera ae anes 2 
ions of other writers in particular, the Lor ay ae 

tobe ‘eongratulated upon the show made by him, and ‘en a oe a 

which is alone sufficient answer to those who, failing 4 ¢ 

ban it i f the scorner. ; 
Not oy ao e the ‘presence of several pt 
we use the word illustrious in its best and — eed 
fense—should his lordship and his lordship s advisers ae 
© congratulation; they have to be thanked by all pro 
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EXATIOUS. veered.the virgin 
Of blonde ‘Belinda, blithe 

and gay: 
“* Henceforth,” said she, “I'l! 
A means to prove I’m not 
I’m not 


To what is what in our 


‘“All future time shal] see me 
In colours of contrasting 
No more shall Fashion make 


b + 
f Tl bwearwwhat! Txalonet think 


“T’ll be unique in dress at 


«himself. 


around what may be méta- |. 
\And-whatever howls may have gone |, 







































































men for steering clear of that curious element which claims to 
be of the Press because its uncle sold currant jam to one who 
lived by current journalism, “because its aunt lets rooms arid is 
thereby connected with letters, or because it is of literary tastes ‘and 
‘has brought itself by various mutations to believe that these mean 
literary abilities. This is the element which generally fastens oniand 
devours a large portion of the few privileges hterature possesses ; this 
is the elementwhich was happily absent from the Man-ion House,and 
which ean’tiunderstand how the place can ever survive the insult. It 
is well that once’ in-a way men ‘should be honoured whose work is 
widely known where-their names have never once been heard, whiléthe 
small fry, whose constant endeavour is to get their names in print, had 
for once to “stand down” and know their proper place. Obviously it 
was not possible to people the Egyptian Hall with celebrities, but 
perhaps the Lord Mayor did more than that. He seasoned those to 
whom fame is as nothing, who have more than they desire of it, with 
men well on the road to it, or still better, with the hard-working 
scribes who are really the heart and soul of English journalism, but 
whose names are seldom heard outside their several cflices, and who 
would he calléd “anonymons-scribblers”’’ by the great body éf loud- 
mouthed littérateurs to whom 'we have referred. And 80, ‘while 
thanking “the chief magistrate of the chiéf city in the world” cad ‘far 
as our small voice will-allow, for the compliment he has paid to‘#too 
much ignored profe-sion, we would’ like’ to’ thank him ‘still “mord for 
not having forgotten what a great literary light, whose mbother*once 
washed for Thomas Garlyle, cals journalism’s journeymen. | In 
which eategory’we are’only too proud to include ourselves. 


Se 


DOTS ‘AND LINES. 

Tue great Sea “Serpent——. ‘No, hang it! we can't get down to 

that level just yet. —Sir‘Salar-Jung has an interview with the Pope. 
“How two such apostles of Caste everemanaged taiget together without 
one having the other cast out taxes the'm \anoderate brain too 
much. Such a conjunction should’ forbéde the’end of the world—or 
of Conservatism. — Ipswich jury sit on-the body-of a man who had 
hanged himself. And then adjourned the inquest¢so that a pést- 
wortem examination might be held. They must be stronzly in favour 
of tthe ar cleennenciene a — mn question 2 
agitating thé turf world«asto' the legality of Trai soegrene 6 
Timesia shobked such thimgs can be, and Mr. Walter, Mi. 7 is going 
to inventappat nt self-aeting machine for the discovery and*abolition 
of toutsardhorse-watchers. “A reduction by taking‘a quantity. «May 
‘bo usedtas mouse-traps during’ the»winter. = Liverpool Town Council 
“expresses.a desire for more “water. Their liquor is. just .a-tvifle -too 
strong: as it stands. — Earl of Essex buries his wife in accordanee-with 
sanatory-arrangements. Ourewn Conservative says he objects to the 
sacred word’ Tory being 'in*any*way connected with such an affair, — 
Great moctlag btdibe  tpperial Family at Windsor. Carried unani- 
mously that, \as‘#itles «are now going about, the Queen's favourite 
ghillie be'raised tothe rank of Uld Brown Windsor; and be entitled 
tovearry two short cutties:on his coat of arms. (These are, of course, 
symbolical of royal returns.) — Mr. Butt refuses to vote with’ the 
Liberals. Except, of eourse, upon Liberal terms. 





Improper’ Overtures. 

‘A writer to the Times is righteously’ indignant because, at a reedht 
erformance of Tannhduser, an encore Was ted for the overture. 
f the system is to obtain, we shall have to Disraelize the present 

title of the music which precedes an opera, and call it the over-and- 


overture. 


a 


A Famous Toy. 

has presented a quantity of toys to the Hospital’ for 
en "The ie of England was not included in the pareal, 
as Master Benjamin Disraeli has not quite finished playing with ‘it 


Her Present Address, 

rporatioa of London reeently ‘ ‘to present Her 
ns, jeoky ohh an humble address.” While Her Majesty's letters 
geath her at Buckingham Palace, London, and the Castle, Windsor, 
we can't see ayy necessity f.r the City’s benevolence. 

Importeant, 

has communicated to foreign embassies its resolution to 

ae a viedee phir ve 20 per cent. A matter of import to the Porte 


bondholders. 


Vv ment cflices are 
S ne has discovered that nearly all our Gov ernme 
d a teat tn veutiiallias This acconnts for the frantic efforts which 
efic 


Government clerks so frequently make to raise the wind. 


\ 








ees 
“i tee = . 


; ol 


“i {2 S 


- =k 


aaa ig: a i 
pt BL i lg 
: aes = ae, YE 

=: = 


aioe] a?” 


Si i 


high 
Hs 


BEST PLATE LOOKING GLASS 
YY . at Do. 

PAM Lic or ———_—— - a - cnt Le. > =e eo es « 
mn half _——————- tus , 


RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


No. II. 











FZ ah ~~; 
a J 


A Le 
LALA 
FAL A 
SF A 


. Hi f Ni, 
V4 i y Ps V ifake tube 
oF | se i | Vy hg YY, 


' (a $ 4 Y 


[Pat tN td) if 
MLM AL, 
YUL, 
77 VD hr 7 At og C/o tty 4 
Ks Pos 7% Yb Lae Pp Spy CS, A “ 
Se ¢ ZU LP) Me) jy 
AS me Seen pe OO 
/ 


SST 
— Pats hi hep ¢ mg 
ng f yy Vie Yyy 


LE) LL 


ae / aS 3 y, VA Vig I, tC kf 
SS fii "24 4 


OP 


/ 
Nf, Vai 
\ 4, 
f /, YY ot M r 


Lf) UM ot yy ‘ 
Wii Wy WT ; 
Ne aay, 


/ 


ba iw 
& wv 
imX4 = 


, 


LD BIRD. 


A VERY O 


NOT TO BE CAUGHT WITH CHAFF—YET 





ee ne 





en rn eS seIsSanunabmmsonmenonemononecennnee sane 
on = > 
/ 


FUN 215 


May 17; 1876. ] 






















TO THE EDITOR OF FOUN. 


ad as I am to find that the Court has awarded a sum of 
money to the steward of the Lennie, Van Heydonck, in recognition of 
his bravery, I cannot help feeling that several other persons connected 
with the case have (though equally meritorious-and deserving) been 
unjustly and shamefully ignored. Sir, confident, that you will be 
only too glad to uphold the cause of right in thisumatter, 1 have taken 
the liberty of appealing to you. Now, sir, I ask, Why have all the 
other stewards of the Lennie been left out in the cold? Why have 
Von Hoydek, and Van Hoydeck, and Von Haydok, and Von Hoydock, 
aud Van Heydok, and several others (whose names appeared from 
time totime in the daily papers;,and who were all duly described as 
«steward of the Lennie”) been cold-shouldered ? Why shoulda’t 
each one-of them be rewarded with: £50? If they were all bond fide 
stewards, I say; sir, that grossinjustice has been committed! while, on 
the eink if they were mot, they must be impostors, sir! and, in 
that case, why aren’t theypumished for contempt of Court and perjury ? 
Besides, if all the various:perscns mentioned in the papers as stewards 
of the Lennie did really fill that office, there must have been at least 
threestewards to every mutinous seaman, and in that case there wasn’t 
any bravery to reward! ; 

The subject, sir, is. so puzzling that I must beg you to aid me in 
unravelling it: Surely, sur, it can’t be that the reporters are at the 
pottom: of all the mystery, through the anxiety of each one of them to 
invent: a steward of his own to prove that he didn’t copy from any 
other reporter! Every day makes me more anxious, sir, and so at last 
in despair I enclose my card, and awaiting an answer, am, sir, &., 

A Perriexep Citizen. 


Sir,—Gl 


AMONG THE SAVAGES. 
A Tate or A Mercuant Suir. 


“HERE pitched and tossed 
(—> about the main, 
ee “= 


Engaged upon commercial 
trips, 
The Emily Matilda Jane, 
The first of British mer- 
chant ships. 





The worthy skipper (though 
about 
As brave a man as well 
could live— 
A thorough seaman, out and 
out)— a 
Was. horribly inquisi- 
tive! 
And he had often heard relate, 
By men whom no suspicion mars, 
About the wild and savage state 
That marks the English merchant tars. 
They speak in ev'ry foreign tongue 
That e’er was known to human ken— 
There’s not an Englishman among 
The English merchant-sailor men ! 


The English tar is. black or brown, 
And carries:daggers in his fists, 

And always shoots:his skipper down 
When opportunity exists. 

He longed (that skipper) more and more— 
However much he risked his neck—- 


The savage regions to explore 
That lay. beneath his forward-deck. 


This mate was struck with wild surprise 
On hearing him relate his»plan 

Of going out to civilize 
The savage merchant-sailor mam. 

“My manly check wiih terror:pales!"" 
That mate responded. ‘ Bless my stars - 

I’ve heard such dreadful, dreadful tales 
About those savage English tars! . 

“ Their thirst:they frequently refresh 
With blood; I’ve heard explorers say ; 

AmdJor! they dine off human flesh 
Invariably, ev'ry day ! 

‘“‘ At’your resolve I can’t deseribe 
My agonising mental pain, 

For if you goamong the tribe 
You never will come back again! 


The skipper never trembled, nor 
Allowed his manly heart to quake ; 
But set him to preparing for 
The trip he was about to make. 


He took tobacco, rum, and snuff, 
And beads of every hue that strikes, 
And odds and ends of coloured stuff, 
And other things the savage likes. 


His officers were much distrest 
To see him go to meet his fate— 

He hugged his surgeon to his breast, 
And kissed his sobbing second-mate. 


His air was fearless and serene, 
As off he started with his store— 
No Evglishman had ever been 
Among those savages before ! 


He took his baubles in his hand 
And journeyed on without a check, 
Until he reached the savage land 
That lay beneath his forward-deck. 


With heart that knew not how to quail 
He heard the natives, one by one, 
Relating to the rest the tale 
Of all the murders they had done. 


Their satisfaction and their look 
Of self-complacency were great 
At having massacred a cook, 
Or shot a skipper or a mate! 
* * * a 


Abaft the mate and surgeom stood, 

And waited till their hearts were sore — 
They never looked upon their good 

But reckless captain any more. 


But gradually Rumour's tongue 

By little driblets brought the news, 
Those savages he'd gone among 

Had gaily made him into stews. 


And—though I cannot trust.my pen 
To say if this be true or not— 

Our English merchant-sailor men 
Don't seem an estimable lot! 





‘‘The Path of Glory——” 


A errt who had committed theft and was running away from 
justice, as represented by the police, jumped into the river; and a 
constable in the eagerness of the chase, forgetting he could not swim, 
jumped in after her. Both were drowned. As the policeman had 
only been in the Force two months this untoward result is ascribed to 
his misunderstanding his dutie:, and imagining he had to capture a 
thief at all risks. The zeal which so litera'ly outruns discretion is 
not likely to find much sympathy on our beat. One old Y's head to 
whom we applied for information ssid he thought “it would teach the 
young man better for the future.” This was, perhaps, a consequence 
of our own zeal as shown in giving the drink fir-t and asking the 


question afterwards. Verb. sap. 





Question? 
A PROVINCIAL paper, commenting on the factthat Higgs, the 
notorious defaulter, has just died in poverty in America, thinks the 
moral of the matter is that ‘‘ though a criminal may esea detection at 
the time, he will find it eventually impossible to avoid the inevitable. 
Profound periphery! What in the name of local self-government 
i k would be the good of an inevitable if it 


and provincial presswor 


might be served like that‘ 


| 
| 
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GOOD-BYE, MUSE! 


Apizv to my pens—to my ink—to my paper— 
The slaves that enslaved me to laugh me to scorn. 
Farewell tothe gas—to the oil—to the taper 
That beamed on my vigil from darkness to morn. 
Go, hang up my harp, like the mute one of Tara; 
No more shall it throb to my lyric or lay. 
The regions of rhyme are for me a Sahara, 
No more-to be trodden by night or by day. 


Oh, Muse! oh, my private particular dvar one: 
In vain did I single thee out from tlie Nine. 

Thou never wilt answer—thou never wilt hear one— 
I never can hope for ten minutes of thine. 

I seek not a gallop; I wish'but a canter ; 
Say, where, oh’ye Muses, can Pegasus be ? 

While bards’ by tne dozen can mount him instanter, 
He never stirs out of the stable for me. 


My wish was to carol but lightly and gaily ; 

To give to the crowd in:its moments of mirth 
Faint echoes of Praed-and of Butterfly Bayly, 

And flutter my wings pretty close to the earth. 
Oar txibe never aims for the brow of Parnassus, 

We seckino refreshing from Castaly’s rill ;— 
Unheeding the great who mount upward and pass us, 

We stop to play games at the foot of the hill. 


Farewell to ye, Muses! I quit your dominion. 
I leave it this minute, and leave it for good. 
Meanwhile I may state, as my settled opinion, 
That. none of ye treated me quite as ye should. 
Some trade or department of commerce I'll follow, 
And stick to the pounds and the shillings and pence ; 
And, if I say, Sic me servavit Apollo, 
"Tis meant in a strictly ironical sense. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


A composite programme, consisting of popular French and English 
ples interpreted by noless popular French and English actors, has been 
ound sufficiently attractive at the Princess’s to promise a continuance 
of*the arrangement, with, of course, frequent change, as necessity 
requires, in the bill. ‘To a West-end and therefore cultivated 
audience, and with a neighbouring population which consists of — 
The 
only ent we could suggest is that now and again the French 
rs and the English in the 
French. To see Messrs. Didier and Schey in Al’ for Her would be 
worth at least double the usual price, and considering the source of 
many of our new and original dramas and comedies, the English actors 
should not.-be so much’abroad in the foreign pieces as would at first 


nationalities, such an innovation is not unlikely to be acceptable. 


acto. ould appear in the English pieces, 


sight appear. 


Struck Oil, an American piece with its chief parts played by 
American artists, has managed to survive the somewhat cruel mauling 
ven to it by patriotic writers with pieces of their own, on its pro- 

uction at the Adelphi some two or three weeks since. If not as 
humorously pathetical as Rip Van Winkle, it must be remembered 
thaball.the world cannot call upon and command a Boucicault : and 

' the: Williamsons are Yankees, their piece is essentially 
ofa“ home-made” kind. Their acting is, though, of a very different 
order/and while. we can confidently speak of them as good, it is only 
the fault.of. their somewhat sorry vehicle which prevents our bursting 


into open and unbounded eulogy. 

Malle. Janauschek, having a her engagement at the Hay- 
market, a8 well as her mastery for the present of the English language, 
the house”’ has. been devoted to a series of “scratch ” perform- 
anesssometimes, with and sometimes without Miss Neilson, as well as 
sometlines: with and. sometimes without a large amount of popular 
* tag and support. A;-low fellow, given more to the use of slang 
mthe study of the wsthetic in histrionic art. was heard to say 
while passin that.the production of The Hunchback reminded him of 
& recent condition of the managiment. Whatever did he mean? é 
, ae of Mr. Collins’s drama at the aa es a — 

a burl with an exaggerated and cumbrous title, 18 nC 
yedat tha Olikrimgeanosss People who laugh at it are easily 
at what looks very lice the work of one of those smart young 
| friendaiare so anxious for them to come to: the front and 
public by storm. In this case, as in most others of the kind, 
seed content to leave the favour ofthis young mans 

frie 


thins Fae]: f ‘Shaftesbury and an influential body of 
eriment, the directors of the 


| a ctipeped din phiiauthropic exp branch a few days bears 
aa 

















pany opened a new ; 
As these tien are devoted to the promotion of 
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that his Royal Highness 
landed. 
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the cheap and the suppression of the nasty, as everything i 
g y; verything is arrange 

aoa best available as well as the most ec acmaeal Theos, and 2 
: e atendance-in-the-bill ani the gratuity-as-well-to-waiter abomina- 
2 as no place in the company’s programme, we think there will 

¢ many with us when we wish success to these cafés, so long as they 
really are what they profess to be—the People’s. ; 
With such a comprehensive title at the head of this artivle, it would 
seem unfair not to make mention of the great twenty-four hours’ 
match at the Agricultural Hall, especially as a sporting paper dignifies 
the transaction, inbig type, with the title of walking tournament.” 
I erhaps the writer will say it was only a facon de-parler—a turn he 
meant ! Such exhibitions as these are by no means pretty to look 
upon, especially when'viewed in open daylight and before the gaslight 
casts a garish glimmer onthe scene; and the English walkers having 
shown thatwith due notice they can eclipse anything in the way of 
American pedestrianism, the sooner such things as “* walking tourna- 
ments ” are consigned to oblivion the better. 

Miss Farren’s benefit at the Gaiety is fixed for to-morrow (Thurs- 
day) morning. As this is the first application ever mado by her dur- 
ing a fairly leogthyvand by no means unimportant career, we trust 
the “ bespeak’’ will be‘as successful as she herself can desire. 

Messrs. Maskelyneand:Cooke continue to attract a considerable 
share of popular attention ‘and regard. It is no stretch of fancy what- 
ever to say that thesegentlemen have done more to expose spiritualistic 
humbug and imposture than all the writers that ever put pen to paper, 
whether in the new world or in the old. 

We are pleased to hear that one of the successes of the season, The 
Great Divorce Case-at the Oriterion; is chiefly the work of Mr. Arthur 
Matthison. 

Dr. Leo Ross's Readings continue to attrac: public atteation—and 
deservedly. 







————————L 
JUDICIAL CONSCIENTIOUSNESS. 
EXAMPLBY 

In a recent dispute between next door neighbours in Jermyn-street, 
as to 2 nuisance said to be caused by a lift in one of the houses, Sir R 
Malins, after listening to counsel and conflicting evidence, said that 
“he would take Jermyn-street on his way.home and look«into the 
matter for himself.” : 

Vanrious Resvtts. 

Yesterday the Lord Chief Justice had a case before him in which it 
was alleged that a man had kicked his wife to death. The counsel 
for the defence urged that the boots which the accused wore were 
incapable of hurting a child. His lordship ordered them to be pro- 
duced in court, and, putting them on, kicked counsel to try the effect. 
After a few moments the latter expressed his determination to abandon 
that line of defence for ever. 

Last week a tramp was charged with sleeping ina brick-kiln. He 
pleaded that he couldn’t possibly have done any mischief. The 
magistrate adjourned the case in order to pass the night in a brick- 
kiln himself. When the case came on again his worship stated that, 
having incautiously smoked a cigar, he had set light to some straw ; he 
should therefore refuse to accept the prisoner's plea, and send him to 
prison for six months with hard labour. 

We have to record the death of Mr. Justice Cate under very pain- 
ful circumstances. Having a case before him lass’ week in which 
medical witnesses disputed the power of arsenic to poison a man, the 
learned judge went home and took a dose in order to settle the point. 
The funeral takes pluce on Saturday. 





‘“To What Base Uses——” 

A mitp name for a basso profundo is thet of “‘ Signor Broccolini ”— 
an operatic baptism of Signor Mapleson’s. He ought to appear in the 
“Garden” scene in Faust ; he would be at home there, as well as in 
the “‘ Green’’ room. 





Lucus a Non Lucendo. 


A consTaBLe of the X Y Z division, while suffering from a de- 
termination of beer to the brain, recently apprehended a man full of 
indignant sobriety! Yet we find this under the head of “ Police 


Intelligence !”’ 





A Safe Policy. i 

_ Hunt has been defying any man to lay down a shipbuilding 
sealing for the future. Mr. Hunt is right, but the naval authorities 
might safely have the bed of the oceau asphalted. and teach Mer- 


munese on training ships. 








From Portsmouth. : 
drawn upon the Hard last Thursday. Sad 


Lunes of troops were aiane nt : the he 
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| A SET OFF. 


Wiru aching heart beneath my vest 

I wandered through the busy Strand, 
And like a patriot felt opprest 

By ills that hurt my native land. 
‘‘The knife,” I mused, ** the Tories wield 

Is keener than the winds of May.” 
Just then a bill these words revealed : 

“ Asparagus is cheap to-day.” 


Like one transfixed I stood, and read 
That notice in a fruit-shop hung; 
Grim Sorrow flapped her wings and fled,— 
Again the world was green and young. 
‘‘ Let tyrants smirch our fame,” I cried, 
‘“ And vote our hard-won wealth away, 
We yet may stem the rising tide: 
Asparagus is cheap to-day!” 


What matters though the foolish swine 
Obey the madcap pig-herd’s shout ; 
And grunting in unsay’ry line 
Upturn sweet pastures snout to snout! 
What matters though our noble knights 
By such a herd are held at bay! 
Here’s solace for our bitter slights : 
‘‘ Asparagus is cheap to-day.” 


For one short moment let us cease 

To mourn the loss of mighty ships— 
Forget how tax and rate increase, 

And all that now the nation “ hips.’’ 
From dreary paths of shame and guile, 

To verdant fields my footsteps stray, 
Dame Fortune is not wholly vile: 

‘“« Asparagus is cheap to-day.” 


ae \\ as VES Fair and Unfair. 
eM on oe IS ee SS “A Lavy by birth” advertises her desire to become 
a ee ee “ME a clerk in a merchant's office. Having had a lady’s 
birth she wants a clerk’s berth. These women are 
SUPERIOR LONDON LORE. never satisfied. 


Country Kate (looking at a “ Black Maria” ):—“‘ On Eruet, Look aT eases 
THAT ’BUS WITH A POLICEMAN PRIVING!’”’ ' A Joke from Christie's. 


— 











Ethel :—“ Ou, I’ve orren seen iT. It’s THE PRISONER'S CARRIAGE: WHEN is a political party like a famous portrait 
THEY GO OUT FOR A DRIVE IN IT WHEN THEY HAVE HALF-HOLIDAY!” painter ?—When it Gains boroughs. 
PICTURES NOT IN THE ROYAL ACADEMY. Child Teaching its Grandmother to Suck Eggs. 


ue Lewis Defying Mr. Lowe to Mortal Combat—with somebody ee — no. of London Water. 


An American Fish Baulked of its Prey. Professional Alchymist Concocting Evidence at Scotland Yard. 


Mr. Bates Holding some Lime Juice to the Lips of a Dying Sailor. 
A Kenealyite Surprised while Bathing. _ A Kent Cob. 
Teanen arene nes Seveesign $0 go to Timbuctoo. The Times, reporting the ceremony of the Lord Mayor receiving 


Wintee neg ig pear yall the colours of the 7 ‘th Regiment in front of the Mansion House, re- 


Child at Play with School Board Officers. marked that Colonel Kent ‘‘ speaking from horse,” thanked his lordship 


j ; for his share in the ceremony in eloquent terms. Seeing that the 
re Apy aan ee Sere Lee beneath m0 Wave. chief magistrate had made a very flattering speech about the 77th, it 


Hottentots Rinking. | would have been better had Colonel Kent spoken from his heart. 
Policeman Mistaking Drunkenneas for Epilepsy. —_—_—_—_—_—_—_— 
Wilberforce Blessing Fawcett. His Prince-ipal Motive. 


The Em of Russia Reading the Account of the Empress of 


Germany’ tion P Mr. Disraztt chose the day of the Prince’s return to receive the 
Mr. Snollet tushing 2 . ye vs Bens vote of censure. He disables imagined that the Liberal cheers of 
Members of the Long Firm Congratulating the Sultan of Turkey the morning would counteract the Liberal wails of the evening. 

on his Accession to their Ranks. Wales was a trump card under the circumstances. 

An Indian Prince Receiving the New Title with Frenzied Delight. SO 
Schoolmaster Stuffing Young Goose with Sage of Chelsea. Tue Cuurcu ror Actrors.—The “ Pro’”’ Cathedral. 








TAYLORS PATENT Reckitt’s| 


New Improvements reeently added ! 
the nes, or send for a 


SEWING 
or Grek Drifild, Workunie. *} MACHINES | ee) Mt eyitrs 


CADBURY'S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 






As Supplied to the 


oy pease tne 
RAUL 2 TT a 


a 4 -8 ° ° See t rch, 
(DR. CALTHROP’S.) . ee ete i. A e YL D R ES S) CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of 84! 
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WITH HER COMPLIMENTS AND MANY RETURNS OF THE DAY!”’ 
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THE CAT OUT. 


sc . 9). ‘ 
Servant (to old lady from whom there are “ expectations”) :—“Ip you PLEASE, Mrs. JONES, MISSIS HAS SENT YOU A COUPLE OF POWLS 


Sharp and delightful Child (extra sharply) :—“ Au yes, BuT I HEARD PA SAY SHB WAS TO PICK OUT THE SKINNY ONES, AND THAT THEY 
WERE TOO GOOD FOR AN OLD CAT WHO'D MADE UP HER MIND TO LIVE FOR EVER AND CHEAT THE UNDERTAKER!” 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Roumovrep report that the sheriffs of the City of London are to | 


receive Knighthoods in commemoration of the Prince of Wales's | § 
|In the capital have been so accustomed to see baronets presented as 


return and the Imperial proclamation. Report contradicted. Not 
Knighthoods, only Knightcaps, to wear with the new civic lockets. — 


Countess of Rosenau as well.) — Exhibition of Taylor, the 
Blackburn tramp, at threepence a head. ‘‘Come and see the man 
who did not commit the dreadful crime!” Innocent tramps are 
expected to form the next show at the Olympic as soon as the present 
attempt proves underaveiling. — Solicitor charged with threatening to 

ota mason. Not being a free mason the plaintiff was adjudged to 
be in the wrong, and the summons was dismissed. (This is no joke.) = 
-stone of the Sale Memorial Church laid last week at Sheffield. 

We should have thought a Sale Memorial would have taken the shape 
ofan Auction Rooms and notachurch. Unless the Sale happened to 
be a Sale of livings. — Mark-lane merchant remanded without bail 


“on @ charge of misappropriating a large quantity of tea.” He had 


evidently been using it for the purpore of making coffee. = Bishop of | 


Rochester decides to take the see of St. Albans when the division 
seurs. This should be a jolly little diocese, seeing it is already half- 
diecese-over, =< Artists’ Benevolent Fund Dinner. Though there 
Were few critics present the cutting up was extensive, every pot boiler 
was in use, and the carving equal to anything in the Sculpshow at 





| 


| 


| 
} 
| 


ton House. — Man on strike at Batley fined £10 and costs for 
attempting to convince a recalcitrant colleague with a poker. The | 


ites probably didn’t see that Battle-y argument, especially | 


m it is on the subject of strike, is best carried on in this way. But 


the Union did, and paid the fine. Truly, “‘]’union fait la force.” 








Tur Ror; Tomb Much. ’ 
Prom, Burials Bill may well be called “‘a Liberal measure when its 
oters demand for every man six feet in a church Yard. 


nn e=—= aE: 


YOL. xxm1. 


| 


| 
i 


| 
| 


| 


A TITLE DEED. 


Tue Globe has discovered that the titled histrion of the Olympic was 
soundly hissed on the first night of Under a Veil, because “ audiences 


villains and seducers of innocence that in directing their manifestations 


a of the German Empress. (Not the one who is Empress of | against the new actor they may have thought they were fulfilling a 
an 


moral duty.’”” What an eminently Globose and Conservative deduc- 
tion! Because the frequenters of a West-end theatre decline to accept 
baronetcy as an equivalent for talent they are to be denounced as penny- 
gaflites. We are perfectly aware that an idea exists in certain quarters 
that ordinary mortals are bound to bow down and worship the smallest 
representative atom of aristocracy, but to realise such an expectation 
the atom must exhibit itself gratis. People who pay their money 
nowadays for dramatic entertainment are not to be frightened into 
applause by the presence on the boards of a gentleman whose claims 
to distinction seem at present based upon a big “ Sir”’ in front cf his 
alliterative cognomens and a big “ Bart.’ after them. When Sir 
Randal appears as an actor instead of a baronet he may obtain a more 


favourable reception. 





Latest Turf News. 

Str Toomas Banretr Lennarp, Bart., has been elected sexton by 
the parishioners of Aveley, and has consented to perform the active 
duties of his office. With so many baronets upon the turf, it is small 
wonder that one should be found willing to turn it up. 





Overheard at ‘‘the Club.”’ 

“You doubt, sir!” cried a snob, exceedingly cffended; “you 
believe I’m notanob! My descent from dukes pretended ?”’ ‘Your 
anger pray repress, let the talk, at once, be ended. I most 
promptly acquiesce—you are very much descended ! 


—— 


Arter-Dinner Sonc.—* In nappy mc ments.” 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 24, 1876. 
[CarToon. ] 


WOMAN’S RIGHTS; OR, LYDIAN LOGIC. 
(A SorrLoary.) 


TrvuE women we can never be, 
As men apply the term ; 
With them a woman's never free, 
They treat her like a worm, 
But though we scorn the women's ways 
That come within our ken, 
We don’t intend all future days 
To tread the paths of men! 


For instance, when we thinkit right 
To use a woman's wile, 

And, dropping logic, deal out spite: 
Im woman's wonted style;— 

We claim a perfect right to shriek 
In public or with pem. 

’T would be a foolish thing, and weak 
To argufy aa mem! 


But when we watch the moral lead 


manner for its action in reference to the case of Mr. Bravo; perhaps 
there never was an instance where the power and position of a paper 
were used to better advantage. Should this journal eventually succeed 
in being instrumental, not only in exposing a muréer, but in bringing 
the murderer to justice, it will have done much better service to the 
public than is shown in endeavour to obtain pardon for notorious 
criminals, and in the ré/e of suppliant our contemporary and neigh- 
bour has figured conspicuously before now. We are very unlikely to 
look through rose-coloured spectacles at what the Zelegraph does, but 
it seems singularly unfair that prejudice should be used as a means 
of misjudging effort and result'as well. Besides, some of those 
who have attacked the Zelegraph would stick at nothing themselves 
if they could only sueceed in increasing their circulation—would sell 
the souls of the whole of their staff if the movement were only likely to 
be popular, as perhaps it would be if the people could only be got to 
take an interest in such trifles. The whole of the Balham business 
would be of a most Seer kind were not the conviction 
forced upon thoughtful folk that such events can be by no means so rare 
asis generally sup while the manner in which the inquest was 
held and the verdict returned should stamp the mystery, now happily 
saved from oblivion, as of the commonest kind—to coroners and 
coroners’ juries. The most terrible point lies in the fact that such a 
pable case of poisoning, by misadventure or not as the result may 
show, would have been hushed up but for the promptitude and 
decision of a newspaper chief who rose superior to the trifles that 
stood in the way; and whatever may have been his motive, it is to be 
hoped that when all is completely cleared, he will receive his meed 
of praise, just as much as certain other persons who have been found 
wanting will get theirs of censure—and worse. 


A PRO-FOUND IDEA. 


In May the footlight stars abound, 
And twinkle here and there; 

E’en bygone actors’ names resound, 
Suggested by the air ;— 

For who, that in its reach hath been, 

Needs Fancy’s aid to call it Kean. 


Perry v. Webb. 


Mrs. Wexs has, at last, consented to allow the Vicar of Ardleigh 
to enter his.own church. She could Ardleigh refuse any longer. 


i May 24, 1876. 


THE ROYAL ACADEMY EXHIBITION. 


Turrp Try. By Ovr Disaprpointep put Conscientious Critic, 


<i HOSE who believe it is a 

gigi @ splendid thing to be an 

: axt.eritic, and who fancy 

that there is a good deal to 

bemade out of art criticism 

are quite welcome to the 

reversion of my engage- 

men‘. I confess that for 

once I have been taken in, 

and that the path ot 

criticism is by no means 

so pleasant as I had 

anticipated. No letters 

from Academicians asking 

for the honour of an 

infmoduction, no gold 

watehes and chains from 

Associates anxious to get 

a word of commendation, 

no presents of pictures 

from young and rising 

paimters, no champagne 

luncheons, no boxes of 

cigam, mo commission 

om advertixements as to 

fature exhibitions — no 

no . The power of 

the sa, so far as the 

Academy is concerned, is 

indee@ departed, and the 

appoimtment of art critic 

it worth the having, 

to say ing of the entrance:fee charged by my predecessor. And 

so I wish it to be understood, once and for ever, that this is my last 

sanaita and that though editors may pine and colleagues cajole, 

ing but a public testimonial and double the uaual price per line 

will tempt me to Piccadilly on a Press.day again. Why, I haven't 

even had as much as an ‘‘old master” ora “ dozen of dry”’ offered 

me for all I have done in the interests.of arf in my two previous 

articles. And so the sooner I get to a finish and start upon something 

more profitable to myself and agreeable to my readers the better it 
will be for all concerned. 

A good old friend is to be found in Mr. Orchardson’s ‘“ Bill of 
Sale” (264). It is supposed by those who should know best that if 
a Royal Academy Exhibition were ever to be fund without a picture 
referring to brokers’ men, bailiffs, or ruined gamblers, a certain 
personage, dear to art on account of the amount of raven pigment it 
takes to paint his portrait, would carry off the Hanging Couimittee, 
head beadle and all. And as this would be a dreadful blow, especially 
to “‘ the young men,” we have to thank Mr. Orchardson for a good 
deal more than we dare express. Mr. Morris’s “Sailor's Wedding” 
(280) is not by any means as jocund a contribution as it might have 
been ; there is, besides a sadness of sea waves and an absence of grog 
and pipes—hornpipes especially—a curious connection between it and 
Mr. Holl’s “ Her Firstborn” (286) of an evidently unintentional kind, 
except as developed by the dread Committee and its carpenter. Mr. 
Briton Riviere has always something nevel in the way of animal life 
with which to astonish unsuspecting critics like myself, but in ‘A 
Stern Chase is always a Long Chase” (313) he has surpassed himselt. 
The difficulty experienced by ducks when their lot is cast in peasoup, 
and the gratitude of the frog who has been rescued therefrom, make 
together a fine specimen, not alone of curious observation but of 
unexceptional opportunity as well. Mr. Millais’s “‘ Duchess of West- 
minster ” (329) is obviously intended to prove that a son may come of 
age before his mother, and “ Under Lock and Key ” (356) is a gentle 
admonition from an Academician, Mr. Horsley, that the body to which 
he belongs is not to have either itself or its notions of colour and con- 
sistency disturbed by an ignorant because popular clamour. 

“A Certain Trout Stream” (365) might, from the doubts expressed 
as to its whereabouts everyday by enthusiastic anglers, have been 
better called uncertain—bnt, then, Mr. Brett himself is in the secret. 
Gow’s “ Relief of Leyden” (381) has already given an average of 2°05; 
per cent. of people not icular as to pronunciation an opportunity 
of feebly punning; and Fahey’s “ He Never Came” (388) has caused 
exactly one-fifth of those who have seen it not to be surprised. Mr. 
E. M. Ward, R.A., shows a picture of himself, which he, with 4 
becoming modesty and an evident knowledge of similar work now 
exhibiting, calls ‘“‘ The Portrait’’ (394); and a gentleman named 
Miiller, who, unfortunately for himself, has the initials R. A. before 
his name instead of after, exhibits a portrait of the ‘‘ Marchioness of 
Lorne” (395), I suppose, though, that, being a foreigner, he will 
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(411) 18, 


pes and Ww 
almost compe 


. say, a8 well as invidious to attempt saying, what is 
o coals best painting in this room, but whoever selected Moore’s 
poat” (455) might expect to be carried pretty safely through 
surf of that sea.of captious criticism, partisanship, and animosity, 
- p—but oh, so rarely !—is to be found in the theory 


whial or te 6 ratitice of the world of art and artists. 


Though there 


cumstances. 


called it “A Ewer of Water,” and left the wood to speak for itself. 


uotations in the catalogue are more eften than net malapropos, and 
be Briton Riviere understands shapely to mean shape and plenty 
of it, he is not #t all to the poimt-with his female figure in “ Pallas 
Athene and the Hiuntsman’s Dogs” (496). If, however, his intention 
amay best be frightened, and what they look ‘hke 






toshow how 
when the ft is on, hélhas succeeded admirably. His dogs are, imdeed, 
that it sesms:a pity they should be subject to what isim effect 
amore than usually howling shame. ‘Seaside Sport” (497) shows 


that Mir, Burr underétands what he endeavours to portray; a picture 


by Hook is not out @f place immediately next such a subject. is is 


“ Hard Lines” (498), and though it is, doubtless, awfully good, /being 
by an Retenidan, it is not for me ‘to presume to understand ‘too 
much about it. ‘The Widow's Consolation’”’ (508) is a touching ¢on- 
tribution "by.J. C. Waite, and may besides be considered by the fanci- 
ful a variation of *‘the’‘ widow's mite.” ‘“ Old-John” (527), by R. P. 
Staples, is of'a passing glance, if only to prepare the stroller 
for Hor ditinn’s adjoining portrait of “ Thomas Carlyle” (529), which, 
for the sake of congruity, would have been labelled “Old Tom,’ were 
itnot that then the British public, and the British publicans to boot, 
would never have believed but that the Chelsea philosopher was the 
double-distilled essence of Juniper, as well as the admitted best sample 
of nineteenth. century sage. a 
And here, despite my desperate intention of bringing myself to an 
end in this article, I must make one more postponement. I dashed 
forth full of determination, and am pulled up sore and shambling, and 
still by the way. In my next I really will come to a conclusion, and 
meantime the reader may console himself with the reflection that 
itisnot artists alone, but critics also, who find that art is long, no 
how close the “cut” they may take in a vain and futile 
endeavour of making very short work indeed of it. 





WATER WORKS OLD AND NEW. 

The Society of Paintersim Water Colours recently elected five new 
isotintes—J. Parker, H. Moore, Otto Weber, Thorne Waite, and R. 

‘5 but with allthis new blood, the exhibition generally is a poor 
ter, who ought to have gone im last year, is a first-rate 
mai Barnes are both excellent, Weber is old-fashioned 
ef. while Waite is perhaps the Jexst satisfactory of the 
16 Goubt has his irers. J. D. Watson, one of the 
atandinstay of ‘the gullcry, who generally contributes 
mily one pidture this year: is there not something 
must call attentionto W. M. Hale. We never 
| t (23) looking better. ‘‘ Loiterers by the Stream, 

ming with figures, by F. W. Topham (28), makes wee 
Wish to be a merry loiterer ora “lay” figure. Clara Montalba sends 
sms good work; her “‘ December Day—Venice” (4 0) is very strong. 
H Marsh’s “ Blanche of Devan” (52) is black in tone—too black for 
Our liking. “ A Nubian Warrior ” (62), by Carl Haag, 13 a good example 
“en, “ 













nough royal patronage now that he has once commenced to 
ensate him for the transposition. Prinsep’s “‘ Linen Gatherers” 
like himself, as large as life —one is almost inclined to say as 
4: but Herkomer's “ Death’s Door” (412), which is also next door 
- big occasion only), has a good deal esides size to recommend it. 
\spindrift » (427) is one @f MacWhirter's happiest efforts in sea- 
P hen a Shakespearean @oholar gazes at ‘‘Gareloch on the 
de” (434), and finds the name of the painter is Macbeth, he is 
Clyde lled to ask “Stands Scotland where it did?” It would 


‘that is good in what follows, there is little 
for some time thet walls for especial notice. Lhe only idea in 
u Fatherless” (461) Yetihat Mr. Hardy's gentedl children might not 
have been so quiet and well-behaved as they are under different cir- 

cy titles never compensate for want of fancy work, 
and this picture might just as well have been called “Aunt and 
Uncleless,”’ or still better in these days i Servantless —fhough in any 
case there would have been nothing in either title so suggestive as 
«Boys and Girls who have not Come out to Play.” ‘Wherefore does 
Mr. Bayes call his work “ Anglers of the Wye” (470)? Perhaps it 
is because he is Wyes in his — as well as able in his colour. 
(N.B.—This is submitted withall apologies to those critics who can't 
see anything to laugh at inart.) Close by this is Karl's “ August, 
1875: Going North” (427), as carefully washed and combed a lot of 
dogs and sportsmen as ever represented cockney gunmanship. For 
the honour of England, [ trust Mr. Karl is not altogether without 

in this style of painting. Mr. Elmore, anxious that his “A 
Mzabi” (482) shall not be misunderstood, appends this explanatory 
note—“ A hewer of wood and drawer of water.” Considering what 
is in the picture and the way it is done, Mr. Elmore, R.A., might have 























of this artist's work 
huge water colours with the patcnt-lithozraph-looking skies that he 
occasionally goes in for. 
Foster, is clean as usual, but, also as usual, charming. With “ The 
Broken Hoop” (91) R. Barnes makes a good debut. “Student and 
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,» and infinitely more interesting to us than those 


“In the Market at Toulon” (71) of Birket 


Sportsman” (198), by H. . Marks, possesses a good deal of quaint 
dry humour. The best.colowriim the exhibition is « Oleanders’’ (104), 






by North : 


let us hope he will soon be 


a full member, as he will if 


merit is to govern the elections. “Summer is a Coming in”’ (111), 
by J. Parker, who also has a fine feeling for colour, will charm most 
lovers of delicate art; but “The Yarn ” (186), his most important 







work, is the big hit. 
seems to us 


character. 


We must conclude with R. Macbeth: 
and “The Day After the Fair’’ (270), both good drawings. 


Basil Bradley's “Impudent Barney” (157) 
to be over-strained in humour as well as deficient in 


“Lullaby "’ (261) 


The Institute, better known as the “ New,’ anakes‘a very fair show, 


and the “Qld ”’ 
as yearsroll on. In Charles Green’s “ Goun 
limbed woman is really first-rate both in 
clown with the painted face showing 
neck is true to nature as well as art. J. D. Linton shares the 
honours with him in a large drawing of “ Cardinal Minister” (189 
K. H. Fahey has evidently a strong feeling for quaint landscape, 
figures are not always equal. Miss Gow and Andrew Gow are both 
as painstaking as ever, ‘“ ‘I'he Scene at Phalsbourg ” (68) being carried 
out with much earnestness. Roberts, who delights in depicting young 
rustics of much the same breed as old Hunt's, is amusing in “The 
Intruder,” (177). Edwin Hayes’s seascapes are so real that several people 
have been affected by the motion of the water and have left the 
gallery very unwell. Cook, R.A., has not a chance with Hayes on 
‘the sea, the sea, the open sea; the blue, the fresh, the ever free!”’ 
C. EK. Holloway’s “ Joyless Winter Day"’ (117) is very fine, but we 
get such a lot of these days in “ merrie’”’ England, that in pictures we 


must keep a sharp look-outif it wishesitorrctain the lead 
try Circus "(#5 9) the strong- 
colour and drawing, and the 
the flesh behind the ears and 


). 
but his 


prefer something bright and warm. Towneley Green contributes 
several good works, and Small, though he has not spared the green 
paint in his Surrey landscape, is strong. We saw Mrs. Oliver's 
‘“‘ View from the Cat and the Fiddle” (154), but looked in vain for the 


cow jumping over the moon. 


Hine, Gregory, Israels, Mrs. Angell, 


Kilburne, Tenniel, Bromley, and Wolf, are all attractive and diverse, but 
we have only space for the mention of theirmames and the expression 
of a hope that all lovers of good art will go and see it while the oppor- 
tunity serves and the water-colour galleries are open. 


A TRIO. 


“Tt is rumoured that a guarded hint as to the probable release of the Tich- 
Pi rhe and the Fenian prisoners inducei Dr. Kenealy and Mr. Butt to 


support the Government on the recent proposed vote of censure. 


The presence in 


the majority of the one and the speech of the other were, A. = the least of 


them, extraordinary, and Mr. Dusraeli caunot be eongra 


on his new 


friends,”’— London Correspondent. 


Ir is well that the world should have noted 
The ruses our rulers employ ; 
We may grieve to be daily outvoted, 
But grief has a saving alloy. 
We can eye with a glance of derision 
The capers Conservatives cut, 
When we find in a party division 
Disraeli, Kenealy, and Butt. 


O ye gods, what a wonderful trio 
To prove that the Tories are right! 


The Asian, the mane-dri Leo, 
And he of ‘the Linawi Bek. 
Is it good that our Queen ‘takes a title ? 
Away with all argumemt—tut! 
We've a “yes” from three interests vital— 


Disraeli, Kenealy, and Butt. 


Well now, Ben, the battle is ended 
Let each Ihave the price of ‘his deed ; 
Let the rogue that the Doctor defended— 
The blood-t' irsty rebels—be free'd. 


You refuse this polite a ! 
The prison doors remain shut! 


’T was a dodge, then, this queer coalition— 
Disraeli, Kenealy, and Butt! 








Rigorous. 


paper ks in terms of the highest eulogium of 
aa at Rigedag. i; tes ‘“‘degs” we @hould think the present 


Ministry c 


ould beat the Germans into sausage meat, so there is very 


little occasion for Conservative eulogy after all, if our contemporary 


only knew> 3 
Conserva'iv:. 


it it was about. ut, then, in such case it wouldn't be 


\ 
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[May 22, 1876. 


4 
tees y wa 
oe = U2 ‘ 


y vs a =e S P Pe Wy 
| hited lt dewey 


== a or LE aor = 
=== SS Fo = AA eee 


The Edge-of-the-pavement-water-cart Torture. 


The fate of that Citizen’s Clerk, who was two minutes late. 
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Departure of a Good 
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The Dust Torture (under the patronage of the parish authorities). 
The Pert oseless-loungers-who-won’ t-get-out-of-the-way Torture, 
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A VERY WOMAN. 














N, WITH OTHER—AND BETTER—WAYS. 
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THE LONDON HOLIDAY-MAKER’'S GUIDE. 


oH )SWINDLUM CULLUM ' T appears to us that there 
1 ae? 4s prevail, in the minds of 
those who give their at- 
tention to the subject of 
holidays for Londoners, 
entirely erroneous notions 
Aili || as to the importance of 
aR a fresh air among the items 

WA | of an “outing.” What 
does a Londoner want 
with fresh air? The or- 
dinary Londoner, who 
works from nine a.m. till 
seven ¢r £0 P.M., gets on 
very well, as a rule, with- 
out fresh air for, say, 
three hundred and sixty 
days of the year—and 

"e | what on earth can he want 
to bother himself about runuing after fresh air for on the remaining 
five? It appears to us that the whole principle is wrong. Fresh air 
isa great deal too strong for the Londoner—he isn’t used to it, and 
it unsettles him, and makes him discontented with the air he gets on 
ordinary occasions. 

When a Londoner who is used to being cooped up in a shop, or 
broken on a desk, all day and part of the night, goes out for one day 
into the fresh air, he’s so surprised at the change that before he has got 
over his feelings of amazement it is time to go home again, and too 
late for him to begin to enjoy himself. 

With this conviction, we beg to \ffer a few hints to Londoners who, 
finding themselves with a holiday oa their hands, are so astounded at 
the unusual circumstance that they don’t know what to do with their 
extraordinary bit of leisure. There are a few ways of spending a 
holiday which, though delightful in themselves, in no way tend to 
render the holiday-maker discontented with his every-day life. 

The first two programmes are intended for those who insist on 
“change of air’”’ as an essential part of any holiday. 

Pian No. 1.—Provide yourself with a portable lunch, go te the 
Mansion House, and take a ticket for Moorgate-street by the Metro 
politan Railway. 

On descending into the station you will at once notice, without any 
effort, the altera‘ion in the atmosphere; the perfume from the hot 
water in the tanks between the rails, combined with the delicate odour 
of leather gas-pipes and a faint aroma as of lucifer match:s, forming 
an agreeable and exhilarating mixture. 

The grease on the handles of the carriages merits some attention ; 
and should the weather be wet, as it generally is on holidays (and at 
other times), and your carriage full, the smell of damp clothes will 
lend variety to the atmosphere. 

As you proceed upon the journey the air grows denser, while the 
odour of lucifer matches becomes more marked, and, as the air is 
strongest about Baker-street, this station will form an agreeable 
unching-ground. On emerging into the outer world, on the comple- 
tion of the trip, you may be inclined to draw a deep breath and 
remark that London air is not so bad after all. Following up the 
notion of change of air, we beg to submit— 

Ptan No. 2.—Should the wind be from the N.N.W. take the train 
to Putney, and, making your way at once to the tow-pith, walk 
towards Hammersmith. As you proceed on your route you will 

me conscious of a perfume which is altogether indescribable 
(though an attempt has been made to convey some idea of its quality 
y the expression, ‘‘ Enough to sicken a pig’’), and which becomes 
more powerful at every step. As you near Hammersmith Bridge you 
be enveloped in a dense smoke, while the perfume will grow over- 

Wering, and by dint of groping your way along you will reach a 

idge, carrying the tow-path over a sort of wharf, and bounded 

Om the land side by black palings. These enclose the Soap Works. 
Lay out your lunch by the side of the little stream which receives 
the refuse of the Works, and make a day of it. Asa finish to this 
Sew tful holiday, we might suggest a walk through the London Main 
ers. 

To those who are so exacting as to want a glimpse of the country 
When they make holiday, we submit -- 

No. 3.—Watch your opportunity, he r 
coln’s Inn-fields, and choose your own spot for a pic-nic. . 
as well, if possible, to place a boy with a reed-whistle behind the 
din tree (or lamp-post) to imitate the twittering of birds. By 

t of keeping the eye fixed rigidly on the graes, and preven - 
Wandering to the adjacent chimney-pots, you may lead youree ; 0 
imagine a delightful outing in the country. Another capita! plan for 
Obtaining a « glimose” of the country, for those who live about the 
middle of London, and are fond of pedestrian exercise, will be found in 
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scale the railings at Lin- 
It would be 








an’ a walk by Aldgate-street, Whitechapel, and Mile-end-road to a 
a beyond bow. On arriving here, the pedestrian will be refreshed 
a re = . — blades.of grass (saya dozen) and the knowledge 
e “country” (consisti inci 
further on in ths same directiog. ce en 
ae who - enthusiasts in angling we beg to offer— | 
o 4.—Choosing one o e et i 

aa oie of the tunnels through which the | 
seat on the narrow bargo- | 
wall, distributing about | 
you as many articles | 
incumbrance as possible, 
and throw in your hook. 
It will afford you much 
recreation to observe the 
anger of the bargees, who 
want to lead their horses 
through the tunnel and 
find you stopping up the 
pathway. The emphasis 
of their manner will be 
worth noting, and the 
way in which the horses 
help to clear away your 
incumbrances remark- 

able. Although fish ean- “=~. 2a | 
not be said to bs plentiful, deid cuts rise well, and decayed vegetables | 
and other light objects afford capital sport. | 

By this time, however, the excursionist will be tired, and will turn 





his steps homeward, much refreshed by what he has seen. To those 


who yearn for the lanes and the fields, we can confidently recommend 
St. Martin’s-lane, Old Gravel-lane, Cold Bath-fields, Spitalfields, and 


so forth, while Field-lane seems to offer a delicious combination of the 
two desiderata ; and we can only say, in conclusion, that the London 


Holiday-maker, who, with all the above plans to choose from, still 


refuses to enjoy his holiday, and desires something beyond, ought to 
be condemned to make a trip into North Wales, or to spend a week: at 
the seaside, without the option of a fine. 


ee ee 


IMAGINATION. 
A Sonnet. 


Low drooped her head, and, as in wan despair, 
Fell on my throbbing bosom to recline! 
Alas! I thought, what sorrows can be thine, 
O pallid beauty with the golden hair! 
O rest thee —and find peace in resting there ! 
Would that the happy privilege were mine 
To soothe thy woes, and with thy life entwine 
Days glad with love, and free from weary care! 
Imagination into fair dreams fled 
Made sunny by her presence, and wherein 
Our lives were one great joy! ‘ Ah me!”’ I said, 
‘‘ How shall this blessed happiness begin f’’ 
Then parted those ripe lips, so rosy red-— 
And faintly cried, * Another two of gin!’ 





_————— 


Possessive Case. 

A CLERGYMAN’s son advertises to “ the nobility and gentry’’ in the 
Times that he requires a situation as secretary, and states among 
other qualifications that he possesses birth Without it he might 
have succeeded in obtaining a much more valuable appointment than 
he is likely to get at present —one in the British Museum with a glass 
box ull to himself, and a label of “ Extraordinary Case of Hereditary 


Clerical Error.” 





The Latest from Westminster. 

In recognition of the splendid entertainment given by the City 
Corporation to the Prince of Wales, and in order more distinctly to 
mark her sway over the EC. portion of her dominions, Mr. Disraeli 
has advised Her Majesty to assume the title of Civictoria or the 
London C-Cws:r. 


Ap-peer-ance of a ‘* Bart.” 
Joe.—* Ain't it rum, Bill; all these ’ere swells a actin’, and sech e 7 
Bill —“ Rum, it is, Joe; but I s’pose it's on account of their 
Randals to their names, as they gets engagements. 
Joe.—Well, he don’t keep his name “ Under a Veil, anyhow. 





An Op-erratic Genius. 
A ° ; “ 7 ; ’ : sty ; ely 
La Perire Mari£z 1s pronounced by our musical critics as unlik 
to be popular in London. In this instance, Lecocq has failed to please 


Le cocqney. 
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DEGREES OF RANK. 


William :—“ Morninc, Jamgs, I sez youR GALS HA’ GOT A NEW 


GUV'NB8S8; WHAT SORT OF A PCSSON IS SHE?” 


James :— WELL, HI CAN'T 'ZACKLY SAY, AS HI DON’T ’AVE MUCH TO DO 
WITH BR CLASS, BUT HOUR LADIES DOWN STAIRS DON’T THINK MUCH OF ’ER!”’ 


THE FITTEST FOOD.—AN APPEAL, 


A REcENT writer in a daily paper suggests that in view of the high 
price of food it is time that we should turn our attention to the flesh of 
other animals than cows and sheep. He kindly suggests horses, snails, 
and rats. Now these have all their present sphere of usefulness, and 
the true reformer would rather cast about him and find something 
the consumption of which would benefit the world politically, morally, 
and socially, as well as physically. It needs but a moment’s thought 
for the proverbial schoolboy to discover such an article of diet. What 
say you, gentle reader, to the Conservative elector? He is to be found 
in abundance all over the country. He serves no wise or good pur- 
pose. His existence is a disgrace to modern enlightenment and a 
reproach to civilization. The horse is useful in a thousand ways, this 
thing in no single one. Cook him then and chew him well. Have 
him roast, boiled, or stewed ; make him into hash or soup; eat him raw 
if you will; only let us consume him with rapidity, and defy the blue- 
bedecked plunderers who keep the other kind of meat at a premium. 
Think, when you have a dainty Conservative elector chop or steak, 
what a double service you are ee humanity! You are cheapening 
food and saving the country ! y, if we had started feeding on him 
two years ago we should have our Vanguard floating proudly on the 
ocean, our Sovereign innocent of the badge of Casarism, and goodness 
only knows how many millions of wasted money still in our pockets. 
Start on him then at once, ye true-hearted Britons, and if you cannot 
effect a sensible diminution in the breed with your own unaided jaws, 
be just and generous, and give your servants three meat meals a day. 


A Moral. 


Ma. Justice Grove, in summing up a recent betting case, remarked 
that he supposed betting men had a code of morals of their own. 
In supposing that there are “ morals”’ on the turf his lordship was right, 
but he may not be aware that they are ef such a firm character that 
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FROM BAD TO WORSE. 


In a part of a suburb sequestered and gloomy 
I took up my quarters a twelvemonth ago. 
My abode, | confess, was a neat one and roomy ; 
But—shade of Herr Zimmermann !—was it not slow? 
I began to resemble that owl of a Rousseau, 
Immured in a Hermitage all by myself ; 
Or that insular anchorite Robinson Crusoe, 
Deserted and quietly placed on the shelf. 


But the editors e’en in my solitude sought me, 
And begged for my funniments day after day ; 
And the door was besieged by the postmen who brought 
me 
Requests to be comic and mention my pay. 
To be comic ? The captive, in fetters and lonely, 
May feed on his heart till its pulses are cold ; 
To be mirthful is left for the free, and them only. 
He cannot be comic—not even for gold! 


From the scene of my sadness at length I departed, 
And found a new lodging that looks on the Strand. 
What a change! The poor cynic, of late broken-hearted, 
Possesses the lightest of hearts in the land. 

While the crowds and the traffic float ever before me, 
I breathe a new life in the midst of my kind ; 

And the sorrows that came to my suburb to bore me 
No longer inflict my regenerate mind. 


And the editors call at my residence daily ; 
But most of th 2m rather unfeelingly hint 

That the verses { knock off so lightly and gaily 
Are scarcely sufficiently thoughtful for print. 

Would I try to be touching? They’re all of them eager 
For sentimentalities put into rhyme ;— 

And they think my vis comica grows very meazsre, 
Though hizhly respectable once on a time. 


By a plan I’ve invented—though not economic— 
I think I can settle the whole of the band 
Who expect a suburban recluse to be comic, 
And seek to get sentiment out of the Strand. 
My abode, I resolve, shall in future be double ; 
One deep in the desert, one deep in the throng.— 
Then perhaps I may manage, without any trouble, 
My editors’ wishes to suit by my song. 


Cusiovs Tree.—The Marble Larch. 


A CRUSHING BLOW. 

“A PETITION expressing confidence in her Majesty’s Government 
has been presented from the Brixton Conservative Association (third 
division).”” On receipt of this alarming intelligence we despatched 
mounted messengers to Tooley-street to inquire what the three leading 
inhabitants of that famous district thought about the matter. We 
have delayed going to press until the last moment, in the hope that 
reassuring news for the Opposition might arrive. But, alas! when 
our horsemen returned—about five minutes ago—they informed us 
that the opinion of the Three was ditto to Brixton (third division). The 
Liberal party is evidently doomed to minority for ever. 


Prevention and ‘‘ Cure.” 

An “Art Lover” writes to a contemporary stating that when 
Gainsborough’s tomb was restored a railing was placed ‘around it to 
prevent ‘ Time’s effacing footsteps’ from the further destruction of 1t. 
Lhis gentleman’s love of art is not balanced by any particular know- 
ledge of reason. Putting up a railing to keep out the effect of time 
must be similar to the operation of the Irishman who kept his shutters 
closed and his clock stopped, and thought that he thereby prevented 
the sun from rising. 


A Contradiction. 


Ws are authorised to contradict the report that the general manager 
of the London and Brighton Railway Company has been made a 
Justice of the Peace and a Knight in consequence of the Princes 
journey from Portsmouth. He was J. P. Knight as long as he can 


remember. 


‘¢ Fellow” de se. 


A “ Feriow of an Oxford college” advertises that he gives lessons 
in declamation. The Fellow evidently means fe!lowcution. 


they very seldom “ come off.” 
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SOME MAGAZINES FOR MAY. 


Taosz who don’t mind digging deep for amusement may probably 
gnd reward for their trouble in Mr. Leland’s contribution to this month’s 
Macmillan, if they can ouly get far enough into it, which ws firmly 
confess we can't. Comicality which is not comic without the aid of 
copiaus foot-notes is apt to be taken in a serious light, if only for the 
urpose of avoiding trouble. It is interesting to look at London 
rtidy and wonder what will be the chief features under the resumed 
t of Mr. James Hogg, its original editor. It is easier to 
find what won't, but to mention them now might seem cruel, though 
not, after all, more cruel than it has been to ask people to buy and 
readithem. Belyrav'« shows a very d-cided chanze, if not in its 
s cert ial; in its contents, ana m the class of writers from 
— contributions are in future to be selected. It is gratifying to 
think that at last we are to havea magazine with the greatest poets as 
well asthe most popular novelists’ and essayists upon its staff. We trust 
the new proprietors will be-encouraged by the reading public to con- 
pts sk have begun, and eschew padding, once a powerful ele- 
mentiin this periodi “Sir Hubert's Marriage ” still nolds its place 
in the St.. James’s, another miscellany which has of late found the 
benefit of new management. 
Senibner’s commences with an article on the “ Portraiture of William 
” some illustrations in facsimile to which are peculiar. “How 
shall’ wo Spell’Sh-k-sp-r’s Name?” might be read with advantage at one 


led bees, were it not happily apparent that already they 


have: neatly played themselves out in this country. ‘“ Gabriel 

o Bret Harte’s novel, which has been running for some 

s to be published by Warne shortly. In St. Nicholas Mr. 
1h Aldrich apologises: for having translated “The Cat and the 
pe ile is modest; itis: only recently we stumbled ona version 
of B sstory, published some years back, which professed to 
be-perféctly new, original — and ish! It’s enough to make one’s 
mouth water to think ofthe days when original authorship was at once 
s@ easy and so remunerative. Im the International Review Mr. G. 
Bumett Smith asks whocould imagine that Dean Swift kept “‘ one of 
the most restless spirits which ever inhabited a human breast”’ in his 
brows, eyes, and mouth? Perhaps it ought to have been kept in 
a bottle; but then, we never were good at riddles. The Atlantic 
Monthly’s best things are “The Sdeome of George III.” and “A 
Visit to a Certain Old Gentleman”—an old gentleman of the very 
oldest school, yet not the old gentleman for all that. 

Apropos of old gentlemen, the Gentleman’s, the oldest and rejuve- 
nescentest of magazines, is chiefly noticeable for its contribution from 
the genial Red Spinner, now settled at the Antipodes. Evening Hours 
contains some admirable verse from the pen of Austin Dobson, who 
might be easily chief of the vers de société singers if he did not prefer 
to take a somewhat higher flight than theirs, and put an idea or two 
Inhislines. The London Magazine gives still another notice of new 

ent; and Whitaker's Journat is really wonderful at the price, 

as indeed the production of a house which has already produced an 

Empress should be. The Second Part of Footlight Favourites should 

be greedily snapped up by lovers of ‘‘ the” profession and its pro- 

ors, as it contains three of the very best we know—Messrs. Phelps, 

Vezin, and Buckstone—and throws in a combination “card” in the 
counterfeit presentment of Mr. Santley. 

We have also received, and have only space this month to acknowledge 
~The Day of Rest, The Westminster Papers, Golden Hours, Sunshine, The 
Nautical Magazine, Tinsley’s, Peep Show, Penny Illustrated, Pictoriai 
World, Journal of Horticulture, Gardener’s Magazine, Sunday at Home, 
Leisure Hour, Celtic Magazine, Charing Cross, Hardwicke’s Sctence Gossip, 

& Week, Cooks’ Excursionist, Argosy, &c., &c. 








Locks and Keys. 

Dvzine the hearing of a case in which one of those persons whose 
state is that of hurry and perspiration was charged with 
& railway train while it was in motion, a witness for the 
tion made a somewhat remarkable statement. He said “there 
on no law against passengers carrying keys, but persons were liable 
ro sujure themselves very severely by the practice.’ We should like 
ave @ key to the meaning of this sentence, though already one 
to explain it by a contributor who has ‘‘ face” enough for 

has resulted in a rather acute attack of lockjaw. 





Toneing Down. 
from Liverpool ‘ations us that bacon is quiet and ham 


: ‘ We are glad of this, for the last time we looked there was a 
: appearance about them. 


| . Unpopular Melodies. 





appropriate song for a victim to the old-fashioned mode of tooth 
- be, “ pe happy I could be with ether!’’ or “ That 


wer 


SEVENTY-EIGHT MILLIONS; 


Or, PartiaMent Conrwsxp. 


Mr. Rytaxps. Which E wish to remark, and my language is plain, 
You Conservative spend:hrifis are at it again. 
It is foolish to argue—absurd to contend 
That your policy warrants the sums that you spend. 
I've a small resolution I mean to propose 
Which expresses regret that the Ministry chose 
At a moment when commerce stability lacks, , 
To add to the weight of an infamous tax. 
Your reckless improvidence burdens the land! 
Which writhes in the grasp of your brow-beating hand, 
And your conduct I fearlessly venture to say 
Is exciting distrust which no dodge can allay. 


Ma. Curpsrs. I quite agree with Mr. R. 
Your conduct is improper; 
Finance beneath your luckless star 
Has come an awful! cropper. 
In Navy and in Army both 
Expenditure increases, 
In whim and fad you're nothing loth 
fo squander England's “ pieces.”’ 
We know by bitter proof a taste 
For spending marks the Tory; 
Disraeli’s rule makes woeful waste— 
It'sstill the same old story. 
When Liberal statesmen held the reins 
Far better fared the nation ;, 
Our policy alone restraims: 
Tniquitous taxatiom. 
Mx. Richaxp. From Conservative hands, as it were through a sieve, 
The money goes pouring: like: water ; 
The Army and Navy cry, “Gived give! give!” 
Like the horrible horseleech’s: daughter. 
Bosh and nonsense! Money needed! 
Fleetiis-all that folks could wish. 
As to Childers—why, he weeded 
Navy down to nothing—pish ! 
J am Hunt, and I am some one, 
No one knows the good I’ve worked, 
Childers statement 7s a rum one. 
(‘lere resumed his seat and smirked.) 
Mr. Harpy. Oh, there never wasan Army such as I have had before, 
It is ready gunned and sworded to depart for any shore. 
It has cost a mint of money —let the Opposition laugh,— 
It can polish eff creation in a jiffy and a half. 
What do Opposition speakers know of war and its affairs ? 
Why, we shouldn’t have an Army if I hadn’t doubled theirs. 
I really don't know how to shape a mas- 
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Mx. Hunt. 
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Sia Starrorp NorrHcore. 
terly reply ; 

Unless I’ve facts to go upon I’m reticent and shy. 
The Opposition urge that they left surpluses behind ;_ 
I really wonder how they bear such minor facts in mind ! 
If they reduced the debt a lot for that are we to blame? 
We've souls above such trifles or—we might have done the same. 
I can't go into figures now, perchance another day 
When I have studied Childers’ facts and found my own I may. 
We ve spent enormous sums I own—but all we do is right : 
Come, put your motion to the vote—/( Winking at Majority)—you 


bark, but cannot bite. 
Masority (waking up suddenly). 


oys ; . . 
Vote with a clatter and vote with a noise. 


First Cons. What is the question? I haven't a notion. 

Sgconp Do. Oh, only some bothering Liberal motion. 

Turrp Do. Oh, only some factious attempt of the Rads, d 
To blame us for making so free with the “ brads. 


Division. 
What are the numbers? Majority great? 
ANSWER. Yes, for the Government —eighty and eight. 
Cons. Cxorvs. Now that our duty as Statesmen is done, 
Home to our beds with us every one. 


Vote away, vote away, vote away, 


INQUIRER. 








Waxing Wroth. 
arliament commit a great many mistakes in the 
ie Tussaud great an extent, in fact, do they 
blunder, that we propose to borrow a title from that model sasemblage 
of silent and blameless members in Baker-street, and entitle the 


House of Commons, the Chamber of Errors! 


\ 


Members of P 
course of the Session. 
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WAY TO THe Buriprrs’ Arms?” 








THE DOG FIENDS. 


In conséquence of the large rewards offered for the discovery of the 
dog poisoners having failed to elucidate the mystery, we have sent 
notes to several eminent men with a request that they would inform 
us what, in their opinion, was the cause of this determined bow-wow- 
icide. Subjoined is the result. 

‘They have been destroyed by the secret agents of the Russian 
Government in order that they may not bark when the Czar and his 
hordes advance stealthily upon London.”’—B. Disrazz1. 

“ Lowe does it after dinner.”"—C. E. Lewis. 

“The poison was intended for the gentleman who is daily expected 
from Australia to prove that the Claimant is Roger, but the dogs got 
at it before he arrived.”—E. V. Kenegaty. 

“ A Popish plot.” —Waa..ey. 

“They haven't been poisoned at all ; they’ ve died of grief at the cold 
reception awarded to my splendid conception of Hamlet.’””-—Ernezsro 
Roast. 

“They have poisoned themselves rather than live under an Em- 

.”—Prorgssorn Fawcett. 

“The effluvium emitted from the nostrils of an approaching sea- 
po is at the bottom of the mystery.”—Eprror, Daily Para- 
graph. 

“It is the work of some good genius who wishes to warn me, the 











‘““ARMS AND THE MAN.” 


Flora (who is geing out to tea, and is told that her friend’s house is near “ the Builders’ Arms”) :—“‘ My GooD MAN, CAN YOU TELL ME THE 


7 We can bear personal testimony to its value asa tonic.” —Standard. 
“I find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 


SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C. 
Printed by JUDD & CO, Phonix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published 
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Possessor of those articles (briskly) :—“’Ere THEY BB'S, QUITE AT YOUR SARVICE, MY PRETTY LITTLE DEAR!” 


next time I see a railway-station, not to wish I was a dog.’—J. 
Rvsk1n. 

« John Bright poisons them in order to hurl them as weapons at the 
women of his own household.””—Lyp1a Brcxsr. 





Management! 


Tue agreements entered into between the North Metropolitan 
Tramways Company and its conductors, as explained at a police-court 
lately, show the decided advantage of retaining the “whip hand 
yourself, though you give over the car to your conductor. Such a 
very curious and one-sided code of laws as that just exposed should, 
now the light of day has got in on it, be corrected, in case one of 
these days it should be found to act as a non-conductor and a 
detriment to the tram-travelling lieges of London. 


Morro ror Water Demwxers (Dedicated to Major Wieland and 
Dr. Sedgwick Saunders).—** Leave well alone.” 





On Tvgspay Next, 


THE GRAND DERBY DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN. 


PLENTIFULLY ILLUSTRATED. ONE PENNY, 





IN 





WATERS OuNINE WINR' 





(for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, May 24, 1876. 


{May 24, 1876. 
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have often been greatly 
pained, when visiting the 
Derby, to observe the 
barbarous and backward 
state in which the arts of 
nose - making and nose- 
choosing still remain. 
Derby noses appear to be 
made, sold, bought, and 
worn with an absence of 
system and purpose en- 
tirely inconsistent with 
the importance of such a 
subject. The consequence 
‘ ; is that an art which 
should go hand in hand with the science of physiognomy, and should 
be instrumental in popularising the study of expression, is sinking 
rapidly to the position of a mere trade; while the choosing of noses, 
instead ef an intellectual employment, has become a mere frivolous 
stime ! 

If the nose-buyer would make a point of rejecting all characterless 
and purposeless noses, and would accept only such a nose as might 
seem to him appropriate to his character, intentions, or state of mind, 
we feel sure that the art would begin to make rapid strides towards 
improvement, and that the manufacture of noses for Derby-day wonld 
heoome @ siudy occupying the most intellectual and artistic minds, 
We are determined to take the subject in hand with firmness, with a 
view to introducing a more enlightened state of things, and we feel 
confident that our efforts will meet with their due reward in success. 

Let us first say a few words about the recklessness of those who 
wear random noses, What can one say of the man who, being com- 
pélled to take his three spinster aunts to the Derby in a four-wheeler 
(though he has received an invitation to go with some fellows on a 
drag), puts on a nose of a lively or contented expression? or, of 
another man who, taking his Angelina down in a hansom assumes a 
depressed nose? ‘These men are surely —unless they have some 
adequate and righteous reason for concealing their emotions— little 
short of purposeless impostors, and are beneath contempt. Of course 
there aré circumstances under which it becomes justifiable to use a 
nose to conceal the emotions, as in the class of cases with 
which we bave first to deal. The Eyotion-concealing Nose might at 
times be extremely useful and consolatory to those whose feelings are 
80 intense as to make it undesirable to reveal them to the vulgar gaze. 
Take the case of a man who has lost heavily and is proportionately 
cast down, and you willtee at once what a great boon it would be to 
that man if he could buy a lively devil-may-care-looking nose and 
wear it @n the way home from Epsom! While, on the other hand, a 
man who had won tremendous sums might find it gratifying to 
conceal the deli ht in bis features by assuming a dismal and disap- 
pointed, or blighted, nose. 

; eeeter clase of what might be culled Noses of Dissimulation is the 
a ease concealing Nose. ‘This kind of nose might be most useful to 
an sharper who finds the cunning which marks his countenance 
- acle to the success of his profession. Let him only find a nore 

fos an idea of artless sim;licity, and go about with it on, and 
aaa would be made. Un'ess, indeed, his ordinary dupes should 
the into their heads to invest in cunning noses which would have 
his equals of scaring him away with the impression that he had met 

Thee duplicity. 
intend gmations Nose is also a Nose of Dissimulation. This nose is 
; to convey the impression that the wearer is in utter 
— of what is going on around him, and is meant for the use 
nignes wie who, unable to escape, is embarrassed by the efforts of 

ae to be funny round the carriage wherein he sits, and 
doean’t w whether he ought to smile faintly or hurl plates at his 


I vou also be of great assistance to any gentleman who has told 
phe can’t afford to go to the Derby, and suddenly encounters 
Samet” there— or who has got leave from the city on a plea 
ployer— m, and finds himself wedged in a crowd with his em- 
7 tine, to @ policeman who comes upon three pickpockets at the 
“Dole and ig¢ at a loss which to choose. 
Nose—a, the head of Noses of Straightforwardnesa comes the Festive 
found organ, sli htly turned up, and with a slight redness at 
the very or a man who has thoroughly made up his 
enjoy himself, and do else whatever, at the race. 
allied to this is the Rechlessly Festive Nose— rounder and 
turned up and much redder at the tip—signifying that 
more op Ser would not think of re! unig home without getting 
week 8 elevated and laying in a stock of indigestion for the next 
Who.reschne Determinediy Festive Nose can be recommended to those 
From tely decide that they won't go home till morning. 
*mong the Noses of Impressiveness may be selected the Super- 
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A RT-N OSES FOR THE. DERBY. eicous Nose (to be worn by persons who can only afford to viaié Epsom 
E \\\ 
\ 


N. 


on a ‘bus, but wish the crowd 
: § to know that they coul > g 
Pear : drag . & carriage-and-six or anything elve if Seah or 
forekue Wied eos sare ng a fares Nose, indicating unlimited 
é Yr, and of the race in general. 
we i Fancy, and Miscellaneous Noses might be manufactured 
ninive variety to suit all tastes—it being, of course, @ rule that 


each nose should illustrat ‘ar idi 
quaint fancy, » some partiou’ar idiosynerasy, emotion, or 





Here is a specimen of the Decorative Nose—in honour, of course, of 
the Royal visit to India. 





BEATEN OFF. 


By a “ Tacx.” 


Lone ago in the days when I started 
To run in the racis of life, 
I was forward and fit and big-hearted, 
And eager to join in the strife. 
Bitter Need was the jockey who, spurring, 
My limbs with some fleetness endowed ; 
But an accident always occurring, 
I merely walked in with the crowd, 


From the pie of the turf, like Jack Horner, 
I wanted to pull out a plum, 
But if leading at Tattenham Corner 
Some scrimmage was certain to come: 
I was bored to the rails or I stumbled, 
While backers were cursing aloud ; 
Degraded and hooted and humbled, 
1 merely walked in with the crowd. 


Now my Derbies and Legers are done for, 
I’m a weed at the gate-money “ specs ” ; 
Poor indeed are the races I run for, 
Yet I lose them by noses and necks, 
Through the many defeats I've to suffer 
I haven't the right to be proud ;— 
But I’d rather be third to a duffer 
Than merely walk in with the crowd. 








An Ice Distinction. 


Penny ices as sold in the streets should be put down, Sir Robert 
Carden thinks, because they are highly coloured and their vendors 
accept postage stamps from small boys in exchange for them. But by 
parity of reasoning should not postage stamps be put down? they are 
highly coloured, ices are accepted in exchange for them, and the boy 
who licks them is as likely to be poisoned by cheap gum as he is by 


cheap ice. 





Rough on Reddie. 


‘TENANT C. J. Reppre, of the Raleigh, has been dismissed his 
ship ee going to sleep in Bombay Harbour while officer of the watch, 
ma waiting for the embarkation of the Prince of Wales. If he was 
asleep he was Reddie, so the punishment must be considered ex- 


cessive. 








Colourable. 
has been 
A CONTEMPORARY announces that a large sum of money n 
iste te charity by a wealthy negro, and applies the term seames 
to the donor. The word is cut of oan or all presents from such a 
source must be given with a nigger hand. 





ENGLAND’s Nsw LaxavaGe.—The Queens Italian. 
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MR, POTTS AT THE DERBY. 


Never mind; he’ll astonish the swells now he’s once made a start. And so he does, 







Mr. P. has never before been to the Derby. 
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AN ns : 
Boy (to Potts, who has hired a vicious brute, so as to ride round and look like the Cierk of the Course) :—‘‘’Ere yer are, three shies a penny.’’ Loater:—‘ Don’t 
bother ’im—he’ll get one for nothing in a minute.” 
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Having been “on”? the winncr, he gets “on” generally. 
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Admirers of Potts. He harangueth the multitude, 
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TRAST. 
| Tuurspay: To the City. DEPRESSION. 


‘‘ Such is Life.”—And that’s the worst of it! 








THE STRAIGHT TIP. 
A Hrpicat, Torrcat, Tippican Tate. 


_ JABEZ Homer Scuuecet had toiled himself gaunt, grey, and green 
in the service of science. For fifty long years he had bent night and 
y over the musty tomes of forgotten scholiasts, the eye-bewildering 
mines of Sanskrit and Arabic till he was sans teeth in his gums. The 
weird Icelandic Sagas and the elder Edda absorbed his brain till he 
= Edda ’air of the scantiest description. His brow was furrowed 
and his back was bent by midnight orgies in the realms of Oriental 
and yet he pined for vulgar fame. It is true that in some 


Philology, 
lalf-dozen European universities some half-dozen old professors, as | 


a y and yellow as himself, would wag their heads when his name 
mentioned, but he needed a louder and more universal applause. 


© mastership of nicety-six dead and living languages wasa thing | 
proud of ; but away from the handful of savans of kindred taste, | 
considered an eccentric old Dryasdust, who preferred the | 


of dead heathen to the honest English of a Christian land. 
Opportunity came. One night in his study he happened 
& manuscript written in Arabic, which told the story of a man 
discovered the language of the horse. The alphabet and 
— construction of the hippic tongue were given with great 
avail bi Here was a discovery which the Professor determined to 


Lapassetsion of the secret in so dramatic a manner that the whole 
m should ring with his fame. 

The - * * *« 
When teat Epsom carnival was within a fortnight of its celebration, | 
ho an elderly gentleman of lean and studious appearance might | 

been seen im close conversation with an employé of a great racing | 


stable, | 


was 
gibberish 


* | 


hieroglyphics of Oriental manuscripts. He had dived into the deep | 


lf of. He would put it to some practical use, and proclaim | 


The flash of gold shot for a moment from between their linked hands, 
and then the Professor (it was he) was cautiously conducted to the stall 
| of a “probable starter’”’ for the Derby. Bidding the visitor be quick, 
_ the man retired to keep watch at the door, and in a moment the horse 
_and the Professor were engaged in earnest conversation. 
** Can you win the Derby ¢”’ asked the Professor. 
‘‘Can I eat a carrot?” replied the animal. ‘* Why, the favourite’s 
| trained near here, and I’ve watched him at exercise; I’m sure I can 
beat him, and I know from last season what I can do with the others.”’ 
‘You mean to be good tempered and try, of course ’’”’ 
“Rather. I’ve made up my mind to win the race ever since I 
was two years old, and I will.” 
| The next day the walls of London were placarded with this 
announcement: ‘‘ Professor Schlegel’s tip for the Derby. Dust Pan, 
now at 25 tol, willwin. The Professor will publish the extraordinary 
means by which he acquired the knowledge in the Times of the morrow 
o 


of the race.” * ® * 
The race was over. 
All Heart first, Petrarch second, and Dust Pan last. 
Mad with disappointment and rage, the Professor rushed at the 
| deceiver and upbraided him with his conduct. 
“You told me you could win !” he shrieked. 


“‘ So I could,” was the reply. 


“Then why the deuce didn’t you? ”’ io 1 
“My dear, sir,” answered the animal, calmly whisking a fly with 


its tail, “‘ you asked me if I could win, but you omitted to ask my owner 
if he meant to let me.” 





| 





A Derby Discovery. 

Tax interest taken by the inhabitants of England in horse-racing 
is universal. On Derby-day every man, woman, and child have tips 
at the ends of their fingers. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 31, 1876. 
(Cartoon. ] 


THE STRAIGHT TIP. 


From Parliament, from shop and store, 
See crowds to Epsom thronging. 

The turfite stocked with hippie lore, 

The noble lord, the awful bore 

(With certain winners half-a-score), 
And all for luck are longing. 


Fall many pray for “ Petrarch first ! ” 
* We've backed him for our dinners! ”’ 
* All pest! why, bless him, he’s my worst! ”’ 
“Tt Bk wins I hope he'll burst!” 
For gain there’s universal thirst. 
! all can’t be winners | 
exten) commas 
Pantiamewtary debates, once so dull that none but the most ardent 
cared to ‘lp further than the ‘‘ summary,” have during the 
present Session assumed an entertaining if not exactly a humorous 
— Passing over the more important measures which have 
such ample scope for discussion and subsequent criticism, we 
will be satisfied to mention a few minor, yet by no means trivial, 
incidents of the past few days. In the Upper ouse a peer of the 
Church, one who represents in that august Chamber the gentlest of 
informs the world that he is sent by Providence to keep 
“ Dissenting carrion” from contaminating the graves of those who 
have by Act of Parliament. In the same Chamber a few 
nights after eaven-sent—that is hereditary—legislators cackle 
a the dreadful iniquities of svientific inquiry, and display their 
readiness to tush in and decide questions at which the greatest experts 
stand We wonder whether those who are so shocked at vivi- 
soction have ever dec or ever will decline, to avail themselves of 
the advantages to humanity derived from it! ting there is not 
space here in which to argue out this point on the truly humane 
princt x turn to he lowe nye dy Ay, that just now 
innu aspersion are g flunge a total disregard of 
the wonted of our ey For many reasons 
we hardly care to mention individual cases, especially as all who read 
the daily papers cannot fail to see the difference which is apes 
showing itself in the conduct of the Commons. We would mu 
rather express our satisfaction at the checkmate the turbulent Irish 
party reveived the other night, when, in a blustering, nonsensical, and 
particularly Hibernian manner, its representatives made what oan 
only be called a demand for the liberation of the Fenian prisoners, 
some of whom were no less black and brutal murderers than the 
untaught barbarians executed a few mornings back at Newgate. We 
trust when these members turn for support and sympathy to Liberals, 
as they most certainly will now their hope in the Ministry has fled, 
that it will not 8 on be forgotten how they meanly “ trimmed” about 
an important principle, and, turning their backs upon political honour 
and honesty, tried to catch a very old bird indeed, ani ignominiously 
failed. We trust Home Rulers are satisfied with the result of their 
great and truly national caiegis movement. Should they require 
consolation, mayhap they will it in the reduetio ad absurdwm supplied 
by Mr. Dion Boucicault and his latest letter to the papers. 


1 





"Tis Conscience—.” 

A suRGLAR broke into a station on the Midland line recent] 
and in his hurry drank half a bottle of cathartic medicine, whioh - 
mistook for whisky, before he discovered his mistake. He says now 
that he has discovered something else as well—an inward monitor 








A Sight Better. 


A sip clergyman has been appointed to th ; ; 
Paince'’s Part, Vivateedh WwW set give ihe sent hi. 3 
biel opric? A good see wo be such an agreeable change for 


him. 


Lt in ethene nesenerensueneesesnssmentasnmstncperinssinnisinnsnraanaieassanaten 


“Tue Ameer of Cabul pro 
A council of nob'es, we are inform 
This is the first authentic proof o 
native princes at the new title which has 
Ameer, we understand, believes that this 
England know he intends to stand no nonsense. The Vice-Kmperor 
to town to know if, in view of these pro- 


of india has telegraphed 
0.edings, he may ride on two elephants at once and call himself 4 
Padishaher. 


(May 31, 1876. 








THE SPORTING PROPHET. 


A Ditty vor THE Timzs. 


Wuers Tomkinson was unsurpast 
By any of us mortal worms, 

Was in his singularly vast 
Command of mystic sporting terms. 


His flowing sentiments to dress 
In English language pure and plaio, 
A member of the sporting press 
Would never, never, never deign ! 


Dissatisfied with horsey phrase 
Already generally known, 

That Tomkinson devoted days 
To making phrases of his own ; 


Till all his fellow prophet-men, 

Who filled the sporting journal’s page, 
Regarded his inventive pen 

With gnawing jealousy and rage. 


For though their sentences were queer, 
And seldom easy to be solved, 

Those sentences were plain and clear 
To them that Tomkinson evolved ! 


And though they did the thiag with grim 
And sour reluctance and with gall, 
Those prophets all admitted him 
The greatest prophet of them all. 


The public who, admiring, read 

His deep productions far and wide, 
It may be confidently said 

Were infinitely edified! 


He never made the least pretence 
Of recollecting any more, 

One jot or tittle of the sense 
Of phrases penned the day before. 


And, slowly getting in a maze, 
He simply lost himself among 
His labyrinths of horsey phrase, 
And quite forgot the English tongue. 


He talked to sporting friends in vain 
In phrases he himself had planned— 

They looked on him as one insane, 
And sighed, and cou/dn’t understand. 


But public feeling by and by 
Regarding him, began to change— 
‘‘ Some cleverness must surely lie 
In verbiage so vaguely strange! 


‘Tn sentences it racks the mind 
So very much to understand, 
There certainly must lurk behind 

A meaning which is very grand. 


‘‘ Entangled mistiness should be 
The index of a poet's g:ade— 
Why, where would Mr. Browning be 
Should involution grudge its aid?” 


No longer deemed a hopeless fool, 
Whom senseless vagaries impel— 
A pet of the modern school, 
y hero sold his poems well. 


Regarding him with awestruck looks, 
The critics voted him inspired ; 

While publishers who sold his books, 
Attaining opulence, retired. 


_— - 








Indian News. 


to assume the title of Padixhah. 
ed, have consented to the change. 
f the “ frenzied delight’ of the 
reached England. The 
change of style will let 
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| = gla to see it in the paper. 
onial—see !) 





THE EPSOM DERBY. AND HOW IT BECAME s0. 


With PEEPS AT THE PROBABLE WINNER. 


all the rage, and the Derby 


prize for the best article on 
the origin of the Derby. 
So as to keep the competi- 
tion select only well-known 
turf-writers were allowed 
to enter, and a fee of thir- 
teen stamps was charged 
on each batch of copy by 
the opening clerk, failing 
which amount the article 
was at once given over to 
the police, who are in every 
case on the track of the 
writer, where they intend to 
remain for the present. 
Notwithstanding all these 
precautions the supply of 
matter has been very large, 
and were it not for fear of 
wasting the stamps en- 
closed, we as well as our 
assistants would have given 
up exhausted long ago. 
After many, if not more, 
gigantic exertions and very 
much softening of the brain, enly suppressed by stimulant, the number 
of representative articles was reduced to three, and from them we 
select the following extracts, regretting very much at the same time 
that we have not space in full for the whole of such admirable 
specimens of combined spirited sporting and historical excellence. 
As the chosen work is from the pens of men famous on the press, 
‘we leave it to our readers to discover the writers by their various and 
respective styles. We have marked them A, B, and C, and anyone 
anxious to know the name of an author or the names of authors, as 
the case may be, must send in a stamped directed envelope containing 
not less than ninepence-halfpenny, the register of his birth, and any 
other guarantees of good faith he may happen to have about him at 
the period of writing. At the same time, it may be as well to remark 
that any little douceur or testimonial to a fayvourite—as a friendly 
way of showing that his disguise has been penetrated—will be sure to 
reach its destination safely if confided to our care. All parcels to be 
legibly inscribed, and carriage paid. Donors who wish to remain 
anonymous may depend on our discretion. 


(A.)—The Derby is so called because it is run at Epsom, which was 
originally the birthplace of Joan, before the borders of the country 
were extended, and horse-racing was regarded as one of the fine arts. 
The history of the Derby is of the kind which repeats itself very often— 
i fact, once every year; and by it we find that the horse is a noble 
animal and very useful to man, especially when the horse wins and the 
man has backed him. ‘Tatienham Corner was originally called ‘it- 
for-Tattenham Corner—first because it is a corner, and second because 
it was there that a good deal of jockeying used to take place. But 
since Admiral Rous has taken to going round the course with the 
riders on his double action steam bicycle, and as every horse has a 
track for himself, according to the method prescribed by Thormanby 
i former years and Weston in this, matters are altered, especially 
how asphalie has been laid down for those who choose to rink round 
with the racers. The principal feature of the Derby nowadays is 
the kindness of heart it allows the Grand Stand lessees to exhibit, as 
well a8 the opportunity for benevolence it affords them. I should be 
remiss indeed did I not tender them my heartfelt thanks for the way 
it which they manipulate the loaves and fishes so that none shall leave 

racesempty. ‘They are the friends of the poor and lowly ; and 

#8 you require a tip I will conclude with the remark that if Petrarch 
» he will, unless beaten by a better candidate, be declared the 
of the Epsom Derby of 1876. By the way, a8 a good many 


your readers would like to have my carte, I inclose one, and shall 
(It will be a guide for them as to the 





of 


NXIOUS at all times to 
maintain the high character 
this journal has g0 long 
possessed as a sporting au- 


thority, particularly just 
now when horse-racing is 


18, a3 One may say, at our 
very doors, Mr. Fun sent 
round a circular recently 
offering a heavy money 


eee rmenerenenine meetin enteneaniaiaiatintaitime 
FUN. 
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(B.)—As I am admitted to be the laureate of the turf I fancy I 
cannot do better than send you a poem in blank verse of the new 
fashionable American Waltzing Wittiman style. It is only as long as 

Paradise Lost.” (And so we have cut it down to this length. ) 


I stand on the famously equined, the horse-trodden, fast-and-furious- 

Coe race-course of Epsom, with Grand Stand all guarded 
y peelers, 

And looking away to the furthermost portion of Tattenham Corner— 
oh, cruel and crest-covered Corner !|— 

Behold men and women with babies, forgetting not bottles and 
brandies. 

I hear the great order of “Clear the course!’’ and lo! there come 

_ prancin; 

First the Sir Mott of the Superintendence, his staff and inspectors, 
all of them armed with authority—not to say truncheons. 

Looking afar off I watch for the movements of bettors. Pencil in 
hand they indite all the names of the runners, then offer “ long 
prices outsiders.”’ 

Now to the post goes the streamlet of horses and riders. Soon they 
start off ’mid the shouting of even the policemen with Mott for 
their leader : 

Keep they together till well around Tattenham Corner—oh, fateful 
and fast-flitting Corner! See how they come—and even still 
more so’s the winner! But no, ’tis not he, but another! 

And swiftly past all who are looking—aye, even past policemen and 
judges—past Mott upon horseback—there flies to his haven of 
resting the steed which is foremost. And so do the others. 


Then up go the numbers of winners; alas for the numbers of losers! 


And there, as I stand like a bard on the top of the great Epsom 
Grand Stand, I see that all bards are avenged now, for Petrarch 
has taken the money. Ochone ! 


P.S.—I think you said something about a portrait. Here is one 


which is bound to ornament your pages as well as interest your 


readers. 
duty—eh ?) 


(Besides, you know, it will be a reminder to them as to their 





(C.)—Time was when the history of the Derby was a thing which 


might be dilated upon with the most intense pleasure, but not now— 


oh, not now. The glories of the racehorse are past, and all a 


handicaps of under ten miles with lowest limits of less tham 19st. 9 


A horse of the days of my youth could have carried one of these 
degenerate times on his back, with jockeys for both, and then have 
won ina walk. Now everything is sacrificed to short cuts and feather 
weights, and animals that could canter under twenty ton are thought 


nothing of in the presence of the speedy weeds whose best distance is 
four furlongs all told. Even Derby dogs are not now what they were. 


Iremember when a Derby dog was more than a match for two mounted 
policemen; now one and on foot is much too much for twenty dogs. 


The practice of touting and the publication of training pepe by 


cheap newspapers are at the bottom of this degeneracy, and I feel as 


if I could go home and die when I think of things as they are and com- 
pare them with what the 


were. And yet you ask me to write a short 
history of the Derby! Why, sir, when 1 commanded the R——w 
frigate in 1827, I would have had you triccd up to the mainmast- 
head and given you twenty dozen for less than that. We had a cargo 
of racehorses on board, and the worst of them was ten times better 
than the probable winner of the present Derby. I fancy 
Petrarch can get home if he carries a wet sail, and unless some of the 
others get in front. Thinking my portrait would be interesting to 
many of your readers (and, between us, would not be bad as a guide 
to them concerning you know what) I enclose one, and shall be glad to 


see it in the historical article. 





The Editor begs to state that, finding it impossible to use all three 
portraits in the one article, he has had the salient points of each 
extracted and combined in the drawing which is to be found at the 
commencement of this true and veracious history. The general effect 
is much nearer to nature than he had anticipated, as the figure is not 
only something like each separate scribe, but gives a wonderful general 
notion of the three combined, while even a touch of the Editor himself 
can here and there be discerned. It may be interesting to intending 
testimonialisers to know that if there be but enough coin to hand, the 
deserving artist will be included in the division. Verbum sap., and 


stamps as cash. 








Duel Votes. 

Dvrine the Cork election Alderman Daly was challenged to fight a 
duel by a Mr. Dunne, but the affair was settled in a police-court. 
The same thing is Dunne Daly in French elections, but we have to 
thank Home Rulers for the introductiun of such an Ireish political 


proceeding to the British realms. 





A Pot Boy’s FavovurirTe Dance.—The Can-car. 
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TELEGRAMS OF THE DAY (THE DERBY DAY). 


SALONICA. 


_Anoruer outrage was committed here this morning. A Bulgarian 
girl was doing her morning gallop to the Rink when she was stopped 
m her work by therain. The Clerk of the Weather was warned off the 
course by the stewards. Great excitement prevails, and several dead 
"uns are the result of an attack of Steel. Mr. John Smith has ordered 
beefsteak and onions at the principal hotel, and public confidence is 

tially restored. A telegram from Bin 47 is reassuring as to tho 
orte. The refusal of the British Government to join her horses at 
the Andrassy Hurdle has upset the calculations of backers over the 
Eastern Handicap considerably. 
Cairo. 


_ Mr. Rivers Wilson’s scheme for the ‘Reform of Egyptian Finance 
is quoted at Tattersall’s this morning. He has offered to swop berths 
wih the Khedive at fair hedging prices. The Government have 
refused to accept the Khedive as a civil servant in the place of Mr. 
Wilson without standing in with the latter. Mr. Wilson lent M. 
Peridom last week's Fun at 6 per cent.,to form the basis of the Con- 
slidated Debt. A telegram received from Mr. Wilson at the Foreign 
Office this morning requests the hall porter to lay against Petrarch 
to the amount of salary undrawn. 
Paris. 


A new farce was tried over the T.Y.C. this evening. Lord Cock- 
w is atthe Bristol. His staying powers in Paris are remarkable. 

2 Bourse has been closed during the night. M. Paul de Cassagnac 
8 challenged his washerwoman to ride the winner of the Prix de 
ne twice round the brim of his Gibus. The Amnesty Stakes 
a lo @ large number of entries. Marshal MacMahon is 


New York. 
Mr. Belknap’s Im t by Fraud 
L y Fraud out of Senator has been 
f+ cee by Mr. Window's Extraittion by Fish out of Derby. The 
ee Htc, a ee “ Yankee-doodle” at a concert in aid of 
adelph evolent Association last evening at the Phil- 


- _The slaughter of nine nig in Louisiana is 
the effort of the Reform party to do away with Black Male. 
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A DERBY DREAM. 
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Scane If.—** Here they com!’’ ae sort of thing to prevent cruelty to animals. 








Lonpon. 

A grand nutional festival was held at Epsom Circus this morning in 
honour of the Prince of Wales. His Royal Highness was present on 
his favourite elephant, and had a pony on a horse. The scenes in the 
ring were of a varied description. A well known lord skinned a lamb, 
and several monkeys changed hands. Mr. Disraeli proposes to alter 
the title of the Derby to the Stanley, on the authority of Kelly's 
Post Office Directory for 1869. * won the race this year. 





‘THE KEY OF THE STREET.”’ 


Yrars ago—I won’t mention how many— 
(O the footsteps of Tempus are fleet !) 
When as fresh as a newly coined penny, 
I was given, ‘‘ The key of the street.” 


I was careless, and hated restriction, 
So my freedom I held as a treat. 

The world’s oyster, I felt a conviction, 
Opened best to ‘‘ The key of the street.” 


And when I had married my Polly, 
My comfort was nearly complete ; 

But a house with no latch-key’s not jolly— 
She locked up “‘ The key of the street.” 


Wife and house are no more!—poor and lonely 
I sleep in the parks on a seat; 

But one joy I now hold, and one only,— 
I still have “The key of the street!” 








Under Press-sure. : 
ConsipgRinc the vast amount of newspaper articles on the Prince~ 


or rather the prints—of Wales lately, we may say that, if he has no 
been slandered, he has certainly been much columniated. 








* The name is delayed in transmission. 


[May 31, 1876, 
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FUN’S DERBY HIEROGLYPHIC; OR, CLEAR AND COMPREHENSIVE TIP TYPICAL. 
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A NOISOME ATTACK. 


John Thomas :—“‘ Now THEN, BE OFF, WE CAN'T HAVE THAT NOISE HERE!” 


Indignant Musician :—“ Noise! Yau, ’cos YER GUV’NOR’S GONB TO TNS 
Dvuspy, YOU GIVES YOURSELF HAIRS, AND WANTS TO SET UP FOR A CRICKET OF 


music!”’ 


DOTS AND LINES. 


CHANCELLOR OF THE Excuraquer acknowledges receipt of £735 
conscience money from “N. B.” N.B.—What a conscience! — 
“Narrow escape of @ smack and fourteen hands.” Our little boy, 









still emarting, thinks a smack and one hand are enough to go together 
at one time. (Mem. Send this to Mr. Disraeli for use when occasion 
requirea,) == Dublin preies an actor for the way in which he 
plays “a deceased d husband.” We are informed by one 
who knows nothio beyond being Irish himself, that this is 
a congenial way of player's “ spirited” acting. — Tempe- 
rance Hotel-keeper im . gtopa & pagers boxes, vi e¢ Armfield, 
besomes he woman's | . one dn’t oat. Bm intempe- 
rate measure—for a ote ly. <= Times admits that it 
made a mistake in as : raits of himself to Millais. 


Perhaps the critic thou 1e ba: : modern artist an injustice. 
The correction was ce yn » from any desire to steer clear 
of anachronism. Time superior to such smal} things as that. = 


ex, a ps, while being sentenced to seven years’ 
q ” aske permission to come out once @ week and see his aha 
Talk the ingenuousness of innocence after this! We prefer 

of guilt! = County Court judge states that mad dogs 
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| NOT AN UNUSUAL THING. 


| Tus Derby-day was close at hand, 
That dav of mirth and jollity, 
When London's pleasure-seeking band 
Are given to frivolity. 
’T was near at hand, I say, when Jones— 
A friend my heart was set upon— 
Exclaimed in confidential tones, 
“The Flying Frog J’ve bet upon!” 


| 
| 
Said he, ‘I’ve staked a lot of ‘ tin,’ 
| But, there, of course it’s right enough— 
I know the horse is bound to win, 

And so my prospect's bright enough. 
And when I win, as win I must, 

For Fortune through will carry me, 

| I'll seek the girl in whom [ trust, 

| And ask her if she'll marry ms! 


| ‘‘T know she'll not my offer enub — 
| She'd hardly get a finer one; 

| And when I wed, I'll take a ‘ pub’— 
| Of course, at first, a minor one. 

| | T’ll buy myself a dozen suits, 

: I often need a ‘ tog’ or two, 

fi | I'll keep the choicest of cheroots, 
=e) Some horses and a dog or two!” 
yi 

th 


The Derby-day with glee he hailed, 
But couldn’t “ leave,” which nettled him; 
He struggled hard to work but failed, 
= His state of mind unsettled him. 
Said he, ‘* My horse has won, I know, 
| There’s not the slightest doubt of it.’ 
Ere long, he learnt his fate, and lo !— 
Poor Jones's horse was ‘*‘ out of it!”’ 


MI 
Oh Law! 

Tas Reverend wranzle over the tombstone of a 
Methodist minister's daughter is etatel to have cost 
the Methodists £16,000. Presuming the cost to the 
Ohurch party to have been as great, if not greater, we 
have the nice little sum of £32,000 squandered to prove 
how Christians are humble and lowly and love one 
another. The clerical element of society should cut 
their “suits” according to their cloth. They might 
come cheaper. 


Should be tried by magistrates. The point of this seems to lie in the 
pronunciation. But we should like to know who, according to this 
gentleman’s own rule, ought to judge County Court judges. 


A Complete Dis-appearance. 

A NoRTH-counTRY journal gives a vivid description of a man named 
Brook, missing from Mexborough, and such is the life-like truth 
evident in the lines, that we cannot refrain from assisting in the search 
by reproducing that portion of the pen-and-ink portrait which 
describes the missee as being “thin, light-complexioned, light 
whiskers, face otherwise slightly lame of one leg (believed to be his 
right one).”” So far we quite agree with our provincial contemporary, 
but, we are bound to take exception to its line of argument when it 
proceeds to comment on the described’s ‘‘ extraordinary disappearance. 
We are quite sure that even our contemporary will admit on reflec- 
tion that Mr. Brook’s appearance, and not his disappearance, is the 
most extraordinary portion of the business. 

To a Correspondent. 

No; homogeneous is sot the Latin for a man of genius, though 

men of genius frequently are so. 


CADBURY'S | Saag 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION,—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition ef etareh 
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A LITTLE MOGUL. 


I orren the pleasure of leisure enhance 

With marvellous stories of Eastern romance, 
Where credulous fancy in ecstasy culls 
Nonsensical notions of mighty Moguls.’ 

A whim of their own, or a hint from their wives, 
May limit the lease of a legion of lives 

Of grovelling creatures who cringingly crawl 
And craftily bow at their beck and their call. 
And often I’ve longed to adopt the career 

Of an eastern Mogul—on my hundred a-year ! 


With positive feelings of envious pain 

I’ve read of those tyrants again and again, 
Till out of my study a habit has grown 

Of closely comparing their lot with my own; 
And little by little I’ve come to perceive 
We're more on a par than I used to believe. 
Till now I confess that our destinies strike 
My reason as being supremely alike ; 

And relative reasoning renders it clear 

That I am a Mogul on my hundred a-year! 


For, having my limited dividends paid, 

I’ve nothing to do but to sit in the shade, 
While out in the heat and the bustle I see 
]ll-guerdon’d humanity working for me! 
All right, in the solitude, guarding my door, 
Is constable W 74; 

At every time of the night and the day 
Some tinker or tailor is working away, 

To gratify, bonefit, solace, and cheer 

This lazy Mogul with a hundred-a-year. 


T’other Side. 


Some would-be wise people have pointed triumphantlv 
to the fact that Sir Thomas Biddulph has written 
requesting a person who addressed the Queen as Empress 
Victoria not todo it again. ‘ There!” say the wise- 
acres; “‘there is proof that all the pother about the 
Royal Titles Bill was uncalled-for!”’ They forget that 
the request is in itself a positive assurance that fools 
have already begun to argue the matter out according | 
to their folly. And as there are a good many | 
more boobies in the world than Biddulphs, it is | 
not hard to foresee who will have the best of the dis- — 
cussion. 








DOTS AND LINES. 


Suppzn departure of Signor Salvini. Reported reason, sore throat. 
His gorge had evidently risen at the bad business. Or he had failed 
in his endeavour to “‘ swallow” Rossi. — Numerous flies on the wheel 
of journalism buzz about an eminent critic who dared to take exception 
toa couplet by the Divine Williams. What a wonderful thing it is 

t hacks and twaddlers whose acquaintance with the poet is made 
ugh dictionaries of quotations are most ready to avenge his 
memory, and shout “‘ Heresy!” or anything else that comes in their 
erwise empty heads—so long as they shout. — Great panic owing 

to money being “tight” in the City. This comes of Sir Wilfrid 
weon giving all his powers for the time to the turf instead of teeto- 


-== Persevering critic discovers that a leading dancer at | 


Drury Lane is bald. How gentlemanly to publish the fact' Possibly 
he was glad to find that his writing was not the only bald thing con- 
nected with the operatic stage. — Country paper states that no efforts 
are being spared to recover the stolen Gainsborough. We would 
much rather hear that an attempt has been made to “restore” it. = 
y authoress about to establish a “drinking fountain which is to 
ve @ constant supply of penny loaves and a money box.” The 
ey we English undefiled’”’ is evidently not to supply this, not fools 
ers’ 


xpected to neutralise those only mental. = Boy named Stone, 


years of age, hangs himself ‘‘ for satisfaction.” 


= Adjournment of Parliament over the holiday 








A Racine Nore.—The Mineral Colt is also a colt of mettle. 
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Countryman (reads) :—“* JouN SMITH, AGED 11, WAS CONVICTED BEFORE 
THE Rev. Ozra Damper, J.P., FOR STEALING oné APPLE, AND SENTENCED TO 
SIX MONTHS HARD LABOUR.’ 


Landlord :—‘* Wgeii, LAD, FROM WHAT THOU'ST BEEN READING, I sHOULD 
SAY THAT J.P. MEANS JERUSALEM Pony! 


paradise. — Judgment in the Folkestone “ritual case’’ | 
les expected ovember. Homceopathetic principleinvolved—material | 
e 


When cut | 


y ten 
lown he was Stone dead. - Let’s hope he was satisfied with the result. | 
week. Seasonable | 


tion of ideas. Wits untied. (N.B.—This is not intended for | 
humour.) ( 


| whole of the Mile End-road. After this the Mile-endium! 
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“WRITE ME DOWN AN ASS.” 
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Wuat pogs J.P. MEAN, LANDLORD? 
, 


So-soing a Centenarian, 

AN important paragraph has lately gone the rounds of the press 
stating that an old lady aged a hundred was recently seen sewing 
without spectacles According to the sewing there should come the 
reaping; still it would appear as if the lat’er became the share of the 
brilliant as well as reportorial observer. Our taste mav be singular, 
but we should think much more of this gentleman if next time he goes 
out eye-spy-highing he would manage to see his old lady sewing 
without needles. Maybe he, strong in his own conceit, will fancy 
this a needle-less hint. 


A Second Thought. 

Tue Morning Post thinks that the part which Russia has played in 
the Eastern question is fair neither to Turkey nor to Europe—in fact, 
that our northern neighbour has been dodging. Quite so, but what 
can we expect from Czardom but politics d /a Russe. 


Odd Man Out. 
Tue Telegraph describes the members of the Twycross v. Grant jury 
as ‘‘a round dozen of men.” We prefer to hope that they are a 
square dozen of men. Ambiguity upon such 4 point dozen't do. 


An Intense Difference. 


Tuer Sultan of Turkey has been deposed, and yet foreign corre- 
spondents persist in calling him Abdul Aziz. Abdul Az waz would be 
a more correct designation for the terrible old Turk. 


The London Eoulevards. 
Wuart is going to happen? Trees are to be planted along the 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 7, 1876. DEAD BROKE.—A DRAMA OF THE DAY. 
[Canroon.] Peniop.— The Present Financial Crisis. 

AT HOME AND ABROAD. Scene 1: Downing-street. Cabinet Council just breaking up. 
(Sicns or THE Times THAT WON'T BE Suppvugp.) Piast Minister. By the by, Whatdyemaycallit, you haven’t got 
Panic and shock! panic and shock ! such athing as a copper about you, have yow? I came away without 

Things in the City have come to a block. Breakfast this morning, and I want to buy a penny buster. 

Rash speculators have struck on a rock— Seeonp Minister. I'm very sorry, but I was cleaned out list 
Hair is npending, and knees are a-knock !— settlement. I've been bu!ling Turks all the year, and haven't the 

Despair has them fast in his grip 1.ow. price of a pint about me. Ask Thingumbob. 

They thought that Dame Fortune was easily squared ; Turep MInIstTrR. Very sorry, old fellow, I'm done up myself. Livin & 
Cried they, ‘“ We are ’cute!”’ as they bullied and beared, on ten shillings a week my old groom allows me. Egyptians settled 
For the rest of the world not.a penny they cared; me a month ago. ; 

Bat when the crasit came how they s‘upidly stared, First Minister. Well, I don’t mind telling you, I'm in the same 

Of ’cutenessthe pigmiest type now! boat. I went wrong over Home Rails some time ago. ‘Things are so 
Mischief and eteifh ! eitedbiof and strife! bad with me that I’ve slept in the Park this last fortnight. I could 
The Sult isgiad to get off witholebe life do with a trotter just now, myself. 

Feud 2 tetettn eamennstant! oe Fourtu Minister (¢imdly). Suppose we cast lots who shall pawn 
To pe w may bring again wae theaieet fo— lig waistcoat and stund treat round with the proceeds ? 

So shifty political wind is. (Great disinclination of Ministers. Ultimate discovery that it isnot the 
Meanwhile, on his way still continues the-Czar, tnelement weather which causes their coats to be so tightly buttoned 
Still steadily strives for possessions afar ; aeross. ) 

Yes, Bruin's the — a ee FPimer Minister. I’ve got a notion! Let's go and call on the 
Ahead | the tin of the Indi Countess of Threestars. I’ve givea lots of her poor relations snug 
That to t Key Berths; and it’s about her luncheon time. 
j —e 
. _ . | Semmm 2: Park-lane. Residence of Countess or TureEstars. Four 
_ Je might spear wegricone, and: ronld colaly be mewrstael Minter om dos. 
I'm frightfully hungry ! 


without a word of comment. Not that anything at all new can often 
be said of a ing which, since the days when special corre- 
spondents and own commissioners first. came inte use, has exhausted 


every novel expedient, almost every phase of presswork. Writers 
hem dieguised themselves as and gipsies, and casual 

and even as welchers; an@if ‘t succeeded in imposing: 
anybody but themstlves other at.the time, their | 

hawe made an extremely sting show in print afterwards At 
last so is the straib become of those famed for fancy 


deseriptions that it is darkly 

to avail himself of a long-planned dernier reseort next year 
disgeised as the Derby Dog. Though even then he fexrs that servile 
imitation may upset his plans amd spoil the effect of his deep-laid as 
well as high-class and world-wide designs. How then, in the face of 
all this, can such commonplace scribblers as ourselves hope to do 
justice to the mighty task of Epsom and the Derby—a task which has 
baffled the pens of those familiar with scenes of carnage, who have 
been all over the world and back, and who are as m:ch at home in 
Westphalia and Wooloomooloo as they are in Woolwich and White- 
chapel ? And yet it seems hard to let the opportunity of at once and 
for ever distinguishing ourselves go by again, especially after heing 
informed by a gentleman in a white choker behind the Grand Stand 
that those who go to see races hasten double quick to D nation. We 
might be satisfied with having given the straightest of straight, the 
most successful of hieroglyphic, tips, with having backed the winner 
to win and the second and third for places according to our published 
preconceived notions, or with having been allowed to take one long 
lingering look at the mighty yet withal kind-hearted and benevolent 
Clerk of Epsom Racecourse. But no, this is not enough; we yearn 
fer the fame of having done or seen more than anyone else who went 
down to pick up crumbs of current information. And so, though 
we had intended to keep a weighty matter secret, as requested, we 
must yield. In the train by which we travelled home from Epsom— 
in the very carriage— was a gentleman who said he had lost his ticket, 
and who got under the seat when the collector appeared. His confi- 
dence was kept, although the ends of his bushy black beard almost 
obtruced themselves on the official's notice. We placed our feet on 
it, and so perhaps it passed for a mat, and thus ensured our fellow- 
passenger's gratitude. Whenthe danger was over he arose, squeezed 
our hand, and departed, leaving behind h'm ascrap of paper,on which 
were the words, “ Keep it dark— Sir W. L.—that’s me.’ We have 
felt bound to our readers thus far, but trust they will not let it go any 
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A WARM TIME. 


Quorn Jane to her husband, a dealer in shares, 
‘* The weather keeps cold—what a pity!”’ 
With wonder she opens her optics and stares, 
When her spouse with undoubted conviction declares 
Ic’s been awfully warm in the City. 
——— 
A Contradiction in Terms. 
A GENTLEMAN required two couple of reserved seats at a theatre the 
ion i but they were all taken. He was forestalled, but not 
our ; . 


Birdeage-walk. 


Prmsr Minister. I hope she’s at home. 
(Door is opened by an Orv Woman.) 


Frest Minister. Is the Countess at home ? 

Orp Woman. Don't live here now. Left. 

Seconp MinistEx. Can you tell us where she’s gone to? 

Orp Woman. Oh, yes. She’s got an apple-stall at the corner of 
(Shuts door in their faces.) 

Pirer Minister. I recollect now. All her money was in Peru’s. 
















| How dreadful! 


Tarrp MinistEr (eagerly). Do you think she would give us an 


apple ? 
Cuorvus or MINISTERSs. 





By Jove! Let’s try. 
: Birdcage-walk. The Countess’s Apple-stall. 


First Ministex. Madame La Comtesse, allow me to introduce 
three of my colleagues. 

Countsss (polishi g an apple with her apron). I fancy I have had 
the pleasure Why, of course. Wemetat the Duke of Clapham’s. 
The last dinner of the season. 

Turrp Minister. Ah! (sighing) We remember that dinner. 

First Minister. Don’t talk about dinners, for Heaven's sake. 
the-bye, Countess, what lovely apples you have there. 

Countess. Are they not exquisite? Foura penny. Will you have 
a pennyworth ? 

Fixst Minister. I would with pleasure—I should be quite too 
happy ; but—haw—I’ve nothing less than a sovereign ! 

C.untess. Do not allow that to trouble you. My daughter, 
Lady Gabrielle, is within call. She sells vesuvians round the corner, 
and will fetch you change in an instant. (Culding.) Gabrielle! 
Gabrielle ! 

First Minister (confused.) Don't trouble, I beg. I—(feeling in his 
poecke')—I1 ve left my purse at home. Come, we shall be late for 
luncheen. (MINIsTERS walk hurried/y away.) 

FourtH MInistEx (puling a couple of epples from his pocket). 
I sneaked a couple. Let’s go to the Park and divide ’em. 


Scene 4: The Park. Four Ministers are seated enjoying half an apple 
apiece. A SuNBURNT GENTLEMAN passes close to them. 


Sonpurnr Gent Leman (looking steadfastly at them). Why, bless me, 
it's Whatdyemaycallit and Thingumbob. 

Fixst Minister. By Jingo! Lord Cutt Cavendish! 
you spring from ? 

SuNBURNT GENTLEMAN. 
Only landed this morning and came straight to town. 
station. Going to walk home and surprise ’em. 

Finst Minister. What.a fortunate meeting. Have you any cash 
about you ? ! 

Sunpoxnt Gentiteman. Any amount, Can I oblige you? 

Frest Mini-ter. Youcan, We have to pay £10 a-piece we lost 
atthe club last night, and by a most extraordinary coincidence we ve 
all left our purs+s at home. 

Sunspurst? GENTLEMAN (quite innocently). All right' Here you 
are. (Gives bank notes). You can drop in to my club to-night and 
pay me. Ta-ta! 

(Wild rush of four Ministers to the nearest cab stand.) 
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Been in Africa for five years’ hunting. 
Left traps at 
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the Stwk Kuechange, Cape'-court entru-ee. Ha ) 
at thedwr. Enter four MintstRxs heathivnsiy. — 
First Minister. I wonder what Calleys are ? 
SxconD MINIsTHR. I shall have another.go at Brighton “ A’s,”’ 
Turnp Misisrex (‘0 Hau. Poxpex).y Will you cal: Mr. Robison ? 
Hatt Poxrer. Ain’tinthe House. Broke! Hammered dast week. 
Fourth Minister. ‘Call Mr. Jones, then. 
Flat. Pow?se. Ele's hammered, too, sir. 
Pun» Menisrar. Who 4s an ‘the ‘House, then ? 
Haut Powrsx. Thereamt nobody in the House. There was only 
one ‘broker lett at four.o'elock yestecduy, and he told me he hadn't 
twopenee -efc iu the world, so I came down and hammered him 
#icat thing this moruing, and now I’m going to shut the place up and 
go home. Good morumg ! 





Souns 0: 


‘Ourvrain. 








A RANDOM RIDE. 


Bx ovx Lunatic Lavpeare. 


Gomz saddle my horse, tis the Monday of Whit, 
DLetme galiwp my hobby—oh, bother ‘the bit ! 

fet the surruyps hung loose—give a leg—’m astride; 
Now awwy for.a trot o'er the universe wide. 


Phew'! steady, my beauty, you fly like the wind, 
We'we leaving the shores of old Hngiand behind. 
Bole, Mac! wtillin Paris—not exiled or shot ? 
‘Well, just ‘keep your eye on the Amnesty Jot. 


What stench! Why Berlin, I could swear to the drains— 
‘Woat a pesuient den the ‘bleak city remums! 

"The masters of Europe whom nene dare aneilest ;— 

But the hcel.of a bismarck as set on Ghemchest. 


Soh, genthy, my mag, while I mufile my mose ; 

theres tbe nud of tne Duchess, the :egion vf snows. 
‘Dhey wre ilouging.our prestige and commerce to sinash, 
Liat ‘em ileng ® uit Longer — who’ ll dend ‘em the cash ? 


Agori*t they wild that the Sultan is knocked off his perch ? 
Mis mavecsser will seave Russian schemes in the lurch. 
duet “em gilut, let 'em plan Kurupe s peace to upset, 

‘Dey are wnly half-way to our india yet. 


Gooilmorning, Lord Lytton, does Viceregal rank 
‘Gave yon tune to audulge in ‘verse, rhyming er blank ? 
Riawe the natives got over their frenzied debght ? 
iow long before you and Lord Salbury fight ? 


ome, gee-up, my ‘beauty, the climate'’s too hot, 
‘Lets = there a the Lammany lot ; 
But, pebuw, we meed hardiy have galloped abroad 
“Loses senators guilty of helping u traud. 
Let ws hack to the land where Mystery reigns, 
"Where dowbtiul maneeuvre home policy stams ; 
Ber pasiosend horrors why trouble to romm 
‘Wihen we've such 4 vanieby handy at home ? 

















é Wiusical Wants. 
>» ‘tho know why the ls ave watching Franz Abt, and 
ee en oe adhtantien yg eg ae 

‘the ? and why such em extraordimary 
besa you bea Sail.a's Wate, Dr. Beunett? 
hear why Love weeps and wakes Frederic 
to hear tums Reeves’ Unce aguin! ‘To see 
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i | Beardes.alll these, some one Wanie the mixcreamt who 
° regest, “Tmas ead when I and Duly parted Alfred 
2 lastly, wanted to behuld the man who can comscien- 
: eee 








A Byndication. 
An advertisement wéferring to the “ Pau | has o— 
Tunning for a very long time now in a daily paper. It constau'ly 


informs the cursory that ‘‘ the winter reason has commenced.” No 


Wonder we've had such a bad time recently. Jf it takes six months 
or a winter to commence, it will of course be no end of u season. Is 

is not so, mathema iciaus, conundrumizers, and small jokers gene- 
Tally? Some péople would possibly say they Paus tor 4 reply. : 
SCorn such a paliry pun, but are not above Inquiring eoeet, 
| )Pau-persuns are chargeable to the parish, aud whetner their 
Parents are allowed to get off scott free ? 














— 





| screamin’ about inamy sicep. And Lam't bm the same man since ! 





STRANGE DREAMS. 


No. I.— Ravaren py Peter tur Praia. 


“Wueraex it were readin’ about that sweet little ‘Duchess 0’ 
Devonshire ’ job or wot it was? ‘Owever, I did seem to feel a bit 
&ppy a2 an sperrits that-evenin’, and I ‘adu't no sooner tumbied in 
th .n off I went like atep,an’ ‘ad ‘the queerest dream asever. Fust 
of ail there came « Jetter inva ‘andwritin’ as I hadn't never seed, and I 
seemed ito open ita bit mervous like, and”’ere’s what it sald, very 
mysterious :—* Aam ‘igh,’ dt-said; * chuck up them dittle twopeuny jobs 
Oo yourn an jine me. Git to the top o the prufeshun. ‘V'raisivar- 
“quare at miumght, ter-meorrer; an’ bring four packin’ cases big ‘uns. 
Worth & Tine 0 gold an’ easy disposed of as winkin’, bless you! 
Yourn, contidential, * Him as Cullared the Duchess.” That's ali, an’ 
r gular flurried ‘1 were, and couldn't keep still Ger thinkin’ vo’ them 
packin vases, so off U goes an’ gets’em auade. Dhen the appiuted 
hour it scemed to «mve, and there 1 were at Wretalgar-syuare a 
meetin # mysterus cove witha mask. Then we seemed tu watch 
till the pevier iheid gone, und then we goes to werk. ‘Ard work it 
were to git em off, an aduter them four packin’ caes; ibut it seemed to 
git done it did, and then Idon't remeniber no more till we s emed to 
«ve disposed of 'emm#omehow for millions .o’ fiimeies,an’ made a real 
fortchun a piece. 

_“* Then there weren't mo more pickin’ up heggathy spoons out o’ 
kitchen winders, mor collerin’ wipes, mor mothiuk ©’ that—but all a- 
ridin #bout in cuaches wud a-bein’ made lord mayor an’ . 

* > . ” 


No. I1.—Renatep sy Constante 10,000 Q. 
*‘ Not that I think there's ennyfhing in it, or believes in sooperstition. 





* 


| Nota bit. But there, lain’. bim' tne same man since the star. that 


uream give me the wtheranght. Iid read taut thereavcount ot that 
Gumsberough—er Wynn Luis—or semethwik—ypicbure, and 1 got a 
wouderin ‘ow it was dune, ull 1 worked mp any fealings wer: y wivid 
on the subject, and 1 duszed uff kind of restless wake, and Ghen suddculy 
d seemed ke broad wwuke. 

“thought I -was on the mornin’ beat, and was a-strolling along 
with a bind of teakng of a forebudin’ ciamity, when suadenmby os 1 got 
roun the corner iuto Lewtulgar-square | was putty amgh demuoked silly 
with ‘the sight a> met any eyes. Lhe Lions wus yous’! une they 
was! ‘Lhere was a ‘uudtul o’ chips o’ stone and # crowbar or two, 
and theu the sergeant he woke awe up an’ axed mewhat 1 wus a 


* + * * * 


No. ILl.—Reuarep—to Himsztr—ny ovr Unscrupv.ovus 
“* CoLLEcroR.” 
“Ah! ah! I havewtreasure—or rather four of ‘em—worth looking 
atend ‘hourding atdast! I've found sumetniag unique ai last! 
“< Tt wus jusibwebve o'clock p.m. when 1 Was sittang up uursing that 


| levely ‘biter boutlace 1 have which belonged to Buadicea, wheu there 
| came @ mysteriuus-luvking man who suid he had seumethwy tv show 


me. Off 4 weut with him to u queer shed seumewhere, aud incre were 
che Liens from drejaigur-squere. 1 gave him sw blank cheque, and told 
him to send me up the treasures befoxe dayagnt. 1 keep ‘em in the 
collar and gloat over ‘em; but 1 daren't Jet anyone sce ‘vm, and | 
don't wautte. Aha! Wney’re mine! mine!” 
* * * 
Ooenrmuation or THE Revation or Paver tue Puic. 

“ Amd then I wakes up and tinds myself with that there cheque for 
one pound two an’ ¢leveu as 1 prigged aud dumno ow ty get rid of!” 
le 


Making Matters Worse. 


A aeetinc has been held under the Presidency of Alderman 
McArthur, MP , condewning the employment of criminals in county 
and ‘berough guols at tue trade of mat-making. Ihe weeting 
evideutly cousider the criminal as Lord Palmerston consideres dirt— 


a matter in the wrong place. 


* * 





Waval Engagements. 

“Waicn of the professions do you dike best?’ we asked a 
sprightly nymph of our acquaintance the ether day. ‘* Oh, the sea!’’ 
she blithely replied; ‘* what could be more interesting tu our sex than 
marry time matters?” 





Past a Joke. 
Expertx people never jest or chaff in France. It is considered 
there bad in age. 





Quexy.—Are the horses which run atthe W hitsuntice meetings put 


up at Whitstable ? 
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MAD DOGS AND MAGISTRATES, 


PRoLoGue. 






























R. SYKES asked the Heme 
Secretary whether his at- 
tention had beem called to 
a judgment given by Mr. 
Turnerinthe York County- 
court, in which he held 
that no person was justi- 
fied im shooting a dog, 
whether mad or not; but 
it was the duty of the 
police to capture the mad 
dog and bring it before 
two magistrates, and 
who (!), if they were sa- 
tisfied that the dog was 
rabid, would give an order 
for its destruction !”’ 





POLICE (AND SPORT. 
ING) INTELLIGENCE. 
‘Tae Court Ciearep, 
June 20th, 1876.—A ruf- 
fianly animal, of dissolute. 
appearance and low man- 
ners, who gave the name 
of “Bob.” and described 
himself as a bull-dog, was 
brought before Mr. . 
at Police-court, on 
a charge of being a lunatic 
and at large. On observ- 
ing the wildness of the 
risoner’s eye the magistrate was macd agitated, and requested the 

clerk to stand in front of him (the magistrate). 

Police-con stable (who had charge of the prisoner, and was observed 
to be uneasy about the knees) stated that he had often scem the 
prisoner wandering about in a strange and apparent'y purposeless 
way,.asif of unsound intellect. (Witness was here interrupted by the 
i determined attempts to reach him and take a pieces out of 

| He (witness) had long had suspicions about the lunaey of 
| , as he had, among other things, overheard him remarking 
“confidence dodge ’’ was played out. 
After this he had made a point of keeping his eye upon him and 
hadcaught him at. various times praising the politeness of Mr. Biugar, 

our merchant seamen, and calling ‘‘The Blot on the 
Qneen's ”” » clever little pamphlet.” am 

Omanother occasion he had noticed the prisoner advertising for a 
gout general servant; and shortly after this he had found him 
attempting to obtaim relief from the guardians of Si. George's Union ; 
whereupon he had immediately taken him into custody as a lunatic. 
(Prisoner at this juncture succeeded in taking a large piece out of 
witness's leg, and turned his eye upon the magistrate, who was observed 
to turn pale and stuff copy-books into the legs of his trousers.) 

In conclusion, the witness remarked that he (prisoner) had bitten 
several persons, whose minds had become affected in consequence— 
among other victims he might mention the gentleman who wrote the 
latest account of the Sea-serpent; and most of the “ Anti-Liquor- 
Traffic” agitators —— . 

(Here the Court bezan to clear hurriedly of spectators, and in a few 
moments the magistrate, the witness, the prisoner, and the reporter 
alone remained.) 

_ “The prisoner’’ (continued the witness) “also had a way of attack- 
ing magistrates, several of whom had since given evidence of rabies by 
making funny remarks——”” email 

(The magistrate here muttered something about a “ particular 
4ppointment,”’ and hastily disappeared up the chimney of the oo 
followed by the clerk, leaving prisoner in charge of the witness, an 
Our r r— * *# * * “When the court was sear ched next day, 
some police buttons and our reporter's note-book, containing the fore- 
going account, were found.) 

“Bob” is believed to be still at large. 

Aw Appricanr ror CoNnFINEMENT. ‘i 

June 26th.— Last weelt a largeand powerfully-built mastiit appear 

the Police-station at’ the village of Waggleton-in-the- Wilds, and 


; ; . lunatic. On the sergeant 
that he wished to give himself up as a ily refusing to have 
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82d constable, who were on the’ premises, hurrie: 
- Maything to say to hiar and Mieapesring into the cellar, he — 
his determination to sit outside until he should be attended to. ing 


on he would be “run in,” he 
(faintly) that unless he went away monde be ee ae 





- Maid that they'd better come an’ do it, and rem 
———  \ 
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police did not carry thcir-threst into execution. As he refuses to 

permit the baker's boy to gain access to the besieged, the situation of 

the latter is becoming desperate; the prisoners are indeed believed to 

be unable to move with fright. On Friday an attempt at relief was 

made, but without avail. The besieger frequently upbraids the police 

with neglect of duty. The besieged are believed to have made their 
June 26th. The two 


local magistrates , 
for the Continent, departed hurriedly last night 


June 27th.—The police having succumbed this morning to fright 
and starvation, the mastiff has away, With much grumbling, t 
try his fortunes in the next police di district. 

A Huetine Banavuet. 

October 2d.— & mamber of police-constables belonging to the “ Mad 
Dog Hunter's Club” comanbiod yesterday to valohonte they eives of the 
hunting season. An interesting paper on “Mad Dogs at Bay,” by 
Police-constable Brown, was followed oe by Police-conetable 
Jones on the “ Science of distinguishing een Mad and Idiot Dogs.” 
Police-constable Robinson then gave some practical illustrations of 
the art of catching mad dogs by the application of salt to the tail, 
and prizes were awarded for the neatest dog-hunting suits. After the 
banquet the secretary gave some interesting particulars of the most 
successful “ runs ” a the past sexson, and proposed the health 
of Mr. Turner, of the York County-court, which was drunk with 
much enthusiasm; and it was unanimously resolved to present a 
trophy of mad dogs’ tails to Mr. ——, the magistrate, asa mark of 
congratulation for his suecess in deciding on the mental condition of 
dogs submitted to him. The meeting broke up at midnight. 

* > « * 

Great indignation prevails in hunting circles, in consequence of a 
rumour that Miss Sniggins (an unmarried lady, given to the culture 
of cats) has shot 2 mad dog. The unsportsmanlike character of the 
act is severely commented upon, and it is said that the lady will be 
“cut” by hunting society generally. 

Considering the coolness of the weather throughout, mad dogs have 
been abundant and sport has been excellent. 

‘The last run of the season took place last Tuesday, when a fine 
brokem-haired mongrel was secured near the pump, after an exiting 
burst round the Town-hall and through the back parlourof Mr. Pottty 


the butterman. 
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UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 

Twat the Duke of Edinburgh was appointed to the Slam as a 
comp'iment from one Royal Fiddler to another. That Sir Rubert 
Carcen has followed up his penny ice crusade by fining the newspaper 
boys because th-ir wares “are highly coloured and fall of deleterious 
matter.” That the Steck Exchange is to be converted into Bullvard 
and Bear g+rdea. That the Khedive’s “ Done at Cairo”’ does not refer 
to his creditors. That M. John Lemoinne thinks owe aristocracy dis- 
graced becuse the police are after the Duchess of Devorshire. That 
the report of King George’s admiration of the Albert Memorial was 
Hanover sight on the part of the reporter. That thereesnt uneasiness 
in the City was a flash in the panic. That when a® American is asked 
to buy shares in a silver mine he says, “ No Shenk you. 





Mad as a Hatter. 
Av a hatter’s shop not far from—never mind—the hats are labelled 


with various faney names and real prices. Two, proudly in 
the centre of the window, bear the following legends: —* Be ter, 


69.1” No better, 6% 6d!” Thisis illogical and impolitic. Those 
six-and-sixpennys will never go cff—we mean—on. 





Ax Uxxnown Artist.—The gentleman who took the Duchess of 
Devonshire’s portrait. 
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IN THE CITY AGAIN.—THE SHARP LAD OUT OF EMPLOYMENT. 


a all wanted. Must understand book-keeping, dock and customs work. French, German, Italian, and Russian, the electric telegraph, banki 
Aye Sooke Fins: and the management of companies. Must sweep the office, clean boots, and run errands. No salary to commence with.”’ king 
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The applications for the place. 
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The Sharp Lad applies.—‘‘ A small premium will be required, of course ?’’, 
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After ten years (with no salary).—‘‘ I’m really afraid we shall be compelled to End of the Sharp Lad’s career. 
procure a younger man, Mr. Blank!”’ 
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THE ROYAL ACADEMY EXHIBITION. 


Frvat F.ourisH. By ONE — Sees His Way ro Someruiye 
ETTER. 


Ir I thought the remark, ‘‘ Here we are again!” in any way con- 
sistent with the profession and practice of art-criticism, I should be 
delighted to make use of if now. _ But it is not, although for anything 
ofa commoner kind it would be singularly appropriate, seein that this 
is my fourth and last appearance in this capacity. Readers would 
doubtless think that another good man (i.¢., good art-critical man) was 
gone wrong, aud that he was beginning to mike room for his uncle 
the Academician, And if there is anything which in my present 
position I dislike more than another it is vulgarity—unless indeed it 
be avuncularity of relationship with members of the festive Forty. I 
never think of my uuacle the Academician without remembe:ing: that 
other relative in the same degree—but not the first one’s brother-— 
who has received so many testimonials of my respect and esteem, of 
which I am even now in possession of the paisteboard receipts. But 
no matter! I did think that my Academical duties would! Haye 
proved more remunerative, and that money would have flowed in freely, 
as soop a3 ever [ commenced to be a critic. 
Bat experience is a wise teacher, and my next start will be as a City 
Editor of delicate susceptibil ties and high moral tone which require 
to be stimulated every now and again by the action of palm-ointment 
or currency chrism. (Grant me such an appointment—oh, hitherto 
uokind' Fortune !—and art-criticism may b» pursued by those who like 
it, and are of more artistic, not to say artful, proclivities than your 
humble servant. [But while there remains any more to be done it had 
better be done, and then as a mitter of course it may be cunsidered 
over. This last remirk may not be funny, but it has the virtue of 
truth about it in a, to me, singular dezree, 

The first thing likely to attract the attention of the curious in 
Gallery VIL. is Mr. 'Thorburn’s “ Christian Descending the Hill 
Difficulty” (538). Difficultly the word should be if the painter's 
notions are to be taken as earnest of the operation. There is a legend 
attached to the description, which tells us that Discretion and others 
would accompany the knight down, and after looking for awhile my 
fancy is that Mr. Thorburn wished to convey an original notion, 
that: despite Christian's very new harness, Discretion is the better 
pars of Valour during this earthly Pilgrim’s Process. ‘The Peni- 
tent” (548) is a new version by A. Hill of “the return of the 
wanderer.’ A young girl, bewrayed and bereft, is looking in at the 
home of her innocen-e—maybe upon the old people at supper. 
Ah me! as the tears gather in mine eyes I cannot refrain from think- 
ing that there is indeed no place like home when everywhere else is 
closed} and there is no other place to go to. Near at hand is a picture 
with'no title beyond the motto, ‘‘ They homeward wend their weary 
way” (551). It is the work of a lady hitherto unknown to us and 
tofame, Miss A. Havers ; yet it is evident she is no novice in her art, 
for although there are both freshness and originality in the picture 
the style is obviously that which comes only from much practice. 
After passing Mr. Sidley’s “‘ Challenge” (555), Mr. Hindley claims 
attention with another of the paintings which put their trust in pro- 
vidential mottoes. ‘This is —‘* Certes, he was a most engaging wight ’ 
(659); and shows how tastes may ciffzr. Now J should have thought 
the'portrait was painted with a view to the contradiction of the s'ate- 
ment ; but then, whoam I that my opinion should be obtruded? After 
all) Mr. Hindley may be quite right, and the really engaging wight 

one who looks least like it. It isso in other things, in ability 
and honesty and truthfulness, and so it is only natural it should be so 
inthis. “A Port onthe Zuyder Zee” (573), if it does not reflect 
much credit. on the head of Mr. E. W. Cooke, R.A., is infinitely credit- 
able to his art. What can be finer than the noble line, “‘ This inland 
sea. i8 about to be drained by the Dutch Government.” What more 
ee Foose tender, or more suggest:ve of Academic notlons of the 

of painting generally ? gata Shs 
wit Senllt’ tave ked ~ sav something good about Williams's 






















Ancestor on the Tapestry ” (574), and a word or two equally favour- 
concerning Stradwicx’s “Songs without Words’ (577); but 
an RA. just disposed of and two others waiting their turns close 

¥—immediately next, in fact—what’sa poor critic-man to do P Even 

0 could hardly answer this satisfactorily; it it “ answered ” at all, 
would; I fancy, rather surprise its present proprietor. But this, as 
ey say in the novels, is a digression, and I must get on and dis- 

6 “Judith in- the ‘Tent of Holofernes” (678), by Me. J. = 

BRA‘, i8 note likely to impress the beholder in favour o 

iGiabs ag suchy, or prove that Because a pamter 18 one oF e 

also onerof the-great: That is, of course, to an outsider. 

tedlitiis, aly» of! course, well knowmthat those who write 
ltters aft- rt! cir names. are bound to be better than those 

-_ it ig. a-pity this is not made more manifest to the 

c. 


_ Herbert seems as capable 
To me, the Judith of Mr aaneak we 


bjects as these 





















ying the inspired heroine as her creator does 0 
great painter. In pictures dealing with such su 








essences qnpmmemessunememn 
RUN. 


now occupies, 
Shall be raised in glory.” 
tomatech. Miss Havers has another goodisamplt-:off work im “Under 


little pictures, And among these m » fairly 
Village Chums?” (624), by Mr. J. Clarke : 


t seems I was mistaken. 












































the Leeture Room, and [ wish the leet 
J. Faed's:“'n Memoriam.” (867). Didthe patient 
relapse,,or do some men. when about te: the gh 
appearance of rapidly returning: 
didn’t the painter know that the: words J+ Memoriam are usually 
applied to something other than a simple souvenir? 
reco!lec'ion of American travel (928) is much more suggestive of this 
title, though with natural perversity he calls it by a name which 
respect for the ar’iculation of the untravelled among Rocky Mountains 
prevents my reproducing. 
“ Autumn Winds’’ (940) and Savry’s “ Cattle in the Meadows”’ (946) 
should be unconscionably skyed ; 
terms when Mr. Wallis calls Fountain Court, ‘temple, “ an oasis in the 
desert” (975). 
is not bound to be a desert, the shilling dictionary of synonyms and 
polite letter-writer notwithstanding. 
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a 18 something far beyond pose and prettiness— that is, there would 
Je among comm n painters. Exac ly next in order, and about next 
- ability as well, comes “ The Hymn of the Last Supper’’ (579), by 
Mr. E. Armitage, R.A. In addition to his other pigments, Mr. 
Armitage goes in for local colour, as is evideneed by the basket of 
Jerusalem artichokes to hand. As an exponent ofthe sigaboard 
school of art, or even as a portrayer on porcelaimj, we think Mr. 
Armitage would have been an immense success ; létius trust he will 
give these walks a good deal of his future consideration. It would be 
weil to know, if anyone only dared ask, why, comsidéring how many 
aud) whatireally able pictures have been rejectedithis:-yeary & specimen 
like thatisent in by Mr. Morgan (605) shouldtfindtsuch:a:position as it 
It hasno title beyond thedine‘“Sowmindistionour, it 
A common gravoyard’seene, with treatment 


the blossom that hangs from the bough?” (612); Green's 
‘Little Fishermen’’ (618) are: of the. Kindi who» cate little fish. 
Little-fish are sweet, says the proverb; byrthe:same are some 


be: numbered “ The 
There 1s a very: fine show of water-coldurs: in:thie) Alsademy, but 


unfortunately for the showers, very few buticonnoisseurstand enthu- 
siasts trouble:about anything beyond 'oils:whiematt 
The hangers seem to have-tried hard tomakethe: 
those of a more subdued tone, «nd! among, others» which: suffer under 
“ a pi aj ee thing: called: ‘““Seissors torGriad ’’ (709). 

. Sandercosk’s ‘* Mouth of the Torridge’”’ ie noticeable, «s 
is also. Mr. Qlifford's “ Mess y na 8 
hard to say so, butof good honest’ art’ theres 
much more among the water-colours than: iss 
pretentious gallertes:which\form: the stapléféature of! thie: Exhibition. 
A-friend, who will try, though he: never sacseeds,, said? that enterin:, 
Gallery VIII. was like casting water on thie troubled oilmofioriticism. 
But nobody laughed, and he made a miserable: excuser target away 
to the refreshment department, whence lier emerged) Saale 
Hardened, and, as he himself. said; thirstiexethiamever: 


Hobuse. 


glaring: picture Pictures kili 


Gordon off Clany’” (739},, It seem 
thi year to be 


vim the more 


y’ more 


My tasix, the reader will happilyeo dtaws to.a.clise:, Here is 
Mr. 


a 






ghost:presentevery 
# Ob; what-is: moresprobable, 


Mr. Bromley’s 


It is a pity that such paintings as Drabble’s 
it is also rather a contradiction of 


London may be a wilderness, but then a wilderness | 


Dodging the architectural drawings, under pretence of going out 


to see ** what's o’clock,” I find myself at last in Gallery X.,and am at 
once struck with the beauty of the frame containing Mr. Miuller’s 
“Virgin,” etc. (1252). 
And why didn’t the other Thirty-nine articles argue with you to pre- 
vent it (1298) being exhibited ? 
evidently not a police-court practitioner, unless Mr, Schloesser’s 
experience is different from mine. Mr. Fisher presents a paradox 
with “On the Cam” (1325) by means of the superior claims of Oxen. 
“An Appeal for Mercy”’ (1326) does Mr. Stoné credit, and [ trust 
does not in the result disgrace the Reign of Terror, though whether 
that epoch would be the more disgraced by clemency or harshness I 
confess myself at this enfeebl-d stage utterly unable to judge. 
Indeed, so difficult is it to decide, that with a glance at Mr. Davidson's 
pretty landscape, “ Forget-Me-Not”’ (1330), I pass out to think the 
matter over with the assistance of “a brain-compeller’’; and, as I do 
not pretend to understand “ sculps”’ — rer 

Thus ends my fourth and final attempt at art-criticism. And a good 
end too. And now for a City Rditorship, and a generous patron, a 
good opportunity, and nobody looking. 


Oh, Mr. Landseer, R.A., how could you? 
‘“‘The Village Lawyer” (1305) is 


— 


WHITSUNTIDE RESORTS. 


For the Poet ......00+.++:: ...... 'Earp Bay 

For the Gambler ........-.-+-++-- Black Pool 

For the Biiliard Player..........-- Kew 

Forthe B.ker...........+ 00+ ~.-.- Doughver 

For the Ham Merchant ...... ..- Sandwich, — 

For the Betting Man.............. The Welch Sharp. 
Ladiesof Fashiom............+++- Worth-ing. 

For the Carpenter........---++++ Deal. 
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WORSTED. 


Porter :—“ Turrp smokinec? Here y’arz!” 

Cad:—“I w’LEEVE YER PUTS THB WERRY WUST CARRIAGES 
sMOoKING !” 

Porter :—“ CounsE WE DOBS—FOR THE VERY WORST SMOKERS!” 
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*.* The Editor to say that he can in no case answer letters through the 
post. Neither has any wish to use his columns, but the following corre- 
spondents are dreadfully persistent, and must be dealt with accordingly. 


Bansamin Disrazi1.—We consider your = about Butt and 
Kenealy in bad taste. You forget that our readers are mostly Liberals, 
and would be shocked by the unscrupulous practices which delight 
your mechanical any Besides, the heading, ‘‘ Kenealy Butt not 
quite,” is far-f 
Warp Hunr.—Your offer of a trip in one of the new ironclads is 
declined with thanks, and we cannot consent to your request “ to sink 
our differences.” We have no doubt you would be glad to sink us 
altogether, hence your politeinvitation. Your joke that the gathering 
of the fleets in the Mediterranean has affected the season and med it a 
rainy wn had better be forwarded to the squadron for its private 
amusement. That is the only “ Fleet's treat” it is fitted for. 
Lyrp1m Bscxsr.—Yonur lines commencing :— 
“ Confusion on that tongue of Bright’s 
Which stole our votes—oh, worst of thefts ! 
He laughed to scorn a Woman’s Rights, 
Let him beware a Woman’s Lefts !” 


does more honour to your fist than your femininity. Your remarks 
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Z “Wa can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard. 
T find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4, H. Hassall, M.D. 


SOLD BY ALL GROCERS: — WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C. 
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| QUITE DETERMINED. 


OBsTINATE, mayhap, you'll style me— 
Maybe you'll pronounce me vain— 

Probably you'll all revile me, 
Thinking me a bit insane. 

Call me, if you like, demented, 
Stigmatise me as a bore: 

When I'm famed I’1] be contented— 

‘ Not before! 


Often have I thought of writing 
| Poems brimming o’er with sense, 
Lover’s odes and lays exciting— 
(Swindling dreams of glory, hence !) 
When I see a chance of winning 
Laurels such as Waller wore, 
Then I'll make a fresh beginning— 
Not before! 


Thespis I’ve a great regard for— 
Miss Thalia oft I’ve wooed, 
Stage success I’ve struggled hard for, 
Ever vainly have I sued. 
Bot again I may be trying. 
Yes, l’ll give her one chance more, 
When the “ gods”’ refrain from “ guying”— 
Not before! 


When the fair ones cease to jilt me, 
When I win a wealthy damc, 

Then I’]l have a mansion built me,— 
Opulence is now my aim. 

Yes, when I can keep my carriage, 
Servants, too, about a score— 

Then, perhaps, I’ll tackle marriage— 

Not before ! 
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Eart GRANVILLE has laid the foundation-stone of 
‘“‘the City Liberal Club.” The City and the Earl 
might appropriately have been toasted together as 
‘* Notre Gran’ ville.” 


| 
| 
| DN ee 
The Great City. 


A Theatrical Reficction. 


Ir must be gratifying to the Londoner who is 
harassed almost every morning by fresh rumours of war 
to find a fresh piece announced almost every evening. 


ON FOR 


about Jehn Mill are quite correct, but it does not follow that we shall 
allow you to Mill John in our columns, Go and have a Rink. 

Henry Lennox.—You are quite right to call the scheme for keep- 
ing the Ride in Hyde Park in good order “‘ a Rotten scheme,” but under 
existing circumstances we should have thought such a reference 
was Spainful to the feelings which have lately been so severely 
tram-pled upon. 

Dion Bovcicautt.—We cannot insert your letter except in our 
advertising columns. Your remark that ‘‘ the English are deaf to the 
Fenian’s cry because they are hard o’ Erin,” is worthy your panto- 
mime days at Astley’s. 

Tuomas CantyLz.—You dear old boy! It goes to our heart to 
refuse a contribution from you, but when you begin by calling the 
Stock Exchange “a beartrampledmostquagmirestandabominationreek- 
ingrankjungleofthiefdom foulpestilently revelling in orphanandwidow- 
bonecrunching devildom ’’—well, we really can’t, you know. 

AuBERT THE Goop.—Your sketch of a Lisbon tram-car full inside 
and out is full of quiet humour, and we might have accepted it had you 
not handed our office boy fourpemce to procure its insertion. We 
assure you he has no power in these matters. 


Wuen 1s a Barcarm Lixe a Lover’s Partinc ?—When it’s @ 


good buy at the door. 








Printed by JUDD & CO., Phosnix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 60, Fleet Street, E.0.—Londonm, June 7, 1876. 
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SETTLING DOWN. A NEW NOTION. 
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Irate Landlady (warmly) :—“ Rea.iy, stk, THIS ACCOUNT'S BEEN A RUNNING 80 LONG-——” 
Impeeunious Lodger (coolly) :—“ Runninc, HAS IT? THEN PERHAPS IT WOULD BE AS WELL TO LET IT REST a Bir!” 








MORE POLICE INTELLIGENCE. 
THE MAD DOG AND MAGISTRATE QUESTION AGAIN. 
FO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


Sir,—You will be interested to learn the fate of Mr. Muddler, the 
te, who was suddenly missed from his customary place at the 
Police-court the other day. ‘Che circumstances are as follows :— Ever 
since the remarks made by Mr. ——, of the York County-eourt, 
about the duty of magistrates to decide upon the mental condition of 
dogs, Mr. Muddler had made himself notorious by his officiousness in 
the matter. Taking the very flimsiest evidence as proof of the 
insanity ef the dogs who happened to be brought before him, he 
dog after dog to be taken out and ignominiously shot. This 

was not to be borne! Accordingly a meeting of dogs was held, and 
it was unanimously decided that a stop must be put toit. A court 
was formed, some of our number were told off to capture Mr. Muddle 
48 he walked home from his duties, and that gentleman was brought 
up before the gravest and most respected dog among us, one Ponto, on 
1 haree of being an unfit person to decide upon the sanity of others. 
the course of evidence it transpired that the magistrate had sen- 

& little boy to twelve years’ hard labour for playing at tip-cat, 

and had followed this up by fining a man two shillings for torturing 
& horse. In the face of this evidence the Court was compelled to 
sive & verdict of insanity, and Mr. Muddler, having no explanation to 
t for his extraordi conduct, was declared to be a dangerous 

» and sentenced to execution at the paws of the canine race. 


ROW No more. I am, sir, yours, &c., ; 
Dasu, Clerk of the Canine Ceurt. 


Tim A FRIGHTFUL EXAMPLE. 
othy Sillitop, an idiotio-looking young man, was brought up 
tetore Mr. —, charged with encouraging the “ Confidence Dodge, 
- Sharpem and Mr. Faker being retained as witnesses by tke police. 
Sharpem, who carried on the profession of welcher with much 





along Regent-street with his mouth wide open, and with an ex- 
pression of helpless idiotcy on his features calculated to encourage 
those looking for an opportunity of practising the ‘Confidence 
Dodge.” He (Mr. Sharpem) had considered it his duty to accost the 
young man, with a view to handing him over to justice, and he had 
therefore gone up to him and asked him the way to New Zealand. 
On the young man replying that he believed it was a long way off, 
witness had requested him to lend Mr. Faker his watch and chain to 
go round the corner with. The prisoner had joyfully complied, 
whereupon witness had at once given him into custody as a dangerous 
idiot. 

Mr. Faker, the eminent swell-mobsman (who is also much respected 
in billiard-sharpisg circles), corroborated the evidence of Mr. Sharp+m. 
He described, with much indignation, the foolish air of the young 
man, the prisoner, describing him as a character well known among 
swindling gentlemen as being always a safe plant, and stating that he 
was in the habit of attending fairs, races, &c., evidently with the sole 
purpose of offering a chance to three-card-trick men and welchers. 
If it were not for such fools, the witness continued, swindlers (him- 
self included) would have no opportunities, and would be at leisure to 
devote themselves to a “ squarer ”’ line of business. 

Police Constable —— proved that the prisoner had been many times 
convicted of falling a prey to card-sharpers and others, and had suf- 
fered various terms of imprisonment. : 

The Magistrate said the case was a clear one of wilful and pernicious 
idiotcy, and that such practices must be put down with a firm hand. 
The prisoner was a disgrace to the human race, and must be made an 
example of ; and he should, therefore, sentence him to six months at 
the treadmill without the option cf a fine. Witnesses would be good 
enough to retain the watch and chain as a reward for their zeal in 
bringing an idiot to justice, and would in addition receive a sum each 


t of the poor box. 
"The sida was removed, with a childish grin on his features. 


oe 
Is a Fellow of the Royal Society bound to be always a “ royal good 
fellow ?”’ 





Mr. 
edit, d that he had observed the prisoner the other day walking | 
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PULLING THROUGH. 


Tur storm flew fast, the breakers roared, 
The crew was spent with striving. 

“The anchor's gone!’ cried all on board ; 
‘* God help us where we're drivicg!”’ | 

The ship of State amid the rocks | 
‘Too soon had spent its tether, 

When lo! amid this reign of Nox 

And Chaos, with its.thousand shocks, 

Arises one: whose ambient locks 

And rainbow smiles laid by in stocks 

Proclaim that Goddess Paradox— 
Political Pair Weather. 

As break the clouds in summer sky, 
The sun inl 


There’ litthe chance for ‘“‘ Blood and Stee}: 
a en amar 
The. Hi repent hi — 
lf for their own and others’ weal. 
‘They now “go.straight’’ in ‘turkey! 
—--- 9--—— 


Tus commencement of summer and the: consequent increased 
attendancesin the upper reaches of the Thames; both of rowing men 
and anglers; have led to an outburst at last ing a. y 
growing nuisance, about which the groaning has: been hitherto more 
deep than loud. Suddenly everyone has awoke to:the factthatif there 
is to be any fishing, with a.view to the catching of'fish up the Thames,. 
or any rowing thats to berwithoufrisk. of ing at a moment's: 
notice or less, something; must be done, and at: once, to stop the: 
triumphal. march of the. ill-steered little launches 
which churmthe water into foam, do more damage during one week 
of the solstice than all our ironcladwand eighty-one tonners are likely 
to do during their complete and several exi-tences. None but people 
of the most selfish nature can sympathise with the occupants of these 
steamers; they are neither athletes nor enthusiasts, and so far as we 
have ever been able to discover, their chief occupation and that of all 
the crew, man at the wheel included, is to get gloriously fuddled first, 
and then doze off the effects of their ai fresco ebriety with a view to 
commencing again as soon as opportunity serves. It is rather astonish- 
ing after all this has been borne. by rowing parties and solitary anglers 
for so long, that a cry should be now raised as sudden and as loud.as 
though the running down and swamping. to death performances. were 
but of yesterday. Indeed, many may be. of epinion that it is hardly 
fair to the launchites who have, carried on their practices for so. ex- 
tended a period that, if there be anything in English law at all, these 
dangerous navigators may be considered to possess a vested intorest in 
their system of navigation, its privileges and immunities. Perhaps, 
though, it is as well that remonstrance should take the form it has 
taken. We always thought that when a sufficient. number. of harm- 
less, inoffensive rowers had been drowned, and a fair quantity of jolly 
anglers driven stark mad, the end would come in the way of reprisal 
and revenge. But the notion of a steam launch being used for the 
purpose of launching offenders into eternity is extremely distasteful to 
the highly civilised mind. And so, as we, have said before, the re- 
monstrance is better as. it. is. 

—_—~o-—-— 

Tu» information that. no less: than three Royal Academicians have 
abdicated all at once, coup'ed as it is with the intelligence that several 
fresh Associates are to be made, is likely to cause a flutter in the 
artistic bosom such as is noted within the memory of man. 
Mr: Fan would like to have one of the vacant thrones and sceptres for 
himself, and two of his:young: friends would be content with simple 
Associateship for the present in such distinguished company. Those 
Sapivan of tisasndsiotenpetiionide conbeeamneien miiiploes ae tay 

of Humour is im. ion will please signify 
the same in the usual way. ’ 
—oIIIll—=—E—E————— 
Cease, Rude Boreas. 

Tue Times states that the 8l-ton.gun is to be bored. etagain. If 
the 8l-ton gun is only bored half as much as the mas bs is with. it 
there will remain nothing left but an augeriferous reputation and a 
heavy bill of charges. 


Untotp Bizssines.—Free Bridges. 





“THE WEALTH OF NATIONS!!” 
EXTRACTS FROM TWENTIETH CENTURY NEWSPAPERS. 
A.D. 1930, May.—(From a Correspondent.) 


HE boring of the million- 
and-one-toun gun has re- 
sulted in unparalleled 

success. The huge weapon 
underwent the ceremony of 
christening to-day, after 
whieh: a, cold collation was 
spread’ in the powder cham- 
ber, whieh was. brilliantly 
lighted for the occasion. The 
Secretary; for War was in 
high epirtts, and proposed the 
health of*the gum in flatter- 
——- loge terma. ‘Lhe gun’s an 
imposing pectacle, and really 
= a a a mnasterpiece of seience. ‘lhe 

cost of metal, casting, boring, 
&c., is estimated:at £150,000;,000;,000' sterling ; and in order to pay this 
sum it has been found necessary to:sell St. Paul’s.Cathedral, the 'l’o wer, 
the Houses.of Parliament, Westminster Abbey, the National Gallery, 
and: other public: buildings:and: property. It. wall be remembered that 
Hyde. Park, the South ington: Mareum,, Whitechapel Church, and 
the Greenwich O ‘weatsome timeage to defray the expenses 
of'triale, with the thirty thousand:ton torpedo, and, in: facet, the british 
Miaseum: is:now the only: pieee-of property: (im the: shape of anything 
but artillery) remaining: to: the-public. 

The-sale, however, ie: net’: regretted, asthe: nation hag. secured the 
finest gun in the world, and satisfaction isloudly expreseed.on all sides. 
HOUSE OF COMMONSi—Jouna 

Mr. Tomkinge asked) the, S for War whether; in view of the 
impending. war with Europe, it-would not:be advisable to move the 
million-and-one-ton gum from Woolwich: to.seme position near Dover ¢ 
(ironical cheers.) 


‘he Seoretary for War stated, im reply, that:meauch idea had as yet 
been entertained: by the: Government. as the cost of moving the 
gun one inch had’ beem- estimated: at: £90,000;000 siecrling. 





7 oS 





Reckon- 
ing at that rate it would cost a good deal of money to move 
the engine to Dover, as suggested. He thought, on the whole, it 
would be.easier and less-eostly to turn Kent round on a pivot placed 
about ten miles south-east.of Maidstone, until the gun should face the 
French coast. (Cheers.) 
HOUSE OF COMMONS.—Juty. 
Tue War with Evrore. 


In reply to Mr. Tomkins, the Secretary for War stated that the 
combined fleets.of Europe, were, believed to be on the point of sailing 
for England. 
Tue MILii0on~anp-oNnE-TON GuN. 

Mr. Tomkins; amid ironical cheers, rose to move for leave to bring 
in a bill to. authorise the firing of the million-and-one-ton gua. The 
question was simply thie:—Would not the blowing away of those 
parts of Burope adjacent to England, by widening the belt of sea 
areund’ the English coast, render that coast ivfinitely less liable to 
invasion than it-was at present? ‘There could not be the slightest 
doubt) as’ to the capabilities of the gun for performing this task. 
Although the gun had not yet been fired, it had been estimated that 
one round would be amply sufficient for the work. ‘Ihe gun was not 
likely to be materially injured by the firing of one round, and the 
country might be saved. 

The-Secretary for War said he was infinitely surprised at the pro- 
posals: contained in the: bill now brought forward. Wasa weapon 
which was the. pride-of the nation and constituted the greater portion 
of” ite wealth to: be exposed to the risk of damage by being fired? 
The gun:had cost: £150,000,000,000, what would there be to show for 
ali thie expenditure should the weapon happen: to burst? Moreover, 
Whenua whether the country would be able to bear the recoil. 

eers. 

The Chancellor: of’ the Exchequer berged to say that he utterly 
opposed'the notion of’ firing: the million-and-one-ton gun. It would 
cost’ ten millions to: turn the muzzle of the gun in the direc- 
tion of Europe, and another ‘three millions to fire the round, and he 
should ‘be obliged'to put something on the income-tax to do 1b. He 
thought the whole idea was an insane one, and ought to be sat apn. 

The Home Secrétary thought with the Right Hon. Member, the 
Secretary for War, that.the.country, woulda’t be able to bear the reoon. 
It. would alter the geography of England, and 4¢. couldn't be expected 
to.atand that! He entirely disapproved of the measure. 

Other hon, members having spoken for and agzinst, leave was 
given.to bring im the, bill, which was read a first tume. 
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Since the passing (by a majority of half-a-one) of Mr. 
pill for firing the million-and-one-ton gun, active preparations have 
been in progress down here, as the combined forces of Europe are 
expected to invade our shores in about six weeks, which is hard] 
suffiaient time to point and load the gun. y 


(From our Ubiquitous Corresponiient. ) 

Public indignation at the raising of the income-tax is unbounded. 
Mestings ere held in all parts:to protest against the firing of the gun. 
Theeountry 18 in an uproar. A number of deputations have wuited 
onthe Chancellor of the Exchequer to express dissatisfaction. 

ves ere. a rom a —— income-tax again, and 
a been brought in t firi 
ee Moseum. pay g of the gun by the sale 

Tt has been decided not to fire the gun, as the powder-chamber is 
found to need alteration, and there is no time to as it {it would take 
about six years). Moreover, it would be a semewhat costly operation, 
and mo more public property remains ‘to pay for it. Under the cir- 
cumstances, it is thought best to cover the weapon with a great 
mound of earth in order that the invaders may not be able to find it, as 
it constitutes the wealth of Eagland. 

Octoner.—( From the same.) 

The invaders have landed. Our forces are concentrated at 
Woolwich in order to defend the million-and-one-ton gun. A cir- 
cular thas ‘been issued calling on the volunteers to rally round the 
national property ec to the Jast ; and earthworks are being 
thrown up all round Woolwich. There’s nothing of any particular 
value except the great gun in the country. 

Let us fight for our big gun to the bitter end!!! 
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A BNEW COMPANY. 


We have been favoured with the prospectus of a new company, 
which we have much pleasure in recommending to the notice of 
investors. We may at once state that our City Editor has not received 
a cheque from the promoters, and mo clerk in our employ could be 
bought for lees than twenty guineas (mot pounds). Our remarks are 
therefore quite unprejudiced. 

( Prospectus.) 

Tux Buioopstarnep Weapon, Cxrmrwat PARAPHERNALIA, Murprrs, 
Oxnp Cirotues, AND Guasrity Tragepy Retics Investment Com- 
pany, Limitrep. Offices: Kensington-gore. 

This company has been formed with a view of purchasing tramps 
who have been wrongly accused of murder, the houses were murders 

: ve been committed, dogs.connected with famous crimes, ships which 

ave been the scenes of mutiny, the old clothes of executed criminals, 
and all articles connected with such appalling atrocities as may from 
time to time occur. 

When secured,.these tramps, ships, old clothes, and articles will be 
exhibited to the public in London and the provinces at stated changes. 
For London the directersre in treaty for the Albert Ha'l, and im the 
provinces large and c: mmodious public buildings will be rent«d. 

Of the success of the undertaking there can be no doubt, as there 
is a morbid curiosity at present existing in all ranks of society which 
” daily Press fosters, and which this company will use every endeavour 

tify. 

t is Tr otestons fact that the exhibition of Taylor, the Blackburn 
tramp, “ who did not commit the murder,” produces «normous sums, 
and it is authoritatively stated that the exhibition of the brig Caswell, 
ata small charge, produced £1,000 in three days. ' 

Agente of the company will be appointed in all parts of the:king- 
dom, and willseoure articles of ghastly interest at the very earliest 

i practicable, the marks will be allowed to 


Sultan’s scissors have been secured. : 
the rt of the Press and the public, the directors 
invite the attention «f the investing public to this venture. <Applica- 
~~ for shares#heuld ‘be went at once to Mr. Redman, the-secretary, 
© company “ilices, Kensington-gore. 
N.B.— Favourable opinions of the Tae will be issued as soon as 
the balance in/isanil warrants the outlay necessary to obtain them. 





Bincerest Flattery. 


Tare success of Whe Great Wyndham Case at the Criterion Theatrehas 
led:the ioe” eeeee of another establishment'to produce the 
French ‘original. “Courteous ”’ and “ energetic” and “ 
and“‘able” and “indcfatigable” managers have, as a rule, guch a 

of ing at thewrong end, that we wonderso#ubtle an ex- 


— haswever been attempted before. Anyhow, ‘we shall a 


of a theatrical conductor having to “ try back” without cor 

ing his progess the veritable one-of Veanradieux, capecially as in this 
Effort of subtileidmitative genius !—the original prece 

: by the kind permission” of the principal actor 


Case— 
= in the 





Tomkins's 





OUT-DOOR RELIEF: A TRAGIC BURLESQUE. 
(ADAPTED rraom a Recentty Repoxtep Mextina.) 


Scene: Board-room of a Wealth 
y Parish. Meeting of Guardians and 

Parochial Gfficinls, “ T.tled and Military Vest A ’ 
a DuKE anda Deum Masor. tia 


Corvus or Goarprawe. Tra la Ja la, whate feeling comes rushin 

Filling the heart of the seats gay, ' 
When he reflects that his duty is crashing 
All the poor people who come:im‘his way. 
Tra la la la, if the pauper is poorly, 
Why, let him hunger, consumed by his grief; 
To starve him to death is the cheapest and 
The best way of giving him proper relief. 

(Conclusion of chorus, and short interiude of sandwiches and sherry.) 


Boanp Cimex. Aw! Gentlemen, I grieve to say 
That since you met the other day 
Our parish doctor's made a fuss 
And brought the papers down on us, 
Because a woman chose to die 
For lack of things we don't supply. 


Drom Mason. "Twas turtle soup, I understood, 

He thought would do the woman goedl, 

Now, gentlemen, if paupers droop 

Because they can't have turtle soup, 

Good gracious me, are we to blame ?— 

Shall penny prints our deeds defame ? 

Disgusting! horrid! on my word, 

The thing is painfully absurd. 

I ee folks can waste their breath 

About a paltry pauper's death. 

On ag the doctor said, 

And mutton chops she should be fed. 

If we're to find such thinys as these, 

lonsabe blanemange and duck and peas ? 
ce ing, teo, wemight supply, 

Chateau Y: and Piper ~ , 

Some cad might fancy with his wine, 

A slice or two of English pine. 

Beef tea, forsooth! The woman's dead 

Because she wouldn't swallow bread. 

I will maintain, in spite of clamour, 

We did our duty by her : 

(The concl: ding words of the noble Duxn's speech were inaudible, owing to 

the applause of his colleagues.) 


Revievive Ovrrcen. It's all a knowing plant, it is, about this 
Charlotte 


The Public and the Press as well are regularly gammeoncd. 
It’s only just a week before she'd half a loaf for dinner, 
And now we're blamed because she died one day she'd nothing in her. 
Covonet. ‘The doctor who ordered beef ‘tea for her food 
Was a niony unfit for his berth : 
Beef is far too expensive a thing to be stewed 
For a pauper who cumbers the earth. 


Dvuxg. 





| Cuorvs oF Guarpians. Let the world in its wickedness pelt us with 


dirt, 
We are kind to the poor, and they know it; 
Over-feeding would do the sick paupers a hart, 
And encourage the lazy to “go it.” 
What would ratepayers say if we the cash, 
Buying meat and good liquor to fill them? 
We've much cheaper methoas of cooking a hash, 
And yet ‘tis by kindness we kill them. 
(General adjournment to champagne luncheon, kindly provided for the 
guardians and local magnates by the guardsans and lecal magnates, at 
the expense of the ratepayers.) 





Whitty if not Wise. 

TexToTaLtERs are using all their might to make the Maine lawa 
fact. They went at it, might and main, at their Demonstration 
against the demon Drink last week, and in recognition of their 
wishes the Glerk of the weather made it a Wet Monday, thereby 
showing his ‘want of Whit. 


An Unaccustomed Thing. 
Tuere can be no doubt about it. It'sdn the Times. “The Duchess 


of Teck laid the foundation steme of the new church, St. Paul's, 
Kingston. Lord Colville was in attendance and Lady Caroline Cust. 


In such a place and at such a time, how naughty of Lady Caroline! 
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OUR MERCANTILE MARINE. 
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The Ironclad Skipper—a bint to officers in the Merchant Service. 
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HOLD YOUR TONGUE! 


I’vz-a fine reputation for humour and wit, 
And for having a wonderful store 
Of most beautiful classic allusions, that fit 
To.all possib!e subj: cts—and more! 
But,’tis all a.delusion— a fact I regret. 
(This.covfession is painfully wrung 
From,a man, who has got all the fame he.could get, 
By judiciously holding his tongue !) 
That I once made a joke I believe is a fact— 
But I cannot remember it now, 
And my humonr, thongh said to bewitch and attract, 
Most. mightily puzzled me how! 
But if people accept me for what I am not, 
And pride by the conscience be stung, 
I‘have-suffered the torture, and never forgot 
To conceal it by holding my tongue! 
As to classical authors—some Latin and Greek, 
When a lad, I. was certainly taught ; 
Bat although of their works I may knowingly speak, 
Save their titles, my knowledge is nought! 
And if somehow or other—I cannot tell why— 
As a guide I am shown to the young, 
I can only advise them to benefit by 
My example of holding my tongue! 
————————— 
Common Wealth. 
An autograph letter of the Jate Charles. Dickens is 
ing shown as a curiosity at Newark, and copies of it, 
are “ going the round of the press.” Dcubts, are, ex» 
essed as to whether the leiter itself or. its. opinion 
orms the curiosity. As the latter refers to Parliament 
ag an “incoherent assembly,’ we suppose it must be 
that, because it was always the business of Dickens to 
make the most common of Commons. assume the un- 
commonest of uncummon appearanees, 


ee ee 


The “ Properest.” Days. 
Goop.day a parasols, ie For panmdannaiinine, | 3 — 
Monday. or eating, Che 5 or travel] 
Windeday, For, drinking, Thiating, Wim cooking’ | FREE TRADE AND PROTECTION AS WELL. 
‘* Wor's A@oIn’ To. wim THR. Hascor Cur, op, ’uN?” 


Fryday. For.fauns, Satyrday. | 
Wrong to a B | “WELL, IP AIN'T N@’08@ AS. DON’T: WANT NUTH'N’ PUTTING ON AT No 
| BLANKED SHORE PRICES, ’CQ®& I AIN- DP) ON, Ag IS FWST IN THE BETTING, AND 


Sere ee 
ee 


¥. 
_% 


LJ Pg 
F 
Pa 





Mus. orm thinks as Canals a, T wrong in them THEN NOWHERB IN THE BLOOMING RAGE, AND I can’T ArroRD TO TBLL YoU 
The Ottomans and Sofas ane, more likely to be WHAT IT IS FOR NUTHN’ NRMPHBR. A, MAN'S, PYRFESSION MUST BE PUR- 


mixed up together on the Turkey carpet. TECTED. AND that’s THs. SBRALQ@ME TAP!’’ 


made for securing: the, services. of the. City Editors of several well- 


THE TURKISH REVOLUTION. established English, journals, Their. names are a guarantee for the 
(From Our Srzcra,, ConREsPoNnDENT). honest manner, in, whieh their importanf duties will be performed. 
CoNSTANTENOPLE. Special law. couria, are. im, course, of exeetion for the settlement of 


Irancy that my last despatch must have. been opened by. the. you clerical disputes, and the police officers who have had charge of the 
tleman in the British ‘Satie who discovers the emisatiniaal eines Gainsborough, Brompton, Hatton Gardem and Balham mysteries have 
Ciched though the penny post; for I find, my: joke.about Abdul hele! been requested te. come. over and instructthe native officials in the art 
and’ Aswaz has been <ommunicated to-all the comic, papers andcrewned| of detecting, crime, Who will deay that with such a programme 
heads‘of Europe. I bave therefore this week. taken the precaution to| Turkey hasagreat—a very greai—future before her ?j... oy 
send my Turkish wittici-ms by: one of the, late Sultan’s. wives, who is ———————— 
coming to London to take charge of a refreshment bar at Cremorne. NOVEL RBREFORMATORY. 
Ben aet Cullen is vory earnest in his work of reformation, Wehss) 1) poy wP. for Bradford, thinks it uawarrantable that the 


determined to get rid of ‘his expensive navy at once, and has wired | 





3 2 : ar! cas i Jlub should interfere with his 
Hunt and Tarleton for instructions. He purposes introducing | Political Committee of the Reform C — >. 
all'the latest phases of English enlightenment, and has already turned | independency. He likes, as a professed oe member of Parlia- 
io into a skating rink. With a view to promoting modesty | meat and a member of what is, in effect, a Liberal associa'ion, to vote 
and womanly reserve amone the liberated ladies of the Harem he will| With the Conservatives, and, as such a liberal-minded person naturally 
ate : ee and fancy dress balls, and build a would, resents intrusion on the part of those who consider he has in 
theatre for. the heats of French farce and opera bouffe. Asin| 4ny way bound himself to them. Mr. Ripley appears to find sympa- 
_ future one wifeis to be a Turk’s legal complement he has also pre- | thisers, and so do those other gentlemen ny rg and oo stand 
sented Constantinople with the site for a commodious Divorce Coes | — nee — See ee sath mer the ae oe 
acl ees with the ore vee om es gece for which is, however, much more swift and sure than that which 
: y of the causes which lead to it, a p falls on dishonesty when it is purely—should_we_ not rather say im- 


ion of the year in a far distant and insignificant portion of his Shaper, 
ions, ieboispeniog by one female attendant chosen from -~ purely ?—political. 
lower Classes. Inthe event of grave political cae ne Passing Strange. 
Eee absence the journey there and back can, be pertorme A pramartic critic writing on the new play at the Haymarket ex- 
English, “‘ The Stranger.”” We 


days, and any minister is at liberty to perform it. ; + : 
j wa in this| plains that L’ Brangéere means in & 
- — = eee _ — : aaa Does S08 = Soe heard before that truth is sometimes stranger than fiction ; but, 
divorce and wrigdeal om wilt be fully reported, by command, in according to all we can discover, L E:rangére at the Haymarket is 
all papers having a family circulation, and arrangements have been | “ Stranger” still. 
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DOTS AND | 
LINES. 


Rururn of a | 
Moderate Republi- 
ean by the Paris 
Municipal electors. 
A French Moderate 
Republican, it may 
be as well to explain, | 
is one who has blood | 
for breakfast only, | 
and not at all meals. | 
We have French 
leave to make this 
statement. — Treble | 
rates charged at all 
Boston hotels dur- 
ing the Centennial 
Exhibition. lrish 
American visitor has 
made up his mind 
that when the next 
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centenary comes 
round he'll keep it 
at home. — Sultan 
of Turkey ‘* goes 
over.” Verdict of 
suicide, by special 
request, to be re- 
turned whenever a 
Turkish jury can be 
got together. Such 
an organisation 
would be a crowner's 
quest with a ven- 
geance. == Postmen 
strike at bringiug 
“jokes” about 
Abdul Aswas and 
Abdul Asisn’t to the 
Fun office. Editor 
will give sixpence 
in ready cash to the 
man who makes 
either “joke” for 
the absolute last 
time. — Sheffield 
“auaeeos forger 

r, with being 
drunk and disorder- 
ly. Five shillinzs 
and a caution. But 
does a man dare 
describe himself as 
a scissors forger 
while there is a liw 
of trademarks in the 
land? Such forging 
should certainly re- 
ceive a cheque, as 
it appears like an 
“utter” fraud. — 
Foot and mouth 
disease reappears in 
Carnarvonshire. 
Here we are only 
suffering from half 
symptoms, spelling 
bees having fortu- 
nately gone out 
of fashion. — Mr. 
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I—I think I heard it fall!” 











‘“‘AND GREAT WAS THE FALL THEREOF.” 


Sister :—‘* Wait, rou KNow, Boppy, yoUR EYB’S VERY INPLAMED; YOU CAN'T GO OUT 
with Tommy Brown TILL THAT SPECK OF DUST’s OUT OF IT!” 
Bobby (anzious to be off) :—“I’m atu nicHT—I KNow It’s oUT NOW; 
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Grosvenor expected 
at Simla shortly to 
explain. As Lord 
| Civil Service says, 
| Grosvenor — eh — 
don't you know ?— 
eh —is bound to 
be Squsre—eh! — 
The Prime Minister 
| concludes his speech 
| “with a penny- 
| piric.” So Mrs. 
| Pralamop reads, and 


' 
| 


wonders at the 
beastly meanness of 
them Conservatives. 
| ‘Pay ’em liberal if 
| they're worth pay- 
| ing, I says, and 
| them’s my = senti- 
| ments, says J.” — 
| Proprietor of colliery 
| notifies his men that 
‘they are to be re- 
_ duced 6d. a ton.” 
| Ordinary twelve - 
| stoners may make 
light of this, but 
| much depends on the 
| manner of its doing. 
| == Twelve Welsh 
| quarrymen fined £5 
' and costs each for 
| attacking a number 
| of rivals in trade. 
Rather severe this 
when it is remem- 
bered that defen- 
dants’ very work 
| compels them to be 
| quarrylsome. (N.B. 
; Groans.) == M, 
, Dumas (neither pére 
| nor jils) succeeds 
Guizot as Member 
of the French 
Academy. Two 
suns in one hemi- 
sphere. We order 
these things better 
in England. Here 
we don't often give 
one a chance in our 
great institutions, 
the greatness of 
which continues ac- 
cordingly. — Mr. 
Baird, the Scotch 
_ jronmaster, about to 
| give a second half 
million to the Pres- 
vey byterian church. 
Ta Y eo | Talkaboutchivalry ! 
| \\ | This is the real 
—_— David Bayard of the 
North. = Military 
have some sham 
fights at Whitsun. 
Civilians compensate 
with real ones, and 
many of them. May- 
be with more. 
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QUITE AWFUL. 


A Norrincuam journal commends itself to those who like their 
humour strong and thorough-paced, as well as full flavoured. Be- 
ginning with the head of “ Awfully Sudden Death in Nottingham,”’ 
our cootempotery describes the 
circumstances fully calling for the qualification already given. Not 
satisfied with this, however, it concludes thus:—* We believe his 
death was quite unexpected.”” As the whole paragraph only occupies 
eight lines, there is something “‘ awfully sudden’ as well as ‘ quite 

” about this somewhat bathetic manner of spinning out 


ecease of a local celebrity under |. 


the ey so as to obtaia the required eightpence. That is, pro- 
vided they pay the _— price of a penny per lump on this Notty 
journal for anything less than leaders, which, subject to correction, 
we beg leave to doubt, unless the change has been again “awfully 
sudden ”’ and “ quite unexpected.” 





Tarbandic News. 

Tue Levant Herald is announced to reappear now there is no chance 

of the late Abdul doing ditto. It was ‘ put down,” we believe, for not 

giving the Sultan sufficient Abdulation—a want of decorum which 
could not fail to affect turbanity in such a quarter. 


a 
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Txoss who have looked to the two first numbers of Belgravia under 
its changed conditions for evidence of the “platform” of the new 
proprietary cannot complain of want of variety. Nor of want of 
Mr. Charles Reade commences a series of 
short stories of men and animals; which the first instalment is 


readable matter either. 


MAGGINS’S MANIA. 


Tue Junior Maggins has re-ently shown 

A taste for indulging in vocal vagaries ; 
His voice hasn't much of a musical tone, 

His singing’s atrocicus, whatever the air is. 
He fidgets his father and maddens his ma 
By daily rehearsing his “Tonic Sol fa.” 


He fendly imagines he rivals the lark, 
And warbles his notes on the least provocation. 
“It’s something immense,” is his frequent remark, 
‘“‘ Superior far to the older notation. 
The primitive system's nonsensical—bah ! 
It isn’t a patch on the ‘ Tonic Sol-fa.’ ” 


His parents would give him inordinate pelf— 

Nay, often they've promised him presents in plenty, 
If he'd only consent to rehearse to himself ; 

But he, with the ardour of green one-and-twenty, 
Persiats in his practice, and often says, “ Ah, 
There’s nothing so sweet as the ‘ Tonic Sol-fa.’ ”’ 


Well, even his sweetheart (and girls are inclined 
To plead for their lovers all sorts of defences, 
For love as we know is disgracefully blind) 
Was heard to declare he was out of his senses. 
Says she, “ Oh, it’s cruel, and so says Papa, 
Neglecting me thus for his ‘ Tonic Sol-fa.’ ”’ 


I visit the family now and again, 
To offer my sympathy—sorely they need it ; 
They strive from his project to win him in vain— 
I give:him advice but he never will heed it: 
So I rush for my hat, and I murmer “ Ta-ta,’’ 
When Maggins commences his “‘ Tonic Sol-fa.’’ 








SOME MAGAZINES FOR JUNE. 
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youthful America, and should not be missed by javenile England, 
Mr. Aldrich continues his version of “‘ The Cat and the Countess,” the 
silhouettes to which are of a wildly humorous kind, suspiciously 
suggestive of a German origin. 

In Tinsiey’s, “ Maggie,’ which comitieticed well, shows a consider- 

able falling off; and the word twaddle is almost too good for the 
contribution entitled ‘“‘ A Rink Catastrophe” The other contents are 
rather over than under the average; though we should much like to 
know who-are the readers that care for opinions on the simplest kind 
of verse when expressed by people Who practically know nothing about 
it. Even those who believe in the heaveri-sent faculty of “ criticism ” 
as & compensative allowance to those who will write but have never a 
notion of their own to write about can hardly get down to this 
extremely lower level. London Society aw yet shows no sign of the 
change impending aswell aswanted. ‘Michael Strogoff"’ is amusing, 
but net up to’ Jules Verne’s best form: But non semper areum, &c., 
and it is hardly fair to expect a writer to’ Be for ever excelling himself. 
Yet that) seems’ to be the wish of many of the modernest of modern 
Hazlitts: The Nautical Magazine, though peculiar in its opinions, is 
pretty well sure of its facts. The articles on “Atlantic Steam 
Ferries’ are exhaustive, and to’ the pent-up journalist anxious for 
actual exploration of the world, and all that lies beyond it, oe! 
exhausting. Apropos of this; we may remark that Mr. Colam and the 
Society for the Suppression of Cruelty to Aniinals should interfere to 
prevent Messrs. Cook and Son from sending out their Lccurstontet at 
this season of the year unléss accompanied Vy a circular ticket and 
unlimited coupons. The attraction in Onee-as Week is’ a new serial by 
William Sawyer, entitled “‘Roses on the Brink.’ The London 
‘Magazine commences its new volume under its’! new , and 
looks well and promising. The calibre of its‘contributors is, though, 
hardly up to the requirement of’ facsimile signatures; which aré some- 
‘times considerably more suggestive of I O U's than’ of immortality. 
By far’and away the best thing in the list is a plaintive little poem by 
John Thomson, entitled “‘Once.” With the Day of Rest one’ might 
well “rest and be thankful” were it not that Good Things — a 
recognition of the proverb that the best of good things are not‘always 
those which are the newest. 


We have also received the Leisure Hour and the Sunday at’ Home 
(both of which are well up to the usual standard), the Charing’ Cross 
and Czitie’ Magasines, Fenny Illustrated, Pietorial World, Peepthow, 
Evening Hours; Journal of Hortieulture, Hardwicke's Science Gossip, 
Argosy, Westminster Papers, Photographie News, &c., &c. 
























supposed to be most about we confess ourselves unable to determine, 
possibly because of the interest we tovk in the relation. Some panto- 
mime business with a dead body is remarkably like that in the Story 
of the Little Hunchback in the Arabian Nights. This is, though, 
nothing to the adventures of a few gentlemen, as told in another 
story, who manage to play cards all the way between London and 
Newmarket. They must have travelled by some route unknown to 
either racing men or railway companies of prosaic everyday life. 
ill more wonderful things are done by them, such as making a book 
on the First Spring bodily; and, most wonderful of all, a discomfited 
cardsharper “caught ringing the changes” in the obscurity of a 
tunnel is discovered at the same time to be none other than a Mr. 
Jack: Coney. These are but trifles which only serve to show the 
general: excellence of the remaining contents of the magazine, in 
which Mr. French's illustrations to Miss Braddon’s story continue the 
leading artistic feature. Among its lighter matter Macmillan contains 
a clever'sketch, “‘ The Private View at the Academy,” and, of course, 
the continuation of ‘‘ Madcap Violet.” Among its heavier, “ Natural 
n” is perhaps the heaviest. In the Gentleman’s, Mr. Senior's 
“Ocean Log” is likely to be the most read, as it is undoubtedly the 
most interesting contribution. Some pages are devoted to a report of 
& speech on “ Literature and the Drama,” made at the Urban Club 
in Clerkenwell by Mr. Hepworth Dixon. Perhaps when a newer 
order of things arrives, original thinkers, and men who have made fame 
by work-of a kind other than compilation, may find their casual com- 


























PUBLIC NOTICE. 


Stoxen, from the Gallery of Pigeons, a famous work of art, of 
which the following is a facsimile :— 


LISBON STEAM TRAMWAYS. 


0001 paren 
CINTRA TO LISBON. 


Fare 2d. 


You are particularly requested not to leave this ticket on the 
| seat, as the directors are anxious to keep the condaotors honest. 


One Thousand Pounds Reward will be paid to anyone who will give 
such information as shall lead to the discovery of the whereabouts of 
this unique and interesting production. 


} 





Practical Pro-portion. 

A moRNING concerT advertised for St. James’s Hall and the 17th 
inst. should be certain to receive the patronage of all lovers of music, 
as it is expressly stated that the children for whose benefit it takes 
place are not being brought up to the profession of music. Its 
of course, the chief essential with so eminently practical a 


tonplaces 1 i magazine literature of the period. But ractice is, 
While small ae aon seal senln will always be 7 eager rromoter of education as Mrs. Weldon. It is a a praend only too 
to worshi them , evident that among a large proportion of professiona singers there is 
i nothing but profession, the element of practice having been elimi- 


heAtlantie Monthly opens with an article from the pen of Mark 
iwain, of which we do not presume to comprehend the full significance. 
who: have: more: time or’ more veneration, or who think that 
because-a man has oncedone good work he'can never do bad, may find 
‘the famvof this; honestly, we can’t without a key to the points, which 
may probably appearin the next number. ‘The writer of “ Ma Blonde 
| Noirs” should try her hand on Blue: Noses next. There is 
& raceof them not far off, and her verse would suit them “right down 
emer Tn Soribner’s, Bret Harte's story draws to a close in a 


duri ducation as too commonplace for connection with high 
- a Rigtor artists. As ‘at a concert sound sense should bea strong 
recommendation, we trust the claims’ of Mrs. Weldon and her non- 
professional pupils‘will not be forgotten on Saturday morning next. 











An Insultan Hint. 
Paris Soir, after Jokosely intimating that Abdul Aziz was 
diet against than scissarin g, Hont soit qui mal y 
pense. ‘* Honi Soir,” &c., we should say. 






notlikely to enhance the reputation of the Californian who 
80 much, but who seems now to have struck his twelve a 








| noon. “Old Landmarks in Philadelphia” and severe) wae Trreue Attanos Le THE Cumnk oF Gotp?— 
other introduce some admirable specimens of ie ae . Wuyr p# the Ring of sovereigns. 





- In St. Nicholas, which is published in 
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“BLACK WORK.” 


Servant :—“Ou, IF YOU PLEASE YOUR MEAT SEEMS TO DISAGREB WITH 
OUR CAT; THE POOR THING'S BEEN 80 VERY DULL THESE LAST TWO OR THREE 


pars!” 


Meat Man :—“ Ou, ’8'LL BE SOON WELL Now. YOU &EE, THE LAST DAY | 


OR TWO IT'S BEEN A FUNERAL HORSE ]'VEB BEEN A SERVING ovT!” 





PROOF POSITIVE. 


Lovers of sport who cannot imagine that fish, flesh, or fowl can 
object to being slowly tortured, so long as torture is inflicted in the 
interest of sport and of sport alone, must have felt very indignant 
with the writer of a letter in the leading journal Jately. ‘Chis, which 
was signed ‘‘ Consistency,” after giving reasons why the twenty or so 
vivisectors of eminence should not be treated worse than the million 
or more inflictors of reckless cruelty to horses, dogs, and wild animals, 
went on to propose an Act which would meet the requirements of the 
case. And very satirical and amusing the proposed Act was. A 
sporting paper taxes it all literally, however, and argues energetically 
in the interests of sportsmen and opponents of viviseotion. ‘Thereby 
proving indubitably that vivisection might be made very useful and quite 
the reverse of cruel, if it only led to the introduction of a distinction 
between the logical and the ludicrous to the brains, for subsequent trans- 
mission to the articles, of unintentionally humorous sporting writers. 


Fhe Latest from Turkey. 


Tue last words of the late Sultan of Turkey were “* Aut Scissar aut 
Nullus.” Nineteen physicians have certified to the fact. 








pee JOHN HEATH'S 
oP SEANT Postal Telegraph Pens 
~ ae With Turned-up Points. 
ever made. 
7 or 13 stamps. 
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or Great D<iffield, MACHINES 
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{June 14, 1876, 


| “JUNE.” 


Tur feather-clad songsters are chirruping gaily, 
Rejoiced as they soar in the sky. 

The blossoms Spring brought us are ripening daily, 
The roses of summer are nigh. 

The nasty-named Row’s in the height of its season, 
And poets with nature commune, 

And should you inquire of me what is the reason, 
I answer, Because it is June. 


It seems but a spell since the old year was banished 
And told to skedaddle away, 

Yet, lo! here we are, with the new one half vanished, 
And close upon Midsummer-day. 

Thus time travels on, with his hurrying olatter, 
And wrinkles appear pretty soon; 

The months march away one by one—but no matter, 
We're thankful to find it is June. 


Old friend, { am truly delighted to meet you, 
I'm happy to welcome you here; 
Believe me, I joyfully hasten to greet you, 
Most generous month of the year. 
The Public request me to state in conclusion, 
They beg that you'll grant them a boon, 
Please don’t prove, as May did, an utter delusion— 
We don't want North-Easters in June ! 











Birth and Breading. 


Parr of the defence of a woman charged with stealing 
an umbrella recently was that she was “a lady born.’ 
Notwithstanding that an active and intelligent officer 
gave corroborative evidence as to this somewhat peculiar 
peculiarity, an obdurate magistrate sentenced her lady- 
ship to fourteen days’ ‘‘ with hard.” Thus, not only is 
she highly born, but where she is now her chief 
consolation will be, suggestively enough, bread. 


G. >. 

A cerRTAIN “ Richard Gee, D.D.,” writes to the Times 
| advocating thesupply of cold tea as a beverage to harvesters 
| and labourers. As every medical student is aware of the 
terrible evils induced by the use of this exciting liquid in 

a cold state, some authoritative protest may be expected 
| against such a foolish suggestion. One of the symptoms 
| produced strongly resembles D. T., and if the practice 
obtains we may distinguish it by the title of Gee Woe. 
Let's hope it woent. 








A Song Tittle. 

A new national song is daily and extensively advertised, entitled 
‘‘ God save our Empress-Queen.” Who is she? Shall Sir Thomas 
Biddulph write another note and send it the round of the Press for 
publication “‘ with his compliments,” or will Mr. Disraeli assure us 
that it is quite impossible in England for the title of Empress to be 
used? The whole editice of Conservative sophistry crumbles away 
before the fact that the title Empress-Queen has for weeks been 
flaunted in the public journals before the eyes of millions of Queen 
Victoria's subjects. ‘‘ The splendid legend of a thousand years was 
sold for a song after all. 


Luscious. 


Lapv Lvs was announced asa patroness of the recent Bazaar in Aid 
of the Temperance Hospital. The conjunction was Bizirre oortainly. 


The Benign Moth-er. 


Tur Rev. Me. Pappillon has been apoointed Extra Examiner at 
Oxford. Presumably to test our “ butterfly youth.” 








COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFR ESHI NG. . 
CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition starch. 


(iaestesntiieseeaeeeeee 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phosnix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctot’ Gommons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—Londoa, June 14, 1876- 
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‘A LITTLE KNOWLEDGE—.” 


Farm Labourer (who his a landscape artist as lodger, and can’t “ make t’ beggar out”) :—“ Weir, TomMy, WHAT BE HE A DO'EN NOW?” 
Tommy (a very sharp lad) :—“ Ou, I DUNNO; HE SITS DOWN IN THE MIDDLE 0’ THE FIELD, OPENS A BOOK WITHOUT ANY LEAVES, AND 


THEN LOOKS ABOUT AND TRIES TO WRITE IN IT. 








SHOP AT DINNER. 


We understand that the Lord Mayor of London will be compelled 
to relinquish his project of inviting various representative bodies to 

é€ with him. His hospitality has been abused by certain of his 
guests endeavouring to do business over the dinner table. For 
instance: at the dinner to artists,a gentleman rose and offered to 
fupply his lordship with pictures at a moderate figure, and proceeded 
to look round the room and describe the paper “as worth about two- 
Pence a yard.” His companions, with execrable taste, applauded him, 
and produced pictures from their pockets which they offered to his 
lordship at a reduction for cash on the nail. 

With such an example before them, who can wonder that when the 
tailors met at the Mansion House they should, in reply to the toast of 
the trade, seize his lordship and measure him for thirteen-and- 
sixpenny trousers, and tell him his clothes were slop and that he 
wanted a new suit badly. His lordship still held on his hospitable 
course until the hairdressers had a cut at his hair one after the other 
and the barber surgeons bled him and shaved him until he fainted. 

If art commences trading at a host's dinner-table, who can blame 
commerce for followingvits lead ? 





Moral Force. 


A mzmprr of the T division was the other day sentenced to twelve 
months’ hard labour for breaking a man’s leg and then charging him 
with being drunk and incapable. As, if the man was not drunk he 

inly was incapable, the result of the trial is very hard on those who 
do not for certain reasons happen to believe that *‘ persuasion is better 

Jorce.” Moral: Wait till they are drunk, and then——. The | 
man who's in a hurry often gets into the hottest water and if he 
Swears catches no fish. 





Goop Locaurrry ror Darearss.—Chalk Farm. 


VOL, XXIII, 


An’ I DUNNO WHAT THE LANGUAGE Is!”’ 


LOVE. 


T roup her of my love —that ’twas so great 
It overflow'd my soul like a wide sea, 
And spread o'er Time into Eternity ! 

That all the world were sad and desolate, 

And life a weary and oppressive weight, 
Unless she gave her heart and hand to me! 
] pray’d her to relieve my misery — 

Have pity on my else despairing state, 

And make the moments glorious that of late 
Were only lit with Hope of what might be! 


Her sea-deep eyes with rippling sparkles flushed. 

Like silver stars flung by the blue waves’ wash 
Upon a shore, where coming sunrise blushed, 

While low her sweet lips whispered softly, “‘ Bosh!” 


Go it ye Cripples. 

Tue Duke of Portland has been fined five pounds for allowing a 
traction engine to trail along a turnpike cat improperly guarded. 
Mr. Cripple, his steward, on hearing the magistrates’ deision 
exclaimed, “‘I am sure the duke will be very much dissatistied.”’ 
We have no doubt of it. Perhaps Mr. Cripple has a lame idea that 
because dukes are hereditary law makers, they have also a right to be 
law breakers. ‘These traction engines are the fertile causes of many a 
broken limb, human and animal. His grace must be content with 
one Cripple on his estate for the present. 


The East Wind. 

Ir is again rumoured that the Czar of Russia is so ceaselessly beset 
with fear of aseassination that he will shortly abdicate. His mind it 
is feared is giving way. Recent affairs in the East are eminently 


calculated to bring on Softaning of the brain, which the presence of 
| say nineteen physicians would do little to delay. 





| 
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RUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 21 1876. 


(Cartoon. } 


A PERILOUS PROGRESS. 
(Quire A New Version or A Very O.p Srory.) 


A weGeEND is told us 
By those who know best— 
(Whose visions enfold us 
And rob us of rest. 
Reverse of seraphic 
They fill us with fright, 
And carry their traffic 
Far into the night.) 
This legend informsall the world and his wife 
That Mussulmen (when they get rid of this life) 
Who wish withtthethouris and Allah to stay 
Must cross by a line the erevasse in the way. 


While demons, teeth gnashing, 
And eager to. rend— 
Their greedy eyes flashing 
And tails — 
Await the: ast 5 
Who’'s.down. ‘a crash— 
Then, givi , 
‘So Mourad the New, in hisinovel career, 
Must feel out his ‘footing end steadily steer— 
Must keep a)good ' mever say Done. 
Gf once his heart fails/him‘he’s down with a run. 
——e—— 

(Panvesewr has been having «a ‘busy and entertaining, if not par- 
tieulathy profitable, time lately. It seems hard to imagine that the 
Breath of Privilege debate couldjhave"been the sober and earnest out- 
come of a meeting supposed to the dfer weighty purposes of State. It 
reads rather like a solemn m bur 


lesque of the-principle of 


Government by Legislative ily. Mf, however, it is to be con- 
sidered as a real and histori ent,we can only find comfort.in 


the remembrance that from time ammemorial the example of idiosyn- 
crasy—a shorter word would do—thas always been contagious. So far 
as we can discover, a tissue of absurdities has to clothe the announce- 
ment that the most flagrant breach of honour by a Member of Parlia- 
ment is as nothing when compared with the most trivial breach of 
privilege which comes of the attempt of honest men to direct the course 
of one who has “gone wrong,” but who insists upon still claiming 
political kith with his present opponents, and thrusting his associate- 
ship upon them, whether they will it or no. Not much less 
ridiculous is the annual treat to which we have just been assisted by 
Sir Wilfrid Lawson and the howling band of incoherents who make 
him their leader. The chief redeeming feature of the debate of last 
Wednesday is that one person who must owe a great deal, if not every- 
thing he now possesses, to drink and its attendant idiotcy, was found 
among the supporters of the great Water Way of making people 
happy. This in iteelfshould have a healthy effect on those who are 
only too ready to swallow any statement which is a little above their 
comprehension. We claim to be second to none in our hatred of the 
demon Drink and his congeners, but we think the remedies proposed 
by Lawsons and Jenkinses more dreadful than the disease by far. We 
do not believe that people are to be made virtuous by special Act of 
Parliament any more than we believe that directly a man is elected to the 
House of Commons he becomes at once wise, critical, and dispassionate, 
no matter how big a booby he was an hour before his nomination. 





A FIGGER OF SPEECH. 


I nap a fig-tree in my garden growing, 

iicenve low boughealthcaighnlp quote bertoriag, 
« Oh, goatlo poet, neath ary leaves reclining 
So 
We both are figgers, so I feel for you.” 








The First Blow. 


Tux Secretary of the Thames Conservancy writes to the Zimes to 
say that it is quite open to the public to proceed against steam-launch 
owners unpropaty navigating the river. Exactly, but unfortunately 
it is generally the steam-launck owner who against the 
—" least that portion of it which goes down ‘to the river in 


eaiivantage to take of an “inoffensive literary man, besides artist. 
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A STRIKING STORY. 
Anp Litgzary AND ARTISTIC ADVENTURE. 


GQanever was so astonished in my life; and I consider it a brutal] 
But 
I*forgot ; you don’t know how it cecurred,:so I'd better begin at ¢) 
begimming and go right through, though'the bare recital is painful ¢, 
me as:aman of sensibility and refinement. 

My nameis Waullups—Willis Wullups—and I am a literary man. 
That as, Iam:a.member of a literary club, which makes it all the samo. 
My chib is an ‘artistic club as well, and so, by that token, I am an 
artist. And for literary and artistic sympathies I will back myself 
againat any vauthor ‘that ever published a successful novel or any 
painter who, inhistime, possessed the privilege of writing R.A. afte: 
hisimame. Amd,:as I\take it, sympathies are the things by which to 
measure mankind ; for:what is the possession of.a mere knack of writin & 
or painting without the:glorious estheticism which combines the two 
in‘the single word and double bond of:sympathy! But rhapsody will 
never bring me'to'the end of my painful story. 7 

Although Imever committed myself to either writing or paintin-<, 
except‘in theory, I always had a lively appreciationiéf the works of 
others. Now, you cannot very well:copy.aman’s pictureand pass it off as 


your own ; andtaking the original is not only a dangerous but.a cumber- 


some task. There is, though, no difficulty about @ good story or a 
mice bit of anonymous verse ; and so, whenever I came:across either of 


|ithese which happened to hit:my fancy—and therefore, you see, mizht 


ver; well thave been mine—I referred to it casually as just a little 
‘thing [had knocked off, taking care, of course, that noone likely to be 
the real author waspresent. And as the literature and the art of our 
literary and artistic club was pretty generally like mine, there was not 
much fear of my being discovered. Now and .again some little con- 
fusion would arise.as to the rights of:a-member in ‘a piece of verse or a 
prose essay ; but,:as in every case'L.canemember it was subsequent], 
r— that ‘the digputed property belonged to neither, nothing came 
it. 

The Goluptious Gallipots—A wissen Gallipot, and was proud of it— 
had, at the period of which T write, very commodious premises near t!:c 
river. Ah,‘times are gincethen,and the District Railway 
mow wends its daylightiul way where onee our clubhouse stocd. We 
-usedto have ical-evenings, and songs, and recitations, and a good 


| Geal-of the jollity and fine fellowship-which seems to have faded some- 
sae of literature nowadays. 


how .entof And what was more 
natural that when opportunity served I should recite one of the little 
things which I had only a day or two before knocked off—out of a 
country paper or‘the current number of a magazine ? 

Among other readings that I was very fond of giving was one in 
particular, which had quite made my reputation as a humourist. It 
was about a.man named Starcourt, who did a lot of very ridiculous 
things, and was in it held up to odium and obloquy generally. It 
was extremely clever, but powerfully personal. Still, asStarcourt was 
only, as I then thought, a mythical personage, it did not much matter. 
T had first heard the story some hundreds of miles away, and having 
obtained a manuscript copy thought it only fair and proper to put it 
down as one of my own little contributions to the literature of that 
Bohemia which is within the Bills of Mortality, although, like 
Shakespeare’s, it is only approachable by means of water— and whislcy. 

One night we had a specially large gathering at the Gallipots. I 
went prepared to come out very strong, and as I had the ear of the 
chairman got lots of oprertunity. Nearly all the fellows brought 
visitors, and I was particularly struck by the appearance of one 
stranger. Maybe fate had something to do with it ; but several times 
during the evening I felt a kind of shudder when I looked at him. 
He was a big, brawny, sunburnt man, who seemed as much like a 
fortunate navvy as anything else, and was quite as strong and as 
ferocious. We had a very jolly time that night. I received a fair 
share of the applause for one or two of my minor efforts, and at last 
was asked to give the story of Starcourt. 

I thought I noticed the stranger start when the name was mentioned. 
Perhaps it was only fancy. But he said, speaking to me for the first 
time, that he had heard of my performance in that character, and 
should much like me to oblige. So J obliged. Yes, I obliged with 
the weaknesses and vainglorifications, the braggings and boastings, of 
this apocryphal Starcourt, his grotesque adventures and ultimate 
sorrowful end, in a way which even surprised myself. ‘The room was 
enraptured, and oneor two of the men present swore that whenever 
they became editors I should be the very first man applied to for 
causticcopy. And then Brown, who was always ready with something 
nasty, asked why théy didn’t aspire to becoming archangels at once, 
as editors. But I was intoxicated with glory and didn’t mind either 
him or theothers. Especially as the big man had insisted on shaking 
hands, and: had said I was just'the fellow he'd been looking for these 
years. 

But all nights must pass away, and so did this. The members and 
their guests gradually disappeared, and at last I, one of the latest, 
made up my mind to go. As I turned into the street, I was overtaken 
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n for some little way. 
“So you re the author of ‘ Starcourt,’ ”” said he, when we got up | 
dark arches of the Adelphi. “Yes,” said I, with conscious 
at that hour without the slightest compunction. 
think I am ? Jam Starcourt,”’ he continued, with a pause, in a voice 
of thunder, ‘and I have been looking for you these years,” With 


this, he Jaid his heavy hand on me, raised his walking sfick, and—— 
& * ro 


9 eke We 
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and ar. istic club I loved se well. 
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| Sheffield paper which 
_ another’s skull’ with a hammer; 
| ment as an accident. Notliing could be much more 
@a Sheffielder regards as playfulncss, 
ed that the real accident consisted 


Fa 
Mr. Serseant Simon's proposal to prohibit t 


wife in workhouses has been negatived by 4 
short-sighted legislators! Compel married people 





“MY ACTOR FRIEND.” 


* 
friend, you know why I go on crutches, and why the name 
ullups has never sinee that night adorned the books of the 


Tw spring. time, on one glorious day, 
looked fair, 


When even London’s streets 
Methought I'd wander Bow-street way, 
And contemplate the actors there. 
I sought the ““Gaspers’ Arms,” and lo, 
Beheld therein: a seedy “ pro”! 
His cheeks, 
Extremely lengthy was his hair— 
His chimney-pot was. far from new, 


through shaving much, were blue, 


His “ Ulster ’’ loolked the worse for wear. 


I'll add, were I the tamth to tell, 
His boots: were down. ai. heel as. well. 


But when he spake of Avon’s Bard, 
Whose lines he seemed to glibly quote, 

I viewed him with intenre regard, 
Fongot his boote—his hat—his coat. 

Td nev’renced from an early age 

All thin gs pertaining to the stage! 

We soon were friendly as could be— 


Quite: brotherly, to all intents : 


os ears,’ said he, “ with Nelson Lee, 


IL played the ‘juves’ and ‘ walking gents.’ 


I them reeeived (here rose a sob) 
A ‘ sali’ of only fifteen bob! 


‘“‘ Discyarding parts that brought me ‘ nix 
The cut-throat characters I took ; 

I played ‘ Golotz’ to ‘ Bravo’ Hicks, 
And second murderer to Brooke ; 

And such tremendous ‘ hits’ I made, 

I put Gustavus in the shade! 


“ My greatest r6/e is Sweeny Todd— 
In that immense applause I win— 
Here ‘ laddie,’ let’s go Tommy Dodd 
For just two tiny drops of gin. 
By Jove! I find I’ve not a ‘ brown ;’ 
Pray, could you lend me alf-a-crown ?” 


I lent it him with much delight, 
About him there was nothing vain ; 
Said he, “I'm. playing ev'ry night, 
Utility at. Drury Lane. 
To-morrow I'll repay the ‘ tin’—_ 
And then, my boy, ‘ I’ll pass you in!’’ 
Next night, arrayed in fitting guise, 
I sought the Hall of Drury, where 
They told me, te my great surprise, 
The party wasn't ing there. 
Though oft I’ve haunted Drury Lane, 
I've never scem that: “pro” again! 








Accidental Humour. 
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The Poor Law Bill. 


you rob the workhouse of its chief attrac 


’ 
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A curious result off thie conditions under which people live is shown 


accurately describes one boy fracturing 


the congenial 


suggestive of 


be. the hint 


in the somewhat unexpected 


d street-boy’s 
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THE EASTERN QUESTION. 
(IMPORTANT SPECIAL TELEGRAMS.) 


, CoNnSTANTINOPLE. 

Mucu doubt still i as to the actual cause of the Jate Sultan's 

Successor has requested that a coroner's inqu , 
held, in order that the question of murder or suicide way bade 
settled. A well-known London coroner has offered his services, The 
inquest will be held privately, in a drawing-room. ‘The Press will be 
rigidly a § and only eenecees offered by Mourad himself will be 

xamiue course such proceedings would be impossible in : 
other country.. Bravo, Mourad ! = : ooh 
Sr. Petznspvunc. 

General Ignatieff, the Romam ambassador at Constantinople, has 
been recalled. He is succeeded by Prince Orloff, because the war 
arrangements are Orloff for the present. Mr. Disraelis speech has 
been received here with jecrs, tears, and laughter. ‘he war party 
100k upon it as a canard, and canardly believe it. ; 

Berit 

Bismarck is determined the Berlin memorandum shall be presented. 
He has, therefore, presented it to his cook, who has used it to frill 
mutton cutlets. Kaiser Wilhelm remarked to Augusta that there had 
been a good deal of Russian cryand very little Berlin wool at out the 
matter. After producing this joke he caught cold and has since been 
confined to his room. Augusta is as lively as a kitten, and the 
doctors tallc about sending her to England agaim for a damper. 

BRvusseE.s. 

The King of the Belgians has invited the Queem of Hngland to 
come and tall over the Hastern Question. He has to be in 
_ Lapland when she calls, but by travelling for three consecutive nights 
‘by ordinary train she will be enabled to reach him in time to have tea 
and shrimps, and catch a coal barge back to Woolwich. Some 
sandwiches which the King took to Balmoral and didn’t eat will be 
deposited at roadside stations for her Majesty's refreshment. A King 
must not allow an Empress to outdo him in hospitality. 

VIENNA. 

A telegram has been received here stating that several Christians 
have been starved to death in London by native officials. Austria 
has invited Turkey and Russia to join her in presenting a note of 
remonstrance to England. The signitary Powers state that unless 
material guarantees be given against the repetition of such an offence, 
in the interests of Christianity they will be bound to interfere, 

Lonpon. 

Mr. Disraeli has assured Austria, Turkey, and Russia that he will 
use every endeavour to prevent the scandalous ill-treatment of 
Christians which has so long di this country. Several poor- 
law guardians have cut their nails with scissors, and the memorandum 
will therefore be withdrawn. 


Serious Attentions. 

Barrery casesare generally of curious construction, and one of the 
most curious occurred the other day in the West-country, wherein the 
complainant of assault admitted that he called defendant out of his 
house for the purpose of informing him he was an “ infernal liar,” and 
did not deny having also struck him. Such delicate little attentions 
were hardly considered sufficient provocation for what followed, as we 
are informed that the magistrates “took a serious view of the matter 
and committed defendant for trial.’’ Unless these gentlemen take a 
serious view of life generally, and only award punishment in cases of 
humorous consistency, we are bound to suppose complainant must also 
have had occasion to take a serious view of what followed his litile 


opening farce. 
Overdoing it. 


A NEWSPAPER paragraph states that # well-known lawyer, while 


for the commencement of a case imwhich he was engaged, - 
the 


lawyer, we should like to have a moderate statement as to con- 
dition of the clients concerned in this procrastinating case. A legal 
friend of ours says tliis: is what comes of being just a bit too con- 
scientious. 





Porcine Instinkt. 
In a police case recently some dwellings ordered to be demolished 
by the Metropolitan Board of Works were described as unfit for a pig. 
Quite so. It was a Hogg who objected to them. 





Cloudy but Clear. 
Wuen a tobacconist smokes a cigar at the door of his shop he does 
it merely to puff his wares. 
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A DANGEROUS PERFORMANCE. 
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BETTER EMPLOYED. 


‘‘ Let the wise man dig his garden.”—Votratrrz, 


Ler people prate of wars to be 
And panics on the Stock Exchange, 
Of notes that pass ‘twixt Kaisers three, 
Of creeds that many a knock exchange. 
With troubles West and troubles East 
Let others vex their craniums; 
I mind such matters not the least— 
I'm bedding out geraniums. 


I don’t care what the Tories do, 
What wicked plots they’re hardening ; 
My cabbages are coming through— 
Result of careful gardening. 
T don’t care how the crafty Turk 
Atones for sad Salonica ; 
IT hum a tune and do my work— 
I’m nailing up jsponica. 
I know that jewels disappear, 
And pictures too from galleries— 
That statesmen father projects queer, 
And draw directors’ salaries ; 
That Fashion gives its fétes and balls, 
And bores the Prince of Wales to death. 
While news like this the world enthrals, 
I'm salting garden snails to death. 


Sir Boyle Roche Outdone. 


Speaxine of the Prince of Wales’s reception at Ascot, 
a paper says that at Windsor, ‘Mr. Alderman Jones, 
with a number of the residents, assembled within and 
without the station.” Happy Mr. Alderman Jones, 
who has not only the privilege of being able to 
assemble, but can also be in the inside and the outside 
of a place at will and the same time! Who would have 
thought that the most recent of the wrongs of Ireland 
would have been found within shadow of a Royal Castle! 
Home Rulers, to your posts and keep your powder dry. 


A Knavy Lot. 
Tux crews of four German ironclads have been fighting 
the women and children of Gibraltar, and with some 
suecess. Germany boasts that her sailors will soon 








NO COMPULSION. 


_ foe :—“ Aw, WHY THE DOOCE DOESN’T DRIVER STOP AT RIGHT PLAOR/ 
e . . . M If E ‘ Al . 4 r Tp > > > ~ ro o° 
excel ours. Perhaps they may in whacking their neigh- SUPPOSED To WALK ALL THE WAY UP THE PLATFORM AFTER THIS TRAIN 
bours’ wives and children. Our brave fellows only Porter :—“No, stn, NOT UNLESS YOU LIKE; YOU CAN WAIT POR TH 
whack their own. | NEXT, 








| Why don’t you dror that there young Austrian Morgyattie left- 
FOREIGN SEAMEN AND BRITISH SHIPS. | handed son of a furrin sea cook as is a been ‘oisted over the’eds of 


| 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN, Englishmen in the Navy now—that there Prince Looney of Batter- 


" aie o ES sia pudden I thinks they call him. Why should all the best berths in 
Sie, ~4 shipmate o mine bas showed me larst week's Fun with @| the Navy (and in the Army, too, for the matter o’ that) Ba given to 
0 me a watin’ to be ’ired fura sailer. I know I’m ugly and I 7 : . . 5 
ois Sint and'we been mixed up in one ort ae ina furren princes as comes over here, with werry little character andless 
: Snes s a. OE or two Scrimmidses linen. Why, if you was to go to war to-morrer with Jarminy ‘alt your 
ship, and ain’t been over perticler about tappin’ the capen on | : 


» ‘ rf : men-o'-war would be in the hands of Jarmin officers. Put that m ‘yer 
the ’ed when he come it too igh and mitey. But wot I sez and takes | rog funnel and masticate it. 


ia, pen to say—leastwavs, my mate Bill the Scholard, as writes | 6 Now, mate, draw us as black and as ugly as yer like, but#f you 


a for me, takes up his pen to say—is this, mate: Let’s ’ave | ain't on’y goin’ to ’it them wot's ignorant and poor, dror them swell 


Don’t ’ee be down on us poor swabs as is bad paid and bad " igh N 
and o> ee | furren ninkumpoops as is as much disgrace to the British Navy a8 we 
ed and cust and swored at, and let them big beggars go acos they are | .ommon itieee = to the Murkytile Merine.— Your ‘umble serving 


| 
| to comand, Joz Tue Tuve. 





; 

! t's.all werry well to dror us ug! d’owl about low furri ‘ 

tien e J gly and ’owl about low furriners in B Scuomalli for “Ba.) 
the Murkytile Merine, but what I sez, mate, is this—How about them (Bru. Pines CHE r wm.) 

| we urinere as isin the British Navy ? Come, mate, let’s’ave justis. Ear! 

| ,2Y don’t yer dror them ugly and tell the truth about them, eh? Ear, Ear 


you're afeard to! Why, if I could dror I’d let poor ’alf-starved | Tue plea of having been told to commit a crime eoome to hold good 
-eddicated Greeks and Turks and niggers alone, and hit somethin’ | sometimes. A young man from the country charged with setting fire 
moremy own sighs. I'd dror some o’ them Jarmin lubbers as is made | to 4 barley-rick said that his mother “ incited’’ him to do it, and he 
| pens and commanders afore they knows the English for “ Starboard | was at once liberated and the wicked woman ordered into custody, the 
1. helum,” and gets all the best berths in the English Navey cus upright youth thereupon giving evidence against her. me shall 
ay” cousins to Royhality’s coachman 0’ suthit. o’ the sort. Watch the sequel of this case with anxiety, for if — mother aaa b> 
«taps improper permoti in’t i d murder. V.ll p'r’aps it | 23 800n as she gets a chance, bite her boy’s ear off, there is nothing in 
ee eee fens muy end my oe eta | i le wh nstantly howling about histo 
on’y let’s dror a paralysed case, just for the +e o’ justis. | analegies, and the peopie who are co earn g 2 eat 
sone of us poor furriners is up to mischief, mayle we kills a | repeating itself are more wrong now than ever they have yet been 


Ane maybe a mate, maybe we kills ’em both, and a cabin boy in. | right. 











thip oot we don’t go out of our way to kill women wot's 2 | Hereditary Ability. 
oh, ¢ tg sy are hi i te lhe de pt ARF, f eat-great-nephew of David Garrick is announced. 
»crikey! not at all. And when we're caught we stands our trial aie Lae =. i re . ak semnecentiehlentie ‘howerncagers the 


t shove a sh h ed rf for us, . : : 

atid we don’t get ites a oe oe Pare is ie d p’r’aps | pleasure of paragraphing the infetmation Gant a qrest-grest-nepbew 

tone 9’ these iners in your British Navy never did that. | of a great deal greater great-great-uncle ad ever given this humble 
ertingly not. What I wants ie justis ! | planet the honour of his existence. 
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ABSTAINERS. 


HEN he who wears 

the poet’s wreath — 

7 Then youthful (and 
with all bis teeth !)— 
broad Trafalgar- 

square 8 expanse 

First saw the sons of 
‘Temperance, 


THE VOW OF THE 


In 


Those sturdy advocatcs of 
tea 

He counted, and 
numbered thr: e— 

They were determined to 
coerce 

The habits of 
- verse. 


they 


the uni- 


And these were Brown 
(who couldn’t swill, 

Because it always made 
him ill), 

And Green (abstaining for 
a freak), 

And Robins (who was paid 
to speak). 


At every drink they chose 
to sneer, 

Excepting tea and ginger- 
beer ; 


And, sens sapient and 


good, 
They chose that other peo- 
ple should. 


Though how those other 
folks’ affairs 

Were any business of 
theirs —— 

But there—the poet's far 
too wise 

To anything but sympa- 
thize ! 


Their onward course you 
couldno’t shake, 

So firmly they’d resolved 
to make 


The universe (including 


me) 
Confine itself to drinking 
tea! 


From broad Trafalgar’s- 
square in pride 

They swaggered to the 
Park of Hyde; 

And he who wears the 
poet's bays 

He followed of ’em on 
their ways,— 

With bottled pint of bitter 
ale, he followed that 
procession’s tail : 





*T was cause he felt their cause was true 


And evidently wouldn’t do. 
Reclining on the herbage by 
The spot where they would hify 
(And oh, the speaker seemed to touch his sympathetic chords so much i) 
He heard (with hair that stood erect 
Him trace the terrible effect, 


In graphic horror, link by link 
__ Of oan anything to A Comma 
And then, with terror-shaken lip, he sympathized and took a sip. 


For he who sings the Muse’s praise 


Was in his sym days; 
And he who plies the poet’s pen 


Was young and very thirsty then ; 
While he who hath the poet’s skill is old and very thirsty still. 





Ho went and plied his pen and ink 

In praise of toast-and-water drink ; 

He shouted loud, as one who would 

Declare the cause was very good ; [pay.” 
Then chuckled low, as who should say, “ ‘This kind of thing will never 


Then he who hath the poet’s brow 
Observed them swear a solemn vow 
Their onward course should not be stayed 
Until they'd stopped the liquor trade ; 
For, owing to the vice of men, the liquor-trade existed then ! 


So young they were, that vowing crew— 
So very young and sanguine too! 
Tt was a perfect treat to mark 


Their joy at meeting in the Park ! [earth. 


| To them it seemed such boundless mirth to change the liquor-drinking 


* a * * 2 


When he who's skilled in poet's lore 

Had fewer molars than before, 

He recollecte, he took the air 

Once more in broad Trafalgar-square ; { down. 
And there were Robins, Green, and Brown, still putting liquor-drinking 


But now their gaily chosen parts 
They carried on with sinking hearts ; 
For lapse of time had served to rcb 
The gay excitement from the job— 
But bound by that exacting vow, they couldn’t drop the subject now! 


They had (though getiing old and weak) 

To hobble to the Park, and speak. 

And he who hath the poet's brain, 

Still sympathetic, took his drain ; 
For—(let me mention with regret)—the liquor-trade existed yct! | 

* . . * + 

When he who chants the poet’s song 

Had lived a precious deal too long, 

He saw the three who’d made the vow— 

Existence-loathing dotards now! 
They couldn’t die although they willed—their vow was not as yet fulfilled! 


In agony, you still may mark 
Those dotards hobble to the Park ; 
Though aged some hundred years, and dry, 
They’re not at liberty to die,— 
Their weary voices can’t ba hushed until the liquor-trade is crushed. 


The poet, just as old and dry— 
But poets never, never die)— 
till sympathising, takes his drink. 
The liquor-trade’s—oh! sad to think !— 
Existing still, I must allow, and flourishing extremely now! 









‘*¢It’s Meat as Does it.’ 


Ssvera. mild homilics have appeared in certain organs of publicity 
with reference to a young farm labourer who had five different things 
for dinner, and so died—from gluttony the good employers say, and, 
while they say so, point a moral for the benefit of rising agriculturals 
whose eyes are larger than their stomachic capacity. The middle- 
class philanthropist reads the shocking story of excess, rolls up his 
eyes, and thanks Heaven he is not as these low labouring men. Then 
he goes toa public dinner, polishes off sixteen courses washed down 
with eight varieties of wine, and returns home to ponder once more 
on the bestial indulgences of common folks. For our part, we are 
pleased to know that one farm-labourer has died after a good meal. 
The generality of them die before they get one. 


- ee: eae ie eee te eet 





Sub Umbra. 

Brown, who suffers from shortness of memory among his other 
symptoms, madea joke the other day, and came in breathless. ‘‘ When, 
said he, “‘ when is Sims Reeves at his best ?’’ As comic editors are not 
supposed to understand jokes or expected to answer riddles, we gave 1 
up at once. ‘ When he’s an umbrella,” said Brown, and departed. 
Some time after we received a penitential letter and an explanation. 
As originally constructed the answer ran, ‘*‘ When England's Songster 
keeps his promise and becomes a Sangster.” Shady this, and there- 
fore, for once, appropriate. 


At ent 





Les Extremes se Touchent. 

Tue fashionable dressmaker of the West End, and the peripelene 

fish and green vendor of the East End, are not so far apart se A 
for though she is modiste and he is often the reverse, they are bo 

costumemongers, and often both have their carts de visite. 
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A THREAT! 


I pee the pen public as an idiotic crew 
, ever grant encouragement, however one miy sue. 
a filled with such a loathing as I never felt batons: 5 
would gladden me exceedingly to welter in their gore. 


Th 7 . . . . . 
ey revel in their ignorance, impertinence, and crime, 


s Tr is now some days since the Editor of this paper was fearfully 
alarmed by the sudden appearance of an excited gentleman bearing 
, manuscript. Even amid the stifling terrors of the moment it was 
‘mpossible to avoid observing that the visitor foamed with rage, and 
that his eyes were f ull of dust and his clothes covered withit. With 
estures mingling wild menace and supplication he advanced and 


g : : ; : 
fung down the manuscript, while he ground grit between his fretful Ti ’ : + 9. 
teeth. Ina voice husky with concealed dust he gurgled out frenzied 3 aed of rising aula pn ‘eine ; the y —_ 


which, when collected and arranged, conveyed a command that 
wore juscript should be published instantly, — 

Then he vanished, gasping, leaving a cloud of dust. 

Having recovered from the horror of the situation, the Editor of 
this paper, with a rush of determination flung open the scroll. 

It contained a tale described as “Translated from the German.” 
Yet there ran through the narrative an undercurrent of impetuous 
ejaculation conveying to the reader an impression as of some ill-con- 
cealed sentiment of anger or de: which should be ever a stranger 
to the breast of the translator. ‘There were incongruities of descrip- 
tion, too, giving the idea that the story had been penned rather by 
one writhing frenziedly beneath a sense of injury, and attempting to 
desoribe some personal misery, than by one uninterested in the scencs 

It was evident thaf some fearful mystery—some mystery 
ans its horrible ewbrace the translator himself—lay at the 
pottom of this tale! I¢ ran thus:— 


“THE DEMON DUST-SWEEPER. 


“In a wild and unfrequented gorge of the Hartz Mountains, among 
a peaceful population of virtuous suburban residents, lived a con- 
founded set of vestrymen—hang them! Now at one time, a time 
remembered with re water-caris had been regularly supplied by 
a good spirit to lay ust before the roads were swept, in order that 
the resi should not get it into their eyes as they journeyed up to 
town; but one day there presented himself before the confounded 
vestrymen—by Jove, sir, why don’t we bring in a law to hang ’em ?— 
a demon, who asked to be employed as a road-sweeper. 
8 , sit, this confounded demon—yes, sir, demon, I repeat—put 
the vestrymen—stifle °em!—up toa way of making their fortunes. 
‘ Dot twater the roads before I sweep’ em, he said; ‘ leave the dust dry 
| 80 that Tean sweep it into the eyes of all the passers-by—that will blind 
om: then set up as oculists, and you'll make your fortunes, every man 
of you.” So, sir, they did as he suggested, and abolished the water- 
carts, and they’re making their confounded fortunes rapidly, sir, and 
now one can’t walk up to town without being blinded, sir; and 
I’ve written to the Zimes till I’m sick of it! But a horrible fate 
awaited those vestrymen—dash em! For one dark evening the Demon 
Dust-‘Sweeper” . .. . 
At this 7 the manuscript became quite illegible, as though the 
writer had been too agitated in his feelings to continue coherently. 
The page was blotted and blurred dreadfully, though here and there 
could be deciphered a few invectives, ejaculations, and contemptuous 
epithets. Altogether the composition appears to lack the calm poetic 
tone so remarkable in German spirit-lore. 
* * * * 
@Some days subsequent to the visit described above, the Editor was 
crossing Blackfriars Bridge when he suddenly encsuntered the excited 
gentle again. He whirled madly along; his mouth, eyes, ears, 
and tose, hat, boots, and clothing were full of dust. With a gesture 
of a he mounted the parapet of the bridge. Overcome by the 
‘sight, the Editor of this paper covered his eyes foran instant. ‘There 
‘was a wild cry,—and when he again gazed around the excited gentle- 
‘man had vanished for ever! We would finish his story ourselves— 
only we can’t think of a fate bad enough for the vestrymen ! 


For lnstance, just observe the way in which they've treated me / 


I in early manhood laboured in the literary field, 

And I hoped to startle London by the power I revealed. 
Brougham like, I scribbled essays full of seientific thoucht, 

And I published penny pamphlets which the public never bought. 


Said I, “ Perhaps a drama may their ini ip ;” 

1 good opinion gin ; 
So I worked, and soon evolved a plot from ont my fertile brain 
Then I garnished it with sentiments, exposing sundry “shams ;’” 
But they served it as they served that little farce of Charley Limb’s. 


Next, in amateur dramatic clubs methought I'd my fat 
For I fancied as an actor I should deers reel Avior ¢ _ 
My début I made, and Melnotte I selected as my choice, 

But they said I wanted “ padding ”’ and a rather better voice. 


Then I came across a tavern whereat ds oft invite 

To “Select Harmonic Meetings” held on every Monday night. 
There I carolled ‘‘ comic ” ditties, rather low, but all the rage ; 
But the lunatics eventually hissed me off the stage. 


I procured a piece of carpet, and I sought the busy streets, 

To indulge the British public with none acrobatic feats. 

Thought I, “I’m good at tumbling, go I'll try my luck at that.” 
They ‘‘ gathered round,” but didn’t put a farthing in the hat. 
I’m daily sinking lower in my efforts to amuse, 

For I've lately written stories for the ‘“ Blood and Murder News.”’ 
I hunger for revenge, and long my enemies to rout. 

By Jove! PU write a book of poems—that’li serve ’em out ! 





Caste Pearls. 


Tue Corporation of London intend to eonfer the freedom of the 
City upon Sir Salar Jung before he goes away. Remembering the 
very peculiar notions possessed by our Asiatic visitors about trade and 
its affairs generally, we should suggest that the permission to Sir Salar 
to open a shop be contained in a caste-metal casket made to run upon 
caste-ors. Also, as cause and effect should, even in these affairs, be 
sometimes made to travel together, it might be as well if the 
“freedom” were that of the Spectacle Makers’ Company. Maybe, 
after this, when Sir Salar gets back he will open an “ emporium for the 
sale of rice and similar comestibles,” and thus settle a great national 
difficulty by becoming the one and only Paddy Shah. As well as the 


old and original. 


* 


The Force of Example. 


Fottowre the example now so plentifully set, an actress engaged 
in an adaptation has written to the leading journal to prove that the 
opinions expressed about her and her acting by the regulation critics 
are wrong. We don’t know where all this is to end, but we have been 
discreditably informed that Messrs. Charles Bates and Bill Sikes are 
now taking lessons in caligraphy from their friend the Artful Dodger, 
so that they may not be the only artists left without the means of re- 


sponse the next time ¢x parte and prejudiced statements are made about 


them and their performances in them blessed papers, blow ‘em! 








ce Near Enough. 

) M. Maurer has to deny some statements made about him by a critic 
Whose circulation seems considerably in excess of his authority. 
The bulk of the critic’s statement was that Maurel was a pupil of 
Faure, and that his performance was a copy of Faure, whom he must 
‘have seen play Pietro in L’ Etoile du Nord, the part under notice. M. 
‘“Murel in reply states that he never was a pup! of M. Faure, that his 
) hanes was not a copy of M. Faure, that he never saw M. Faure 
Pietro, and, what must annoy that critic most of all, that he 


A Crewed Utterance. 

f magistrates —we beg pardon, the magistrates of Crewe — after 
acunkee the conduct of nt scoundrels who had tortured a horse 
to death as “the grossest act of inhumanity they had ever heard of, 
fined them £5 each. That is, they admit by their judgment that 
for £5 anyone who chooses may act as vilely as he possibly can. At 
this rate the modern Crewe-said against vice and cruelty is likely to 


be a failure. 





) the. ‘even saw the opera of L’ Etoile du Nord.” In all other respects 


critic was exact to a fault! 9 only the -e 1 
an r ving because, as he said, any outsider got @ 
eat ns ‘Graxentic calls, but music must be done by one who 
all about it. And evidently a bit beside. 


Treasury. 
‘» Express says @ scheme has been laid before the Lord 
Mas ~ *t Dublin which will render the appointment of a city 
: The scheme is not yet divulged. Can it be— 


ecessary. 
ae a Teaciault’s terms for Fenian plays are high, and the 
revenue of Patopolis is not a million a night. 


aie a eS 
An AMERICAN Disy.—Bret Tarte. 
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: ? Gede in the Distance. 
mcession‘of Heligoland to Germany is expected shortly. Next 
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VERY JOCOSE JOCOSITY. 


Lady in White :—‘* Don’? You FIND MUCH READING RATHER HEAVY WORK, |I'LoRA?” 
Flora :—“ No, DEAR, OF COURSE NOT, IT's light READING, you KNow!” 








DOTS AND LINES. 


TxeEarricaL benefit season sets in with much severity. Next year 
it is the intention of Mr. Smith the house-painter, Mr. Tubbs the 
hosier, and Mr. Wiggins the cealshop-keeper, to start a system of 
annual benefits. Employés will be expected to give that day’s work 
gratis, and double prices will be charged customers, who will be 
earnestly requested not to miss the opportunity. — Expected arrival 
of Théo, Ja superb:, at the Opera Comique shortly. e have been 
requested to state that there is no Humberg about this announcement. 
== ane states that the British squadron has left Vigo, “ destina- 
tion own.” In the face of our modern marine history, this looks 
ominous. = Departure of Georges Sand. Leaving bekind plenty 
“‘ footprints on the Sand of time,” and lasting ones withal. — Labourer 
cuts off a man’s nose with chisel in the Midlands. Fragment missing. 
Complainant wouldn’t so much have minded if he hadn’t been “‘ chiselled ”’ 
of the piece. — tlemen pecuniarily interested in the success of rival 
Italian tragedians begin to condole with each other. And to find con- 
solation in each other's misfortunes. There’s human nature then in 
entrepreneurs, after all! = ‘A word” requested about some Patent 
Aqua Vite for sea-going ships. As the title implies, brandy pawnee 
het with lemen and sugar is, by the new process, extracted from salt 
water. =< Prince of Wales at Ascot for the race week. Wales party 
the biggest fish there, ef course. Yet some of the attenders were of 
the very fishiest, as well as of the most fashionable, kind. — Assassina- 
tion of Turkish Ministers. Assassin swears it was suicide. 







AL EES QUNINE W 


“I find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.” — 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 
SOLD BY ALL GROCERS; — WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C. 


‘¢ Physician, Heal Thyself!”’ 


Mer. J. C. Horstry, R.A., having failed recently to impress a 
gathering consisting almost entirely of artists with the inestimable 
advantages accruing to art from the Academy, started again the other 
night at the Mansion House, and, if he did not get much of a hearing, 
succeeded in obtaining the reward of type in the Times and other 
daily papers. We ourselves are inclined to believe all the worthy 
gentleman says about the institution of which he is so useful and 
ornamental a member; but we may remark that the public 
would be more likely to accord its confidence if, in pursuit of its 
magnificent plans for teaching, the Academy would only just take in 
hand, and teach, one or two of its Academicians. 


Blowing Hot and Cold. 

Panty feeling is running high in America against Mr. Blaine, the 
republican candidate for the Presidency. Some disagreeable investi- 
gations have been pursued which were intended to warm the candidate's 
supporters and chill Blaine himself. 





Nautical Reflection. 


Tue ship that weathers the gale and the man who survives the 
storms of life have often a fate in common. They come into harbour 


with bare polls. 
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Fortung, you have lately been 
Treating me unkindly— 

You who were my fancy’s queen, 
You I followed blindly. 

Once your love for me was strong, 
Now you never trust me; 

Really, dear, you're going wrong— 
Fortune, you disgust me! 


Those were joyous moments when 
Fondness you affected— 

Now you flirt with other men, 
Leaving me neglected. 

Go, my girl, and have your fling, 
Maybe, you'll discover 

Some day ’twas a cruel thing 
Thus to jilt your lover! 


Like the rest, you’re full of wiles: 
First you oat “pet” us— 

Greeting us with loving smiles, 
Then you soun forget us, 

Long ago I gave my heart 
Gladly to your keeping; 

Now my cherished dreams depart— 
Pleasure’s turned to weeping! 


Vanish quickly from my sight, 
Here you needn’t linger ; 

You whe, knowing well my plight, 
Never raise a finger ! 

All my pleadings you evade, 
Though I’ve oft caressed you— 

Fortune, you're a fickle jade,— 
Fortune, I detest you i 








The Unfair Sex. 


Somg of the ladies’ meetings about Woman's Rights, 
the Contagious Diseases Acts, und the Viv.section 
Principle have been so strong, in more senses of the 
word than one, that it is proposed to call the advocates 
of Beckerism and kindred pursuits female fie-fie- 
sectionists in future. Blush powder will be provided by 
the committee on the shortest notice. 





Wuar's the Difference between the Khedive of Egypt 
ws . Swan’s Back ?—QOne's hard up and the other's 
soft down. 


oo 
ADVANCED SCIENCE. 


From rue “ Screntiric Review,” A.d. 2001. 


Szverat interesting experiments were 
meeting of the Neckornothing Science Asso 
me 

€ eitect of gold spectacles on the nasal c 
man afterwards 7 

nglishwoman, 

ect is extreme 
ness of the 
with collec 


artilage. 
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‘A FICKLE ONE,” gf dint 


recently performed at a : cast | | 
ciation. Mr. Blunmber,the | Next year will contain 45 dull days, 100 snowy days, 12 days of hail 
own anatomist, vivisected an elderly physician to demonstrate and sleet, 155 pouring wet days, 45 tempestuous days, and 8 fine days. 
The same gentle- 
grafted the head of a negro upon the neck of a young 
and vice versd, without loss of life in either case. The 
ly grand and pleasing : the contrast of colour and odd- 
conjunction will probably make this new species favourite 
tors. The subject for the next monthly meeting of this 
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| A TEST OF MERIT. 


Tourist :—“‘ ARE THERE ANY INNS IN THIS VILLAGE, MY LITTLE MAN 2?” 

Small Native :—’Exs, stn, THERE BE THE ‘Fox AND Lion’ 1n Mipp.e- 
STREET, AND THE ‘ Conniers’ ARMS’ DOWN THE MILL-END.” 

Tourist :— WuIcH IS THE B¥ST ONEP”’ 

S. M:— “I DUNNo’, SIR, BUT FEARTHER ALLUS GITS DRUNK AT THE 


‘CoRBLERS’.”’ 








| organised in various parts of the town for the Home Secretary's 
| amusement during the afternoon, and instantly detected by the men, 


| who ran with their noses to the ground. 
Jhe Weather Forecast Association's Table was published yesterday. 


|The wind for every day is given, the height of the waves in the 

| Channel, the numter of flashes of lightning in each electrical disturb- 

ance; and ladies shopping in London will be interested to Jearn that a 

plan is added of the different streets, showing the exact direction in 
which the dust will come during the windy hours. 

The Secretary of the Submarine Co-operative Home writes to inform 

us that there are no vacancies at present. The next block of buildings 





A nag ° 





society’s Discussion Class is “ Human Flesh as a Substitute for p I buildis 
Animal ;” to be opened “ By One who is Tired of Mutton and Beef.” | to be opened is just under the Nore Light. The company : divin g 

The first train on the principle of magnetic attraction leaves | omnibuses go down with intending tenants every yy pore: es, aD 

we ‘8 Cliff, Dover, at twelve to-morrow, and is expected to | will contract to convey their furniture to their doors if desired. 
re me 88 Calais in twenty-four seconds. The magnet is erected about 

~ coe of a mile from the old French pier, and when not in use is sas eens Toeamecmmaaaaal 
oped by @ non-conducting shield. The train is highly magnetised, From Kissengen. as 
be 18 similarly protected. Ata given signal the non-conductors will | Price Bismarck, in a recent speech at a public sc 00 estival, 
cco ntrawn, and it is anticipated that the new cars with their | advised the boys when in trouble to confide in their paren : _ 
the tim will fly safely over the Channel to their loadstone terminus utting his precept into practice himself just at present. 
llamar troubled with liver and has gone to his Spa for relief. 
aoe a Training College for Detectives was visited by the Home 
sagacity last Satur He expressed himself delighted with the Fools and Their Money. 

and condition of the Murder Class. The way in which these : eT isien Hho’ 

tak ne’ is wonderfully simple and yet efficient. They are | THE Chancellor of the Exc equer ee te ET. 
of va from their mothers when two days old and put among the litter for conscience money. Such a con 

pf constant, female bloodhound who is handy for the pee welcome. 

: ywi @ puppies and away from all human influence, oe aes ee 
ao Ume they area y a tid they coae canuioed the bloodhound’s A Disoracerv Poa c.—Twelve fe 
and instinct, and this they never lose. Several murders were | starting out in a body. 
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TOO MUCH OF IT. 


Our Members of Parliament should, we confess, 
Receive at this moment sincere gratulation— 

That is, if we dare any feeling express 
Conerrning their notions of classy education. 

They talk and they twaddle, they fret and they fume, 
Their wish is to give us a new sort of nation ; 

They'd teach the cube root to the boy with a broom, 
And give to the scullion an art-education. 

So paint up the lily and gild up the gold, 

We'd like to say something but dread being bold. 


Our Members of Parliament, long-headed men, 
Can see their way clear through this Act’s innovation. 
Much duller are we, so confined is our ken 
We lose the delights of this grand education. 
Too clever for labour, too clumsy for thought, 
What's coming to clods in the next generation P 
To dismallest pass must the couniry be brought 
Ere the craze is exploded of grand education. 
Then paint up the lily and gild up the gold, 
In future all brains must be cast in one mould. 
} —aee ra 
Pcieasure and Fashion are haying it all their own way in London, or 
at all ev in that portion of the metropolis of which those great 
goddesses deign to take any cognisance. An itinerant cynic or peri- 
patetie philosopher may just now in a walk through the West-end 
witnesg much to amuse and interest him. He can see evidences of 
wealth go tremendous and so apparently universal, that it is only 
by putting his hand in his own trousers pocket, or remembering how 
sparely he breakfasted and how seer he is likely to dine, 
that the philosopher can bring himself to believe that there is even 
‘“‘ temporary embarrassment” possible within that charmed district. 
The curious spectator may see lines upon lines, each apparently 
reaching miles, of the most magnificent equipages, drawn by corn-fed 
stee2s of the rarest blood and breeding, tricked out in the most 
expensive gear, while the occupants of the carriages would consider the 
old notion of purple and fine linen as alone representing wealth and 
power very old and stale indeed. Itis not in London as it is in so 
many other cities, that there is but one step between poverty and 
riches, between splendour and squalidity. Here the gradations are so 
nicely and comfortably marked off, that by the time one gets among 
the very richest it is difficult to remember that there are any of the 
very poorest left to cumber the earth, except in the harmless necessary 
path pursued by calves and bestrewn with powder. But these haughty 
menials who serve cold meat as the bard advises through one of his 
heroes that physic shall be served, can scarcely be considered of the 
very poorest ; in their own way they are even more aristocratic than 
their employers. They eatand drink of the best, they mix in the best 
society, and no one can say they don’t dress in the best and the most 
gorgeous. And so what looked like being a homily at the commence- 
ment is only an o portgath for the expression of envy at the superior 
lot of my lord an y’s plushclads. If we had only fine calves anda 
maleate appearance, how much happier might be our lot. The world 
of flunkeydom possesses much warmer corners and nicer titbits than 
that of journalism. Besides, as a flunkey, we could still do that most 
congeniil of work to the flunkey nature, the special and exclusive 
articles for high-priced papers which give off the spicy utterances and 
private conversations of the most exalted personages. 








Curious Mixture. 
For the benefit of those who boast about the nineteenth century 
and its enligktenments, we reproduce the following extract :— 
8ST. CUTHBERT, CARLISLE. 


VERDICT. 
5th Mch., | William | black- | A large draught ef spirituous liquor. 
1£76. Irving | smith The jury strongly condemn the practice of 
mixing spirit with malt liquor. 








ge Rost. E , MD., ‘ 
Well, it is rather a waste to do it-im'titP 


Very Hard Work. 


A CONTEMPORARY informs us that “a cabinet-maker in receipt of 
five-and-sixpence a week has died because he was of dissipated habits,” 
and adds, “he never did any work, and had done none for nine 
years.” Under the circumstances we will not pause to e that 
nine years is a short “never;” we simply challenge the whole state- 
ment. The man must have had hard work all his life to live, and 
harder still to be dissipated—on five-and-sixpence a week. Let the 
sceptical try it for themselves. 
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THE NEW POET: A REVIEW. 


By PERMISSION FROM THE “‘SATeRVIEW SPECTAMINER.” 


A creat and learned, as well as dissertative, writer has told us tha’ 
in the darkest hour of night there comes the dawn; a statemen: 
which, though somewhat paradoxical, has in time developed into a 
truism comprehended of the multitude and the many beyond. 
Another and even more popular though less falutive writer has also 
stated that the longest lane must of its own longevity come to a 
turning. Though generally applied to matters of « common-place 
order, these philosophic utterances have shown themselves at the 
present moment invested with an importance which must at once 
command the consideration of all interested in literature generally, 
while to those whose sympathies are particularly affected by the 
highest walk of genius—Poetry— it is difficult to magnify the potency 
of what to us must just now be regarded as almost prophetic observa- 
tions. Yes, at a time when poesy in its truest and noblest forn: 
seemed t» be dead amongst us, when the creative genius of the Maker. 
the passionate pathos, the delicate and subtle fire, the grandeur of 
expression and cognate simplicity of utterance, had all departed, as it 
seemed never to return, there dawns upon us what can only be re- 
garded as literarily and completely, poetically and practically, » 
revelution. In an age when the rhymer ruled supreme, and sang his 
songlets or prosed his platitudes, when inversion and inchoateness 
usurped the positions erst occupied by depth and durability—when 
erotic mania and lymphatic meanderabilitudinarianism were venerated, 
and the prevailing tone was one of metempsychosis and mirabilidictu. 
tation—at a season when he was never so much before desiderated, 
there arose—there has arisen, Apollo be praised !— a true, a great, and 
a glorious poet. 

Though undoubtedly a pleasant, it is also a difficult, task to introduc 
to the world the initiatory incubation of an immeasurable mentality, 
a poetic pragmaticon bound to make its immediate mark upon all whv 
live and learn. In the book which lies before us we discern the germ 
of a genius, the characterisation of a consolidarity, which must 
interfere with the constitution of things as they are now, and even- 
tually much undo what is now considered done. Its title is simple,— 
its story is almost idyllic. Its treatment is sententious. Its parallels 
are perfect. In a word, “The Perturbed Post-Captain; or, the 
Majestic Mariner and the Bold Marine,” is a work which should be in 
the hands of all classes, and without which no gentleman’s library i> 
complete. It is not fair we admit to such an author as Mr. Juggin« 
to cull the sweetest specimens for our own columns; still we owe it t: 
our readers to show that our panegyric is but the reward of merit, and 
so we select here and there a few specimens. The opening verse tel.: 
its own story. 


A sailor left his native shore. 
Said he, ‘“‘ Somehow I’ve got a notion 
That in a book of learned lore 
I read this statement o’er and o’er, 
A sailor's home is on the ocean. 
"T would ne’er do in these wicked times 
To scoff or as a sceptic vary, 
But still within the sound of chimes 
Which tell of London and its crimes, 
My home has ever been with Mary.” 


What can be more suggestive of the true pathos of humanity: 
Here we have the delicate love of the British seaman for his island 
home, his bride, and, maybe many will think, his children. — Passing 
over what may be considered a moot point, let us continue th: 
narrative. 

The sailor, when he got on board, 
Went down and thought within the stoke-hole, 
Oh, pride of place by him deplored! 
’T was there the stuff for steam was stored— 
On land ’twould be the coal and coke-hole. 
And there and then he racked his brains 
And tried to burst the local bubble ;— 
How could his home be on the main 
And yet in London? Foiled, he fain 
Would seek assistance in his trouble. 


He seeks the captain, and explains the trouble which besets ii- 
soul, The description of one of the stories’ heroes is much too g wd 
to be passed over :— 


Our captain was a man of worth— 
For years he'd held his present s'ation ; 
A truer salt no’er trod the earth, 
But when at sea the bonds of berth 
Threw o’er his views an obfuscation. 
How oft he'd halt when half-mast high! 
And there with sense of weary worry 
Would look around the tumid sky 
And ask the Gunner’s Daughter why 
The wind was always in a hurry. 








| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 








A piece of description which has few equals and no superior. The 
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manner in which the popular fiction of the Gunner's D i 
introduced cannot be too particularly panegyrised. The ¢ we 
way of expounding the passage is in the same vein :— 
‘¢ A gailor’s ship, when on the sea 
She sails to foreign parts and places— 
Becomes the home of all that’s free 
And brave and great and full of glee, 
Of honest hearts and handsome faces. 
But when a crew and captain land, 
And bid farewell to one another ’’—— 
Just here he was the least unmanned. 
He paused, and then resumed : “ Brave band 
Why then my home’s on shore with mother.” 


This is the moment in which the poet shows himself fully worthy 
of the appellation, even when considered among its proudest 
possessors. The word which ends the foregoing stanza starts him off 
upon a burst which can only be regarded as really sublime. 


Ah blessed name, with which to quell 
All thoughts of mystic mutineering ! 
Oh magic word, in which must dwell 
For ever the completest spell, 
Affecting even him who’s steering! 
And ships may go and ships may come, 
For years may cruise upon a station, 
But louder far than tap of drum 
The sound will through tke twilight come, 
And save the soul from perturbation. 


And now, albeit with difficulty, we must take our leave of what we 
can only consider an epoch in the history of English literature. It is 
a proud thing for the Saturview Spectaminer, and not that venal sheet 
the Athenademy, to be the first to acknowledge the representative of 
a new era; and we trust that when the name of Juggins is handed 
down to posterity the vehicle. of his first fame will not be entirely 
unremembered. We had almost forgotten to mention that single 
copies of ‘“‘The Perturbed Post-Captain” may be obtained of the 
publisher at the office of this paper. Thirteen to the dozen, and a 
reduction on taking a quantity. 





—- 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Lerten to the papers complains of a hole in Rotten Row, by which 
a live lord was hurt. Fortunately, most rotten things are soft, and 
the Row is no exception; besides the lord came down on his head, 
and didn’t hurt himself. But somebody ought to be punished, or 
what's the use of lords? — Anti-clerical manifestations at Ghent. 
They want Lord Sandon and Co. over there to teach them the right 
and educated meaning of the term ‘clerical error.” == Debtor gives 
as reason for his difficulties, want of work and illness. And yet he 
was neither a doctor nor a druggist. — Suicide of a Good Templar. 
Templarary insanity, of course. Doubtless thought he was “too 
good”’ a Templar “ for this world.’’ — Henley Regatta. (As a full 
and complete prophecy about this fashionable water féte appears in 
another page we will, of course, refrain from comment here.) = Gaols of 
Barbadoes crammed with criminals. Mem.: To Barbadces when we 
ret an offer of a governorship. = Death of a Mrs. Trustwell, aged 
103 years 11 months 1 day. Hours, minutes, and moments not 
recorded, which is a great pity, considering the rage for long human 
races against time now. Anyhow, Mrs. ‘Trustwell deserves great 

credit” for her persistency. — Fight between a clergyman and a 
gentleman in a Faversham cricket-field. Science on both sides, but 
just when church militant was about to be church triumphant, an 
interruption and adjournment took place. 


Musical Intelligence. 
_ Txovax there is some reason to believe that Mendelssohn's part-song, 
O hills, O Wales of pleasure,’ was given the other night at a party 
at Marlborough House, it is not true that Princess Mary of Cambridge 
thee Shakespeare's ballad, “Teck, oh Teck those lips away!” or 
at Prince Arthur favoured the company with ‘“‘I Connought sing 
the old songs!” 





Small Potatoes. 
Pe Times’ Trish correspondent quotes a case in illustration of the 
P betical jury system across the Channel in which nineteen 
tie: turned up in a panel of forty-eight names. Probably most 
oge Murphies were “ flukes.” 


Fiver Shame. 


Oa says it will cost him a tenner to go for a “ twoer.” There 
© @ loss of eight pounds on that transaction. 
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NEW LEAVES. 


WHEN an expert comes voluntaril 
. mes y forward and offers useful infor- 
re to an unhappily ignorant public his effort should at least 

€celve consideration. In such a case, the question of style bec 
one of secondary importance. A tailor's shopman, or hosier’s i tant, 
oak a walker, or even a cash clerk, may know a great deal t that is 
th ih about the clothes of our everyday wear; how to get them at 
© shortest possible price, and how to make them last the longest 
possible period. So it would be unfair to submit to too rigid a fest 
= little brochure entitled The Gentleman's Art of Drains with 
conomy (Warne), as it has evidently been a labour of love, and is 
doubtless, the result of practical experience. Now and again the 
writer ‘“ makes believe very much” as a man upon town to whom 
expense 18 as nothing, but he is most surely at home when telling his 
se how to have his coats turned and his hats ironed so as to look 
etter than new; how to keep trousers apparently fresh until that last 
eventful moment when, if they are only hung up, they will drop all to 
pieces ; how, in fact, to look like a lord upon next to nothing a year. To 
the great mass of cheap swells we can conscientiously recommend this 
work as being a production essentially after their own hearts by one 
who has taken a degree in their own ranks. An axiom which the 
writer lays down may with some fairness be applied in his own case. 
Speaking of style he says, it doesn’t follow that because you go to a 
real swell tailor you are bound to get real swell clothes—or words to 
that effect. By the same token, the best of printing-offices, even 
though there be publishing-houses to match, don’t of themselves 

ensure the highest quality of literary excellence. 

Heavy Stakes and Two Wedding Rings are one-volume novels of the 
kind which is beginning to be identified with the Charing-cross 
Publishing Company. But with this difference: that while Heavy 
Stakes will take a deal of swallowing, and even then may not unlikely 
prove indigestible, the other book is a remarkably good specimen of 
its kind, andin the dramatic form it is about to assume should be at 
least as successful as most things of the present theatrical season. 

The Riverside Press Centennial Guide Book, the London agents for 
which are Messrs. Triibner and Co., should be extensively used durin 
the exhibitional hegira. They are full of maps and illustrations, ol 
even for home reading may be found refreshing after an attempt on 
the dull novels of still duller magazines. The official Guide to 
Philadelphia, which comes with it, appears exhaustive as well as 
authoritative. From the same firm we receive Mr. Leland’s Pidgin 
English Sing-Song, about which we have some doubts. Whether it is 
to be regarded as an educational or a humorous work we leave readers 
to determine, each man for himself. Whatever the present production 
of Breitmann may be, we may as well, in common fairness, state here, 
in case we never have another opportunity, that the most purely 
humorous productions we have ever come across are some avowedly 
serious educational handbooks of the present day. And humour 1s 
none the less potent because it is unintentional. 

The editor of the Yachting Annual seems to have mastered the some- 
what difficult but very useful editorial lesson, how to get double as 
much information into a given space as might reasonably have been 
expected. An admirable digest, published at Land and Water office. 

Authors are, as a rule, said to be unable to appreciate their work 
at its true value. This is a charge which can hardly be brought 
against the gentleman responsible for a book entitled Bosh (Bickers 
and Son). 

Coke Handbook to Switzerland is “a book with a motive.” The 
motive being that of driving stay-at-homes either mad or to the offices 
at Ludgate-circus, there to take tickets with the determination of seeing 
the world and what is beyond it. 

It seems rather late in the day to start a humorous pamphlet on the 
citizen soldier movement. “ Better late than never’”’ may be a good 
wholesome proverb enough in its general way, but this particular case 
suggests a new reading. . 

The author of a pamphlet on the Union or Dismemberment of Turkey 
obviously doesn’t want any instruction from us. We rarely find 
anyone who does, though of teachers there is profusion. 








‘¢‘ Most Musical, Most Melancholy.” 

Tur Royal Family are very musical. The Duke of Edinburgh 
* sae a fiddle like an angel,” our beloved Albert Edward plays 
any tune he likes upon the national heart, while the Queen's 
favourite instrument is the Consort-ina, which, by-the-bye, has been 
likened to the organ. As played by her Majesty, however, the 
resemblance ceases, for the organ has stops. 

aaa 
Racing Note. : ee 

‘xe Mayor of Birmingham has started several hobby-horses for the 
tectaanatiion St. Stephen’s stakes. Backers are divi ed beeen 7 
«“ School Board” and his “ Apology.” The latter appears to us to 
rather lame. 
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‘PROFFERED SERVICE —.” 


Costermonger (to Swell who has asked his way) :—“ We.t, I cAn’T EXACTLY DIRECT YOU GOVERNOR, BUT IF YOU'LL JuMP UP IN MY 
BARRER I'LL DRIVE YER THERE.” 











And of other things indicative of shivering and snow : 
‘ THE STAGNANT SHOP. . And it beats imagination 
Tere’s the queerest little paper-shop that ever met the vision, What a sense of consolation 
Which delightfully diversifies my journey up to town; I internally experience in gazing on the show ! 
For the articles within it are a subject for derision, . ; 
So old they are and obsolete, and weather-stained and brown: For, however unequivocally flattering and pleasant 
And under no condition | All the features of existence have the goodness to appear, 
Do they alter their position Still [’'m always, in a manner, discontented with the present, 
By the dingy little curtain which is never taken down. And I always like to fancy it’s another time of year: 
And there steals upon the gazer an invincible conviction alg gat Pa ak ag ene 
That a certain subtle humour may have prompted the display, And in winter on the a. where the cricketers career 
For the grimy little window, by an admirable fiction, 
Is supposed to be devoted to the journals of the day: That shop is so contrasted in its want of animation 
But if any indication With the City in its hurry and its bustle and its bore, 
Of the “ Latest Information” That I'm certain it’s existed since the dawning of creation— 


And I'm anything but positive it wasn’t there before : 


Be existent in the window, it is hidden well away. ‘And T'tn ot 7 s 
m strong in my suspicion 








There’s a Standard whose antiquity induces veneration, When it suffers demoliti 
There's an ancient London Journal, there’s a venerable Fu , 23 ea eee ' 
There’s a weather-beaten paper Se erected illustration. That we shan’t perceive this world of ours existing any more! 
Of a mighty “ exhibition ”’) which is dated ’51; | ” 
And a lot of other pages ‘‘The Wearing of the Green. 
Born in long-forgotten ages, Tue offer of £7,000, recently made by Sir Arthur Guinness to enable 


Superannuated dotards and aweary of the sun. St. Stephen’s Green to be opened as a public park, seems likely to be 


And at intervals protracted is the fact nullified because the corporation of Dublin refuse to undertake the 
That the hai of the premises has cates Co the iia maintenance of the green. Alderman M‘Swiney and his colleagues 
For her track is made ap t in the dust that has collected. being Home Rulers, naturally prefer to see the green worn. 
By a row of iittle patches quite (comparatively) clean : ; 
There i evidenco unshaken. Assize Courtship. 
; eys tazen— Two convicted felons in Paris have been allowed to marry their 
And I know ou w= - interval of seven months between. female accomplices prior to their transportation. Disbelievers 1n the 
There are pictures in the window that are garrulous of summer transports of Hymen pltase make a note of. 
(There is one entitled “‘ Cricket,” and another “ After-glow ”’) ; . 
There are pictures of the “Robin,” and the “Skaters,” and the | Novztisrs and dramatists should have peaceful deaths. It is the 
Mummer, aim of their lives to make a good ending. 
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THE NEW ALCHEMY 


A TRANSMUTATION OF THE BASER METALS INTO EXTRA DOUBLE REFINED TREBLE GILT GOLD. 
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A DISCOVERY. 


By our Lunatic LAurgates. 


Mr. Eprror, Sir,~I make haste to confess 

That your lunatic’s been on a trip for the Press. 
For conceiving it part of his duty to know 

How matters in Turkey would probably go 

When Mourad had quieted down to his work, 

Your luratic flew to the land of the Turk; 

But scarce had he landed when, under their breath, 
He heard some officials debating his death. 


Muttered they—little dreaming of course I was fly— 
‘This lunatic fellow must certainly die, . 

He is cunning and clever at cutting a knot; 

And if once he should take to suspecting the plot 

He would follow the «lue—learn the truth there and then, 
And be off with the news for the newspaper men; 

But our heads on our shoulders no longer would be, 

For he'd over and have ’em, would Benjamin Dee. 


When they mentioned that name I perceived in a trice 
That I'd tumbled on something well flavoured with spice ; 
So I let them continue—they'd plenty to say, 

Till the whole of the plot was as clear as the day. 

For I heard that the Sultan had never been killed, 

That the body they found was a dummy one, filled 

With sawdust and shavings, and claret for gore; 

And the doctors had certified outside the door. 


Sultan Abdul himself, from his own palace grounds, 
Had been kidnapped and sold for a couple of pounds 
To a statesman at home who imagined, if loose, 

His dethronement might give certain kings an excuse 
For taking up Turkish affairs as their own, 

‘hen snapping at us like three curs with a bone. 

So he offered some eunuchs a couple of quid 

To collar poor Abdul from him—and they did. 


Thus the coup was completed. How Europe has rung 
With the name of the statesmen the pipers have sung. 
But I’m proud to inform you it rested with me 

To discover where Abdul was kept by Ben Dee. 

In a cellar that’s under Ben’s mansion in town 

Lies the man on whose Lead was the Turkish for crown. 
And Ben Dee, through a chink twice a day at the least, 
Tells his victim the tale of his cvup in the East. 


A GHASTLY REVELATION. 


St ee a Ee ONE TT rar 
“pete . . 


Pore a eee 


1 wore travelling home from town 
by the last omnibus one evening 
lately when our attention became 
irresistibly attracted by the strange 
manner and appearance of the only 
other occupant of the vehicle. 

This person sat at the extreme 
end, opposite the light, which, play- 
ing fitfully on his features, revealed 
the deathlike pallor that overspread 
them. This pallor, accompanied 
by the fact that the man bit his 
nails violently, at once made it 
evident that a fearful secret of a 
somewhat unusual nature weighed 
down his senses. ‘The scene was 
most solemn and impressive. We 

: two sat there practically alone (the 

conductor having ascended to the 

roof to smoke a friendly pipe with the driver), and the omnibus was 
now travelling through the darkest and most desolate part of the 
am-road, for we had just passed tho fire-station at Percy Cross, 
and it required sone nerve indeed to request the stranger to confide 
us, and relate his thrilling story. For an instant he seemed 
ho olute; then in a shuddering voice he began as follows :—‘ My 

ry 1s indeed strange and unusual, and, although the facts—yes, I 

i at facts—which I am about to relate to you are at this moment as 
orribly present to my mind as they were at the time of their actual 

Sccurrence, still I can hardly be surprised should you refuse to credit 

a single word, 

In order to properly follow the incidents of the mystery it is 

necess 1 mae yc should have seen the Metropolitan Railway.” 

» Indeed,’’ 
ofen called the ‘ Underground,’ and which runs——. 
trom dwhich rung,” he said, coldly, “as you were about to say, 

Liverpool-street. It is so. Well, it happened one day that, 





” 


I replied impetuously. ‘It is the same which is | amination. 
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being (for reasons which I for 

0 get) compelled to travel by tha 
. a ticket and descended into the subterranean senttbes. [ aan 
. a ee was about to start for South Kensington. We rushed 
: at the sulphurous obscurity when, as the train glided into the 
Tee it of a station, I beheld a sight which I can never forget 

ehind the bars of a cell too dark and gloomy for the human eye to 
= its horrible recesses, stood, dimly visible, a lonely captive, shut 
rom the light of day, sir, and possibly without food. I could bear no 
more. [ shut my eyes convulsively, and the train whirled me onward 
into the darkness again | When [ grew o#l:mer on emerg- 
ing into the open air, I endeavoured in vain to search out a clue to the 
mystery. Alas, in the hurry of the moment I had failed to look for the 
name of the station, or, in short, to observe any circumstance which 


a ee 


might have aided me in identifying the scene of the outrage. I 
endeavoured to drive the affair from my memory; I took change of 


air in the Isle of Dogs, and my mind became more tranquil. By 
degrees 1 began to doubt the truth of what I had seen. I asked my- 
selt repeatedly, ‘ Could such a thing as this occur in the midst of the 


surging civilisation of London? Is not this subterranean captive a 
mere phantom of my imagination?’ Yet still I could not entirely 
dismiss the subject from my thoughts. Determined to make a last 
effort to set my doubts at rest, I again descended into the Under- 
ground Railway at the station whence I had formerly started. I sped 
through the darkness once more. I emerged into the dimness of a 
station. I strained my eyes looking for the captive. The cell was 
there ; Ihad not been deceived then! I had not dreamed the events! 
The cell was there, but the barred-gate stood open. The captive was 
gone! Whither? A suspicion too horrible to think out flashed across 
my mind. Numbed with horror, I was borne along once more. As 
we dashed onward my eye was attracted by a sudden glare of red, 
gloomy light, like the reflection from a furnace. A moment more, and 
I caught, as the train dashed 
madly by, a glimpse of a cavern, 4044. pose ee | 
like a torture chamber, in the 
side of the tunnel, of a number 
of weird figures with torches. 
“Tt wasenough. ‘The horrible 
mystery was a mystery Lo 
longer. I saw it all!” Asmy 
fellow-traveller said these words 
a strange expression of happiness 
came over his face, and, alighting 
from the omnibus, he went away. 
We were now at Putney Bridge, 
and as we walked slowly home- 
wards we determ.ned to know 
more of the affair. 
* . * 
On making inquiries, we have 
discovered that the incidents 
related by the traveller are 
absolutely true in every detail, ue 
There is obviously some terrific and startling mystery here, which 


should be looked into! 





——_—____ 


THEATRICAL. 


Ir has been suggested that it would occasionally be a very appro- 


priate proceeding to produce plays at the different houses which in 


their titles would be suggestive either of the lessees or the character 


i 
of the theatre. We have the pleasure to enumerate a few already 





decided upon by various courteous managements with their own kind 
permission :— 
Drury Lane . ; 
Prince of Wales's . 
St. James’s 
Princess's . 


Chatterton. 

La Petite Marie, eh ? 
Love in a Wood. 
Wigan Gown. 

The Wandering Hure. 


Court . . - I’ . 
Charing Cross ['wo to One on the Field. 
Queen’s. New Men and Long Acres. 
Haymarket A Trip to Buxton. 
S:andard Douglas. 

Alhambra . Follow my Leader. 
Surrey . Der Flieg nde Holduder. 
Grecian. Conquest of Peru. 


It’s a long Lane, Xe. 
En een 
Lickerish. 


n has presented his tongue to the 
f the world for microscopic ex- 


Britannia . 


Tux gentleman who licked creatio 
geological and botanical societies 0 





Whur is the label on the Dublin M.P.’s stout like rank ?—Because 


it’s the Guinness’ stamp. 
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The Loafer (with no eaine) ont of work, and an unexpected A mysterious gift.—The certificate of discharge (belonging to somebody else). 
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A sudden metamorphosis : the “ Astz-Bopizp Szaman.” Amusing occupation for the merchant-captain’s leisure ; teaching the able-bodied seaman 
to distinguish the mast from the rudder. ‘ 
| HOLIDAY QUESTIONS FOR IDLE IDIOTS. PARLIAMENTARY. 
. Is a Cockney yachtsman a summersault ? Mr. OC. E. Lewis spied a stranger in his tra last night, and has 
) Is boating always a seasonable amusement ? | given notice to the Premier that he will mention the matter in the 
= * — the ee ae enjoy “ane life ? : House and move a resolution. ie 
8 the most appropr abric for seaside wear marino Lord H. Lennox has premised to open the City Plant Show, to be 
Does a good outrigger stick to its scullers? held shortly in Reicesteceduare, in Zs unavoidable absence of the 
Are the lines :— Baron. ’ 
. ones wa, little starfish ; 
ow I wonder what you are, fish!” The Water Cure. 
by s Orabbe or a Newt ua? Tus Dean and Chapter of Winchester are about to place a tank 
Do full hotels bed you out as a plant P $ : . , | containing 1,000 gallons of water on the top of the Cathedral in case 
May a married excursionist go “there and back” for a single fair? | of fire. But what are they going to cover the heads of the congreg®: 
Dela eT tentwaen tier tee dhe tat tion with in case of water. By St. George and the tap oe, aed 
iers i Sankt i an 
Do ide henids play fresh airs? Pp eo would be as objectionable in a cathedral as 


Is a big stone a little stone grown boulder? 

Are harbour lights provided in care a cat’s paw should be about ? 
Does the Chancellor of the Exchequer control a ship's in come tacks ? 
Has the sea a right to the Reform Club when its Ripley ? 


A Tarna wasn Founpv To Maxe a Norg or.—A sheet of 
of England paper. 
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A Fine Bit. “full 
A scHootmaster at Eve Hill has been fined for samercie 
hing a pupil for a trifling offence. Let’s hope it will cure 
Evehill ways. 












Do's 


A De urkish Ministers accept Portefolios when they take office? | 
icine 
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